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A Nudge in the Right Direction

Sophie Almodóvar did not want to leave the port city of Sycaruse.

She had arrived the day before in the bustling, sunbaked capital of the island of Syacani and had immediately felt at home. Her years spent plying her licentious trade in Cutthroat’s Refuge had made her accustomed to the warm oceanside climate and the comings and goings of the docks. Sycaruse was much bigger than Cutthroat’s Refuge, that pirate hideaway, and the vitality of the city almost made her forget why she had arrived on the island.

She walked along the sunny dockside with a smile on her face, her dark hair pulled back from her face, and her shoulders bare in the white peasant blouse that cinched at her ample bust. Merchant ships jostled in the crowded harbor as shirtless, sweat-drenched sailors paused in unloading the ships to admire Sophie as she walked past.

The scent of saltwater and cargoes of spice intermingled with savory aromas from the nearby marketplace. Roasting meat, baking bread, and other delicious delicacies tempted Sophie’s insatiable appetite. She could stuff herself with food and never really satisfy her hunger. Only one thing did that. Her attention was drawn just beyond the docks, to the taverns and alleyways where merchants peddled more illicit goods and harlots promised pleasures to visiting sailors.

These were her people. This was the sort of place she belonged. Kissing strange men and spreading her thighs to satisfy their lust. Feasting on pleasure in the afternoon, the evening, and late into the night. Sunning herself by the sea and letting her skin grow golden brown.

She was stopped in her fantasies of leisure by the façade of a seaside temple meant for wayward sailors. The four stone pillars of Mardoch framed the door and inside, in the shade of the chapel, Sophie could see a wizened priest giving counsel to a bloodied drunk of a sailor leaning heavily on a boat hook.

Somewhere on this island was a parish that had once been the responsibility of Pater Scibberas, the priest turned inquisitor who now pursued Sophie for heresy. Sophie had reason to believe that Scibberas had taken custody of her sister Margaret and might have secreted her in his former parish to conceal her location from the church.

Finding the former temple of Pater Scibberas was the only lead Sophie had to find her sister. She knew it was on this island in a small village, but she knew little else.

“Do you seek forgiveness, my child?”

The elderly pater of the sailor’s temple was beckoning to her from beside the altar to Mardoch. His withered, wrinkled hand trembled with age and his dark eyes were barely visible beneath his bushy white eyebrows. She realized that her revealing top and bouncy skirt probably gave him the impression she was a whore lingering outside his temple and considering a search for Mardoch’s light.

She could play that part. It wasn’t too far from the truth. The darkborne mark on her neck crawled like a spider against her flesh and sent pulses of desire through her body. It was a voiceless lust, but the drumbeat of it still compelled her, Fuck the old priest. Fuck anyone. Just fuck!

She swallowed hard and smiled at the elderly priest.

“Yes, pater,” said Sophie, bowing her head slightly to the withered old man. “I am a very sinful woman.”

He made the sign of the four pillars and then placed a hand atop her bowed head.

“The desires of the flesh are the desires of the beast,” said the pater. “Any animal can indulge in such physical pleasure. We must strive to rise above the kingdom of animals and ascend to the mountains of mankind. Let the pillars of Mardoch support you on your journey, my child.”

“Thank you, pater,” she said.

“I feel like I have seen you here before,” said the pater, sitting down with her in the front pew of the small chapel. The light of candles flickered red upon his face and stirred the deep shadows of his gaunt features.

“N-no, I don’t think…”

Sophie’s voice trailed off as the pater grasped her hands with ancient fingers. She felt his skin as fragile as paper and felt the tremor in his grasp as he looked up at her through his big, white eyebrows. A sense of peace came over her at that moment. The ache of the mark on the back of her neck grew quiet. The light of the candles on the altar, arranged in some multiple of four, seemed to glow brighter.

“You seek something else,” said the pater. “Redemption. Tell me, my child, what are you looking for?”

“My sister,” gasped Sophie. “Margaret. I think she might be here on the island. Kept in the parish of Pater Scibberas.”

“His parish was in Rosoco, in the mountain country to the south,” said the pater. “This is a dangerous place. A dark place. Where the night is ruled by fear. The woman you seek is not there.”

“No? How do you know?” asked Sophie.

“But you must go there,” continued the pater, his voice raspy and fragile. “Travel to Rosoco and you will take your next step to finding what you seek.”

“You just said she is not there,” said Sophie. “How do you know this? Who are you?”

The light of the candles seemed to dim and the priest blinked and looked up at Sophie again.

“Pray with me, my child,” said the elderly priest.

“How do you know my sister isn’t in Rosoco?” asked Sophie. “Why do I need to go there?”

“What’s this?” The old priest scratched as his cottony white hair. “Rosoco? Oh, you don’t want to go there. Dangerous country. Now pray with me.”

She recited the Prayer of the Pillars with him, but she could sense a change in the old man. Whatever secrets he had briefly known, by whatever means, had passed from his mind. Mardoch had shown her the way and the way led to Rosoco.

Sophie thanked the old pater and left his temple, promising to be a good woman and to avoid sex. For a moment, she meant it.

Of course, the instant she was back out on the bustling dockside, the pulsating desire of the mark on her neck returned. She looked around at all those brawny sailors getting sweaty and all those busty harlots posing to offer their curves to the men arriving in the port and she felt an intense ache that spread to her cunt.

Fortunately, Sophie had an appointment with a nice hard cock. She fixed a smile back on her face and set forth into the marketplace of Sycaruse.

If the docks were bustling the marketplace was jammed. Getting anywhere required constant pushing and shoving. Sophie was groped on her luscious behind more than once by a stranger as she passed through the crowd. She doubted she could even feel the light fingers of many more thieves searching for her coin purse. Too bad for them, she was penniless after her journey across the sea to the Island of Syacani.

The market stands offered everything from practical goods to local delicacies to exotics delights. Peddlers with nothing more than a blanket or a basket had set up shop along the sunbaked streets, offering fruits, stolen jewelry, silk scarves, and other trinkets. The open doors of taverns and brothels yawned between the crowded stalls. There were steady streams of customers to both despite the early hour for such activities.  

“Carpet! Carpet!” An old woman thrust rolled carpets into Sophie’s face. Sophie pushed past them.

“Dream powder!” A swarthy man held open his cloak to show off leather pouches filled with the illicit spice.

“No, no,” said Sophie.

The man selling dream powder tried to follow her, enticing her with a free sample, but she shoved ahead through the crowd, and he was lost in the tangle behind her. She made her way through the marketplace, growing sweaty and hot from the press of bodies and the occasional squeeze on her cheeks.

At last, she smelled the odor of burned iron and the forge and heard the clang of a smith’s hammer. She staggered past a few more market stands and stumbled through the curtain hanging in the door of Buccafusca’s Swords and Shields.

Vitorio Buccafusca was a big, red-faced, balding man with enormously muscular arms and a body like a great barrel. He wore spectacles perched on his nose and held in place with strings that were tied around his ears. He looked like a scribe’s head had been stitched to the body of a much larger man. It was an odd look, but Sophie saw the appeal of it as she admired Vitorio’s glistening muscles and the way they flexed with each swing of his smith’s hammer.

“With you in a moment,” he grunted, not even looking up at her. She watched him swing that hammer a few more times, sending sparks from the blade of the sword he was forging. Each ringing blow against the anvil seemed to echo in her core. She could remember Vitorio’s big hands on her the night before. His grip powerful on her hips and his big cock plunging into her pussy.

Vitorio had what Sophie needed in more ways than one.

“I am just looking for a cuirass,” called Sophie. “I think you should have it ready for someone.”

Vitorio immediately put his hammer down and broke into a grin. “Ah, my beauty! Yes, yes, I have your armor just as you asked!”

He quenched the sword with a hiss and set it aside. He wiped his hands and face with a rag and went into the back of his shop. He returned moments later carrying a reasonable approximation of Sophie’s armored cuirass that she had been forced to abandon on the mainland.

“The fast open mechanism was difficult,” said Vitorio, thumping the molded bust plate down onto the front counter. “I asked the watchmaker, Alfonso, and he gave me some ideas. It’s a little different than what you described. Instead of a lever it has this here.”

Vitorio showed her how there was a switch that flipped on either side of the armor and split the hidden seams to allow the front plate to separate from the back plate.

“Oh, it’s perfect,” said Sophie. “I love it.”

She lifted the front plate up to her chest and pressed it to her bosoms, squeezing them tightly and showing off the way the armor would further enhance her cleavage. “And the fit is perfect.”

“Ah, yes.” Vitorio mopped at his forehead again. “My wife, she saw me working on this. She said, no woman so slender has such large breasts. I said this woman had them and then she tried to hit me with her shoe.”

“Ohhhhh, poor Vitorio,” said Sophie, setting aside the breastplate and stroking Vitorio’s big, powerful hands. “I didn’t mean to get you into trouble.”

Vitorio quickly pulled his hands from beneath Sophie’s fingers. He glanced warily over his shoulder towards the back of his small shop. Sophie looked after him and realized the curtain at the back was drawn slightly aside and a pair of eyes were just visible watching from the shadows.

“Only a little trouble,” said Vitorio. “My wife, she thought maybe I did this for you as a favor. I told her that you are a paying customer. That you promised to pay full price. She said she will forgive me when I have the coins.”

“So, um, how many coins is that?” asked Sophie, her smile tightening as she looked from the glaring eyes of Vitorio’s wife and back to her armored breastplate.

“Three hundred lirins,” said Vitorio. “Or twelve gold florins.”

It might as well have been a thousand gold florins. Sophie sighed, trying to figure out how she might seduce Vitorio’s wife into letting her husband hand over the armor. Another glance at Vitorio’s nervous expression told her that his wife would not be won over. She had to find some other way to get the armor.

“Something wrong?” asked Vitorio, fidgeting with the switches on the armor.

“Ah, no,” said Sophie. “I just need to go and get my coins from the inn where I am staying. I keep them in a vault there and would not think of bringing them into the market unless necessary.”

“Yes, yes, of course,” said Vitorio, some of his confidence seeming to return. “Yes. So many cutpurses. You must be very careful.”

Sophie took one last look at the armor and started to back away. “But I will get you that money. I just need to, ah, open the vault and get the coins. That I have. Plenty of coins.”

She backed through the curtain, bumping into a growling giant of a man who shoved her into a market stall selling fist-sized fruits. She flopped over the display, nearly sending an entire basket of melons spilling out from under her body.

A hand reached out and helped her to her feet. She brushed off her breasts and then looked at her savior.

“You,” she said, recognizing the skinny, swarthy man with the unibrow and the dark eyes. “The dream powder peddler.”

“Yes, very good. Dream powder. Yes?” He spoke with a foreign accent as he opened his cloak just enough to show her the tightly bound leather pouches.

“No,” she said, shaking off his hand and starting to push past him.

“Party tonight,” he said. “Dream powder. Many women. Many men. You like men, yes?”

“Now you’re calling me a whore?” Sophie favored the man with an angry smile, but she allowed him to pull her into the relative quiet of a locked doorway. He pressed close in the shade, his eyes twitching from the dream powder and his body giving off a strange, spicy scent.

“No, no, not whore,” said the man. “I am Ifreen. I make parties for men and bring the women. Pretty girls like you. Everyone has the dream powder. They all enjoy the party. No rules.”

“Sounds like a good time, Ifreen, but I am trying to get somewhere, not go to a party.”

“You need money, yes?” His smile revealed two golden teeth. “I hear you arguing with Vitorio maybe. I know you want money for armor.”

“And you have money?”

“No, no, only a little. But come to party with men. I get money, you get men.” He made a gesture as though he were picking a pocket.

“You’re telling me to have sex with men while you rob them?” It was a scheme she knew well from her time at Cutthroat’s Refuge. “This sounds like a good way for you to rob them and run off and for me to end up shackled in a dungeon or worse.”

“I give you all dream powder,” he said. “This is worth 100 florins. You keep it until after the party, then I give you, ah, 30 florins?”

“How do we get away unnoticed?” asked Sophie, reluctantly warming to the idea as her only option.

“Other girls come, more partying, I leave with you.”

“Alright,” said Sophie. “I still don’t trust you, Ifreen, but what do I need to do?”

He smiled, his dark eyes glittering as he opened his cloak again and said, “Dream powder.”
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Dream Demon

Ifreen was part sinborne. Sophie could feel it every time he glanced in her direction and got that knowing smile on his face. It was as if the swarthy, bearded man could see the mark on the back of her neck. Sophie had learned from experience that only the exceptionally faithful and demons were able to see her mark. She was certain the powder dealer wasn’t exceptionally faithful. That left a demon.

Maybe his grandmother was a succubus, or his great grandfather was some sort of serpent demon from Iden. Or maybe his heritage was pure and he was sent to Aropa to tempt mortals with dream powder and lure pretty girls to his orgies.

Regardless of his parentage, Ifreen and his party seemed like Sophie’s best means of getting her cuirass from Vitorio in a timely manner. She wanted to be away from the capital by morning, following the road to Rosoco to learn the secrets of Pater Scibberas. The longer she lingered in Sycaruse, the more time Scibberas and his gang of zealots and thugs had to catch up with her.

“This way, my beauty,” murmured Ifreen, wending his way through the crowds of the marketplace.

Sophie followed the swarthy powder peddler out of the market and into the ancient, fortified towers at the heart of the city. There, among the pillars of wealth and power, the sea seemed far away, and the shadows of the towers lay like a cool forest canopy over them.

“You are not like most girls I bring to these parties,” said Ifreen, looking back at Sophie over his shoulder as he led her towards the golden doors of one of the towers. This tower was darker and taller than the others. Its many balconies and archways were decorated in black tiles painted with gold and red curtains that billowed in the warm air.

“More flattery?” asked Sophie, squinting up at the gilded black tower.

“Oh, no, my lovely,” said Ifreen, his voice like warm oil poured over stroking fingers. “You are beautiful, yes, but there are many beautiful girls. I do not meet them buying armor. What sort of woman are you?”

“Not like the girls you bring to these parties,” said Sophie.

Ifreen chuckled and knocked a tune on the golden doors of the tower. They groaned open just widen enough to reveal a fat, bearded man wearing chainmail holding an enormous spear upright.

“Ifreen. You are late. Master Burak is waiting with his guests.” The man looked at Sophie, taking her in with a slow, lecherous glance. “You bring only one girl tonight?”

“This one is better than the five I brought last week,” said Ifreen. He took out a tiny leather pouch of dream powder and passed it to the guard. “Enjoy, Aydin.”

“Mmmm,” the man said gruffly, stepping back to allow them into the interior of the tower.

The marble opulence, lit by lanterns in gold sconces, continued up a winding staircase to the upper levels. There, they arrived at a sumptuous feast being enjoyed by men and women seated on silk cushions. Dancing girls, their curvy bodies decorated in gold and jewels, were undulating to the rhythm of strange, tinkling music being produced by a clockwork box.

“Ahhhh, Ifreen,” said a handsome, plump man with oiled hair and a gray-streaked beard. He beckoned to the powder dealer and glanced at Sophie with the lust of a man who knew he could have whatever he desired.

“Master Burak,” said Ifreen, bowing. “I have brought everything you asked. Dreams and delights.”

“Yes, she is delightful,” said Burak, eyeing Sophie again as he reached for a bulging sack of coins. “I have promised my guests their dreams come true. So let us have those first.”

“Of course, master,” said Ifreen, smoothly taking the coins and repaying them with pouches of dream powder. He glanced at Sophie. “Why don’t you entertain Master Burak and his guests while I see that everyone has their dreams come true.”

“Yes, yes, wear this, my lovely,” said Burak, tossing Sophie a sheer, veiled garment and glittering thong and sling for her breasts. She undressed behind a screen and put on the ridiculous costume. While she did, Ifreen circulated around the feast handing the pouches to Burak’s guests. By the time she emerged from behind the screen, the guests were already slipping into a haze of dreamlike pleasure.

Most of them wore dazed expressions or vacant smiles. Many had already begun to grope at their companions. Couples, men with their servants, and even men with each other, were undressing and kissing and fondling one another. Sophie brushed past groping hands and made her way back to Master Burak. The plump man snorted the dream powder from his pouch and looked up at her, his smile spreading until he looked like a drunken simpleton.

“Goddess,” he said, looking up at her. “Oona. The moon is in your eyes.”

Sophie was admittedly a bit relieved to hear the man mention Oona. The moon goddess was considered a lesser part of the Pateric Church’s mythology. A sort of afterthought not meant to be treated as a true god like Mardoch. But hearing her name mentioned meant, at least, that this plump merchant prince and his guests were probably not part of a sinborne or darkborne cult.

That still did not explain Ifreen, who was giving her an oddly predatory look as he finished distributing the dream powder. He was more than a purveyor of girls and drugs to these decadent parties. She was certain of it.

But Burak’s hands distracted her from her thoughts. He pulled Sophie into his lap and she giggled like a well-paid whore. Burak’s beard tickled against her shoulder as he kissed her neck.

“My lovely,” he said, stroking her breasts through the costume. “To think, I hold Oona in my arms.”

“Yes, I am here for you, Master Burak,” she said stroking his oiled hair and kissing him on his lips.

“No, no, the goddess does not call me master,” he said. “You are luminous perfection. The night heavens upon this firmament. You… just call me by my boyhood name. Bura.”

“Bura,” she said, kissing his ear. “Bura it is.”

“Mother!” cried Bura, kissing Sophie’s cleavage. He breathed, hot and deep, of her scent. When he lifted his face, he gasped. “The dreams, moon mother. You must have some powder. Join us in the dreams.”

He pushed a pouch into Sophie’s hand even as he shook more of the dust from his own pouch into her cleavage. He snorted it from her tits and the strong, spicy smell wafted into Sophie’s nostrils and tickled at her mind. She saw faint swirls of color in her peripheral vision and the groping, clumsy pleasures breaking out all around her became increasingly lurid and enticing.

She quickly pretended to sniff powder from the small pouch and set it aside. She feigned a vacant smile and knew that Ifreen was watching her.

She was thankful for Bura groping her and kissing her breasts. She moaned lustily and let him carry her down to the cushions. His kisses roamed over her heaving breasts as he pried the sling from her tits. When he saw her nipples leaking with milk he cried out with delight.

“Moon mother! Oona’s milk!” Bura squeezed and Sophie’s milk spurted. He latched his mouth to her breasts and drank. She cooed with real pleasure and fumbled for his cock.

“Oh, yes, I have some milk for you, moon mother,” groaned Bura, flopping back on the cushions. Sophie crawled from his lap and pulled down his silky trousers. His dark brown cock was untrimmed and not very impressive. That made it easy for her to fit it into her mouth as she bent over him and began to pleasure him.

Bura babbled about Oona and squeezed Sophie’s breasts as she sucked his cock. Her attention was mostly elsewhere. Fighting the ambient effects of the dream powder in the air as the world warped and bent around her. She resisted the numbing hallucinations and forced herself to focus on lewd statues and mosaic tiles to stay focused. Her lips bobbing steadily on Bura’s stiff cock. Her eyes watching Ifreen as he began to rob the attendees. He gathered their coin purses into a larger velvet sack and carried this to the back of the room. He tucked it behind a statue depicting a woman being fucked by a bat-winged serpent atop Mardoch’s four pillars.

Then he turned back to the party, shedding his clothes, revealing skin that darkened from brown to red. His body bulging. Wings unfurling from his back. His cheekbones becoming exaggerated and his brow curving as if frozen in anger. His mouth was full of fangs and his legs became the furry, inverted legs of a goat. A huge cock, pierced at its tip with a golden barbel, hung between his muscular legs.

“The entertainment!” cried Bura and he began to cum into Sophie’s mouth.

She was caught by surprise, gagging on the strong, salty taste and pulling back from his cock. She was rewarded for being distracted with splashes of warm cum on her lips and chin and dripping back down onto Bura’s lap. But the plump merchant hardly noticed. His eyes were fixed on the demon in their midst.

A sinborne incubus, revealed to them in the ecstatic hallucinations of the dream powder, but truly and actually in their midst. Men and women alike called out to him.

“Fuck me! Ravish me!” they cried, distracted from their coupling to offer their bodies to Ifreen.

“He’s coming for me,” moaned Bura, pushing Sophie from his lap. “Twice blessed in one night! Oona and the demon of pleasure!”

But Ifreen was not coming for Bura. His yellow eyes stared at Sophie. He pointed a clawed finger at her as she knelt beside the merchant still wiping cum from her face.

“This beauty is mine tonight,” said Ifreen.

The authority with which Ifreen growled silenced the pleas of the partygoers and brought Sophie to her feet. She navigated the rapt partygoers, their bodies still entangled in lust. She stepped around trays of food and pitchers of wine and approached the sinborne truth of Ifreen. Red-skinned, muscular, and inhumanly handsome. An extreme masculine ideal that could not be refused. Huge leathery red wings folded against his back. His head sprouting sharp horns. His cock like some great pierced promised between his legs. It hung nearly to his inverted knees.

“Mine,” he repeated as she neared. His clawed hands reached for her, and she could not resist his embrace.

Sophie’s darkborne mark offered her no support in resisting the urge to be fucked by Ifreen. It thumped within her with a drumbeat of desire. She gasped as she fell against Ifreen. He looked down at her with a wicked smile as her creamy breasts pressed against the red muscles of his chest.

“We will give them a show to haunt their dreams for years to come,” growled Ifreen, his purple-black tongue sliding like a serpent from his mouth and thrusting past Sophie’s lips. She tasted the smothering sweetness of his kiss and swooned into Ifreen’s embrace. His clawed hands made short work of the rest of her veiled costume. He pushed her down to her knees and there was nothing she could do but worship at that magnificent demon cock.

She grasped it with both hands, pressed it between her breasts, and lavished adoring licks upon the fat crown. He stroked her hair with his claw and watched the way her devotion to his cock inflamed the other guests at the party.

Couples and groups were fucking everywhere in the room. Men and women watched Sophie pleasuring the demon. Cocks thrusting into slick pussies and oiled asses, cunts rubbing together, cocks being sucked and squeezed and drained of spurting loads all as extensions of this central performance by Ifreen and Sophie.

Once her mouth had coaxed Ifreen to full and massive hardness, he turned her around on all fours and took her from behind. There was no teasing prelude. His cock slammed into Sophie’s slick cunt to the hilt. The heat of it was incredible. She recalled her most debauched pleasures with tentacles as it seemed to curve and move inside her body of its own volition. Each thrust found new points of pleasure in her depths. As Ifreen’s hips bounced from her plush bottom, her tits swung, and pleasure throttled her mind. Waves of it rushing from her clutching cunt to her clit to the pulsating mark on her neck.

“The mark on your neck is no protection from my lust,” snarled Ifreen. “Yes, I see it, slut. I knew what you were from the moment you passed me in the market. Dark touched. You belong to one of the Old Gods. But I will borrow your flesh tonight. I will make you forget such things that dwell in the ancient past. Keep them there where they belong and embrace the Realm of Sin!”

“Ahhhhhh! Yesssss!” cried Sophie, reveling in the thought of being passed from one blasphemy to another. Her back arched and her cunt quivering as she was wracked with one orgasm after another. Her breasts swinging rapidly as Ifreen hammered his huge demon cock into her depths. Thrust after thrust stirring her to the brink of madness and beyond.

The small amount of dream powder in the air was enough to infect her mind with the visions of Ifreen. He rutted her like a demon beast. He threw her down and fucked her with her legs wide apart. He took her ass as fervently as he took her cunt. His cock always stiff, always throbbing, but never spewing his seed.

He was saving it, she knew, for a final climactic moment. A volcanic explosion to dazzle the guests at the party.

The red curtains seemed to come to life and the statues seemed to move. It was if she was trapped with two dozen others in the sweltering hot stomach of some beast. Being digested in a syrup of pure pleasure. Melting away in the embrace of Ifreen. She kissed him. She rode him. Her cunt clenching around him as he thrust the finger-thick tip of his prehensile tail up her ass.

She sucked his cock more. She sucked his fat, demonic bollocks. She licked the clench of his demonic ass.

He fucked her with such savagery that she lost all hope of ever escaping the pleasure. His cock like a plunging spear reaching her heart. Driving into it and sending bursts of fresh ecstasy through her quivering body. She kissed him again, calling his name as he spread his wings wide. Thrusting between her thighs. Hilting in her again and again as his tightening bollocks beat against her ass.

He howled in the tongue of demons. A language best left unheard. His sinful exultation causing the others to cry out in mutual ecstasy. He threw back his horned head, hilted once more in Sophie’s stretched cunt, and unleashed a great, hot tide of his seed. Spurt after spurt burst within her. He pulled his cock from her depths, stroking it as he rained his luminous spunk down upon her body. White with a pulsating pink glow. Splashing her face. Coating her jiggling tits. Drenching her abdomen and slathering her cream-dripping cunt.

Ifreen fell back on his haunches. Groaning. His cock dripping. The party goers separated from one another and crawled towards Ifreen and Sophie. They began scooping the cum from their bodies and licking it from their fingers. Sophie moaned as women licked between her legs, tongued her twat, and slurped at her abdomen. A man began licking and sucking at her tits. Bura himself kissed her and shared the sweet substance that smeared her lips.

For Ifreen and the humans, the party had reached its crescendo and was descending into languid pleasures. A tangled orgy of lazy slurps and strokes and thrusts. But Sophie was vitalized. Powerful.

She crawled out from beneath her would be lovers and rose to her feet. Ifreen was preoccupied with three buxom women smothering him with their sweaty bodies. She found the sack full of coin purses and hefted it from its hiding place.

No one saw Sophie leave except Aydin. The bearded guard from the door was so entranced by dream powder that Sophie only had to blow him a kiss to get past him. She shouldered the sack of coin purses and made her way back to Vitorio’s shop.

It was late and the smith, along with his wife, had to be roused from the bed with repeated pounding on the door. Sophie had more than enough to pay for her new cuirass. Vitorio fitted it to her breasts as his wife stood by counting the gold coins.

“Finally,” said Sophie, looking down at the new armor cradling her huge breasts. “You have no idea what it feels like to wear this for weeks and then lose it. This is even more comfortable than the last one.”

“You look like a whore,” said the smith’s wife. “Meaning no offense.”

“No offense taken!” Sophie laughed. “It’s just as well you think me a whore in this new armor. I am a Harlot Knight, after all.”

She leaned forward and teased Vitorio with a last look at her heaving breasts. Let him remember those magnificent milky tits while he was fucking his sagging bitch of a wife for years to come.

Then Sophie was gone. She fetched Arturo from where he was stabled and set off south from Sycaruse. Into the interior of the Isle of Syacani.

Towards the cursed village of Rosoco.
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Into Darkness and Danger

Sophie’s breasts jiggled against the fur-padded rim of her cuirass to the rhythmic beat of Arturo’s hooves. She was riding the trade road that led to the Island of Syacani’s southern interior. She spared a glance over her shoulder at the towers of the capital receding into the distance.

“Good riddance,” she muttered.

She was glad to put the sunny golden shores and dark parlors of Sycaruse behind her. It wasn’t fear of Ifreen and his demon cock or his rich powder-sniffing customers eager to have their way with her. No, it was the lure of becoming addicted to those pleasures and staying in those dark parlors permanently.

Sophie found it far too easy to picture a life among the beautiful harlots and rich men, her body passed among them, writhing with pleasure and waiting her next turn with Ifreen. She could subsist on the sordid ecstasy until… well, the ending wasn’t happy for her if she stayed. Pater Scibberas and Sir Varlock and the rest would eventually catch up with her and drag her off to some holy torture chamber. Maybe to a good old burning at the stake.

Better to be on the road again and headed towards the ominous dark skies to the south. She rode for Rosoco, the parish of Pater Scibberas, and maybe, if that mad old dockside priest was right, something that would lead her to her sister.

Sophie was not helpless. She had her new armor and her deadly sword Temptress. She had Alberto, Sir Guzman’s trusty old horse, and she had a snoring pygmy roper shut in a basket hanging from Alberto’s saddle. She wasn’t sure how Pumpkin could help her, but at least he was along for the ride. The sort of moral support that occasionally wanted to plunder her pussy with his rude little roper tentacles.

“Grraaaa?” He rasped from his basket, the lid lifting just enough for his one yellow eye to peer up at her in the saddle. Her powerful legs gripped Arturo’s flanks and her round ass bounced in the saddle above Pumpkin’s basket.

“Don’t get any ideas,” warned Sophie. “Or it’ll be no more milk for you tonight.”

“Grraawwwwww,” whined Pumpkin, settling back into his basket and letting the lid close over his head.

He could be a pest, but she was glad to have him as the warm coastal climate slowly transformed into gloomy, overcast countryside. The terrain rose from plains to foothills to toothy, intimidating mountains that gathered storm clouds at their shoulders like cloaks. Rain ran in rushing white falls down the sides of sheer cliffs. The valleys were home to bleak forests and rushing rivers churned with mud. Sophie had a rain cloak, but it hardly seemed up to the task.

This was a cursed place. She could sense it in the air. Blighted fields of dead crops and forests stalked by strange beasts. She kept riding as night fell. The storms eased and the moon lit a damp silvery path through the mountains. She heard howling wolves and more than once was startled by strange hanging scarecrows that seemed more a part of some local superstition than any sentinel to protect a field. These straw-stuffed bodies dangled from the gnarled branches of trees or swung back and forth from signposts like hanged men.

“Not very welcoming,” murmured Sophie as she gazed up at one hanged dummy. This one looked so much like a dead man, its face hidden by the brim of a hat, that she prodded it with her sword. She was relieved when rain damp straw spilled out of the belly of the ragged jacket.

Arturo stomped his hooves and whinnied unhappily as she returned Temptress to its sheath.

“Right,” said Sophie. “Let’s find this village before—”

A figure stepped out of the nearby woods clinging to the mountain alongside the road. He wore a long black coat buttoned up to his nose so that only his eyes and a pale strip of his face were visible beneath his tricorn hat. There was a surefootedness to his approach that betrayed his familiarity with the terrain. Sophie kept her hand on Temptress as the man came towards her.

“Turn back,” he said, his voice thin and rasping.

“I have business in Rosoco,” said Sophie. “Who are you to tell me to turn back?”

“My name is Niccolo,” said the man, opening the top button of his coat to reveal a pale, slender face and a long beaked nose. Despite the prominent nose and a long, narrow chin, he was handsome. Youthful despite his pallid complexion. There was a grace to him that was enhanced by his confident movement.

“I am Sophie Almodóvar,” she said and then immediately regretted giving this strange man her full name.

“Sophie then,” said the man, smiling the slightest bit. “I know these parts, miss. The moon is full and wicked things lurk in the night. I beg you to turn back. To continue might mean death to the unwary.”

“I am very wary,” said Sophie, her hand still resting on the hilt of Temptress as the man came closer still. Almost close enough to touch. “And as I said, I have business in Rosoco. I cannot turn back.”

“If you must go there, then trust no one in the village,” said Niccolo. “And do not go near Castle Borciano. That is where she dwells.”

“Who?”

“That Countess Francesca Borciano,” said the man, his face twisting with anger as he spoke the name.

“Not one of your friends?” asked Sophie.

“The countess feeds upon this land, drinking its very life to remain eternally youthful. As you traveled this road did you not see the curse? The mists gather and dark storms refuse to pass by. You will be lucky to see daylight at all in these lands.”

“I have no plans to visit this countess. I seek another. Have you heard of Pater Scibberas?” Her question stopped the man from taking another step. She inclined her head, leaning a little closer in a way that made rainwater spill from the folds of her cloak and down across the tops of her breasts. “He was the pater in Rosoco years back before he relocated to Vithe. I have reason to believe that my sister—”

Sophie was interrupted by the sudden flash of lightning and a chest-shaking boom of thunder. Arturo reared back suddenly, and Sophie nearly tumbled from the saddle. The sound of the thunder rolled and echoed from the mountains.

“Easy, boy,” she said, patting the horse’s neck. “Come on. Easy. Just a bit of a storm.”

Arturo’s hooves spattered back down onto the muddy road and Sophie looked back to Niccolo to continue what she had been saying. The man in the tri-corn hat was gone. A fresh burst of rain had even washed away his tracks in the mud, leaving no trace that he had ever been there.

“You saw him, didn’t you, Arturo?” she asked her trusty steed.

Arturo snorted and shook rainwater from his mane. Sophie saw no point in searching for Niccolo. She could not linger by the road in such weather and could not turn back because of Niccolo’s warning. She clicked her tongue and gently heeled Arturo’s flanks, urging him to continue on the muddy mountain road.

The mountains seemed to grow more jagged and ominous. Peaks clawed at the moonlight and dark chasms yawned along the road like the hungry mouths of giant beasts. Sophie, raised in the mountains of Galamanca, still found the going to be unsettling.

She was almost relieved when a dense pine forest seemed to swallow up the road. Just outside this tree line, the path diverged. One road continued up the mountainside and the other plunged through the forest and seemingly downward slightly. One arrow on the moldering signpost pointed up towards Castle Borciano. The other pointed into the forest towards Rosoco.

“Well, that’s clear enough,” said Sophie. She started into the forest. An ominous howl, far closer than she liked, sent a chill up her back. Arturo snorted with fear. “Just keep going, boy. Wolves won’t attack someone on horseback. They’re too afraid of big, strong horses like you.”

It was partially true. Most wolves would not attack a horse and rider. But enough wolves, in a big enough pack, would attack anything. They were smart, cautious hunters, but could be vicious if they thought the odds were in their favor. Sophie kept one hand on the reins and the other on the hilt of Temptress.

She was ready for a fight.

But not ready for the fight she got.

Wind stirred the trees around her and there was a flash of lightning and a crash of thunder. For an instant, she saw a huge, lupine shape in the branches of a nearby tree, its hunched body silhouetted against the stormy sky.

“By Mardoch!” Sophie cried out, not wanting to believe that she was seeing a dire wolf watching her from a tree. The lightning ceased and the sky was dark again. She drew Temptress from its sheath and the huge furry beast launched itself from the darkness.

This was no direwolf. The snarling beast had clawed hands that tore away Sophie’s rain cloak as she was bowled from Arturo’s saddle and knocked into the mud.

“Beastblood!” she gasped, struggling to catch her breath as she fumbled with her sword. The huge, clawed hands of the black-furred beast pinned her arms down, preventing her from bringing up her weapon. Its lupine face snarled above her and it opened its massive jaws to reveal sharp white fangs.

She drove her knee upwards and slammed into the softness of the beast’s furry stones with the full force of her leg. The beast howled in sudden pain, releasing Sophie and rolling aside. She had her sword out and managed to get to her feet, still struggling to catch her breath as she brandished Temptress.

“Come on… then… beast,” she said, fresh rain slicking her hair and sending trickles of mud down her bare legs. Lightning and thunder crashed again. The beast was hunched on all fours, growling. It suddenly turned again, its yellow eyes narrow, and she saw a wicked scar down its torso.

The beastblood moved with superhuman speed, avoiding her swing and coming in beneath her guard. His muscular body slammed into her, knocking her off the muddy road and sending her sliding down the slope beyond. She cried out as he stripped Temptress from her grasp and flung it away into the night. Their bodies smashed through branches, and they landed together, hard, against the knotty trunk of a tree. She was sitting upright, gasping, her back to the trunk as the beast pinned her arms in its clawed hands. It snarled and snapped its jaws.

But it did not bite her.

“Do it,” she cried. “You have me! Finish it if you’re going to!”

The beast’s jaws snapped shut. It ran a long pink tongue over its lupine snout, yellow eyes narrowing. It did not release her arms from its clawed hands, but it relaxed its grip and leaned its snout closer. Sniffing at her face. Her neck. She shivered, knowing it could open its jaws again and decide to tear out her throat.

Beastbloods were said to be unreasoning animal men. Some born halfway between human and beast and others infected with a disease that would make them shift from one to the other. This one did not seem to be unreasoning. It was sniffing at her. It lowered its snout and sniffed at her breasts heaving against the mud-spattered front of her cuirass.

It was then that Sophie noticed the distinct red swell of the creature’s arousal. The beastly cock was half protruding from a dark, furry sheath between the beast’s legs. At the sight of it, Sophie could not help but feel a throbbing of dirty desire between her own legs. This creature was awakening a taboo urge in her that she had suppressed before. There were ways for her to get her sustenance. She had never sunk so low as to take it from a beast.

But was this truly a beast? He had clawed hands almost like a man. He had run upright for a moment. Could he reason like a man? Sophie decided that this was something she could test easily enough.

“I know… what you want,” she gasped, finally managing to catch her breath.

The beast let out a low growl, his yellow eyes studying her face. His black lips curled back from his sharp teeth in a snarl, but he did not snap at her.

“Let go of my arms,” she said, shifting her lower body beneath the creature. “Release them and... and I’ll show you what you want to see.”

The beast growled again, leaning his muzzle closer to her and sniffing at her neck, his hot breath blowing back a lock of her hair. His soft tongue lashed out and tasted her bare collarbone. The side of her neck. Warm, soft licks like a dog lapping at spilled grease. His muzzle rose from her neck, and he looked her in the eyes, his dark, furry ears flattening and a warning growl escaping his muzzle.

“Let me show you,” she murmured, her voice husky with desire and her breasts heaving at the fur-lined neck of her cuirass.

The beast’s gaze fell upon those soft, rising breasts. His clawed hands released her arms.

That was when Sophie was sure.

The creature understood her. He was no dumb animal. He wanted the same thing that she wanted. Her fingers trembled with the adrenaline and the hot thrill of taboo as she slid her touch over the hidden switches on either side of her cuirass. She flicked them at the same time and leaned towards the beast just enough for the weight of the armor to cause the two halves to separate.

The molded front of the cuirass dropped away from her bust, falling to the muddy ground between her parted legs. The beast did not even glance down at the fallen half of the cuirass. He stared with wide-eyed hunger at Sophie’s bare, creamy breasts. Her mounds taut with her milk and her nipples thick and reddened with her arousal. Her breasts glistened with sweat and rainwater. The laden mounds rose and fell with each breath she took as the beast stared down at them.

She moved her hands slowly, reaching beneath the warm weight of her breasts and slowly lifting them up. She felt a warm trickle from her left breast and then her right. The pressure of her cupping hands enough to produce rivulets of milk that spilled over her fingers.

“Is this what you want?” she gasped, squeezing a little more and expressing streams of milk that spattered the beastblood’s dark muzzle. He winced back and sneezed in her face. Sophie jerked away from the spray of mist and then cried out as she felt the wolf muzzle fall to her breasts and the warm beastly tongue dragging softly over her mounds.

Sophie gasped as the beastblood licked her nipples. Warm, soft licks that pulled across one sensitive bud and over the other. Fast licks that lapped up the spilling drops of her milk. She squeezed her tits again, letting out a moan as her milk sprayed the face and fur of the beast. This excited him more and he began growling and panting as he licked the pearly drops of milk from her mounds. Each lick sending pleasure crackling from her sensitive nipples down into her core.  

“That’s it,” gasped Sophie, cradling and squeezing her breasts to express more of her milk. “That’s a good boy. You can… mmmm… have as much of my cream… as you like… ohhhhh yes, let me squeeze out some more. There you go. Ohhhhh. You’re a thirsty beast, aren’t you?”

His tongue shot out with feverish speed, lapping at her nipples and dragging hotly back and forth across Sophie’s breasts. She let out a cry of pleasure and the great beast suddenly stopped licking. His muzzle rose from Sophie’s bust and he licked his chops and peered at her with those yellow eyes.

“What… what is it?” she asked, but she only needed to look beneath his dark, furry body to know what would come next. His glistening red cock had fully emerged from its beastly sheath and was dripping copious slimy precum and twitching with the force of his craving. Sophie’s lusty gambit had worked to calm his rage, but she had awakened another sort of passion in the beastblood. One that needed to be satisfied.

“Oh, by Mardoch, this is going to be rough,” she realized as the beastblood’s growl deepened. She spread her legs and reached for her loincloth to get it out of the way. “At least let me—AH!”

The beastblood’s claw grabbed her loincloth and tore it from her hips, breaking the chain and baring Sophie’s blushing mound to the silvery moonlight. She cried out as the hulking, furry brute tossed the loincloth over its shoulder and into the trees, never taking the gaze of those intense yellow eyes off her.

“Now, uh I know you’re all riled up, but what would you say to a blowjob?” offered Sophie, reaching a hand for the throbbing red length of his cock.

Before her fingers could touch the flared tip of that huge, beastly cock, the beast struck. The furry creature snarled ferociously and grabbed hold of Sophie’s shoulders with both clawed hands. It turned her over with ease, pushing her breasts and face down into the soft, muddy earth as it gripped her shapely hips and raised her plush bottom. Her perfect, creamy round ass was stark in the moonlight. Spattered with rain that spilled down the cleft between her buttocks. The beastblood thrusts its snout against her cheeks, sniffing and taste-testing her crack and the warm folds of her cunt.

“Ohhhhhh, yessss,” moaned Sophie, clawing at the cool, mossy ground beneath her as the hot breath and hotter tongue of the beastblood ravished her aching cunt and twitching asshole. Each velvety swipe of that tongue sent pleasure throbbing deeper into her body. She pressed back against his nose, eager for the tongue to delve deeper. Instead, his tongue retreated, and the snorting muzzle lifted from behind her.

Sophie looked back as the beastblood rose behind her. An imposing figure of muscles and fur with a long scar running down his chest and part of his abdomen. His eyes seemed to glow as he admired her naked body, her back arched and her cunt offered up to his throbbing red cock.

A beastly cock, but not the cock of a mindless beast. It was huge and fairly dripping with precum. It bobbed up and down, rigid to its root, as the furry beastblood moved closer behind Sophie. The slimy weight of it smacked against Sophie’s buttocks like a testing thump of a paddle. She moaned, arching more, watching over her shoulder as the beast growled and panted with lust and rubbed his forearm’s length of twitching red cock against her cheeks.

She shuddered as he dragged its weight down, sliding the slimy head over the sensitive folds of her cunt. His massive claws encircled her slender waist.

Any moment now, she thought, feeling that hot, glazed tip rubbing at her entrance.

His claws tightened and he shoved her down hard into the mud as his cock speared into her cunt. His massive beastblood dick plunged into her pussy and his yellow eyes narrowed with feral pleasure.

The beast thrust into Sophie without mercy, stretching her cunt around his throbbing length and slamming his flattened tip against her backwalls. It was not so much like being fucked as being beaten by his cock. That huge cock slammed into her again and again as the beast mounted Sophie from behind.

He hunched over her back, panting, slavering, tongue dripping foamy saliva onto her shoulders and the back of her neck. His claws pricked at her hips as he held her tightly and slammed against her ass again and again. She managed to push her upper body off the ground and braced herself with her arms, her breasts swinging beneath her as the fearsome beastblood rutted into her clutching cunt.

And somewhere, beneath that panting, snarling beast that thrust into her without mercy, caring only for his need to fill her with his seed, Sophie’s pain gave way to pleasure. Her stretched cunt fluttered and tightened around him. She felt the slimy throb of his length. The intense, inhuman heat of his cock. Like that demon in Sycaruse. No, even hotter than that. Molten, pre-smeared warmth pulsating into her with every rapid thrust of the beastblood’s cock.

So quick was the transition from pain to pleasure that Sophie was stunned to find herself cumming. She pushed back against him, her plush bottom engulfed in his furry underside. Her cunt squeezing him with the spasms of her ecstasy.

It was then, crying out beneath the beastblood, lost in her orgasm, that Sophie felt the swelling of the beastly knot. It pushed at her cuntlips and with another thrust it was stretching past them. The beast suddenly grabbed the back of her neck in his jaws, holding tight, but not drawing blood. His warm saliva dripping down around his teeth as he thrust his knot all the way inside Sophie and she felt the hot rush of his cum. Pumping into her pussy. Spurt after raunchy spurt. So warm and slippery that it seemed to coat every surface, lubricating his rut.

“Ohhhhhh Mardoch! Your knot!” Sophie could scarcely breathe. The shameful, taboo pleasure of being knotted by the beastblood was only heightened further by his strange climax. He came inside her, his pleasure receded, and seemingly seconds later he was cumming again. Pumping yet more of his seed into her pussy. His huge loads only barely able to squeeze out past his knot. Each orgasm providing Sophie with a feast of pleasure to strengthen her.

His rutting stopped and then started again. When she tried to look back at him, he growled and tightened his jaws on the back of her neck. He was pounding into her, like a beast intent on breeding. Another orgasm gripped Sophie and she felt him cumming yet again. A fourth orgasm from the beast soon followed. A fifth. She slumped beneath him and he continued to intermittently rut into her. She whimpered and sprawled face down, her ass raised, her cunt trapped by that pulsating knot of hot flesh.

Yet Sophie’s power was growing with each fresh orgasm and the beastblood was exhausting himself with his knotted rut. His strokes slowed. Sophie squeezed his cock, squeezed it until she felt a dwindling, juicy pump of his cum, and then those inner muscles forced his knot out. It popped free and Sophie gasped. The beastblood staggered back and then fell forward onto all fours. He looked at her, whimpered, and then growled.

“Feeling tired, wolfy?” Sophie rose to her feet and brushed off the mud on her knees. “You wore out before me. Funny thing about that, maybe we both have a bit of a curse.”

She could feel the emptiness of her stretched cunt no longer plugged by his knot. The beast’s cum was pouring down her thighs in glistening streams. She sauntered towards him and even though he growled at her she dared to stroke his dark-furred head. He snapped his jaws at her in warning and she pulled her hand away.

She ignored him for the moment, walking past him in search of her sword and loincloth. She found Temptress as if drawn to the blade, but locating the damaged loincloth was a bit more difficult. She was grateful for a fresh spray of rain that at least washed off the worst of the filth clinging to her body.

By the time Sophie returned to the tree to recover her cuirass, the beastblood was gone. She was relieved. She had thought she might have to fight it, which would have been a bit cruel with her body brimming with demonic vitality and the poor beast exhausted.

After all, Sophie didn’t want to kill her lovers.
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In the Castle’s Shadow

Sophie’s first impression of Rosoco was that it was a dump. She decided that wasn’t quite sufficient. It was a barnacle on a garbage barge. It was a few dozen rain-rotted, lopsided houses clustered around some sort of guildhall, a seemingly derelict temple, and a lone tavern. These community buildings surrounded a muddy square which itself contained a statue of a military man standing astride a fountain. Years, perhaps decades ago, this might have been a pleasant sight. Now, the statue was moldy, armless, headless, and the fountain was full of fallen, rotten leaves. It stunk like a gutter as Sophie rode slowly past it. Something slithered in the murky water and Arturo whinnied with concern.

“Don’t worry, boy, I’m not planning on going for a swim,” said Sophie, giving Arturo a little heel on his flank to move him along.

At least the rain had subsided, but this had allowed a mist to gather in the streets. It softened the sounds and lent the miserable little burg an otherworldly atmosphere. As the sky cleared and the moonlight returned, Sophie saw Castle Borciano perched in the mountains that overlooked Rosoco. It was a collection of dark, uneven spires and stained glass lit red from within so that the castle, silhouetted against the moon, resembled a hunched and spiny monster with too many red eyes watching the village at its feet.

Maybe that monster was waiting to devour Rosoco like the strange man had warned her.

Sophie rode on, Arturo’s hooves clopping softly under the mist as she looked at the shuttered, boarded front of the temple of Mardoch. The symbols of the pillars had been removed, perhaps to preserve the icons, leaving the outline behind on the mildewed walls. Was this the temple where Pater Scibberas had ministered? Rather than poking around in the dark for answers, Sophie decided to seek some at the tavern.

There were still lights burning behind the red bottle glass windows of Blood of the Vine. The moon cast an eerie light over the tavern’s sagging rooftop and made the mist seem to glow. Sophie climbed down from Arturo’s saddle and waded through the mist to the tavern’s front door.

She heard no laughter or shouting from within. No merriment whatsoever. Just a faint murmur of conversation and the clunk of wooden cups. When she opened the door and stepped into the dim, smoky interior, even these sounds stopped.

Fewer than a dozen men sat at the tables and at the slumping bar top. A plump, poxy middle-aged woman with wide eyes and an unhealthy pallor stopped in clearing a table of dishes and looked at Sophie with concern.

“Who’re you?” asked the woman.

A few of the grizzled men seated at tables leaned back and eyed the interloper just as warily as the waitress. Sophie saw one man reach for the handle of a knife on his belt. This was not the reaction a busty beauty like Sophie was used to getting when walking into a tavern.

“She come from the castle,” growled one man.

“Look at her,” said an ox of a man who had a hand axe in front of him on the table. “She’s too fit and pretty to be from anywhere else.”

“I’m not from the castle,” said Sophie quickly. “I’m from the mainland.”

“The mainland? Beyond the sea?”

“She come here? From Trentino?” A sickly, gaunt old man looked around at the others. “Why?”

This prompted several more curses and mutterings from the men, but at least they took their hands off the handles of their knives. Sophie stepped into their confusion and spoke forcefully.

“I am looking for my sister, Margaret,” said Sophie. “I had some reason to believe she was being held here or has been held here by a pater.”

This prompted more muttering.

“Isn’t no real pater in town,” said one of the gaunt old men, blinking beneath his bushy white brows. “Hasn’t been for years.”

“Mardoch has forsaken us,” said another.

“Didn’t you see the temple was closed?” The others began to mutter and speak to each other about Sophie being foolish or being misled into coming to Rosoco.

“There’s the friar.” A reedy old woman’s voice cut through the conversations. The hunched crone with long, stringy white hair and a grimy apron tied around her waist came shuffling out from behind the bar. “Friar Hogben.”

“He’s more forsaken than most,” said the man with the axe.

But the old woman pressed on, walking past the others and approaching Sophie.

“Friar Hogben had a long journey here,” said the woman. “He come after the monastery had already shut down in the hills. But there he is, all alone. He makes beer and cheeses and sometimes he comes into town and sells them.”

“He’s the only pater?”

“There’s another,” said the man with the axe. “Pater Pesco.”

“The little one,” said another, standing up to speak. He was lanky, with thinning gray hair and a palsied face. “He stopped holding services long ago. Went mad and muttering. He goes about in a heavy cloak with his hood up. Prowls the woods and goes up to the castle. He probably works for…”

Someone tugged on the man’s sleeve and he fell silent. He seemed to realize he had said too much and he sat back down.

“You mean he works for Countess Borciano?” asked Sophie.

Her question was met with hisses of displeasure and worried muttering. The men turned away from Sophie and stared down into their drinks. The old woman took Sophie’s hand and led her from the bar and into the tavern’s backroom.

“You’ll tell me about the countess?” asked Sophie.

“No,” said the woman. “You should not even speak her name again. You never know who serves the countess and might report back to her. Already, she knows you are here.”

“How?”

“The countess knows everything that happens in Rosoco,” said the woman. “But I want to help you. You can stay in the cellar. I have a room down there that keeps dry and where nobody will bother you. I’ll bring you some soup and something to drink and in the morning, if the sun is out at all, you go seek out Friar Hogben. He’ll help you.”

The woman led Sophie down the stairs and into a cellar that was unexpectedly well-stocked with casks of wine, beer barrels, and jars of preserves and pickles. The elderly woman shuffled through the cellar with only a candle for light and drew back a curtain from a small room with a cot and an alcove dug into the earth for a shelf.

“You’ll be safe here,” said the woman and she pointed at a bronze symbol of Mardoch’s four pillars big enough that it might have been the one taken off the temple. It hung above the bed along with bunches of dried aromatic herbs tied with string. The herbs lent the room a strong minty odor.

“Could I… could I ask you about one other person?” asked Sophie.

The woman sighed and said, “If you must.”

“Pater Scibberas—” Before Sophie could finish the question, the old crone clapped a bony hand over Sophie’s mouth. Her rheumy eyes were glistening with fear.

“When you speak evil names,” said the old crone, “you call out to the evil.”

Sophie nodded slowly and the old crone let go of her mouth. The woman’s friendliness quickly returned.

“Don’t let the others worry you, deary,” she said. “They’re just not used to outsiders is all. Now you sit down, and I’ll go and fetch you something to eat. Then you can get some sleep. I’ll see to your horse.”

“Thanks,” said Sophie, feeling very tired as if the pleasure that she had absorbed from the beastblood had suddenly evaporated. She yawned and stretched out on the cot, not even taking off her boots. Before the old crone had returned with food, Sophie was asleep.

Her sleep was roiled by unusual visions. She dreamt, of course, of her rutting encounter with the beastblood in the forest. His hot, panting breath against her neck and his beastly knot stretching her cunt. As he slammed his cock into her, he transformed back into a man. His knot growing bigger and his pumping cum becoming painfully hot.

“I’ll find you, Sophie,” rasped Pater Scibberas, hunching over her back and licking at her neck and shoulders with a black tongue that dripped with slime. Sophie cried out and tried to escape, but she was knotted to him as he rutted harder and harder into her. Batlike black wings unfolded from his slender back and his gaunt face twisted with darkborne fury.

“In the name of Mardoch, release me!” cried Sophie.

“His name holds no power over me,” rasped Pater Scibberas, his face twisting into one that was even more demonic. “I serve the primordial darkness. I worship gods that are real and manifest. You wear their mark upon your flesh! You will be my bride! Just like your sister!”

Sophie howled with agonizing ecstasy, her cunt gripping the huge demonic cock of the transformed cleric. His clawed hands tore at her hips and his long tongue reached around Sophie’s hip and slid into her mouth and down her throat. His enormous, slimy cock continued to pump her full to overflowing with almost scalding hot seed. As it did, she felt something bulging its tongue and beginning to slide down her throat. Slimy, thick things that she was forced to swallow one after another.

Eggs, she realized. Her belly swelling up until it was distended. He finally released her from his clawed hands and drew his massive gruesome cock from her cum-drenched, gaping pussy. She fell forward as the mists gathered around her body. Her belly swollen and shuddering. Something stirring within her stomach.

Something that wanted to be born into flesh.

Sophie’s gurgling scream bridged her nightmare into reality. She sat up suddenly and was rewarded with a sharp pain as she struck the top of her head against one of the low beams of the tavern’s cellar.

“Ah!” she cried.

She heard footsteps crossing above her and the cellar door creaking open.

“Are you alright, deary?” called the crone.

“Just… just hit my head, that’s all,” said Sophie, rubbing the pain on her head but more concerned with her nightmare.

“Well, the sun is up and I’m serving breakfast stew and fresh brown bread,” said the woman. “Come up when you feel ready.”

Sophie staggered up the stairs feeling weak and with a distinct ache in her core. It was as if she had only slept a few minutes and those few minutes had been tortured by enervating visions of Pater Scibberas. The darkborne mark throbbed on the back of her neck as if agitated in equal parts by the nightmare and her hunger.

“Hungover from absorbing too much pleasure from that beastblood,” groaned Sophie, trudging the last few steps and pushing out of the backroom and into the tavern.

The light streaming through the red windows of the tavern was painfully bright. Sophie shielded her eyes against it and only slowly realized that the townsfolk having their breakfast were all staring at her.

“G’morning,” muttered Sophie.

She was answered by a few grumbled acknowledgments and the townsfolk turned back to their stew. Sophie plopped down heavily on one of the stools at the bar.

“Good mornin’ to ya, deary,” said the crone, bustling out of the kitchen with a steaming bowl of stew and a mug of tea that she pushed in front of Sophie. The greasy brown stew made Sophie’s stomach gurgle miserably, but she took the tea with relief.

“Thanks,” said Sophie.

“Did you sleep well?”

“Mmm, nightmares,” said Sophie. “But thanks for the bed.”

“We all have nightmares these days,” said the old woman, her voice low as she cast a furtive glance around the tavern. “Dark, dead things are never far away in Rosoco. But you must be good luck for us. It’s the clearest morning I’ve seen in months. Hardly a cloud in the sky and the rain has stopped.”

Sophie sipped the tea gratefully. She looked up at the crone.

“Let’s hope my good fortune spreads. Was going to talk with this Friar Hogben. Where can I find him?”

The Monastery of the Sacred Strength was tucked into the wooded hills to the north of Rosoco. The monastery sheltered beneath the towering mountains, too close to the sheer cliffs to be seen from the overlooking eyes of Castle Borciano. The monastery was long abandoned and overgrown yet retained traces of its ancient grandeur. The large building of white stone seemed to emerge from the damp pines as Sophie rode closer.

There were signs of life. Most of the monastery’s windows were bricked or boarded over, yet a large rose window of stained glass remained just beneath the monastery’s bell tower. The image of a man, woman, and child glistened in the morning light. A water wheel attached to the monastery and clearly maintained by someone was turning in the stream that spilled and churned down from the mountains. The water thundered in a final white fall from the hills and spread in a wide lagoon. The dark surface of the lagoon created a rippling twin of the monastery as Sophie rode past it up into the hills.

Friar Hogben certainly did not hide himself in his monastery. The friar was huge, shirtless, with thick, muscular arms, tree trunk legs, and a torso like a great hairy barrel. It was hard to judge his age, but he was hale and hearty compared to those men she had met at the tavern. He had long reddish-brown hair and a beard just as long and thick to match. His pale muscles flexed as he swung his arms and a wood axe thocked a slab of a tree into firewood. He set another slab of wood onto the stump he was using for chopping and then stopped, leaning on the axe handle to watch as Sophie approached and dismounted from Arturo.

She was drawn to him by his friendly, bearded smile and the twinkle in his brown eyes. His stout physique and glistening sweat made the mark on the back of Sophie’s neck throb with hunger. She felt the pang echoing in her core.

“You don’t look much like a friar,” said Sophie as she sauntered towards him.

“Is that so?” He drew himself up and puffed out his chest. “You don’t look much like a local.”

Sophie spared a glance at her fur-trimmed cuirass, more than ample cleavage, hastily mended loincloth, and long, shapely legs bared atop her boots. She drew herself up and puffed out her chest until her pink areolas were peeking above the fur lining of the cuirass.

That made the friar chuckle.

“I am most certainly not a local. My name is Sophie Almodóvar of Galamanca. I crossed the straits of Syacani from the mainland and I’ve come to Rosoco in search of my sister. Or at least the trail to her disappearance.”

The friar’s smile dropped when Sophie mentioned her missing sister. He turned back to the stump and resumed chopping wood. The axe rose and fell with another loud thock before he said, “Go home. Go back to Galamanca and forget this place. Light a candle to pray for your sister. Leave while the sun still protects you.”

“I plan to return there when I have restored my family’s honor,” said Sophie, walking closer to the friar. “But I will not leave here until I learn what has happened to my sister. I have reason to believe she is in grave danger.”

Friar Hogben stopped mid-swing and lowered the axe.

“Did you notice the lack of young women in Rosoco?” asked the friar without turning to look in Sophie’s direction. “Every woman under the age of fifty has disappeared from that village. Disappeared. The families with younger daughters have all left.”

“The countess?” asked Sophie.

“Then you know some of the truth,” said the friar, slowly turning to face Sophie. “That woman’s evil cannot be defeated by faith. It barely holds her powers at bay. And the pater…”

“Yes? What of him?” asked Sophie, taking a step closer to the burly friar.

“Pater Pesco serves the countess, I am certain of it,” said the friar. “My journey from Anglesey to this place was long and perilous. By the time I arrived, the temple had been abandoned by its last pater and the monastery shuttered and evacuated to the mainland. I was fortunate this place had not fallen into greater disrepair.”

Sophie looked past him at the turning water wheel and the stained-glass window.

“What is she?” asked Sophie.

“Hunger,” said the friar, wiping the sweat from his brow with a rag and then tossing it onto the axe handle. “Thirst. The need to control and consume. I have never met her, but I have heard of her deeds. Coming to men in their bed at night and feeding upon them like a sinborne demon. Drinking the blood of maidens. Bathing in it to retain her youth.”

“Vampira?”

“Or a sorceress,” said the friar. “Or an actual demon. I cannot say.”

“What about Pater Scibberas?”

The friar chuckled.

“Why do you laugh?” demanded Sophie, crossing her arms and squeezing her bust against them.

“You use his name so freely and yet those superstitious folk in the village speak of him as if he is the devil himself. None would tell me why they feared him almost as much as they fear the countess. I know nothing and he left no records behind at the temple. All I know is Pater Pesco took over after Scibberas left. Then Pesco either went mad or became a servant of the countess. Either way, he stopped tending to his flock long before I arrived.”

“Then I will have to get my answers from Pater Pesco,” said Sophie, looking past the monastery at the sheer face of the mountains. “Or the countess herself.”

“Then you are likely to meet your doom,” said the friar. “But maybe I can help in some small way. Come inside. I have something I can give you.”

Sophie followed Friar Hogben into the monastery. There was a strong hoppy smell to the ancient building and the altar of the chapel had been repurposed as a makeshift brewery.

Friar Hogben was a huge, powerful man, towering above her, yet there was no menace to him. He washed his sweaty face in a basin of water and lowered a brown monk’s habit over his huge body, the cowl lowered to expose his head. He cinched a rope beneath his overhanging belly and hung a wooden amulet over his neck that depicted the four pillars.

He smiled as he turned to face Sophie again.

“There, now I am ready for business,” he said. “Would you like some beer? Some cheese?”

He gestured to wheels of waxed cheese and numerous huge casks of beer. The thought of indulging in either made Sophie’s stomach growl. The mark on the back of her neck seemed to reply by sending a hot pulse of desire through Sophie’s body. Beer and cheese were nice, but she required a different sort of sustenance.

“Perhaps later,” said Sophie, trying not to look too long at the huge friar. “You mentioned being able to help me in my search for my sister?”

“Yes, that’s right. I have something you can take with you,” said the friar, turning to an elaborate writing desk that did not look as though it belonged in the chapel. “It isn’t much, but it might help you with the countess.”

He began opening drawers and rummaging through them, looking for all the world like a great brown bear pillaging beehives for honey.

“That would be much appreciated,” said Sophie, suppressing a chuckle as she watched the friar’s search. “There was someone else I wanted to ask about. A lone stranger I encountered on the road on my way into the village.”

“Niccolo,” said the friar without looking back or interrupting his search. “The poor man. He had three sisters, young and beautiful, and they all three have gone missing like so many others. It happened shortly after I arrived. I tried to help him, tried to counsel him, but he would not listen. He swore to me that he would keep any other women from falling prey to Countess Borciano. He told me he would get them back from the castle, but I think his failures have only driven him deeper into madness. What did he say to you?”

“He warned me about the countess and told me she is feeding on the life of this land,” said Sophie, stepping closer to the friar to try to see what was in the writing desk. “He told me to leave and not come back.”

“Good advice,” said Friar Hogben. He found what he was looking for and turned to face Sophie. They were nearly touching. The friar stared down at Sophie’s impressive cleavage for a moment and then blinked and held out a small silver amulet dangling from his huge fingers. “When the cathedral in Welshire mysteriously burned, its altarpiece melted. It was pure silver and thrice blessed by high paters. They used the silver to remake the four pillars when the cathedral was rebuilt. There was just enough silver left over to make a few of these amulets. I helped clean up after the fire and was given one as a reward. But… I don’t know what to do with it.”

He pressed the amulet of the four pillars into Sophie’s hand.

“This is valuable,” she said, feeling the weight in her palm.

“Perhaps,” said Hogben. “But it’s also very holy. It might give the countess pause if she truly does hunger for blood as so many in the village believe.”

“Thank you,” said Sophie breathily as she put the chain over her head and let the small amulet rest against the upper slopes of her breasts. “The chain is a bit long.”

“I used to wear it,” admitted Hogben, blushing as he admired the silver pillars resting atop Sophie’s bust. “A silver amulet is not really proper for a humble friar.”

“The wooden one suits you,” said Sophie, smiling up at him. She felt a hungry throb at the back of her neck, but she didn’t really need any encouragement. “There’s something I would like to give you in return, Friar Hogben.”

“What’s that?” asked the burly friar, lifting a bushy red eyebrow as he peered down at Sophie.

“A kiss,” she said.

“Well, uh, alright,” said the friar, lowering his face towards her and turning his cheek to offer it to her lips. Sophie smiled at his adorable innocence and sunk slowly down to her knees in front of him. She reached for his robe. Friar Hogben looked down with confusion. “What are you… oh my, Sophie, that’s… ohhhhh…”

He offered no coherent objections as she began to lavish kisses upon the fat, ruddy head of his cock. She pressed her lips to it again and again, smacking wet kisses and lashing him with her tongue as his cock stiffened. It was not overly long, but quite thick, and it stretched her lips as she took him into her mouth. Friar Hogben groaned with pleasure, resting a big hand atop her head as she bobbed and slurped upon his meaty cock. The sounds of her lusty behavior and his deep, rumbling groans echoed in the emptiness of the monastery’s chapel.

“Mmmmm,” moaned Sophie, finally popping her lips free of the stout, upwards curving length of Friar Hogben’s cock. She wanked his red, glistening length slowly, smiling up at him. “Would you like to put it in me, friar?”

“Well, I have taken a strict vow of celibacy,” said the friar, grinning as he stroked Sophie’s hair. “Then again, my monastery was shuttered before I arrived, so nobody around to keep score.”

“Mmmmmmhmmm,” agreed Sophie, giving his cock a few more deep slurps before popping her lips free again. “So are you going to fuck me or do I need to beg for—”

Friar Hogben grabbed her in his big arms and lifted her with ease. He turned her over and plopped her onto one of the pews, kneeling between her parted legs. He pressed a passionate kiss to her lips, his big tongue, a bit sour with beer, thrusting hungrily into her mouth. She met his kiss with a kiss of her own, tongue-to-tongue with the big man as she hit the hidden levers on her cuirass and freed her enormous tits from confinement.

The clang of the separating halves of her armor broke the kiss with the friar. He lifted his lips from hers and looked down at her huge, laden breasts. The friar could not keep his hands off them. He cradled them in his grasp and squeezed, producing trickles of milk from her swollen nipples.

“You’re with mother’s milk?” he gasped.

“I’m no mother,” she assured him. “A lingering bit of magic from the Springs of Saint Sephoria.”

“Oh, my, you’ve been to the Deep Dairy?” Friar Hogben marveled at her breasts, squeezing them and producing more pulses of Sophie’s rich, creamy milk. He leaned down, licking his milk-spattered fingers and then running his tongue over her sensitive tits. He sucked from one plump nipple.

“Yes, that’s right,” gasped Sophie, feeling a throb of pleasure in her core each time the big friar sucked at her breasts. “Everything you’ve heard about that place is true. It’s wonderful and strange and there is a secret lurking beneath the springs.”

“Mmm?” He popped his lips free of her dripping nipples. “What’s the secret?”

“Let’s just say, it’s a little fishy down there,” giggled Sophie, remembering the forbidden pleasures she found within the Deep Dairy.

Friar Hogben gave her an uncertain look, then shrugged his burly shoulders and returned to eagerly sucking her milk. But latching to Sophie’s breasts could only satisfy the big man for so long. He moved between her parted legs and two huge fingers dragged aside her loincloth. She gasped as he pressed two digits to her folds, stroking her clit and slipping them into her hot, clutching cunny.

“Oh, my sweet, milky beauty,” he laughed. “You’re eager for it, aren’t you? I knew a sister of the cloth like you. Alania was her name. I think she bedded every monk at the College of Holy Inquiries. Not half as pretty as you though, Sophie, and she smelled of pickles.”

“And what do I smell of, friar?” asked Sophie, panting heavily as he pumped his fingers in and out of her cunt.

At her question, he drew his fingers out from her folds and lifted his glistening digits to his nose. He sniffed and smiled and licked his fingers clean.

“You smell of roses and honey,” he said, licking again. “And you taste of strawberries. Mmmmm. I really like the taste… of strawberries.”

The big friar pulled Sophie’s legs over his broad shoulders. She cried out with delight as she slid lower in the pew and the big friar set upon her cunt, licking it with his big tongue as he held her against his face. She crossed her ankles behind his head, bucking her hips slightly as he lavished her hot cunt with attention. Swipe after swipe, from her clit to her taint, his thick fingers plunging into her tight channel and curling inside her to press against a spot that drove her mad with pleasure.

“Ohhhhhhh, yessssss, friar! There it is!” She bucked against his big face, his nosed pressed into her tuft of hair and his tongue thrust deep inside her. He sucked and licked at her pussy as she drenched his beard with her hot nectar.

“Mmmmmmm, so sweet! I want it all!” rumbled the friar, rising above her and bending her back with her legs still wrapped around his neck. He gazed down at her as he devoured her pussy.

Friar Hogben’s eager tonguing and sucking and finger work drove her to the edge and beyond. She cried out and rode his tongue through waves of delicious orgasm. The big friar seemed to suck her sweet cunt and then immediately pushed her legs back and began licking at her asshole. Her tight clench quivered beneath his tongue as he rubbed her clit and prolonged one climax for Sophie into another. Her thighs shook with ecstasy and her fingers tangled in the friar’s thick mane of hair.

“Oh, by Mardoch, are you certain… you are a friar and not... a sin worshipper?”

“Nnnnnnn!” The friar’s amused laugh vibrated up her arse as he continued to tongue her tight back passage. He gave it a few more hot licks before finally lifting his face from between her thighs. “What can I say, my sweet Sophie. I am a large man with large appetites. But I assure you I am a man of faith.”

“I have appetites of my own,” purred Sophie, fumbling for his cock.

“Well then, I shouldn’t want you going hungry,” chuckled Hogben.

He released the backs of her legs and allowed her to sit up from the pew. She grasped his thick cock in one hand and his bollocks in the other, wanking him a bit and giving his pre-smeared tip a slow, sensual roll of her tongue.

“I have some appetites of my own,” purred Sophie, looking up at the burly friar as she took his fat tip in her mouth. Her wet suck elicited a deep and satisfied groan from the friar and made her cunt pulse with need. She longed to have the friar’s fat cock stuffed in her tight cunt. It was so very hard in her grasp and Sophie knew her way around cocks well enough to know that upward curve of his shaft would more than compensate for the friar’s merely adequate length.

“Ohhhhh it’s always good... mmmmm… to spread the faith,” groaned Friar Hogben, gently cradling Sophie’s head and smiling down over his belly as Sophie slowly bobbed on his cock.

She popped her lips free of his hardness, gasping softly and wanking his spit-slicked length.

“Well then, friar, spread the faith… inside me,” she said, looking up at him as she sat back on the pew. She pulled her knees towards her chest to invite his gaze towards the glistening pink of her pussy.

It took no further invitation to entice Friar Hogben. He grunted as he knelt before the pew on the dusty prayer cushion and aimed the damp curve of his cock at Sophie’s aching cunny. Their eyes met, a wicked smile passing between them as the lusty friar rubbed his cock at her entrance. They groaned together and he leaned forward to kiss her. To taste her lips in a passionate, tongue-tangling kiss as he eased his curved cock into her eager cunt.

“Mmmmmm!” Sophie cried out against his lips, savoring his first thrust and intensifying her kiss.

Friar Hogben took her with deep, forceful, but slow strokes that emphasized his great size and strength. His cock reached a very wonderful spot within her each time he hilted in her clutching cunt. Each stroke, driving her easily towards another climax. Friar Hogben, kissing her lips, her breasts, then rising above her and pounding faster into her slick honeypot. Her milky tits bouncing with each thrust. Her face and his contorted in mutual pleasure.

“Not… bad… friar,” gasped Sophie, squeezing her inner muscles against him, the silver amulet sliding from her breasts and banging softly against the pew beneath her.

“Not bad? I must do better than that!”

He pulled his cock from her quivering cunt and turned Sophie over roughly, her knees on the prayer cushion as he plowed back into her pussy from behind. His thick member stuffed her slick folds and each stroke clapped against her plush bottom. She felt the weight of his body atop her back and his cock, curved so deliciously, was striking an even more incredible spot within her.

“Yesssss,” she cried, pushing back against him. “Ohhhhh, friar, you’re bringing me… closer… to God!”

When he added his thumb to her spit-damp arse, it was more than Sophie could take. She began to cum hard against his cock. A rush of pleasure that became a feast of ecstasy, her mark pulsating with each spasm. She bucked back wildly against him, tossing her hair and her bouncing, dangling tits flinging milk against the pew beneath her. The friar’s thumb pushed into her clenching asshole and she wailed and bucked hard against him.

“Here it comes, my brave beauty!” The friar groaned, gasping on the verge of breathlessness. “My seed… shall I take it out and paint your bottom with my seed?”

“Nooo!” Sophie’s head jerked up and she looked back at him over her shoulder with a fierce gleam in her eyes. “Fill me with your seed, friar! Do it! Cum for me!”

“Ahhhhhhh! Yes!” He threw back his head and let out a roar that echoed through the empty chapel. The friar hilted his deliciously curved cock in Sophie’s rhythmically clenching cunt and he loosed a hot torrent of his seed. Spurt after spurt poured into her depths and she felt the thrilling, tantalizing tingle of her mark protecting her from pregnancy even as she feasted upon the pleasure of the moment. Her strength growing and her vigor increasing with each hot gush of the friar’s seed.

He finally pulled his cock free of her pussy, wheezing and sagging back against the pew behind him. He chuckled, admiring Sophie remaining shamelessly posed over the pew, her parted cuntlips dripping with the milky seed of the friar.

“You’ll need something to wear… to see the countess,” groaned the friar. He lifted the fur-lined front piece of Sophie’s cuirass. “They’ll know you are not there for a social call of you come wearing this.”

“I’m in a bit of a hurry,” said Sophie, rising slowly upright on her knees and feeling more of the friar’s cum spilling out onto the dusty red cushion beneath her.

“Go and speak to Anton in the village. Across the square from the tavern. His shop is closed but knock hard enough and he’ll hear you.” The friar caressed Sophie and kissed her shoulder, rising behind her and reaching around to fondle her breasts. Twin streams of milk spurted from her straining nipples onto the pew.

“Are you certain this Anton will have something to fit me?”

“Yes, I am,” chuckled the friar. “He made several dresses for the countess before she stopped paying social visits to the village. She is roughly your size and shape. Mmmm. Although I think these tits are a bit bigger. He might have to make some… mmmm… adjustments.”

The friar’s words trailed off as he began to suck milk from Sophie’s breasts. She gasped, cradling his head, impatient to find this tailor, but enjoying the friar’s warm, urgently sucking mouth too much to make him stop.

She sighed, leaning back on the pew, and idly reaching for the big friar’s flaccid cock.

“Mmmmhmmmm,” moaned the friar, turning his hips so she could reach him more easily and leaning his head into her lap to continue suckling like some giant lewd toddler.

Sophie rolled her eyes, wrapped her fingers around his cock, and began to stroke.
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Properly Dressed for a Meeting with the Countess

The withered old tailor with the cottony white hair let out a groan, his hands tightening on Sophie’s shoulders. His eyes were glazed with lust as she worked her squeezing tits up and down the reddening length of his cock. His precum glistening down the shaft. Her breasts squeezing so tightly that his cock felt like warm iron between them.

“You’ll do the tailoring?” she asked, slowing her stroking.

“Yes, yes, any dress in my shop,” gasped Anton. “Just… don’t stop! Please! I am so close and it has been years since I’ve spilled my seed!”

“Years!?” Sophie could not help but laugh with delight. She resumed her expert titwanking, bouncing her upper body and working her breasts up and down the slimy length of old Anton’s long, slender cock. It had turned nearly purple with his pleasure and his bony hands were like claws clinging to her shoulders as he watched her soft bust rising and falling around his cock.

With a sharp intake of breath and a twitch of his hips, the old tailor erupted from between Sophie’s breasts. Sophie felt a sympathetic throb of pleasure that pulsed from her darkborne mark and down into her core with each release of the old tailor’s cum. His hot seed pumped out in a great geyser that narrowly missed Sophie’s face and fell back across her breasts. Spurt after warm, slimy spurt gushed out from his cock until Sophie’s blushing bosoms were thoroughly glazed in Anton’s seed.

She stroked him a bit more, just to squeeze out every last drop, then lifted the weight of her huge breasts from the old tailor’s lap.

“My, my, you have been saving it up for me,” she giggled, looking down at her cum-drenched tits. “I suppose we’ll have to start with a bit of a cleanup.”

“I’ll… fetch a wash basin,” said the old man, rising slowly from the dusty couch in his shop.

Once Sophie was sufficiently cleaned up, the tailor’s mood lightened, and he began to take her measurements and circle around her. He was astonished by the size of her bust but promised he could fit her into one of his gowns within the hour.

“I may be old, but I am quick with a needle and thread,” promised Anton. He came more to life with each passing moment. It was as if his pleasure with Sophie had opened the door to a much happier past when there were beautiful young women visiting his shop and dresses needing to be tailored for weddings and dances.

Once those women disappeared or fled, Anton was left with Francesca Borciano as his only customer. As Anton wheeled out dressmaker’s forms to show different gowns to Sophie, he reluctantly described working for the countess.

“Her servants would rouse me from my bed in the dead of night and I would take her measurements and adjust her gowns as she wished. She hardly ever spoke to me, allowing her servants to do most of the talking.”

“Describe her to me,” said Sophie, her gaze drawn to a gown with an elegant blue bodice embroidered with golden flowers.

“Terrifying, beautiful, with red hair that she wears quite short and skin as pale and smooth as alabaster. She is the largest in the bust of any woman I have ever dressed, until I met you.”

“I’ve undergone some unusual growth,” chuckled Sophie, giving her breasts a hefting squeeze.

“The eyes of the countess seem to be violet one moment and crimson the next. Her smile, with those blood red lips, reveals her wickedness.”

As Anton spoke, Sophie ran her fingers over the gown’s embroidered flowers and felt the soft, crinkled skirt beneath it. She stood behind the gown and admired her reflection in the mirror.

“So she has fangs?”

“Not that I saw,” admitted Anton, walking over to Sophie and looking at the gown she had chosen. “Ah, yes, that one. I made it for Helena Botezatu to wear to a wedding. A very pretty young thing. Very large in the bust. Although, some adjustments would need to be made.”

“She never picked up her dress?”

“She went missing, but she did visit me months after she disappeared,” said Anton, already starting to gather what he needed to begin letting out the bodice. “On one of the last visits of the countess to my shop, it was Helena Botezatu who woke me from my bed. She was as pale as mountain snow and her eyes had a glassy look to them, as though another was peering down at me in my bed through Helena’s eyes. But most unsettling of all, the poor girl had a wound on her neck, old, but still red and inflamed. As if something had savaged her beautiful neck more than once in that same spot.”

“The countess,” said Sophie.

“I made the mistake of telling Helena’s father that she had visited me,” continued Anton. “He went with his brothers and cousins up to the castle to get his daughter back. That was the last anyone saw of any of those men. I have not been visited by the countess or her servants since then. Not even to pick up these other dresses which I had been making for the countess.”

“Do you want me to look for this girl when I go to the castle?” asked Sophie.

“No, dear,” said Anton sadly. “I desperately do not want you or anyone else to go to that castle. It is the lair of the damned. It will be your doom.”

Despite his misgivings, Anton’s work was flawless as he fit Sophie into the dress originally meant for Helena Botezatu. She wore a sheer slip beneath the extravagant blue gown with its bodice. Her creamy bust was further enhanced by the corset bones that slimmed her waist and emphasized the width of her ample hips. She turned before the mirrors, marveling at the beautiful gown and remembering wearing such fine dresses as a young woman in Galamanca.

“Thank you, Anton,” she said, kissing the old man on his cheek. “I cannot promise you I will be able to save anyone from that castle, but I will promise that I will come back alive.”

“How can you promise such a thing?” demanded the old man, settling a long cloak over Sophie’s shoulders and covering the bright blue of the gown.

“I make the promise easily, because if I break it, I won’t be around to feel bad about it,” she giggled and kissed him again on his other cheek. Then, with a last flourish of her cloak and the ruffled skirt beneath, she departed from the tailor’s shop.

Evening was drawing prematurely near as the sky grew heavy with storm clouds. Most of the folk of Rosoco, hunched and pale, fled to their shuttered houses. A hardy few retreated to the glow behind the red panes of Blood of the Vine. Sophie sought the latter, settling her debt with the old crone using gold coins ill-got in Sycaruse.

“Where are you going so well-dressed?” asked the old woman, unable to conceal her smile as she counted the generous payment from Sophie.

“You know where I am going,” said Sophie, her tone hardening a little as she cinched her cloak more tightly over the gown. “Every man and woman in this town has sought to convince me that I will not return from the castle alive. But I know better.”

“I hope you do,” said the old crone. “I hope you find your sister and she is well. But if you are touched by the countess and her thirst for blood, and you come crawling in my window at night, I won’t hesitate, deary. I’ll put a wooden stake right through your heart.”

The old crone said it in such a friendly way that Sophie laughed. But her laughter died as she saw the mad twinkle in the woman’s cloudy eyes. She meant it. Perhaps she had even killed a vampira before.

“If I am afflicted, I will remember to avoid your windows,” said Sophie.

She bid the old woman and the dour inhabitants of the tavern farewell and went out to the moldy stable to get Arturo. He whinnied and stomped his hooves with relief. Not to be outdone, pumpkin began growling and writhing in his basket.

“Oh, alright, quickly,” said Sophie, lifting the top of the basket. The pygmy roper snarled and opened its mouth wide, its tongue sticking out as it glared up at her with one large yellow eye. She opened her cloak and slipped down the shoulders of her new gown to let her laden breasts fall free. She reached down into the basket and lifted the horrible little creature out, his many tentacles wrapping around her arms and his mouth opening excitedly as she brought him closer to her tits.

“Mmmmaaaaaa!” he cried, drooling and reaching with his pink tongue as she fed a thick nipple into his mouth.

“Very well, but no biting this—AH! You little beast!” Sophie struggled with Pumpkin in the musty stall, his tentacles squeezing and sliding over her breasts as he latched his big mouth and began to hungrily suck. She moaned and fought to keep his tentacles out of her mouth. She yanked two slithering tentacles back as he tried to reach them down inside her gown.

The feel of letting the roper drink her plentiful milk was a relief, but also a distraction. Pumpkin always excited her when she let him loose. His tentacles exploring her so eagerly. His mouth always so sassy and hungry. She remembered the fun she had with him while training to face his much larger cousin. Her cunt throbbed and the darkborne mark answered, trying to drive her to her knees.

“That’s… enough,” she gasped, prying Pumpkin away from one breast and letting him suck from the other. She rubbed at her tender nipple, her areola marked with several red half-moons where the roper had bitten her flesh. “The first time you break my skin, I swear I am… mmmmm… cutting off the spigots for you. It will be minnows and hog’s feet and nothing else.”

“Mmmmmmm!” murmured Pumpkin, his eye rolling contentedly as his sucked from her breast. His entire tentacled body was smaller than Sophie’s head, but his wide mouth completely covered the front of her breast.

She let Pumpkin drink his fill as he began to drift off to sleep. Eventually, he suckled himself unconscious and she lifted the drooling little roper from her chest. She wiped off his milk-smeared mouth and set him back in his basket as he began to snore. In the time she was cradling him against her breasts, the skies had truly grown dark, so that the storm was indistinguishable from night. Rain rattled against the roof of the stable and gurgled in the gutters of the tavern.

“Sorry, Arturo,” said Sophie. “We’re going for another ride in the rain.”

It was a long and arduous ride from Rosoco up the mountain roads to Castle Borciano. The moon and stars were blocked out by clouds and night fell upon the muddy roadway like a dark curtain. Lightning flashed against the sky, creating flickering silhouettes of the ominous castle high above.

Few horses would have been capable of such a journey, but brave Arturo was a veteran of battles and a loyal steed. He carried Sophie through the rain and up the mountainside. He clopped across a narrow bridge spanning a bottomless black chasm. Wind howled and rain slashed at horse and rider. At last, well into the night, they reached the dark spires of the castle. Red light glowed from within. The gate was open. Dark ramparts and ghastly towers rose around them as they cautiously approached the huge front doors of the castle’s keep.

Sophie dismounted smoothly from Arturo. She brushed her fingers over the sheath and pommel of Temptress, but left the sword wedged in among Arturo’s saddlebags.

“There looks to be a stable over there,” said Sophie, pointing across the castle’s bailey. “Shelter there. Go on. Get out of the rain and try to keep dry. But don’t trust anyone but me.”

Arturo snorted with apparent understanding and clopped off across the castle grounds for the yawning entrance of the stable. Sophie did not feel any part of the castle was safe, including the stable, but better Arturo be unsafe and dry than unsafe and soaked with rain.

“The same goes for me,” she muttered, starting up the wide stone staircase to the huge doors of the keep. The doors parted as she approached, allowing a carpet of quivering firelight to spill out down the rain-washed steps. A figure appeared. Ominous and inhuman for a moment but resolving into a slender young woman as Sophie approached.

The maid wore a tight black uniform with a white apron. Her pale golden hair fell in curls to frame a heart-shaped, youthful face. She was pretty, but her eyes were vacant, glassy blue, and her skin was unhealthily pale. She wore a dark ribbon choker around her slender neck and her perky breasts were almost exposed by the low cut of her dark uniform. She raised a lantern and held it near her face.

“Yes? Who calls?” asked the woman, her voice so soft that Sophie could scarcely hear it over the drum of rain against stone.

“I am Lady Sophia Almodóvar of Galamanca. I know the hour is late, and forgive me, but I wish to urgently call upon Countess Borciano.”

Sophie was answered by a blank stare and several seconds of silence. She cleared her throat and thought to repeat the words she had rehearsed while riding up the mountain. Just as she was about to do so, the maid stepped back, holding the door open.

“You may enter,” she said. “The countess will be with you shortly. May I take your cloak?”

“Ah, yes, of course,” said Sophie, relieved to be rid of the wet weight of it. The maid led her into a parlor and sat her near the warmth of a fire. The decorations of the castle were dusty and dark. Thick layers of neglect covered every sconce, framed portrait of dark-eyed ancestors, and nude statues of nymphs.

As Sophie waited by the fire, she studied the artwork. One portrait in particular hung above the hearth. A handsome man with a wave of dark hair and brooding eyes. He was dressed in a silver cuirass and carried a lance but was otherwise in the attire and pose of a gentleman. A dark image of Castle Borciano was visible in the background. 

“My father,” said a soft voice behind Sophie.

Countess Francesca Borciano leaned casually against the back of Sophie’s chair, not at all the haughty lady that Sophie was expecting to meet. She was beautiful, and certainly quite buxom in her low-cut dark gown with its long, ruffled sleeves and plunging neckline. Her scarlet hair was worn in a short but feminine manner with a lock of red curling against her pale forehead. She exuded sensuality from the way she stood to the way she moved. Her smile, framed by crimson lips, was immaculate and teasingly insouciant. Her half-lidded eyes reflected the firelight and seemed red with sparkling vitality.

“Oh, forgive me, I did not hear you enter,” said Sophie, rising from the chair.

“No, no, please, sit,” said the countess, circling around to the chair beside Sophie and pulling it closer. She crossed her long, stockinged legs as she sat. “Now then, your unexpected visit is quite a treat for me. I so rarely have a chance to meet… someone of a noble bloodline.”

“Yes, well, on that matter I am afraid the church and my family have had some disagreement,” said Sophie. “Though I was raised a lady, a stain of honor lies upon my family. False accusations of heresy involving my sister.”

As Sophie spoke, she felt the gaze of the countess admiring her curves in the revealing blue gown. The countess seemed to focus on Sophie’s cleavage. It took Sophie a moment to realize it was not merely her overflowing bust, but the silver amulet Friar Hogben had given her, half lost in the depths of her cleavage.

“Oh dear,” gasped the countess, looking away from the silver holy symbol. “You speak of these matters of heresy so freely to me?”

“These matters are why I have come here,” said Sophie, resisting the urge to pull the amulet from her cleavage to see how the countess might react. “You see, I believe my sister was being held by a pater here in Borciano. Pater Scibberas. Do you know him?”

“Mmmm, I just may,” said the countess. “In fact, I may even remember your sister. Margaretta, wasn’t it?”

“Margaret,” said Sophie.

“Mmmm. Of course, lovely like you, but scared and delicate. But such matters can be discussed after supper. Come, my dear. My servants are already preparing a meal for you.”

The countess took Sophie by her arm, her touch cold but enticing. Her scent like flowers pressed and dried in a hymnal.

The countess was exquisitely alluring, but standing close beside Sophie there were details that seemed wrong. The strange faint tracery of capillaries on her face like blue threads beneath her otherwise flawless skin. The coldness of her body, like meat stored in a cellar. And the way she kept staring over at Sophie. Looking down either at the amulet half-buried in her cleavage, or at the throbbing pulse of her heartbeat in her neck.

She is a vampira, thought Sophie, certain of the fact each time she gazed into those dangerously warm reddish-brown eyes.

Despite her fears, Sophie allowed the much taller woman to lead her into the castle’s large banquet hall. Curtains of dusty red velvet framed huge windows that afforded a view of the tempest ravaged mountains.

An extravagantly long table sat before a crackling hearth big enough to incinerate a whole bison. Candles flickered on the table and silver dishes waited before the seat at the far end of the table. At the nearer end, there was no place setting. Only a crystal goblet. The countess picked up the crystalline stem in her long, delicate fingers and settled her ample posterior in the seat at the end of the table.

The pale blonde maid who had answered the door appeared at Sophie’s side and guided her to the seat at the far end of the table. Sophie sat and looked at the covered silver dishes reflecting the firelight. She could smell the aromas of roast meat, savory sauces, and freshly baked bread.

“You’re not eating?” asked Sophie, her voice echoing in the huge empty room.

“Oh, no, I’ve already dined,” chuckled the countess. “But I shall enjoy watching your feast. I have several very good cooks among my staff. Lidia’s sister Bianca is a wonder with baking, isn’t that right, Lidia?”

“It is my other sister, Angelica, countess,” said the pale maid, smiling in a way that suggested a hint of madness. She uncovered the dishes one by one, revealing a selection of steaming, glistening dishes of unidentifiable meat and strange, gnarled vegetables.

Sophie found the smells appetizing, but when she looked too closely at any of the dishes she found things to disgust her. She lifted a curl of onion on her fork that resembled the body of a pallid worm. The meat on one tray sat in a steaming pool of blood. The meat on another resembled nothing so much as Pumpkin plucked from his basket and broiled alive. Sophie sawed off a fatty tentacle and reluctantly began to chew.

The wine, at least, was good. Sweet and rich, tickling at the back of Sophie’s throat and helping to relax her fears. The countess watched her eating, amusement sparkling in those reddish eyes and her crystal goblet of red wine never far from her lips.

“I feel like you’re fattening me up for your table,” said Sophie, a joke that was perhaps a bit more honest than she intended.

“Oh, no, you’re perfect already,” chuckled the countess. “Mmmmm. You look positively delicious.”

“Thank you?” Sophie took another sip of the wine to calm herself. “Um, that portrait… your father… did he build this castle?”

“Oh, no my great-great-great-grandfather built it long before I was born,” said the countess, dipping a finger into her wine and licking it clean. “Mmmm. Yes, generations of Borciano men ruled the central province from these walls. Hunting, skirmishing with neighboring provinces, and generally being so very boring. What about your father? Was he the heretic?”

“N-no,” said Sophie. “No, not at all.”

“Your mother then?” The countess lifted a scarlet eyebrow. “That is more exciting.”

“No, it was not her either,” said Sophie. “After my mother died, my father married her nurse. She was… my stepmother… and she was a very wicked woman.”

“Consorting with the sinborne?” The eyes of the countess seemed to glow with crimson delight.

“She worshipped a darkborne god,” admitted Sophie.

“Oh!” The countess exclaimed excitedly. “Oh, how very naughty of her! A truly unforgivable heresy! Even the grubby, root-sucking peasants of Rosoco have the sense to keep away from such things. And were you involved in this blasphemy?”

“My sister, Margaret, was offered to the dark goddess,” admitted Sophie, stunned as the words seemed to froth from her lips. Her family’s darkest secrets divulged to what amounted to a stranger.

“Yet she lives, how curious,” said the countess. “Did you truly come here looking for Margaret?”

“Yes,” said Sophie, gazing into the eyes of the countess and feeling compelled to answer her truthfully.

“And Pater Scibberas?”

“He hunts me. He had my sister here and I must know what he has done with her.”

“He is a very dangerous man, but also a curious one,” said the countess, sipping her wine. “I don’t think he would have disposed of her permanently. And me, young lady. What do you know of me?”

“Was warned about you,” said Sophie, fighting to try to keep from speaking and finding herself unable to resist the compulsion. “A man named Niccolo told me you are feeding upon this land. The townsfolk… said you take their daughters and…”

“Yes? What do I do with their daughters?”

Sophie looked over at Lidia, holding her serving tray against her slender bust and staring blankly at the storm outside the windows.

“You employ their daughters. That you are…”

“Yes? What am I?”

Sophie fought with all her will not to speak the accusation aloud. She felt as if naming the countess vampira would permit the countess to reveal herself. The darkborne mark pulsed on the back of Sophie’s neck.

“You are… very harsh,” said Sophie. “Cruel.”

The countess blinked. She let out a sharp, cold laugh that echoed in the empty hall. Sophie gasped with relief as she felt the pressure ease upon her mind.

“Those superstitious simpletons have misled you, Sophia. I am a kind woman.” She called out to her maid, “Lidia, do I take good care of you?”

“Oh, yes, countess. We love you.”

“They love me,” said the countess, pressing a hand to her ample bosom. “But their word is not enough. After all, my servants depend on me as much as I depend on them. I will prove that I am kind by telling you the truth about your sister.”

Sophie’s pulse quickened. She had not felt closer to Margaret outside her dreams in years.

“Yes?”

“You are right, she was here, and Pater Scibberas had her in his parish before he left. I do not think he harmed her, at least not like you think, but she was certainly his prisoner and was not allowed out of his parish. When he left, he took her.”

“I found no trace that he had brought her to Vithe,” said Sophie.

“You wouldn’t, because he did not retire to Vithe when he left Rosoco. He traveled instead to Iden for missionary work.”

“Iden!?” This new wrinkle was unexpected. “He took my sister to the savage continent?”

“Oh, my dear, you do not know Iden if you call it savage,” laughed the countess. “Those who live along its northern coast are the savages and most of them are smugglers, slavers, and refugees all from Aropa. There are dangerous tribes of men and other creatures within Iden’s jungles, to be sure, but I have also heard tales of cities far more advanced than any in Aropa. Places where magic and alchemy have advanced well beyond the simple spells and potions of Zora or Bravura or Orleans. Secret temples of ancient magic.”

“Darkborne magic?”

“Perhaps,” said the countess.

“I must know where he took her in Iden,” said Sophie, nearly overturning her wine glass as she rose excitedly from her chair. She went to the countess and knelt beside her, grasping at her sheer gown and looking up at her with pleading eyes.

“Iden is as vast a place as all of Aropa. I know only that he stopped in the outlaw city of Mizara and traveled into the primordial jungle.” The countess teased her crystal goblet against her lips. “I do know of a man there who has helped procure certain things for me before. A collector of antiquities and forbidden idols. He sometimes leads explorers and pilgrims into the jungle. Perhaps… yes, perhaps I could introduce you to Zavedra.”

“He is here? On the island?”

“Oh, no, he is in Mizara, as I said, but I could take you to him.” The countess ran her cool fingers over Sophie’s hand. “We can speak more of this tomorrow evening. The hour is late, my dear. It will be dawn in only a handful of hours. You’ve had so much wine to drink. You must be very, very tired.”

Sophie’s objections died on her lips as she gazed up into those sparkling reddish brown eyes.

“Yes, I am tired,” she agreed.

“Lidia will show you to your room,” said the countess, stroking Sophie’s cheek. “And you will go straight to bed and sleep well. Nothing will rouse you from your sleep. No one will wake you during the next day. You will sleep and sleep until I come to you.”

“Yes, I will sleep,” agreed Sophie, rising to her feet. She let Lidia take her hand and lead her away from the table. Her mind was dull, her face flushed with wine, and all she could think of was her sister in the strange, faraway land of jungles and deserts called Iden.

Her heart yearned to fly to Margaret. But she understood now. The fastest way to reach her sister was to rest. To sleep and sleep until the countess came for her.


6

Red Visions, Red Pleasures

The bedchamber was small, dark, and overstuffed with a huge fourposter canopy bed festooned with crimson curtains, windowless walls bedecked in tapestries depicting fertility rites, and a wash basin and table. The candelabrum in Lidia’s hand filled the cave like room with unearthly red light, elongating the shadows formed by every object and making them dance upon the ceiling. There was no window and, curiously, the door seemed to lock from without rather than from within.

“That is strange,” muttered Sophie, her brow furrowed as she flopped drunkenly onto the bed.

Lidia said nothing. She took hold of Sophie’s heeled boots and pulled them from her feet. She untied the laces of Sophie’s bodice and eased Sophie’s skirt from her hips. She undressed Sophie with cold efficiency until Sophie was left wearing nothing but her sheer slip dress. Her nipples stiff and dark beneath the gauzy material. Her breasts heaving as she sprawled beneath the canopy of the bed.

“Stay with me?” moaned Sophie, running a hand over her breasts and caressing between her thighs.

There was a sparkle of interest in the maid’s glassy blue eyes, but she tightened her lips and turned away from Sophie. The slender young maid departed quickly and Sophie, already fading into unconsciousness, heard the final thump of the lock being turned from outside the room.

Sophie fell into a slippery, red-hued dream world. She pulled at her shift and felt it tear from her ample curves like the soft paper that wrapped a gift. She staggered free of her room, swaying as she walked down the silent castle halls. She heard laughter, moans, and she followed the sound. Her bare feet padding on the carpeted hall.

She arrived at a bathing chamber, a shallow pool upon the floor where reclined the beautiful countess in all her naked glory. Her breasts jeweled with ruby droplets of blood. More blood gushed from above, splashing across the face and into the open mouth of the countess. She moaned and laughed, gulping down the red liquor that spilled from above.

Sophie pressed herself to the doorframe, intoxicated by the perverse sight. She leaned into the room and saw that two women, young, beautiful, and naked, were suspended from the ceiling above. Their throats slit. Their eyes rolling as they bled out onto the countess.

“No,” gasped Sophie, stumbling back into the hall.

She ran, repeating that single syllable again and again as she fled from the horror of Countess Borciano and her demented bath. She heard something behind her. Hissing like a serpent. She cast a glance over her shoulder and saw the countess, naked and smeared with blood, running on all fours like a lizard. But she did not crawl upon the floor, she crawled upon the castle’s ceiling and moved with a speed that Sophie could not hope to outrun.

“No!” screamed Sophie, her fear rising nearly to madness.

Sophie ran in a panic and fled through the first open door she saw before her. It was the door to her bedchamber, slamming shut behind her and locking with that same thump of finality. She fell upon her bed. Delirious, confused.

Was it a dream? Had she even really left her room?

The maids emerged from the shadows all around her. They wore only their black uniforms, clinging to their bodies, and no longer wore their white aprons. It was Lidia and two other pale, fair-haired women, one tall and voluptuous, and the other more like Lidia in her physique. They bore a familial resemblance and Sophie, though delirious, wondered if these were Niccolo’s lost sisters.

Each crawled onto the bed with Sophie from a different side. Caressing her with curious fingers. Hissing and giggling softly. Stroking Sophie’s body through her sheer shift, running their hands over Sophie’s breasts, her abdomen, her thighs. Parting her legs as they crawled over her. Teasing their dangling hair against her bare skin. Pressing kisses to her.

“Ohhhhhh, what are you… doing to me?” moaned Sophie.

“Shhhhhhh,” hissed the voluptuous woman, her eyes seeming to glow.

“Shhhhhhh,” agreed Lidia, crawling between Sophie’s thighs.

The third of them leaned her lips to Sophie’s, soft and so irresistible that Sophie found herself kissing the woman. The maid’s lips cool and sweet. Her tongue fencing against Sophie’s.

Sophie felt her shift pushed up her thighs. Pulled aside from her breasts. Cool, wet kisses on her heaving flesh. Intoxicating her with desire that thundered through her from her darkborne mark down to her core. The kissing intensified. Lidia’s tongue upon Sophie’s cunt. The voluptuous maid pressing her shapely body to Sophie and kissing and sucking from Sophie’s breasts. The last maid, breaking the kiss with Sophie, panting as if driven mad with lust. A wicked smile upon the young beauty’s face.

Her mouth opening wider. Her teeth growing into long, curving fangs. Lidia, fanged, rising from between Sophie’s thighs. The voluptuous maid, smiling wickedly, her fangs bared.

“No! Oh, Mardoch, protect me!” Sophie fumbled for the amulet that had fallen from her bust and lay pinned beneath her shoulder. She could not reach it.

The three vampiras struck at once, their fangs daggers of cold ice plunged into Sophie’s thigh, her breast, her neck. Hot blood gushed from the wounds in a sudden spasm of pleasure and pain and the three vampira maids began to suck.

Ecstasy pulsed with each pump of Sophie’s heart as the vampiras drank her blood. This was no dream. It couldn’t be. The pain and pleasure were too real. She moaned, arched upon the bed, the three suckling vampiras latched to Sophie’s body. Tongues teasing her flesh. Her blood staining their lips and chins as they feasted.

Sophie stopped struggling to find her amulet. She moaned and bucked with pleasure, her lifeblood spurting into three hungry mouths. She could not best these three. No matter her ecstasy, they drank too quickly to be overcome by the pleasure-fed strength her darkborne mark granted.

The door thundered open, the lock snapping through the wood as if propelled by incredible force. The three maids stopped feeding and screamed in terror, each bursting into a blood-scented mist as they retreated from the room in a writhing fogbank. Their incorporeal forms spilled out past the bare legs of the countess.

Countess Francesca Borciano stood silhouetted in the doorway as the fog evacuated from the room. Her lips parted in a fanged smile and her eyes glowed with hypnotic red lust. She seemed to float into the room without her feet touching the ground. She was nude save for the sheerest of robes that fluttered against her luscious, marble white body.

“Forgive them,” she whispered, gliding onto the bed and climbing atop Sophie. “They are commoners, scarcely more than beasts, and their desires control their simple minds. Not like the two of us, Sophia.”

Sophie gazed up into those deep red eyes that seemed to burn with inner fire. She tried to form words, but she could not speak. The countess pressed a kiss to Sophie’s lips. To Sophie’s cheek. Her shoulder. The cool lips of the countess caressed Sophie’s slender neck as the puncture wound continued to pulse with blood.

“Noble blood is a superior vintage,” whispered the countess, her lips brushing Sophie’s neck as she straddled Sophie’s thigh and her fingers teased Sophie’s stiff nipples. The countess inhaled deeply. “Noble blood has a distinct aroma. Rich and precious. Not fit for those uncultured… mmmm… nymphs.”

The countess began to brush her lips against the pumping blood. Her tongue dragged over Sophie’s wound and Sophie gasped as she felt a warm spur. The wound closing. Sealing up. The countess kissed her way down Sophie’s body to her shuddering breasts. She looked up at Sophie, tonguing her nipples. Teasing her tongue through the blood smeared upon her pale breasts. Licking the puncture wound and sealing it with some sinful magic.

“Mmmmmm, you give nectar of more than one kind,” chuckled the countess, sucking at Sophie’s breast. She let the milk spill out of her mouth and down her chin. “I am afraid I have lost my appreciation of such sweet delights. I have found… greater pleasures…”

The countess resumed her kissing and moved down Sophie’s abdomen and between her legs. The countess knelt between Sophie’s parted thighs, her head down and her shapely bottom raised. Caressing Sophie’s thighs. Kissing her way first to the wound and sealing it with her tongue. Then continuing to the hot, pulsing core of Sophie’s desire.

“Enjoying yourself, my sweet?” The countess teased, peering up at Sophie from between her legs. The cool breath of the shapely vampira stroked Sophie’s cunt. A kiss. A lick. Teasing and then more intense. Licking at Sophie’s clit. Kissing it. Sucking it.

“Ohhhhhhhh,” moaned Sophie, finally breaking free of her paralysis. She reached down and cradled the red hair of the countess.

“Mmmmmm,” moaned the countess. “Oh, your blood rushes through my body. As intoxicating as any wine. Your cunt… mmmmm… just as sweet. Oh, my innocent lady is not so innocent. I taste… your sins… beyond any I have known before. The darkness has marked you. The rarest of vintages!”

Sophie cried out, fingers tangling in the sheets as she bucked urgently against the face of the countess. The sucking on her clit intensified. The devilish tongue of the vampira driving her mad with pleasure until she cried out with ecstasy. Tits heaving and shifting atop her ribcage. Thighs clenching against the face of the beautiful countess.

The darkborne mark rewarded Sophie for her pleasure. She felt her strength growing with the sinister throbbing of her unholy ecstasy. Each spasm of climax loosened the grip that the countess had on her mind until she was free of the beautiful countess. She fumbled again for the holy symbol that was on the pillow beneath her shoulder.

The countess lifted her face from between Sophie’s thighs.

“Now, my dear, it is time to repay the pleasure I have given you,” purred the countess, letting the sheer robe slip from her shoulders. “And then, I will truly taste you and make you mine. Would you like that?”

Sophie whispered a prayer to Mardoch as her fingers found the silver holy symbol of the pillars.

“What’s that?” The countess tilted her head and turned a pointed ear towards Sophie. “I can’t quite hear you, my dear. If you are pleading for your life, there is no point. Your life belongs to me and you shall walk the night by my side… for eternity. Kiss me now, my sweet Sophia. Kiss the lips of your mistress.”

The countess leaned her face towards Sophie, her lips curling into a smiling pout for a kiss.

Sophie answered her with the silver holy symbol, holding it up and crying out, “Mardoch, protect me!”

The silver pressed to the lips of the countess and steam flared from her mouth like water poured onto a hot pan. She screamed, grabbing at her face and falling back from the bed. Sophie found her strength, rising from the bed, holding the holy symbol before her.

“In the name of Mardoch, in the name of the father, I renounce you, demon!” It was as if the holy symbol was a great roaring torch that drove back the countess. She pushed the countess out into the hallway.

“Treacherous bitch! I offer you the blessing of my kiss! I offer you eternal life! This is how you repay me!?”

The face of the countess twisted into a snarling mask of grotesque evil, her fangs elongating and her delicate hands becoming twisted claws. She flew at Sophie and Sophie, holding the amulet like a shield in one hand, took hold of a chair and smashed it into the face of the countess. The chair broke apart as if Sophie had struck stone, but the impact had enough force to redirect the vampira. The countess screamed and flew into a window of red glass, smashing through it and plunging out of the castle and into the night.

Sophie ran to the broken window, rain splashing her face as she peered down. The flailing white body of the countess suddenly burst apart into red-tinted mist and a large black bat swooped out of the mist. The transformation nearly came too late to save the countess. The bat wheeled through the night, narrowly avoiding being impaled on the branches of twisted trees.

A desperate, animal cry from the stable drew Sophie’s attention. She could see light from the stable and the hunched silhouettes of human figures and a horse struggling with one another.

“Arturo!” cried Sophie.

Sophie ran from the window, bouncing naked through the empty halls of the castle. Near the entrance, she encountered Lidia and her blonde sisters. Their eyes glowed red with hunger, their fangs showed white against their scarlet lips and their fingers twisted in claws.

“Come here, sweet lady,” hissed Lidia, spreading her arms wide and coming for Sophie.

“We weren’t done with you yet,” hissed Lidia’s voluptuous sister, prowling closer to Sophie.

The third sister was attempting to circle around Sophie to attack her from behind. Sophie quickly backed against the wall and held up the silver amulet clutched in one hand.

“In Mardoch’s name! Back!”

The three vampiras hissed angrily, cringing away from the sight of the pillars. One of them flew to the ceiling, retreating to an upper floor. Another hid behind the shield of a suit of armor. Lidia alone remained, retreating all the way to the door of the castle and then throwing herself aside. Sophie barreled past her and out through the doors into the stormy night.

Cold rain slashed at Sophie’s naked body as she ran for the decrepit stone stable. Arturo was battling two more bloodsucking wenches. These buxom beauties were wild and pale, their bodies clad only in tatters and their claws slicing at Arturo’s furry hide. He kicked one and knocked her aside as the other grappled his long neck and sunk her fangs into his flesh. Blood spurted down his white coat and his eyes rolled with fear.

“Get away from him!” screamed Sophie, leaping at the vampira clinging to his neck. The vampira howled with rage, backhanding Sophie into the wall without relinquishing her hold on Arturo. Sophie’s impact was softened by dusty old hay bales. She sat up just as the other vampira came for her. Harlot and bloodsucker grappled for dominance and the vampira, with her superhuman strength, won out. Sophie screamed as she felt sharp fangs pierce her neck as the vampira began to drink her blood.

“Mmmmmmm,” moaned the vampira, slurping hungrily at Sophie’s gushing red nectar. Pleasure coursed through Sophie’s body and her dark mark reacted, urging her to embrace the undead woman drinking her lifeblood. It was Arturo, bucking madly and finally knocking Pumpkin’s basket from his saddlebags, that saved Sophie’s life.

The fat little roper came tumbling out of his overturned basket. The moment Pumpkin saw Sophie in danger, the roper let out a furious snarl and lurched onto the back of the vampira feeding from Sophie’s neck. His fangs and oversized mouth chomped the back of the vampira’s head. She screamed in surprise and pain, releasing Sophie from her grasp and flailing desperately against Pumpkin’s tentacles.

That was the opening Sophie needed. She struggled to her feet, rushed to Arturo’s saddle, and drew Temptress from its sheath. The blade flashed. The woman feeding from Arturo separated into two pieces and burst into ashes and cinders. Sophie turned to the other vampira, still struggling with Pumpkin.

“Pumpkin, down boy,” shouted Sophie.

The pygmy roper dropped free of the vampira’s head and scurried back into his basket. The vampira quit her screaming. She glared at Sophie and flexed her claws.

“I will drain you dry!”

Sophie balanced Temptress in one hand and held up Friar Hogben’s amulet in her other. The vampira stopped in her tracks, hissing in fury at the sight of the four pillars wrought in silver.

“Good luck draining me dry,” said Sophie, swinging Temptress one-handed. Even weakened and using her off-hand, the blade was so keen that it easily separated the head of the vampira from her slender neck. Blood gushed from the stump for a moment before the body and severed head both burst into cinders that scattered upon the floor.

There was no time for Sophie to savor her victory. The punctures in her neck were still pumping blood and the battle was not over. She could hear the maids from the keep howling with rage as they rushed towards the barn. Bats were swarming overhead. Sophie did not intend to wait around to discover how many of those screeching bats were vampiras under the control of the countess.

Sophie climbed wearily into Arturo’s saddle, pressing her naked body to his neck she moaned, “Get us out of here.”

The Harlot Knight, along with her pet roper, fled into the stormy night atop her trusty mount. The thirsty creatures of the night gave chase.


7

Alliance by Moonlight

The road back to Rosoco was blocked by a rockslide. Sophie was willing to bet that the rain wasn’t responsible. She had no choice but to guide Arturo off the road and down the mountainside through rocky, sparsely wooded terrain. Screeching bats swooped at them and lashed out with claws. Sophie, bouncing and naked atop her charger, swung her sword back and forth, slicing through the bats and doing her best to protect herself and Arturo.

The forest deepened as they descended. Rain pelting off her body and rinsing the steady flow of blood that was still spilling from her neck in crimson rivulets. Her strength was fading. Her fear growing. She could hear the vampiras running through the forest behind Arturo faster than was humanly possible.

“This might be the end for us, Arturo,” gasped Sophie, glancing back over her shoulder to see the pale flashes of the vampiras running nearly naked through the forest.

A gnarled root brought a hasty conclusion to the pursuit. Arturo’s hoof caught on the unseen root and the horse tripped badly into the mud. Pumpkin was sent flying from his basket and Sophie was thrown across a clearing and landed hard in the mud. By the time she managed to get to her feet, the vampiras were upon her. She fought desperately against the bloodsuckers, but they stripped her of her weapon and fell upon her with hungry fangs. Four of them, dark-haired and lithe, bore her back down to the mud and began to feed.

“No! Let go of me! Get off!” Sophie screamed and fought with them as she felt the cold slice of fangs into her flesh. Her strength faded and she fell back, no longer able to resist the vampiras. Pain and fear intertwined with the warm gushing pleasure as four mouths latched to her naked body and greedily sucked.

Clawed hands groped Sophie’s body and she writhed and moaned with ecstasy, watching the four beautiful, red-eyed vampire girls sucking her blood.

At least dying feels good, thought Sophie, knowing she lacked the strength to resist them as a fifth vampira dropped from the trees and began to feed upon the other side of her neck. Her breathing slowed as slurping and moaning sounds accompanied her untimely demise.  

Something crashed as loud as thunder and a plume of fire and smoke spewed into the clearing. One of the vampiras was struck by something and she flew from atop Sophie, already bursting into cinders. Niccolo, the man Sophie had encountered on her way into Rosoco, strode through the smoke, tossing aside his spent pistol and drawing another from the waistband of his trousers. He took aim and fired as the vampiras turned on him and a second bloodsucker burst into flames.

“Get up,” shouted Niccolo. “Get up if you want to live through the night!”

He drew a rapier from its sheath and met the remaining three vampiras in battle. Sophie, bleeding from numerous bites, struggled to her feet. Dizzy, delirious, but clinging to this new hope, she gripped Temptress in both hands at charged at the unsuspecting vampiras occupied with Niccolo. He was a skilled swordsman, but only human. He was fighting a defensive battle and Sophie joined the fray just in time to save him. She lopped the head from one vampira, scattering her cinders into the night. Niccolo dusted another with a swing of his silver sword, lopping the vampira’s head off and incinerating her. The final remaining vampira screeched and dissolved into red-tinted fog. This spilled away into the dark forest.

Other vampiras watched uncertainly from the nearby trees. Niccolo stopped, staring up at them.

“Lidia?” he called, his guard dropping as he wiped rain from his eyes with his off-hand. “Angelica? Bianca? My sisters. Oh, my beautiful—”

Sophie slapped him across the face.

“Your sisters are under the thrall of the countess. We cannot subdue them all, not here. If we want to help them…” Sophie was too weak to finish her sentence. She sagged into Niccolo’s arms, forcing him to catch her as her consciousness faded. As darkness closed in around her, Sophie wondered if her eyes would ever open again.

She was awakened by the warm nudge of Arturo’s muzzle. The horse stood above her, snorting with concern.

“Hello?” she croaked, smiling weakly and reaching up to stroke his face.

A cold pressure on her neck reminded her of the most severe of the wounds she had suffered from the fangs of the vampiras. She looked to her other side and found Niccolo kneeling beside her and pressing a poultice with a strong herbal smell to the wound on her neck. The lean young man frowned and pressed again.

“Your wounds are not serious,” he explained, “but the venom of the vampiras prevents the blood from stopping. The poultice will suck out this venom and then I can give you a potion to allow you to heal.”

A flash of lightning momentarily lit Niccolo and their surroundings. Sophie saw that he had covered her modesty with his dark cloak.

“Where are we?” asked Sophie, sitting up enough to see a large semicircle of the night and rain spilling down.

“A cave in the mountains,” said Niccolo, applying another poultice to a bite on Sophie’s hip. “I have used old magic to ward this cave. The vampiras cannot find our trail and cannot enter the cave.”

“’Old magic?’” Sophie studied Niccolo’s dark, handsome features. “You mean darkborne magic?”

“I use the magic that works,” said Niccolo, turning away from her to prepare another poultice for a bite on Sophie’s arm. “The holy symbols and prayers to Mardoch only do so much against the countess and her spawn. But the old magic is more powerful than their curse.”

Sophie did not trust whatever magic Niccolo was using, but he had saved her life and she had little place to criticize him. She closed her eyes and let the poultices soothe the pain of the bites throbbing in her flesh. A different sort of throbbing drew her attention. With each caress and careful ministration of Niccolo, Sophie felt her darkborne hunger pulsing from the mark on her neck to the depths of her core.

Niccolo gently pulled the cloak covering her aside and placed another poultice on a vampira’s bite on Sophie’s left breast. The cool, wet material against her areola and nipple made her gasp and sent another throb of pleasure through her body.

“Mmmmm,” she moaned, pressing her breast against his hand.

She looked up at Niccolo. At his brooding eyes and his slender face, jaw tight and serious. Niccolo’s undershirt hung open and on his chest was a wicked scar that ran diagonally from just below one shoulder all the way down his chest and disappeared beneath his shirt near his abdomen. 

“That scar,” gasped Sophie, reaching up and opening his shirt a little more. “I have seen it before.”

He quickly pulled away from her, but it was too late to hide the truth.

“It was you in the woods the other night,” said Sophie, sitting up and letting the cloak fall completely away from her breasts. “You’re a beastblood.”

“You’re delirious,” said Niccolo. “You need to lie back and rest. We can talk about this when dawn protects us.”

Sophie took him by his arms, the throbbing in her core intensifying as she recalled the thrilling rut with the beastblood in the forest. She crawled towards Niccolo, knocking aside his poultices and pressing herself against him.

“Stop this,” he protested. “You’re speaking nonsense. I’m not… mmmm… not… mmmmmm…”

His objections were defeated by Sophie’s kisses. Her breathless lips meeting his. Her tongue forcing its way into his mouth as she pressed her naked body to Niccolo. The softness of her meeting his lean frame.

“How can you think of desire with such injuries?” he gasped, trying to push her away.

“I’ve never been fucked like that before,” she gasped, kissing him again. Unbuttoning his shirt and kissing her away down his scarred chest. “Oh, Niccolo, the way you took me in the forest. A full, bestial rut. Your cock throbbing with animal desire. Filling me. Mmmmm… knotting me.”

“Oh, Mardoch, forgive me,” he groaned, no longer resisting as Sophie managed to get his trousers open and began to kiss and stroke his cock and dark-haired bollocks.

“You think Mardoch’s magic is going to protect you from me?” she teased, eyes twinkling as she looked up at him. Her mouth descended upon him. Engulfing him wantonly as her bare ass was raised behind her.

“You must not… awaken… that beast,” he groaned, looking down at her as she sucked his cock.

“So you do admit it?” She laughed, squeezing her milky tits against his shaft and sliding him between them. Her saliva coated his cock as she wanked him with her breasts. “Was it a bite from a beastblood that turned you? Or something else?”

“My magic,” he admitted. “It was the price I paid for my darkborne sorcery. Limited as it is, the price was to give myself over to a beast. I hardly remember what I do when I am that creature, Sophie. It was not me… ohhhhh… your mouth…”

“You want to do it again, don’t you?” she laughed, looking up and teasing his cockhead with her tongue.

“It’s not safe,” he groaned. “Especially with you injured as you are… ohhhh… you take the whole thing down your throat? I have never met a woman who could do such a thing!”

She looked up at him, eyes watering, throat muscles working as she swallowed around his cock and tongued his bollocks. She let him experience the depth of her lust and then slid her lips free of his cock once more.

“Pleasure heals me,” she gasped, wiping her lips. “Yours. Mine. The beast’s. Pleasure will mend my wounds and make me ready to face the countess again.”

“Again? Do not be foolish, my lady. This is… ohhhhhhh…”

His objections were limited with his cock buried in Sophie’s mouth and down her throat. She kept her eyes locked on his, pleading for him to transform. Craving the bestial taboo pleasures she had experienced in the forest.

“You are mad,” he gasped, his chest heaving and his hips jerking. “The beast... cannot be controlled.”

“Nnggggnnggggnn,” gurgled Sophie, her words vibrating up his cock from the depths of her throat.

Sophie knew she was playing a dangerous game, she believed him, but it was far too late for her to stop. Niccolo’s hand fell to the back of her head, fingers lacing through her silky dark hair as she gulped around his twitching cock. Sucking him. Licking him. Swallowing his cock whole.

His fingers tightened in her hair and his hips jerked with his pleasure. The thought of the beast taking her sent a shiver of need through her body.

“You… stupid woman,” groaned Niccolo.

Sophie slurped in reply, and she felt heat surge down the length of his cock until it felt like hot iron in her throat. Niccolo’s cock began to swell, stretching her lips further apart than she'd ever thought possible. His groans of pleasure became primal growls. His cock was so big, so hot, and getting bigger and hotter with each passing moment. It felt like it would force her jaw apart and split her mouth open.

The knot was pressed to her lips. His beastly cock was buried in her throat. She choked on its swollen girth, her eyes watering from the pain, but still she did not stop or try to pull away. Even as she gazed up at his muscular body, now thick with dark fur, and bestial, lupine face. Even as she felt his fingers in her hair become claws. She kept his huge cock buried in her throat and she sucked.

He sat forward and began to move his hips. He was taking over. Fucking her mouth and throat. Forcing his huge knot to push past her lips and stuff her mouth completely. His enormous, beastly bollocks slapped against her chin as he worked his cock in and out of her throat. His animal scent filled her nostrils. His moans were nothing but growls as the transformation was completed.

The danger, the animal lust, even the pain did not matter. Sophie was addicted to the taboo lust of the beastblood. The thrill of losing control to his beastly craving. The darkborne mark rewarded her depravity with waves of pleasure to overwhelm the pain of getting her throat fucked and face mounted by the hunching beast. Her nose buried in his furry underside, in his beastly reek, as Niccolo’s beastblood cock began to pulse within her throat.

“AAAAAARRRRRRRROOOOOOO!!” Niccolo the beastblood threw back his furry lupine head and howled with pleasure. He grasped Sophie’s head in both hands and hilted his knot in her mouth, his massive beastly cock rammed down her throat as he let loose with twitching waves of his seed.

Sophie felt the hot rush of liquid into her stomach and with it, with the beast’s pleasure, she feasted upon that dark energy. A pulsating, orgasmic bliss flooded her body with each fresh spurt of beastly seed. Her belly filled. Her throat was coated in his salty release. Her mouth awash as he drew back with his furry hips and let his cock pop from her mouth and slide down her chin.

But the hunger of the beast was not sated. This first release only awakened the animal within Niccolo.

Sophie looked up, eyes streaming with tears and her swollen lips curling into a smile as beastly cum dripped from her chin. Her breasts heaved as she fought to catch her breath. Niccolo growled at her, seeming to admire what his cock had done to the beautiful harlot for a moment.

Then he seized her in his clawed hands, turned her roughly around, and mounted her with such bestial force that Arturo clopped and retreated from the sight. Sophie wailed with ecstasy, fingers against bare stone, knees aching as the weight of the beastblood fell upon her back. His claws raked her hips as he hunched behind her and slammed his full length into her cunt. She was stretched and then stuffed by his cock and plugged by his knot.

His jaws locked onto the back of her neck, holding her firmly as his tongue licked almost directly at the invisible mark upon her skin. His hot drool spilled down to her shoulders as his cock filled her quivering cunt.

Pleasure of natural, taboo, and darkborne hunger rippled through Sophie. Her plush bottom jiggled with each thrust of the beast. Her tits swung beneath her, flicking milk upon the stone floor. The hollow of the cave filled with bestial snarls and Sophie’s cries of ecstasy. Her climax thundered up from her core and clenched against the massive, throbbing ram of Niccolo’s cock. His tip battering her womb. His bollocks slamming her clit. Her inner walls clutching at every bit of his hot, slimy, twitching cock.

“Yessss!” cried Sophie, her wounds forgotten as her body was flooded with unholy strength. Thrust after thrust of lupine cock spearing into her stretched cunt. Bulging her abdomen. Making her tits swing faster as Niccolo’s rut intensified.

Niccolo released his grip on Sophie’s neck and threw back his head to howl at the ceiling of the cave. His cum erupted in a gushing river. His knot held it back for a moment and then it came squirting and dripping out around that throbbing bulge. So much that it could not possibly be contained within Sophie’s overstuffed cunt. She felt the warm flow of his release. Spurting and pulsating against her womb. Pleasure compounded upon pleasure. Strength fusing to strength.

One climax after another as he remained knotted to her. Stopping, panting, and then starting again to thrust into her spunk lubed cunt. Releasing fresh waves of his pleasure and injecting fresh darkborne strength into Sophie’s body.

When Niccolo was exhausted, Sophie was invigorated. She pulled free of his dwindling knot with a wet pop, inner muscles contracting and pushing out a reservoir’s worth of beastly spunk. She rose above him as he stood on all fours, his big tail down and his mouth open as he panted heavily.

“I hope you’re not completely spent, Niccolo,” she said, stroking his furry head. “Because it’s time to go find your sisters.”

He lifted his head to look up at her and growled, with effort, “Lidia. Angelica. Bianca.”

“That’s right. You saw them. They are maids to the countess. You know they are cursed to drink blood, but they might be saved still. We can break the spell the countess has over them.” Sophie crouched down beside the beastblood and stroked his flanks. She resisted the urge to reach beneath him and stroke his glistening red cock. “And the countess knows more of where Pater Scibberas took my sister than she is telling. I will get the truth from her and then we can end her reign of terror together. End it and free your sisters.”

“She… must… die,” growled Niccolo, turning to glare at Sophie with yellow eyes.

“With all the strength you just gave me,” said Sophie. “I think that can be arranged.”

“Weakest during the day,” he said with effort. “Dawn soon. She goes to crypts. We go… to finish this.”

“Mmmmm, dawn?” Sophie glanced at the cave entrance. The sky was only just beginning to lighten from pitch black. She smiled and reached for Niccolo’s beastly cock. “We have a little time then.”
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Hot Blood and Cold, Dead Things

The red lights within Castle Borciano dimmed as dawn’s golden rays broke over the mountains. The black spires and tilting ramparts of the castle seemed to wither like a rotting fruit in daylight. Sophie climbed towards that dark edifice, retracing her steps through the forest. She was clad in her armored cuirass and loincloth, her silver amulet cradled against her heaving bust. She wore Temptress in its sheath and carried torches, wooden stakes, and a blessed flask of alchemical “purification water” Niccolo had assured her would weaken the grip Countess Borciano had on her thralls.

Niccolo followed behind her, his long cloak buttoned to his chin and his silver broadsword lashed to his back like a cross. He carried four loaded pistols in his belt and a similar flask of purification water.

Sophie trusted the beast cursed man with long, dark hair. He was there to save his sisters and he would fight for them to the death.

“The entrance to the crypts is there,” he said, pointing the way to a double door at the base of the castle. The doors were made from heavy iron and secured with a chain. Niccolo suggested using powder like the sort he used in his pistols to destroy the lock.

“I will manage without it,” said Sophie, grasping the lock in both hands, grunting, and pulling the chain apart. Broken iron chain links pinged from the castle wall. The lock dropped uselessly to the ground.

“Remind me not to wager against you in a test of strength,” said Niccolo.

Sophie smirked at him and flung open the double doors, each weighing as much as a man. The doors boomed against the castle walls and a burst of cold air rose from the dark staircase into the crypt. Sophie and Niccolo lit their torches and descended into the lair of the vampiras. 

“They slumber heavily,” said Niccolo, passing the bones of ancient Borciano ancestors and favored servants. “But do not be fooled. They can awaken in the day and down in this crypt they will still be dangerous.”

There was someone else in the crypt with them. Sophie could feel their presence as she moved through the cobwebs and dark ossuaries. They reached the entrance to a vaulted chamber resplendent in golden skulls and dusty murals of pale, naked women feeding upon other women. At the center of the room was a massive tomb of black stone carved into the busty image of the countess. This tomb was flanked by rows of smaller tombs. The lids of these bore the basic likenesses of women and the names of the women within. Many of them were open, revealing dark, velvet cushions and trinkets from lives before undeath.

“Those must belong to the vampiras we have killed,” said Niccolo.

Sophie was about to voice her agreement when something shot out of the darkness. It thumped into her plate cuirass, denting the silver metal and sending a punch of pain into her left breast. A crossbow bolt clattered to the stone floor.

“Intruder!” cried a shrill male voice. “Violator of the crypt! Invader!”

Pater Pesco stepped out of the darkness as he struggled to reload his hand crossbow. He was a sickly-looking man, perhaps only thirty or so, but aged beyond his years, with red circles around his bloodshot eyes and a sallow face that seemed to hang loose from his skull. His teeth were yellow and uneven and his hair, gray and stringy, was balding and caked with filth. His threadbare frock and tattered trousers were stained with grime.

Niccolo drew a pistol and aimed it at the pater. Sophie knocked Niccolo’s aim aside. There was a thunderous report and a flash of fire and smoke. The silver heavy ball punched the head from a stone gargoyle.

Pater Pesco cringed from the stone splinters, but finally managed to finish loading his hand crossbow. He raised it to fire another bolt and Sophie swung her sword through the contraption. The arms under tension broke apart in splinters, the string twanging into halves and the bolt falling harmlessly to the floor. Sophie grabbed Pesco by his throat and slammed him back against the wall.

“This foul traitor has been luring girls from the village up to the castle!” Niccolo shouted and drew another pistol from his belt. “Let me end his miserable life here and now!”

“The mistress will have her revenge,” whimpered the pater, pissing down his leg and looking from Sophie to Niccolo. “She’ll feast on your blood!”

“Do not kill him,” growled Sophie. “Douse him with water from your flask.”

Niccolo did as he was told, stuffing his pistol back into his waistband and unscrewing the top from his flask. He upended the bottle over Pesco’s head and the pater cried out and spit water as he was drenched. He reacted as though he were being doused in acid. Then a catatonic spell seemed to grip him. He stiffened and stared wide-eyed.

“It won’t last long,” warned Niccolo. “If you insist on sparing his life, we should bind him and deal with the countess first.”

“I have a better idea,” said Sophie, though she was not sure it was a better idea so much as what she wanted to do more than tie up the pater.

She wanted to test her own power over the man. She was going to woo him away from the countess with her special ability: raw, ravenous sexuality. She pressed her body against the pater and stroked his chest. She ran her fingers down his filthy frock and groped at the bulge in his tattered trousers.

Niccolo looked on in disgust.

“The man is revolting! What are you doing, Sophie?”

“Mmmmm, you can stand back, Niccolo,” purred Sophie, pressing kisses to the pallid cheek of the pater. Her fingers worked to untie the rope holding up Pesco’s trousers. “I will deal with him quickly.”

“This is as demented as the pater,” muttered Niccolo, turning away from Sophie and readying two pistols in case the tombs opened.

“Shhhhh, quiet,” whispered Sophie, pressing more kisses to the cheek of the foul-smelling pater. “We don’t want to wake the bloodsuckers.”

The darkborne marked throbbed excitedly at Sophie’s arousal and, perhaps, at the thought of asserting dominance over the countess by claiming her pet priest of Mardoch. The thrum of desire drove her hands and sent her kisses down the priest’s body. She crouched before him, freeing his filthy cock from his trousers. It was unwashed and large and marked with a boil near the root. Nevertheless, Sophie ignored her disgust and took the pater’s stiff cock into her mouth.

“Ohhhhhh,” groaned Pater Pesco, blinking in confusion. “What’s this?”

He looked down as Sophie began to vigorously suck his cock. She moaned around him, looking up and laughing with his cock stuffed into her mouth as the pater seemed to come fully awake.

“Oh! By Mardoch! What’s this? Ohhhhh… girl… you shouldn’t…” He groaned, reaching down to cradle Sophie’s head and either unable or unwilling to resist the pleasure she was giving him.

Sophie knew she had to work quickly. She deep throated the mad man’s stiffening prick and gurgled on it down to his bollocks. Her tongue worked his hairy sack as she swallowed around his hardness. She pulled back, gasping softly before descending once more.

“There is no time for this,” hissed Niccolo, looking back at her over his shoulder but keeping his pistols aimed at the tombs.

“Mmmm,” demurred Sophie, bobbing a few more times on the pater’s hard cock. She popped her lips free again and this time she shoved the stinking madman back onto the stone steps where he had been hiding. She climbed over him, gripping his stiff, wet cock in one hand and yanking aside her loincloth with the other.

“Where am I? What is this… pressure… in my mind?” Pater Pesco pulled at his stringy hair. “This voice in my head. Telling me… telling me…”

“Shut it out,” purred Sophie, teasing her hot folds against the head of his cock. “Ignore it and look at me, pater. Look at me and feel me.”

She slid down onto his cock, making the wooden stakes and the flask hanging from her hips clatter together. Her tight, slick cunt devoured the pater’s prick. Her body moved with the familiar rhythm of her desire, her ass bouncing against him and her soft tits threatening to overwhelm the clasps of her breastplate.

“You… you are a demon,” gasped the pater, but his hands went to Sophie’s hips and his grubby fingers began to squeeze her plush bottom.

Sophie felt the thrill of the pater’s rising pleasure in the pulse of her darkborne mark. It was attuned to him as much as it was to her and when she tightened her inner muscles around his cock she felt a hot spasm of pleasure from the mark.

“Maybe I am,” gasped Sophie, riding harder and faster. “But I am the demon trying to liberate you, Pater Pesco! Your sins… ohhhh… were not your own! Redemption awaits! Mardoch forgives!”

“Is it so? Oh, but it feels so good! Such… such freedom could not possibly come from such ecstasy! This voice… in my head… telling me you are a liar!” Despite his doubts, the pater began to thrust upwards to meet each roll of Sophie’s hips. His cock was swelling. His pleasure surging.

She was so focused on breaking the pater loose from the control of the countess, that she did not realize Niccolo was approaching until he grabbed hold of her rolling hips.

“Huh?” She looked back over her shoulder.

“You are an irresistible slut,” he growled, his savage beastblood features showing a bit in his brow. He spit into his hand and smeared the wetness down her crack. His fingers probed at her back pucker.

“Niccolo,” gasped Sophie. “I must stay focused on… ohhhhh…”

He pumped two fingers into the hot ring of her asshole as she rode atop the pater. Her clutching cunt driving Pesco towards a liberating climax, but her own pleasure distracted by the rough thrust of Niccolo’s spit-smeared fingers.

“You will deal with him quickly, right?” Niccolo fingered her ass faster. “I will do the same with you, my insatiable beauty. Another taste of pleasure can only help. You told me yourself about your cursed power.”

“But this is hardly the time to… ohhhhh… very well,” she gasped as he pulled his fingers free of her ass and she realized she craved more. “Do it now, Niccolo. Put your cock in my ass.”

Sophie knew this was very foolish. That her pride as much as her darkborne mark had driven her to pleasure the pater. That there was no excuse for letting Niccolo also have his way with her in the very lair of her deadly vampira foe.

But she could not possibly refuse a thick cock up her tight asshole. She gasped as Niccolo fed his cock into her pink pucker, stretching her wide and stuffing her to his hilt. At the same moment she rode down onto the pater’s poxy cock. Bucking her hips and taking both in perfect unison. Her thighs and hips jiggling with the force of her movement. Her tits cresting in her fur-trimmed cuirass.

“Ohhhhhh fuuuck,” she gasped, her pleasure building quickly.

She surrendered to it. To the hot, sweaty thrust of two desperate men. To the growing pleasure of their furious rutting. One cock twitching deep in her ass and the other pulsating with pitiful ecstasy in her pussy.

“Ahhhhhh! I’m cumming! Cum with me!” Sophie cried, bucking hard atop the pater and swinging her ass back against Niccolo’s cock. The pater let out a high scream of ecstasy, his fingers tight on Sophie’s waist as he thrust upwards. His cock spurted his oily seed in deep gushes against her womb and Sophie’s mark answered with torrents of pleasure that gripped his pumping prick. Sophie’s ecstasy gripped him and her stretched asshole squeezed against Niccolo’s thrusting cock.

“You beautiful harlot,” groaned Niccolo. “You lusty madwoman! Take it! Take my seed! ARRRR!”

He snarled savagely, hilting inside her twitching ring and pumping his hot load into her depths. Spurt after spurt of his hot cum drenched Sophie’s guts. She felt the slimy slide of his cock as he pulled back and thrust in again. His shaft coated his spunk. Her ass clenching around him and milking his load.

More darkborne strength pulsed through her body. Like a dam bursting to flood a river, roaring in her veins. Thundering through her heart. She rose from the pater’s cock and felt Niccolo’s twitching hardness slide from her ass. She stood over the pater, dripping onto his flaccid cock, as he gasped and looked up at her with a dazed smile on his face.

“Go,” she said. “Take my horse and ride it back to Rosoco. Find Friar Hogben and tell him what has occurred.”

“Yes, mistress,” said the pater, clearly reverting to his thrall conditioning. Sophie could clear that up later. For now, she needed him out of the way. She motioned for him to go and he grabbed his ragged trousers and ran for the entrance.

She turned to speak to Niccolo, who was tucking his own cock back into his trousers, and she froze. The tombs had opened and the vampiras were beginning to stir. An icy vapor emerged from the occupied tombs and one-by-one the thralls of the countess awoke from their slumber. They hissed and growled and clambered out of their tombs. The countess arose last, floating into the air as if lifted by unseen ropes, her body rotating slowly to the upright, clad in a corseted nightgown that fluttered in the cold air of the crypt.

Countess Francesca Borciano opened her glowing red eyes as she floated down to touch her bare feet against the stone of the crypt. A smile spread on her crimson lips and her vampira maids gathered beside her as she faced her intruders. Though she was beautiful, she was not concealing her vampira nature. Her ears were long and pointed and her teeth were fully elongated. 

Niccolo shakily aimed both pistols at the countess, his face a mask of grief and anger. Sophie steadied him with a hand on his shoulder. The countess took a step closer.

“What a strange creature you are, Lady Almodóvar. You seek my help, I grant it, and I even offer you the gift of eternal life and you refuse. You slay my poor servants. Now here you are, returning to me, intruding in the daylight and stealing another loyal servant in the most ridiculous manner. I mean, look at you, Sophia. Dripping with filth. It’s downright revolting the way you have defiled my crypt.”

“Let’s not pretend this place wasn’t fully defiled already,” said Sophie, running the fingers of one hand over her creamy petals.

“What is the point of all this? Hmmm?” The countess asked and her maids hissed and bared their fangs at Sophie and Niccolo. “What do you wish from me?”

“My sisters!” cried Niccolo, pointing his pistols at the countess with shaking hands. “Give me back my sisters.”

“Oh, you,” said the countess with a roll of her eyes. “A beastblood should know better than to come sniffing around my castle. Yes, your sisters are with me now. You cannot have them back. They are my sweet daughters now.”

Lidia, Angelica, and Bianca pressed closer to their mistress. The countess wrapped her arms around them, curling clawed fingers to grasp them tighter and pull them against her bosom.

“I want my sister too,” said Sophie. “You will introduce me to this Zavedra and help me to find Margaret.”

“Oh, my misguided poppet,” laughed the countess. “Zavedra is in Iden. Far away from here. I am not leaving my family’s home to escort you to some treasure hunter in the jungle. I have not had dealings with him in years and he is only a mortal man. Probably dead to one of the lizard tribes or gobbled up by a man-eating plant. Forget him, Sophia. Join me. Embrace me.”

The countess held out one clawed hand and her eyes flared with dominating power. Sophie took a step closer to the countess before the darkborne mark flared and allowed her to resist the vampira’s mind control.

“I am not one of your thralls,” said Sophie.

“A pity. But not all bad. You and your beastblood pet shall be our breakfast,” said the countess, sounding resigned to killing Sophie and Niccolo. “Go on, my lovelies. Slake your thirst.”

The eight undead nymphs serving the countess, including Niccolo’s sisters, attacked in the same moment. Niccolo fired his pistols at the countess as her maids began their charge. One heavy ball punched through her night gown but missed the flesh beneath. The other shot pierced the meat of the right arm of the countess. She howled with fury, her face contorting into a savage, monstrous parody of her beauty.  

“I will drain you myself!” she snarled and joined her pale maids in their attack.

But the countess and her maids were not ready to face the Harlot Knight at her full power. Sophie swung the flat of Temptress against the first of the maids to reach her and sent the vampira flying into a stone pillar. She struck with such force that the pillar cracked and the vampira exploded into swirling cinders.

“Oopsy,” said Sophie, wincing at the destruction of the unfortunate vampira. “Sometimes I forget my own strength.”

She sheathed Temptress and drew two wooden stakes from her belt. Niccolo had assured her that these would only immobilize the vampiras and not destroy them completely like a beheading. The next screeching vampira to come at Sophie received a stake through her heaving breast. The undead beauty screamed and flailed on the ground and then went still, her limbs contorted unnaturally and the last color draining from her flesh. Sophie waited a moment to be sure the very dead looking vampira didn’t explode into cinders. When she didn’t, Sophie went to work with the rest of her stakes.

It was a furious, superhumanly fast battle. Hissing beauties swirled around Sophie, raking her with claws that tore at Sophie’s bare flesh and sparked against her armor. Each attack by the bloodsucking beauties was answered with a stake and soon most of the vampiras lay staked upon the floor.

Sophie, weakened and bloodied, but still very much ready for a fight, turned to face the countess. She was smiling, her chin red with blood and Niccolo, pale but alive, clasped in the arms of his sisters. He was bleeding from several bites on his chest, neck, and shoulder.

“Let him go, countess,” said Sophie. “I am the one you want.”

“Yes, you are,” purred the countess, gliding past Niccolo and his sisters. “We noble women belong together. Such fun I could have with you for centuries. Will you offer yourself to me in place of this useless beastblood? Will you embrace the night and become my sister – my lover – in darkness?”

Sophie answered the countess with her last three stakes. She threw them with supernatural force and speed, staking Niccolo’s sisters from a distance. Their paralyzed bodies thudded to the ground and Niccolo was dragged down with them.

The countess hissed with fury, her eyes flashing as she flew at Sophie and grappled with the Harlot Knight. Sophie’s darkborne power was dimmed from the battle, but she was still nearly a match for the ferocious strength of the vampira.

The two cursed women struggled on the crypt’s stone floor. Sophie yanked open the corset of the countess, freeing the huge, pale breasts of the undead woman. The countess replied with a knee to Sophie’s midsection, followed by a yank on her cuirass that forced the clamshell plates to separate. Sophie tore at the nightgown worn by the countess, exposing her legs, hips, and plush buttocks. The countess, hissing with fury, answered by clawing away Sophie’s loincloth.

Sophie grabbed the countess by her firm, round ass and squeezed. She spanked. She pinched. The countess cried out, hissing, and bit Sophie on her slender neck. Sophie gasped, pleasure spiking through her body. Warm blood spilling into the mouth of the vampira.

“Get… off… me!” Sophie shoved the countess away from her neck and they grappled again, wrestling naked and blood-smeared until the countess managed to get atop Sophie. She was facing Sophie’s feet and astride Sophie’s face. The countess hissed with hunger and latched her lips to Sophie’s inner thigh, sinking her fangs into the firm flesh there and piercing Sophie’s artery.

Pleasure shot through Sophie as the countess began to greedily drink her blood. Each hot slurp on Sophie’s thigh may as well have been upon the quivering mound of her cunt. Ecstasy pulsed through her veins and throbbed in her clit and down into her core. The darkborne mark answered by feeding upon the pleasure itself, but it could not keep up with the thirsty sucking of the countess.

Sophie knew what she had to do to defeat the countess. The answer was perched scarcely a hand’s width from her face. The delicate pink folds of Countess Francesca Borciano’s cunt glistened with the vampira’s arousal. As the undead countess slurped greedily at Sophie’s thigh, the pink knot of the vampira’s asshole clenched tighter with excitement.

Pleasure. That was the key. Not Sophie’s own pleasure alone, but the pleasure of the vampira. She stopped struggling to push the countess away and reached up to embrace the pale coolness of the hips and buttocks of the vampira. She leaned her face up, her hot breath caressing the cool, slick entrance of Francesca’s cunt.

“Your blood… mmmmm… I have never tasted sweeter,” moaned Francesca between hungry sucks at Sophie’s thigh.

“You have a lovely cunt, countess,” purred Sophie, leaning up to press a kiss to those dewy folds. “The taste?” She ran her tongue along the cool entrance, sweet like fresh-sliced melon. Juice as pressed berries. She thrust her tongue deeper, moaning in surprise at the delicious flavor as she began to suck and lick Francesca’s cool depths. She gasped, “Mmmmmm… delicious.”

They were locked in pleasure then, Francesca gorging herself on the hot blood of the Harlot Knight and Sophie, feasting up on the sweet cunt and tight asshole of the countess. Sophie’s tongue slipping and sliding between Francesca’s holes. Tasting, teasing, and thrusting into those yielding passages.

The darkborne mark was channeling the growing ecstasy from Sophie’s blood being sucked and from Francesca’s pleasure. Two mouths, two eager tongues, stimulating the conduit of unholy energy pumping into Sophie’s body. In this way, the Harlot Knight gradually gained the upper hand. She pushed Francesca away from her thigh and turned the countess onto her back. Sophie thrust her fingers into the slick depths of Francesca’s pussy and sucked vigorously at the clit of the countess.

“You… how are you not dead?” gasped Francesca, lifting her head to look at Sophie and bucking her hips to meet her thrusting fingers. “I have feasted upon your blood and yet you are stronger than ever.”

“Pleasure is my nectar,” moaned Sophie, sucking hard on Francesca’s clit and making the vampira arch and twist, her body stretching on the floor as she came again against Sophie’s tongue. “You are at my mercy now, countess.”

“You will vanquish me?” gasped the countess, still rolling her hips, playing with her stiff nipples, seemingly amused by the idea of being obliterated.

“You deserve nothing less,” said Sophie, flicking her tongue against Francesca’s clit. “A villainess. How many men and women have perished because of your thirst? How many lives have you destroyed?”

Sophie asked the question and pushed Francesca’s legs back to tongue the vampira’s asshole. She stuffed her tongue inside that cool back passage, thrusting deep and using her thumb on Francesca’s clit.

“Soooo many,” gasped the countess, savoring the pleasure rippling through her pale body. “Ohhhhh, I am evil, Sophia. I must be punished. Is that what you desire?”

“Mmmmmhmmmm,” moaned Sophie, tonguing Francesca’s asshole one last time before lifting her face from those cheeks and releasing the pressure on the backs of Francesca’s legs. She continued to vigorously rub the vampira’s clit. “But much as I might want to dispatch you, I have other uses for you. Where did Pater Scibberas take my sister?”

“I know,” gasped the countess. “I know… but if I tell you… you will kill me.”

“Your rule here is over,” said Sophie, intensifying her rubbing fingers against the clit of the countess and reaching up to squeeze her breast and roughly pinch her nipple. “Tell me now and I will show you mercy. You leave this place, never to return.”

The countess gasped, writhing as another orgasm overtook her. Sophie tasted the delicious pleasure pulsing from Francesca’s climactic contractions. She kept stroking and pinching until that ecstasy began to recede.

“There is an ancient place, dangerous to reach, in the jungles of Iden. Where the realm of the darkborne melts into our own world. A place of dark gods. Of madness. Ohhhhhh… that is where he took your sister.”

“Why?” demanded Sophie.

“Perhaps to use her as a sacrifice,” said the countess, “for his own power.”

“And this Zavedra will take me to this place?” Sophie demanded, pinching both of Francesca’s nipples, then leaning forward to ravish the gasping countess with a deep, tongue kiss. The fangs of the countess pricked at Sophie’s tongue, and they shared the blood in a swirling, moaning kiss. Francesca tried to suck Sophie’s tongue, drinking more of her blood, but Sophie pulled back from the kiss and wiped the blood from her lips.

“There is no Zavedra,” gasped the countess. “Well, there was, but I drained him after he took me where I wanted to go. I can take you there. Take me with you to Iden and I will show you the way.”

“Every word a lie,” said Niccolo, staggering to his feet and aiming a pistol at Francesca’s head. “Let me end her now. It is the only way to free my sisters.”

“Not true,” said the countess. “I can give them back their free will. But not if you kill me, beastblood.”

“Make them human again,” demanded Sophie.

“I am afraid that is beyond my powers,” said the countess. “They will forever thirst for blood. But they are like children to me. Their thirsts are not so… selective as my own. It might be possible to ween them from their hunger for human blood and satisfy them with the blood of... other animals.”

The countess sat up, but stopped as Sophie wrapped her hand around the slender neck of the vampira. She pointed Temptress at the face of the countess.

“Free them now and I will take you to Iden with me,” said Sophie. “But try to trick me and I will turn you to ashes.”

Countess Francesca’s eyes fluttered shut. She grimaced and opened her eyes.

“It is done. My thralls are free. As for our trip to Iden,” the countess gently pushed Sophie’s hand from her throat, “I will have very specific travel requirements. And of course, I will need a regular source of human blood. Can I expect you to volunteer yourself or will I need to hunt?”

“You’ll get your blood,” said Sophie, bitter at the thought of traveling with such an evil creature. But she saw no other way. She required secrets that only the countess knew.

Secrets that would lead her to her sister.


9

A Celebration of Life and Death

“We should burn her in this box,” said Niccolo.

His brooding gaze fell upon the wooden crate containing the countess packed into several dozen stones worth of dirt from the castle grounds. Friar Hogben and Pater Pesco were using the crate as a table for a game of cards. Both erstwhile holy men were enjoying prodigious amounts of the friar’s brew and thick wedges of his cheese on dry, black bread.

Sophie rubbed at the tender spot on her neck that Countess Francesca Borciano had sealed with a lick from her vampira tongue. She had administered similar licks in several other places across Sophie’s body, including a few that had seemed excessive.

“She left the castle to the village. She will never return here.”

“How can you be certain of that?” demanded Niccolo.

Sophie could not be certain of it. She expected the countess to betray her at the earliest opportunity once they made it across the sea. But to admit as much to Niccolo would allow him to win an argument and give him cause to burn the slumbering countess.

“How are your sisters?” asked Sophie, trying to change the subject.

“They remember nothing of their time in the castle,” said Niccolo. “Which is just as well. I’ve fed them on pig’s blood and explained that they are sick. They are resting now.”

“When I have my sister back like you have yours, we can discuss justice for what the countess has done to the village. Until then, she is under my protection.” Sophie rubbed at the spot on her neck again and sighed. “We’ve been over this three times since we left the castle. Will you let the matter rest?”

“She killed so many,” said Niccolo, staring at the box. “To allow such a monster to walk the earth… you ask too much of me, Sophie.”

“I don’t ask it,” said Sophie, giving Niccolo a playful shove. “I demand it.”

“Come, the both of you,” said Friar Hogben. “Sit and have something to drink. You have saved the village and that calls for a celebration.”

“I have no time for celebrating,” said Sophie. “For all I know, that damned inquisitor is riding here with his pet knight and his mob of deputized thugs.”

But she sat down with Pumpkin’s basket in her lap and gestured for Pater Pesco to deal her in for the next hand. Niccolo, reluctantly, joined them at their improvised table in the monastery’s chapel.

Pater Pesco kept glancing at Sophie and blushing like a boy that had caught his stepsister undressing. She wondered how long it had been since the deranged pater had fucked anyone. Friar Hogben was smiling knowingly when she glanced over at him. Niccolo, too, was cutting his eyes in her direction, perhaps thinking about the ass-fucking he had given her in the castle or one of the times he had knotted her.

“Grraaaa?” Pumpkin pushed open the lid of his basket and looked up at Sophie with his one evil eye.

“Not you too,” sighed Sophie.

“Graaaa,” admitted Pumpkin, running his tongue around his fanged mouth and gazing hungrily at Sophie’s breasts swelling within her cuirass.

“What’s the matter with that strange beast of yours?” asked Pater Pesco. “Why is he staring at your bosom?”

“I could ask the same of you,” said Sophie, but she was already reaching for the releases of her cuirass. “He’s thirsty. I promised him a meal, but I have been preoccupied with saving your village.”

“You let him drink your blood?” Niccolo raised a dark eyebrow.

“Oh, it’s not blood he’s after,” said Sophie, throwing the concealed levers on her breastplate.

The two halves of Sophie’s cuirass slowly parted, allowing her breasts to settle heavily before the molded steel slid from her chest. Friar Hogben chuckled at the sight of Sophie’s huge, laden mounds. Pert and heavy, her nipples beading with her cream. Pater Pesco’s eyes bulged with barely restrained lust. Niccolo, perhaps feeling a surge of his beastly desires, growled as he stared at Sophie’s swollen tits and thick pink nipples.

“I’ve been sharing milk with him since my visit to Saint Sephoria,” said Sophie, lifting the eager pygmy roper from his basket. “He helps keep the weight of my milk tolerable. He’s always… ahhh… thirsty!”

She gasped and all three men looked on with fascination as Pumpkin eagerly embraced Sophie’s creamy tits. His gray-green tentacles wrapped around her torso, constricting her breasts like glistening serpents. Sophie gasped as her stiff nipples sprayed milk upon the card game and into her mug of ale. Pumpkin opened his mouth wider than seemed possible for such a small creature, no bigger than Sophie’s head, and he latched into almost the entire swollen front of her left breast. Her nipple and areola disappeared into his mouth as he began eagerly slurping her cream. Pleasure pulsed through her body to her core.

“Ohhhhhhh, you messy boy,” she moaned, cradling Pumpkin to her milky bosom. His tentacles continued to squeeze both of her breasts, causing milk to be wasted on the table and card game.

“All that milk,” said Pater Pesco, wetting his lips. “Spilled for nothin’. Perhaps I could…?”

“Oh, alright,” said Sophie, lifting her arm and offering to embrace the recovering pater. He slid from his chair and to his knees beside her with remarkable alacrity. His rough hands encircling her waist and his mouth opening nearly as wide as Pumpkin’s had to latch to Sophie’s laden breast. She gasped as his warm mouth engulfed nipple and areola and he began to suckle. Pumpkin growled jealously, smacking a tentacle against the pater’s face, but unable to dislodge him. “Now, now, Pumpkin. There’s enough for both of you.”

She cradled the scruffy pater and the hungry roper to her breasts, enjoying their competing sucking on her sensitive nipples. Her darkborne mark pulsing with each fresh gush of cream and sending hot spasms down to her core.

“This is quite a blasphemy,” chuckled Friar Hogben, rising from his seat at the card game and walking around the crate. “I am afraid I will have to insist on making matters even more blasphemous.”

“Oh, yes,” giggled Sophie, following his approach with her lusty gaze. “You will just have to… give me something to suck.”

Friar Hogben chuckled, parting his brown habit and feeding his thick, straining cock through his undershorts. He was so tall that she hardly had to lean over to take his cock’s fat, red tip into her mouth. Sucking him sideways while the pater and her pet roper feasted on her heaving breasts was a bit awkward, but Friar Hogben gently held her head steady and thrust upwards into her mouth. She gurgled softly, sucking him and savoring the salty-sweet taste of his precum.

Niccolo, clearly reluctant to join in after their night of horrors, could not resist the call of the beast. He growled hungrily, rising from his seat and knocking aside a mug of ale and his cards. He threw open his overcoat and took out the length of his cock. His urging hands took hold of Sophie’s hips, forcing her up and onto one knee on the chair, still being mouth-fucked by the friar and suckled by the roper and the pater.  

“Is this what you want, you insatiable harlot?” Niccolo was clearly exhausted but gripping his stiff cock in his hand and smacking it against Sophie’s plush bottom. He yanked her loincloth aside and rubbed between her cheeks and down over the slick folds of her cunt.

“Mmmmmhmmmm,” said Sophie, looking over her shoulder as the friar’s cock poked out a bulge in her cheek. She tried to say more, but the friar’s cock pinned her tongue down and made her words all sound like more humming.

Those hums turned into muffled moans as Niccolo grabbed her hips, snarled, and thrust his straining cock into her soaking cunt. He hammered into her with frustration over the countess being spared, taking out his anger on Sophie’s slick cunt. Which was perfect for Sophie. She loved the savage way he thrust against her womb, his hips spanking her luscious cheeks and his bollocks beating against her clit with every stroke.

“Mmmhmm!” she moaned, sucking harder on the friar as he beat his belly against her face and smacked her chin with his bollocks.

Not to be left out, Pater Pesco was furiously wanking his gnarled old root as he sucked at Sophie’s breast. Even Pumpkin, still greedily gulping Sophie’s cream, snaked a tentacle down her back and teased the pucker of her anus. Her moaning grew louder still as she felt that tendril rubbing and pushing at her tight back passage. A moment later, Pumpkin had one of his cock-tipped tentacles thrusting between her cheeks.

Niccolo snarled, apparently annoyed by the sight of Sophie’s pink clench being stuffed with the roper’s tentacle. He hammered even harder into her cunny, battering down the gates of her pleasure.

“Mmmmmmmmm!” cried Sophie, undone by her divided attentions. Her climax crashed through her body, amplified by the mark on the back of her neck. Her throat gulped around Hogben’s hog, her cunt clutched Niccolo’s pickle, her ass squeezed on Pumpkin’s plump skin, and her huge breasts fed two hungry mouths in gushing releases of her warm milk.

Pater Pesco cried out hotly against Sophie’s jiggling breast, his cock spurting hot ropes of his spunk onto the legs of the chair. Friar Hogben’s deep groan signaled his release a moment later and he hilted down Sophie’s throat and pumped his hot seed straight down her gulping gullet. Niccolo lasted a few strokes more and cried out, releasing his cum in a warm torrent against Sophie’s womb.

But it was Pumpkin’s orgasm that was most climactic of all, for he began to gush from both of his cocks at once. One, buried in Sophie’s ass, poured his seed deep into her bowels. His other cock thrashed freely, spraying gouts of hot roper spunk in every direction. Spattering Sophie’s back, shoulders, Friar Hogben’s side, Niccolo’s leg, and Pater Pesco’s forehead.

The ecstasy was overwhelming for Sophie. As her four lovers staggered back and pulled away, gasping with exertion, she rose to her feet, revitalized by their pleasure.

“I had better get this onto the wagon,” she said, knocking aside the cards and mugs of ale and picking up the crate containing the countess. Pumpkin crawled into his basket and her human lovers watched in awe as the Harlot Knight, naked, powerful and dripping with spunk, carried the huge crate on one shoulder.

“Why such a rush?” asked Pater Pesco, wiping roper goo from his forehead.

Sophie slid the crate containing the countess and soil from her family plot into the wagon. She lifted one end of the two-wheeled wagon and secured the hitch to Arturo. She dusted her hands and turned back to the men watching her from the door of the monastery.

“It’s a long way to Iden,” said Sophie. “Say hello to Pater Scibberas if he shows up with his hunters. Tell them whatever they ask about me but be wary of implicating yourself. And don’t try to resist him or he might suspect you.”

“We have lived under a dangerous tyrant for long enough,” said Niccolo. “We know how to save our skin. Good luck to you finding your sister. May you be reunited with her under better circumstances than I was reunited with my sisters.”

“You will save their souls, Niccolo,” said Sophie, kissing him on the cheek.

“Take me with you,” suggested Pater Pesco. “Please, my beautiful knight. I will serve you… even better than I served the countess.”

Sophie brushed past him to collect her cuirass and the basket containing Pumpkin.

“Sorry, pater. You have a lot to atone for here in Rosoco. But I know you can do it.” She ruffled Pesco’s tangled hair and then gazed up through the arches of the half-ruined monastery at storm clouds parting in the sky. A ray of light pierced the darkness. “I have faith.”
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