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SAGE – SALACIOUS
SINISTER DESIRE


STORY 1


 


 


 


A whirlwind affair often fades to dust,
while burning flames can ignite an uncontrollable fire. Here, in the sand swept
oasis of the desert Kingdom, nightfall brings enchantment. The prince and
princess, Ari and Sage, have taken power since their blessed holy union six
months ago. Their destined romance and undying love for each other has sadly
dimmed in the afterglow. Making love on magical carpet rides, and in the
majestic gardens, is a thing of the past, now that they've taken the helm.
Spoiled Sage thought she had married her forever playmate. For Ari, his kingly
initiation means responsibility and work—something unfamiliar to an impoverished
slum child whose life took an extraordinary turn when he won the princess's
heart. The weight of the world is on his shoulders, but Sage could care less.
She didn't want to marry a king, but a passionate lover, like he was. 


Many forbidden activities take place
under the golden midnight moon. The soft laughter and sighs from her maidens
behind the curtains of the servant’s quarters have caught Sage's attention, making her think
naughty things about joining in. For Sage, it is another restless, loveless night.
Having embraced his new position as the future ruler, the quest for power has
distracted Ari from the needs of his beautiful, adoring wife. Sage wraps her
arms around Ari's strong body, offering kisses, softly tracing on his back with
her pointy nails. His eyes are a million miles away, dreaming of being a great
leader. With a soft kiss on the cheek, he sends her to bed. Tired of sleeping
alone, Sage pleasures herself with deep, hungry fantasies about lewd encounters
with nameless, faceless men and women, touching her most private places once
reserved for her husband. As the sunrises, she watches Ari and his genie
sequester themselves for a long day of strategic planning. Sage has a brilliant
plan, too—her
own adventurous strategy for marital escape.


The princess recruits her two favorite
maidens to accompany her on the questionable and secret excursion. Sage has
ruled over this land since her birth, yet she's never explored it. The three
will travel undercover as commoners, without guards, which is not allowed. She
rather enjoys watching her maiden's discomfort, hearing the details of the
bizarre plan. Spending a day in the slums and villages is nothing they want to
do or experience, but the princess can't be convinced otherwise. They must
swear to secrecy, or face execution if this little jaunt is ever revealed to
Ari and his men. In total obedience they do as she says, bathing Sage first in
richly scented oils, massaging her silky skin, and following instructions to
touch her more intensely. Lately, her bathing requests have included more
dramatic touch, especially on her most sensitive regions, and for extended
periods of time. Although she's wanted to, Sage refrains from coming on her
maiden's hands, preferring to bring herself to orgasm once she is relaxed and
alone. Adorned in veils and cloaks, Sage and the two fretting, nervous maidens
manage to escape unseen through an underground tunnel no longer used for
transport, and venture out into the dusty streets of the rowdy village outside
the castle. Without the safety of the Kingdom or guards protecting them, they
are women subject to the dangers lurking in the bustling chaos. Prostitutes,
beggars, peddlers, and thieves surround them, grabbing at their clothes, as
they dart through the streets. The maidens walk behind Sage, afraid of being
caught, as she fearlessly prowls the shadowed corridors, leading them into a
loud parlor for a drink. The maidens beg to go home, but Sage brazenly enters,
excitedly caressing protruding nipples under her silky dress. She shoves the
sniveling maiden bitches onto tattered cushions. All attention is drawn to the
odd sight of three pretty, unfamiliar ladies, looking more refined that the
usual gutter girls who offer cheap thrills. They are immediately pounced on by
a few scoundrels making crude advances for nasty favors. The maidens are groped
in suggestive ways, crying for Sage to reveal her royal identity and make them
stop, but she doesn't. Watching the prudes squirm is a sinful delight—just the kind of entertainment she was
seeking. Smiling in approval for the scoundrels to continue, Sage feels a
sneaky touch inching up her own leg. One of the men shoves his hand down her
top, clutching at her breast, causing her to scream. A young, strapping
gangster grabs the man's other hand, blocking the invasion. A sharp blade
glistens, gripped firmly by the gang boy, aiming it at the heart of the
scoundrel. Clenching his fists, the scoundrel attempts to fight back and falls
to the floor with the gangster's foot smashed into his gut. He motions for the
women to run, and Sage and the maidens obey, dashing out with their street rat
hero right behind them. They run down a dark alley, following his commands,
ducking into a shabby tent. The maidens are petrified, handing over their
jewelry, as the stud sizes up his captives. He looks at the precious gems and
stones, smiling wickedly as he tosses them away, wanting instead to have Sage
for his reward. Heat pulsates through the princess, seeing him tie up the
maidens, before ordering her to strip and kneel at his feet. She does as he
says, and he drops behind her, pressing his firm, hard ruggedness against her
soft, supple curves. He rubs his groin against her bare ass, with a keen
awareness that she's a royal. Sage twists around, fending him off, but her
attempts are pathetic and weak. His raw strength overtakes her resistance,
panting as his full lips kiss hers. The first mouth of another since her
husband's is luscious, and she sucks on his tongue. Her hands pinned behind her
back by his, he dives between her thighs, shocked at her wetness, and her
willingness. And then, the unexpected, sharp claws of a castle guard yank him
off the princess. Thrown to the dirt, a bloody brawl ensues, and the gangster
gets away, leaving Sage and her terrified maidens to be escorted back to the
castle confines.


Back in her chambers, Sage cleans the
filth off of her body with tender caresses, sniffing her skin for the
gangster's scent, and recalling the forbidden touch of her captor. She shivers,
wanting to feel his body in her hands, and him inside her, with the thirst of a
desperately horny woman. Ari watches her without speaking, afraid of her
explanations for leaving the castle without warning. He holds her, attempting
comfort, but this time it is her eyes that are distant. That night, Ari
takes his place next to her in bed, wanting to be close, and feels for her in
the darkness. Disturbed, he realizes Sage's side is cold. Ari jumps to action,
calling for a complete search of the castle. Not finding a trace of his wife,
and with the maidens refusing to utter a word, he takes matters into his own
hands. Climbing down secret stairways, Ari nimbly moves past his guards
undetected, on an angry hunt for his wife. It scares him to think about her
motives, remembering how they met—when she previously rebelled against her
father. It was for Ari's betterment that she did escape that day, but now he
has a terrible feeling this time is different. Out in the village, Ari's
streetwise skills dominate his practiced, royal stance, leaping from rooftop to
rooftop with stealthy skill. He cuts through battered, abandoned tents,
scanning every hidden passage, with no sign of Sage. Agonizing to the point of
losing his mind, he calls for his Genie, needing mystical assistance. The Genie
implores him to stop the chase—the danger of a prince being out beyond
his kingdom without his guards, isn't worth the risk. Ari insists Sage means
more to him than his own life. He is prepared to do whatever he must in order
to secure her safety. The Genie tries to block him, causing multiple hazards to
appear in his path, until Ari yells for him to quit playing games and vanish.
In the light released from the genie's departure, he sees Sage's frame and
figure through the missing bricks in a broken wall. Not knowing if she is alive
or dead, he rushes ahead. 


Pain shatters his heart at the first full
glance of her laying naked with the rogue thief, and the sound of wild love
making wafting in the air. Sage straddles the dirty gangster, riding his groin
with depraved abandon. Frozen, Ari is at once vaguely turned on by his wife's
nudity and repulsed at the lewdness of her act. He eyes his sword,
contemplating using it on himself after beheading the adulterer. Instead he
enters the decrepit abode, similar to the hole he once lived in, and yanks
Sage's long, sweaty hair, pulling her off the loaded gun. The thief scrambles,
breathing heavily, his rock hard thickness dripping with Sage's creamy juice.
Ari slices his sword in the bad man's direction, threatening imminent death. He
fiercely warns him to never, ever touch his wife again or face execution. In a
flash of clashing metal, the gangster rips Ari's clothes with his own fierce
knife. He flips the sword from Ari's hand, rendering him defenseless. The
prince has lost his edge, too pampered in his palatial lifestyle. Sage slips
from his grips, dressing instantly, all the while screaming with disgust. Ari
retrieves his sword, offering a duel. The gangster accepts, combating the
ex-street boy with ruthlessness. Sage huddles in the corner, hiding her
excitement over the fight, guiltily torn between them. Both rivals slashed and
bleeding, the gangster hangs over the prince, foot on his slashed chest, his
weapon drawn at his throat. Sage doesn't make a sound, heart racing with skewed
emotions. Ari accepts his untimely fate, anticipating his brutal death, but the
opponent withdraws, setting him free. Ari jumps up, dragging Sage to his side,
swiftly exiting the ramshackle tent. 


Sage weeps as she and her husband return
back to their isolation. Once in their chamber, Ari cries at her feet, pleading
for Sage to explain her intentions and justify the lewd adultery. She has no
kind words, or looks of love, and not a care to be forgiven. A woman who's
passion has turned to hate feels no remorse. She reminds him this is her
kingdom—one
he was invited into—and
that she answers to no one but herself. He can go back to his planning,
closed-door meetings, and drink spirits with his men till all hours of the
morning, as he's done so many nights before. No longer will she long or cry for
her man—the
one she loved more than any creature alive—as he only gives back mild pleasantries
in return. Retreating to her private room, she orders him not to follow and
bolts the door. 


Sage tools away in anguish, longing for
the passion of her lowly lover, despising the power-hungry wimp she married.
She seduces a castle servant, stroking his hard rod till it drips and goes
limp, into revealing the secret hiding place of the Genie's sacred lamp. Ari,
confused and lost in a deep depression, sees Sage carrying the lamp. He insists
that she drop it, but Sage's serene eyes convince Ari to at least listen to
what she has in mind. It was Ari's foolish play with magic that brought them
together. Perhaps now if they seek the wisdom of the trusted Genie, a solution
to their failing union might arise. Not trusting her, Ari reminds his wife of
the eternal rules of his magic. The Genie cannot kill anyone, nor can he make
someone fall in love. Whatever emotional complexities Sage is experiencing,
mystical action may not be the answer. Sage nods in absolute understanding,
easing Ari's fear. He does what she asks, and calls out the Genie, but Sage has
control as the one who holds and rubs the lamp. Suddenly, the genie morphs and
spasms, uncomfortable with his new owner. Now in Sage's stronghold, she
imagines her first wish. Ari yells to not abuse the irreversible power of
wishes, and think with her heart and not her hate. Downcast eyes spew forth the
devilish desire of the princess—to meet the whores whom once stroked her
husband's ego before he was a married man. Let them parade in front of him, to
see if his lengthy rod still reacts to their prowess. Ari is ill, demanding
this ridiculous behavior to end, but the spell has been cast. Two becomes five,
then ten slithering sluts dancing, amorously inviting his legendary maleness
deep within their goods for sale. Sage taunts the whores with money strewn
about for them to scrounge, but her husband refuses to entertain the sickly
apparitions. Instead, a horrid feeling of dread fills Ari's soul as the
blasting horns of the guards break the awful silence. Ari runs for his men,
anticipating an invasion, but the threat is only that of the intrepid street
rat, coming to claim his royal stake. Equipped with a violent arsenal, the
gangster stares Ari down. Standing in the corner is Sage, smiling proudly,
having used her second wish in the appearance of the intruder. The prince faces
his foe, unknowing as to his wife's next wish, unveiling his sword. A fight for
territory ensues, destroying priceless sculptures, and castle heirlooms. Fresh
wounds on top of infected cuts from the night before, bleed out, but the men
battle on. Their blood flings at Sage and the gangster is instantly joined by
several, virile gutter hoodlums, weapons drawn into the fight. Ari and his men
are unexpectedly outnumbered. Needing the upper hand, the prince climbs a wall,
before deploying his group for the roof. Feet burning on boiling hot metal and
tiles, he loses his footing on the edge. Slipping fast down two floors, he
catches himself with his hands, but his sword drops forty feet below. Fingers
on fire, he loses his hold, tragically falling to his doom—impaled through the heart by the blade of
honor gifted to him on his blessed wedding day. Sage doesn't flinch, dismissing
the howling, sorrowful genie without asking for a final wish.


Sage's promise to love and honor is
washed away with Ari's last breath. In her rage-filled, selfish eyes, she can
only see the bounty of what she can have without being tied to a marital
prison. A woman in her prime with a thirst for life and lust supersedes all
else. She must be catered to constantly, or die by the sword. Greedily, she
looks over her vicious crew, lustfully awaiting her command. The princess
orders them to remove their street garb and bow, pledging their absolute
devotion as her sexual man-slaves from now until all eternity. They must swear
to dedicate their lives to serving her every pleasure, satisfying her never-ending
desires and demands without question. Vibrating with salacious delight as they
kiss her precious feet, she pets the heads of her admiring, well-hung harem,
confident that she will be fulfilled forevermore.


 



















































































































TINK – REVENGE OF THE
PIXIE


STORY
2


 


Somewhere in the depths of our
imagination, where the last shred of childhood still lurks, a profoundly
abundant place exists—Never
Land. It is an island sanctuary, undisturbed by adults, and overrun with
rambunctious lost boys. It floats in a precious far-off world as a marvelous,
magical land filled with treasure—both organic and pirated. There is a
brilliant little pixie, Tink, fluttering about, energized by a pure and eternal
love for one courageous lost boy, Peter. He's the freckled-face, chosen-one, saved
as an infant and raised as a native. No one ever thought Peter would want to
escape from Never Land, or grow up, but on this night, Peter made his true
intentions perfectly clear. A bristling breeze rustles through the weathered
hut where Tink sleeps. She awakens with a chill, but it’s not from the tropical midnight air.
Peter’s bed is
empty again. His disappearances are becoming more frequent and worrisome. He
tells no one where he's going, and when he is gone, the island is unprotected
from invaders. Peter has an adventurous spirit, no doubt, but his previous
private journeys were few and fast. For several nights in a row now, he's been
missing with no explanation upon his return. Tink flutters over his blanket,
searching for any clue, finding nothing unusual. Anxiety overcomes her and she
quickly sets out to find him. Years ago, when Peter first arrived on the
island, she would find the lost boy scared and hiding in the forbidden dark
regions. If it hadn’t
been for her undying love, Peter might not have survived, even in a wondrous
habitat such as Never Land. He's always been on the hit list for kidnapping,
and is hated by the pirates. Having grown into the leader of the lost boys, his
irresponsible behavior should be put in check for the betterment of all. Tink
buzzes around the island, looking in all the familiar spots, yet he is nowhere
to be found.


Returning to the hut, Tink discovers
Peter, sneaking into his bed, believing he's been undetected. The scent of
something otherworldly is diffused on his skin. She is sickened by the powdery
smell, like a poison infiltrating her delicate senses. Peter glows with
peculiar radiance. He has aged overnight, suddenly appearing not as her boy,
but as a young man, beaming with purpose. The pixie confronts him, wanting
answers. In a hot rush of heart wrenching honesty, Peter confesses his love for
a woman—his
most special one. Longing to be by her side, he's made a decision to leave the
island forever. He’s
done with being a lost boy and leading the other brats who refuse to grow up.
No amount of fairy dust, magic spells or desperate pleas can keep him hostage
in a land he has outgrown. 


Tink is devastated, pouring her powerful
pixie energy over him like a golden cage. She should be Peter's most special
one—the
one who loved him first! He declares he can't be kept from going back to
the world in which he came. It's where he and the boys truly belong after all,
and if they had any brains, they would follow him there. Before Tink can get a
harsh word in edgewise, Peter is gone in a flash, leaving behind the echo of
this other woman's name. The ending vowel resonates in her ears as the worst
sound she's ever heard. The boy she rescued from death, the one she would have
given her own life for, has ditched her for some bitch named Wendy. Not
to be treated like a piece of meaningless junk, Tink blazes after him. 


In a whirlwind of anger, she zooms
through the ethereal layers of light and darkness, landing upon the site of his
betrayal—the
place where Wendy lives. Standing on the windowsill, she nauseatingly sees
Peter and Wendy locked in a lover’s embrace, safely in her room. Tink kicks the locked window
open, shattering the glass as the pane smacks against the wall. The look in
Peter’s eyes
sends her flying backwards. She is an unwanted intruder. He protects Wendy’s delicate frame with his own strong,
virile body. Tink sees Wendy as a pathetic invader disguised as an innocent.
She's blindingly aware this is the girl who has stolen Peter’s affections. Wendy is the one who has taken
her boy and made him into a virtual stranger. How can he want someone as flat
and shapeless as her? She is a pretty nineteen years with an obvious sincerity,
but nothing for Peter to forgo the wonders of Never Land for. Perhaps he has
been blinded by Wendy’s
earthy prowess and needs a clear reminder of what is best for him? In a radiant
display of feminine glory she emanates what has held his fascination for eons
and enlarges her body into a full size woman. The curvy, sensual, undeniable
beauty of Tink shines brightly in their undaunted faces with little effect.
Peter isn’t
budging as Wendy holds tight to his chiseled arms. Tink flaunts herself,
sending tantalizing vibrations in their direction, primarily at Wendy. The
spell is potent and Wendy is drawn into Tink’s radiant aura. Peter is stunned,
watching Wendy move towards his childhood playmate. Face to face with the
gentle virgin, the teasing fairy brushes her lips against her mouth, giving a
taste of what Peter could feed upon if he wanted to. Totally under the
influence, Wendy eagerly opens her mouth, accepting the tip of Tink’s tongue, then intertwining it with her
own. The two kiss deliciously, moving their hips in a perfect, synchronized
sway, inviting Peter to slide in between, and enjoy them both. Peter can’t move, entranced by this mind-bending
vision of the two sides of his soul, coming together in an ecstatic display.
Tink looks to Peter, seeing tears of distress in his eyes. His indecision so
uncharacteristic of the warrior boy she reveres, and it fills her with disgust.
Before he can stop her, Wendy’s silky locks are ripped from her head by Tink’s tight, angry fists. Wendy’s screams disrupt the spell. Peter lunges
into action, saving his mortal paramour. He thrusts Tink aside, landing her atop
a table covered in shards of glass. She leaks droplets of pixie lust and nurses
the fresh wounds. Peter stands over her in total disillusionment. He grabs the
fairy, taking her to the broken window, shaking as he musters his will.
Adrenaline surges through his veins, arm lifting high before catapulting Tink
far into the stratosphere. Sealing his fate with this show of hate, the
celestial portal that once granted Peter unimaginable freedom, closes. Tink
does her best to break the seal, but she is unable to penetrate back into the
world she’s
been cast out from. Left with no choice, she heads back to Never Land, enraged
with the unstoppable need for scorned revenge. 


The sunrise warps and melds over the
island as Tink blazes in. Her heart cold upon arrival, she instantly breaks the
magic that binds Never Land in a timeless state. The corrosion of the spell
forces every lost boy on the island to spontaneously age in a chaotic growth
spurt. Putrid sounds of bones cracking and skin stretching causes them to howl
and shriek in overwhelming pain. Tink is unfazed, buzzing into the hut of Peter’s favorite mates, his right and left hand
boys, waking as rapidly maturing men. The odd sensation of firm erections at
the sight of her is awkward, neither knowing how to handle themselves or their
involuntary manhood. She was purely the object of playful, boyish fantasies,
but now she is a full-sized woman alive with wanton impulses, straddling their
groins with emotionless thrusts. She aggressively takes them both, greedily
stealing their virginity. Alternating between the two, their bodies tremble
from her crude, ruthless acts. Tink doesn't share their pleasure or orgasmic
waves. Her heart bleeds, crying static tears over Peter. The static saline
sparks tiny flames on her cheeks, falling as fire onto the bucking men beneath
her. Too far gone to feel their burning skin, the mates arch their backs in
orgasm, exploding in every way. In the throes of ecstasy, they are blown to
bits—limbs,
torso, spine, and head. Tink is propelled from her lewd acts, right through the
thatched roof. The entire hut is torched, burning the next one, and then the
entire compound. Embers thrive in the gusty tailwinds stirred up by crazed
Tink, landing on lush grounds and tropical trees. She zooms away, in search of
her next unknowing victims. 


Ripples of panic spread as the
inhabitants awaken to the unusual events. Tink rages on, blazing past beloved
landmarks where she and Peter spent their days, often privately basking in the
beauty of their secluded paradise. Those exquisite yet dead and worthless
memories stab her gut. They will never be, not like she once believed. In her
wake, the hilltops and climbing rocks reduce to rubble. Mist absorbs the
island, dampening her wings. She shrinks to normal size, floating down to visit
the others of her breed. Fairies engage in the daily ritual of bathing naked
under a peaceful waterfall, blissfully unaware. Tink’s erratic energy sends sizzling streams
towards the dainty ones, and she reveals her pretty pinkness. Seeing her pearly
crotch spread open makes them twitch and giggle in response. Tink is known for
being wild, but not an exhibitionist. She traces along the top of the water,
mesmerizing them with an erotic dance, glittering and glistening. The fairies are
entertained with her wicked game, getting turned on. Butterfly kisses are given
and exchanged amongst the group, brushing wings, and lapping at their
lusciousness. Tink continues to dance on water, encouraging them to touch,
which they do, all over. Within minutes, the fairies are wrapped up in a
high-intensity orgy. Interlocking in a juicy chain, the lovers set off
turbulent vibrations into the water, causing the massive waterfalls to reverse
direction, and spurt into the air. The frantically gyrating, mystical creatures
don't see the freak and ferocious hailstorm heading down upon them. They are
beaten down, pelted and smashed, then buried deep into the pulsating streams of
electrical current that was their serene lake. Drowned in abhorrent clumps,
Tink is horrifyingly exhilarated by the thrill of destruction. She allows
herself to continue, skyrocketing above the dense fog, feeling devious and
potent. Scratch marks cover her, the scars of a sinful battle that she alone is
leading. 


In the Dolphin’s sanctuary lay the mermaids and mermen,
basking in the sun, enjoying the decadence of their existence. Their angelic
human aspects fused with the mysterious grace of Neptune. Tink prepares for a
grand seduction, still reverberating from her stealthy acts of merciless
annihilation. They greet her with palpable wanting, desirous for the naughty
pixie, swinging her sexy legs around the stem of a water lily, creating a
nasty, scintillating hum of building friction. Her sickest performance saved
for her most favorite beings, as she rubs on their glimmering gills, pouring
out a near lethal dose of her savored dust on them. Captivated, they swirl into
a whirlpool of dangerous, sexual depths. Lured into penetrating her luscious
openings with a quickening pace, they are seized as prisoners of the explicit
deviant that Tink has become. Eyes sealed shut, the bewitching effect of an
orgasm shared by land and sea, heaven and hell, is unleashed. They cry out in
rapture with volcanic force. 


Then, in a horrendous moment, there is rocking
and rumbling—the
first stages of a violent quake. Tink opens her eyes to see the mermaids and
mermen mutating into putrid creatures who exist in the murkiest ocean basins.
Their gills spike, molding pristine bodies into gelatinous, stinging masses.
Facial features bulging, and teeth rotting, the final monstrous phase turns
their hair into crusted, filthy barnacle. Horror strikes Tink’s blistered and battered heart. The
creatures shriek, reaching for her, desperate for the fairy to reverse her evil
destruction. The dormant island volcano gurgles to life, belching ancient lava.
In a bizarre flash of reality, the mermaids and mermen reveal their purest
self, the beautiful ones she adores and loves. Desperately needing to save
them, she forces her will, enduring utmost agony to muster whatever magic
hasn't spoiled within her. As convicted as she felt in ruining their world, the
guilt and sadness now stabs her soul. The futile attempt to rescue the island
was worth giving her life, for their sake. 


A light haze of magic plumes from her,
and for a split second, there is hope, but then her legs are pulled, throwing
her to the infested ground. Creatures more powerful than a silly pixie's fury
have manifested, suckling at her feet with tentacles, squeezing her entire
body. Her life force draining, she nearly accepts her fate, ready to die with
those she has betrayed. The quake rattles and rolls, setting forth a massive
tidal wave that pulls the monstrous beings under. Suddenly, Tink is released,
her ripped wings fluttering hard and fast. Lava and ash fill the burnt sky as
the island is engulfed by the rising sea. She kicks and flails, her broken
wings pumping madly to gain lift and speed. Vision blurring with insanity, she
rises up with the volcano's gust, darting erratically from debris. Looking down
at what's left of her home, she beholds the effects of her catastrophic
destruction. From her gut, the last morsel of undying love for Peter needs to
be expelled, and is turned into a fiery cannonball—flung directly at what remains of Never
Land. It smacks into the pit of the island—the origin from which this protected,
powerful, magical place was birthed. At first, only silence, as if time was
standing still. Then, a frightening sound, like a thousand souls being sucked
into oblivion, echoes as the cannonball detonates. The island dissolves, and is
gone. In silence, Tink hovers, observing the aftermath, before flying off in
absolute satisfaction


 







ALICE
– LUSTFUL
TRANSFORMATION


STORY 3


 


Alone in her childhood bedroom, Alice
huddles under a worn blanket, buried by an endless stack of crime novels and
heavy dramas. The slash wounds on her wrists are finally healing, wrapped up in
silken bandages—a
decorative way to hide the evidence of her deeply troubled state. It’s been months since the devastating
breakup with her fiancé,
or rather, the day she realized he wasn’t ever going to call again. His sudden
proclamation of not being in love with her, of never loving her, even after so
many years of Alice devoting herself to him and his controlling ways, was
traumatic. Not as traumatic, however, as being incapable of ditching the
hideous depression, self-loathing and dark desperateness shrouding her once
dynamic nature. Alice’s
mother, a strong, intuitive woman extremely concerned about her daughter
sinking further into despair, comes to her bedside. Unable to watch Alice
continue to suffer in self-pity, she tosses her books and lays out a few bold
statements. Alice is to get out of bed, clean herself off, pack her bags and leave
for her Grandmother’s
estate by the afternoon. The invitation to join her Grandmother can’t be denied—Alice is long overdue for a visit and
there is no one more suited to restore her sanity. Alice tries to argue but
resistance is futile. Her mother always wins, and ultimately, she is never
wrong.


The forever long drive to Grandmother’s estate was difficult—every mile more daunting than the last
along the treacherous roads. Rolling down the window, the wind flies in with an
aggressive burst, unleashing the bandage from her left wrist, sending it far
and away. Estate in view, Alice straightens up, swallowing a whimper. Driving
up to the front steps, she is greeted by an elderly caretaker with glee in his
eyes. He is clearly a servant, but not weak, like a man who knows his place and
honors it. Alice doesn't remember seeing him before, but she was much younger
last she visited, and mostly hid behind her mother. 


Escorted to Grandmother’s chambers, she enters meekly, seeing the
mysterious figure, dressed in layers of black satin and silk. Alice cowers
under the intensity of her Grandmother’s stare. Ordered to come closer, Alice
obeys, needing love and acceptance. Her firm hand takes Alice’s arm, removing the remaining wrist
bandage, and frowning at the scar. Grandmother sizes up the young woman,
touching her face, waist, hips. She gives her shaking granddaughter a kiss on
the cheek, then pats her head. With an alluring smile, she invites Alice out
into the moonlight for a stroll in the vast gardens. Together they recount
childhood memories. The two walk arm in arm, chatting about the lush flowers,
plants, love, betrayal and attempted suicide. Grandmother's speech is hypnotic.
Alice breathes in the intoxicating scent of the blooms, pouring out an
unnaturally sexy aroma, making her light headed, as they enter a spiraling maze
of sculpted shrubbery. What is the meaning of the jagged scars on Alice’s wrists? What has happened to the
daring, fiery, inquisitive young girl that she remembers Alice being? How could
a smart, beautiful woman let anyone bring her to suicide? Feeling dizzy, Alice
can’t answer,
sadness filling her gut. The maze narrows and darkens as Grandmother’s inquiry continues. Her female
descendants will not be blemished by Alice’s lack of judgment. She must make amends
for her weakness, and her spineless fall from ancestral strength. In
Grandmother’s
eyes, Alice has failed the generations of self-made women who hone their power.
Alice looks up into her Grandmother’s stern face, wanting to go back. She is still recovering
and can’t
digest this emotional assault. But Grandmother will not be redirected as she
knows the time has come for Alice to discover her soul. Before Alice can utter
another word, she is suddenly flailing, having been kicked by the gold toe of
Grandmother’s
boot, sent directly down a mystical hole in the ground. Alice picks up speed,
falling, screaming, and begging for Grandmother to save her, until she lands in
an ugly, unfamiliar place. It’s cold, dank, and devoid of color with rusted chains hanging
from the ceiling. They rattle and sway in her direction, bizarrely sensing her
presence. Alice retracts into a ball, howling for her mother, scratching at the
scabs on her wrists until they bleed. 


A weird, gangly man in white diapers
swoops her up and carries her beyond a steel door. He dumps her on a cement
slab for inspection. The room is loaded with metal probes and vicious-looking
machines. Alice trembles, disgustingly curious but terrified. She asks for an
explanation, but the man could care less about her questions. He has a job to
do, instantly pushing her down, and turning on the vibrating probes. Exploring
every inch of her body, she gasps as he pushes a thick probe between her
thighs, touching her sweetness. Alice unexpectedly smacks him. He retreats,
shocked but liking her advance, moving on to the next thing of fitting her into
one of the machines. Quickly he straps her up, hands and ankles tied together,
with legs thrown over her head. Alice demands to be set free, but he continues,
securing her nimble body into the awkward position. Her shirt rips, exposing an
innocent, white bra. The man rubs her backside, hands moving toward her
breasts, teasing her nipples before clamping a chain to them. Alice doesn’t like this, yelling at him to stop, but
she can’t fight
back. She endures his continued play, fighting the pleasurable sensations
before being dragged out of the room. The man pulls the machine down a long
hall, covered in exotic pictures of naked women and men in bondage. In a
candlelit tomb he dumps her. Kicking and clawing, she unties herself, before
punching the weirdo in the face. She runs for her life back down the hall,
finding an exit. 


Fleeing out into a foreign world, she
views the visceral landscape of a twisted culture. Acts of public sex and
lascivious gatherings are numerous and abundant. Clothes are clearly optional,
and over-the-top physical activities rule. Swept up by a well-hung, portly gang
of sextuplets, Alice unsuccessfully uses intellect for an out. A high-flying trickster
wagging his dripping member around, sees Alice resisting the gang-bangers, and
barges in for a rescue. Grateful, Alice thanks him, as he dangles his goods
against her leg, placing her hand on it firmly. The poor wanna-be virgin looks
like a hungry waif and must be fed. Recognizing she is not a native, he kindly
escorts Alice to a happier place, one, he tells her, where she will be safe
from this free-wheeling sex-capade. Without thought, she trusts his word, and
in a stroke, Alice finds herself sitting on the lap of a humping rat and a mad,
fondling maniac eating at a public picnic bench. The Trickster joins them, too,
helping himself to cream-covered cupcakes. Sticking his fingers inside one, he
then feeds them to Alice, insisting she suck them clean. Alice accepts the oral
invasion, sliding her tongue along their length, before sinking her teeth into
his thick skin. The three attempt to pin her down, not ready to dismiss her new
orifices from the feeding frenzy, until a cascade of scalding, steeped herbs
pour onto their exposed tools, scorching quirky appendages. She flees once
more, heading further into unknown territory, seeking shelter behind the door
of a dark structure, arriving inside the musky opening of a kinky pleasure
dome. 


Shrieking as a whip cracks from one side
of the dungeon, Alice sees a beautiful woman adorned in sexy leather. She
struts to her, cattails dangling at one side. Several strange creatures
illuminate, watching anxiously, ready for a naughty show. They are the slaves
of this woman, this wondrous Dominatrix, on their knees, grinning wildly. She
inspects Alice's supple youth, her cuts and bruises, and the hollow sadness in
her face. Alice quivers with fear as the Dominatrix’s mouth kisses hers. Slithering tongue
invading, she cups her chin with spiked gloves. Alice spits in defiance, afraid
of this woman, this place, and struggles in her grip. The Dominatrix orders her
minions to applaud and show gratitude for Alice. They do, eagerly in support of
this explicit event. Eyes darting around the chamber, Alice freaks, screaming
for the applause to cease, wanting to be safely back in her bed. But the
Dominatrix has other intentions, yanking Alice upright by her hair, looking
deep into her soul, stripping her bra and panties off. She teases her gently
with the whip, tickling her most private places. Teetering between lust and
dread, Alice has no choice but to accept the lessons of torture and pain. The
Dominatrix purrs into her ear, but Alice doesn’t want to listen. Whoever falls down the
hole falls for a reason, she tells her. That reason is called destiny. 


In a wicked flash, Alice’s legs are pulled apart by twitchy
straps, oddly alive, followed by her arms. The Dominatrix commands her to speak
and say the words, “Please
give to me what I need most.”
Too frightened to make a sound, Alice attempts to repeat the words of the
Dominatrix, tears streaming down her dirty face. The silence is unbearable,
watching the Dominatrix take a powerful stance behind her, before cracking the
whip against Alice’s
bare back. She repeats the strikes again and again, to the point where Alice
can take no more. Pleased with the whip marks, she smiles softly as Alice
fights burning pain, readying herself for the second attack. The lashings
travel down to her hips and ass, returning up her back, and ending at her
shoulders. Alice recoils but the instinctive straps pull her up. The Dominatrix
gets in Alice’s
face, studying her fear, kissing her again, sexily pulling off her gloves. This
time Alice doesn’t
spit, but swallows, lowering her glance. Crack, smack, whack! The whip executes
its kinky purpose, turning Alice’s chest, arms, groin and legs dark red. Bracing herself for
more, Alice stiffens, but it’s
not the whip that lashes, rather the tender caresses of the Dominatrix's bare
hands on her body, up her neck, then SMACK! Repeatedly across her face, Alice
is slapped. Thrashing from side to side, the humiliation is beyond
comprehension. Entire body throbbing, Alice calls up her last shred of
subservience, but she’s
suddenly freed from the straps. Her limp body falls to the ground. A whip rolls
to her, and Alice seizes the chance for revenge with a fierce strength she didn’t know she had. Inspired by Alice’s tenacious posture, the Dominatrix
agrees to a showdown. The mutual striking blazes into a wild round of
Dominatrix against rising submissive. Alice’s pathetic attempts morph into
instinctive, expert maneuvers. In an exchanging of blows, the two dance. The
Dominatrix is excited by this change of direction. The wimpy little mess of a
girl fights back with energy and seductive zest, making the Dominatrix strip
down as well, beckoning Alice to lash her breasts in a full frontal, aggressive
display. Alice obeys, whipping, lashing, unleashing her guttural emotions, spewing
out pain, filling the void with sheer, salacious aggression. The Dominatrix
bends over for Alice, demanding worship. Groin to ass, Alice gyrates with
orgasmic build, loving the shared pleasure, and brings the Dominatrix to an
ecstatic peak. 


The minions are enticed by their brutal
affections, watching as the women intertwine themselves—sucking, licking, fingering, loving—with an edgy, powerful rumble. The leader
makes Alice an equal, and the dungeon shakes at this moment, causing the
minions to flee for cover. The two lovers pant in bliss, but only for a moment.
Taking back her command, the Dominatrix pushes past her new lover, but Alice
doesn’t falter.
Instead, she is prosaic, catching her breath, on guard and yet still
vulnerable. The Dominatrix casts Alice out of her domain. Alice retrieves her
clothes, and is sent back into the rude world outside. Hungry, thirsty,
wild-eyed, and dripping with spent lust, she takes her first, solid steps down
a very unfamiliar road.


The sun rises on the curious path. There
is much to explore, but the sultry, commanding spirit awakened within her
craves a different type of adventure. What she yearns for is to exercise her
power. In the distance, she hears her name being called out: Alice, Alice! She
heads for the patch of grass coming into view, growing more and more lush.
Entering the hedged maze, she comes face to face with the man who broke her—the putrid ex-fiancé. Ignoring his lame excuses, she quickly
makes her move, binding his limbs, shoving him to his knees, and ordering him
to worship her feet. He does, feeling the shame for his past behavior.
Satisfied with that, she dictates his kisses to move up her legs, paying
attention to her thighs. She demands a show of great affection for the pretty,
wet gift he so stupidly gave away. Pleased with his performance, she notes the
most important thing. At her hips, her healing wrists need his care. He must
pay for the damages he created. Pushing his face onto what remains of the
wounds, she insists on a sincere apology. His words mean nothing, and yet his
rear spanked hard by the whip brings her great joy. Still on his knees, he
succumbs to the lashing. Finishing him off, she fastens a leash around his
pathetic neck. He walks like a dog at her heels, through the twisting maze,
groveling, begging for a treat. In the hazy sunlight stands Alice’s Grandmother, pleased with what Alice
has achieved on her journey inward, and the captive she brings for proof. In a
whirlwind of light and air, the mystical world fades. 


Alice strolls back to the estate, arm and
arm with her proud and adoring Grandmother. Filled with a rush of childish
questions, Alice implores her elder leader for the answers. What is true love?
What type of flowers grow in winter? Where is it that our souls come from? How
does it feel to own what no one can steal? Who would dare to question her
strength again? When can she regain her coveted place amongst her elders, next
to her Grandmother, the stealthy women she most admires? Grandmother wraps her
arm around Alice’s
excited and quivering frame. With a wistful glance,
she invites her grandaughter in for tea. The night is still young for
stimulating and provocative conversation.


 







SNOW
WHITE –
THE PRINCESS COMES TO POWER


STORY 4


 


Far and away in a vast and isolated region,
a peaceful land in the midst of a glorious, golden age is under siege. A
dormant kingdom has awakened under the rule of a ruthless queen. She commands
the unwarranted attacks, seeking retribution for the apparent kidnapping of her
stepdaughter, Snow White, the sole heir to the throne. Needing to prove his
kingdom had no involvement, William, the lone prince from the victimized land,
takes it upon himself to find the missing royal. A young man embodying strong
virtues, William arranges a search party and sets out on a bewitching autumn
night with his men. He leads them into the dark woods, on the hunt for the
beautiful princess who tragically lost her mother a few months previous, and
soon after, her father took ill. A land in deep mourning needs a leader to
bring hope, and so the king quickly remarried a mysterious woman who handles
business with an iron fist. She is a barbarous queen, admired for her great
beauty, but feared for her aggressive and sudden military tactics. No one has
seen a trace of Snow White, and the rumors are she is dead. There is very
little chance of her survival—it's been three weeks since she was last seen on castle
grounds. The surrounding forest is known to be haunted and uninhabitable.
Rescuing Snow White, if indeed she is still alive, would be a grand opportunity
to show a sincere gesture of goodwill and end the pointless war. 


The fearless rescue party scours deep
into the treacherous forest, until they come upon a secluded area where a
shining, glass coffin sits, protected by a gang of seven unruly thieves. Inside
the coffin is Snow White, more beautiful than they imagined, even in death. His
men are ready to take the thieves by force, believing them to be the group that
kidnapped her, but the Prince is suddenly compelled—involuntarily pulled to Snow White’s corpse. Caught in a powerful vortex,
he's thrown onto the coffin, and shatters the glass on impact. One of the elder
thieves yells out a warning not to touch the princess. The dose of poison she
ingested isn't normal, obviously created by a satanic charm. It's what keeps
her body from withering, held in a suspended state. Whatever magic spell
consumes her is holding the Prince in a trance, too. His face hovers over Snow
White’s,
dangerously close to her ripe, red mouth, oozing with the poison within. His
men try to pull him away, but they are repelled and cast off. Blood rushing
through the Prince's veins, heart pounding like mad, their mouths touch.
Eerily, William feels her lips kiss him back. With a wild heave, her chest
convulses under the strength of his, expelling a chunk of the toxic apple she
ingested. A breath of life is stolen from the Prince and propelled into hers.
With a gasp, her arms fling around him. Caught by an intense soul connection,
laced with the black magic dissipating from its victim, the two fall instantly
in love. Those watching stand in horror, witnessing the prince lift her weak
body from the coffin. He mounts his horse with Snow White in his arms. The
horse trots away, and William orders the shocked group of men and thieves to
stay behind. 


In the clearing, sunlight tingles her
pale skin. Snow White is emotional, shaken, trembling in his arms, kissing his
neck in gratitude. The Prince tries to calm her, wanting to take her back to
her kingdom. She persists, unusual desire growing with every touch, moving her
kisses to his face, and his mouth. This is not the nature of the innocent girl
he heard splendid tales of before. The wetness of her silky tongue slides in to
meet his, hungrily probing and sucking. Caught in a lover’s blaze, he lets her push him down onto
the damp earth, straddling his groin, thrusting him into her like a demon in
desperate need. Aggressively she takes him, grinding with incredible speed,
deeper, harder, until she feels his orgasm create waves of unmeasured pleasure
within her being. Collapsing onto his chest, they languish in love’s first sex. William runs his hands
through her satiny strands of hair, good intentions derailed by lust, falling
for this woman he hadn’t
met before releasing her from the venomous fruit. He stands, helping her dress,
caressing her shoulders. His hands traveling down the length of her spine,
trying to fasten her corset. She moves his hands down to her thighs. Her moist,
suppleness swallows his thick erection once again. One leg wrapped around his
waist, she rides him while standing against an ancient tree. Their explicit
acts are viewed by William's men, fascinated and entranced, wishing for their
piece of the fair princess, too. 


Mounted on the back of his horse, Snow
White lets her hands slide under the belt of the infatuated William as they
head towards the queen's castle. The brigade of horny men follow behind them
and Snow White can feel their wanting. She glances over her shoulder, smiling
sweetly, seeing their faces covered in lewd thoughts. With a wink and a playful
wave, she blows the men a sultry kiss, arousing their intentions. Rubbing her
clothed self against William, she implores him to stop for a romp in the
forest. He looks at her face, expecting a lover's gaze, but in her eyes there
is a freakish gleam—the
look of a young woman in the throes of uncontrollable temptation. He obeys her
need to stop, directing the men away in order to be alone, but Snow White yells
out in protest. She orders William to chose one of his favorite men to join the
escapade. Disbelieving, William refuses, dismissing her request as a joke. Snow
White demands again. If he can't, she will pick for herself and William will
have to simply watch. She parts her ruby lips, singing a song of adoration,
beckoning her man to fulfill the command. Reluctantly, he picks one amongst his
loyal and fearless men. Snow White is pleased, transforming from darling
princess to insatiable mistress in one fail swoop. Ripping the clothes off of
her new playmate, she crushes his face into her taut breasts. He laps at her
rose petal nipples, and she squeals in delight, laying her back on top of the
Prince’s
stomach. She wants them both at once, each conquering her tight openings, and
as they enter her, she wails for more, not satisfied with just two
participants. William pounds her from beneath, watching his fellow warrior
release inside his maiden's other hole. Torn between extreme lasciviousness and
jealous rage, William shoves Snow White off from his body, causing her and the
knightly lover to fall to the ground as one, still connected. William stands
with might, fastening his clothes, but Snow White, drenched in the sweat of
both men, implores him not to leave. She loves him, and is eternally grateful
for saving her life. Let them stay for the night, by fireside, here in the
woods. They should all rest and resume their journey in the morning. After all,
she will be presenting not only herself, but William as her soon-to-be beloved
husband, to her Kingdom. He agrees, against his better judgment, pitching a
rest site, and striking a fire. 


The weary men fall fast asleep. Snow
White, cradled safely in William’s clutches, is wide awake. Not even a day since her
resurrection, her body reverberates with unfamiliar feelings. Lucid visions of
stripping the men and dissolving the fire with the drippings of her
unquenchable desire fills her soul. Wickedness grows within what was once a
pure heart, having been fed poison at the hands of her evil stepmother and cast
out from her home. The devilish appetite to serve the queen her own toxic juice
and turn the tide—drowning
the one who tried to destroy her with a lethal dose—takes over. But first, she wants what
only an unmarried whore can have. Quietly she handles the men, pleased at their
growing rods being teased by her fingers. Two, then three, four, five and six!
The entire brigade minus her prince, naked in her face, enjoying her mouth. She
offers her pristine cleavage and then her creamy loins. Snow White bathes in
the nasty orgy, giving, taking, all wondrously in ecstasy. Suddenly, the howls
of pleasure are silenced by the sword of her savior. There, in the light of the
moon, is William, fierce, enraged, the blade of his might covered in the blood
of his men. She panics, scrambling to her feet, letting go of the flinching,
dead hands of the men who just satisfied her. Having slaughtered his knights,
he takes possession of his naughty little princess, tossing her on the back of
his horse, before galloping steadfastly toward her domain. 


She pounds at his back with her fists
before squeezing his neck to strangle him. He’s nothing but a murderer, like her
stepmother. She demands to be freed from his steed. He refuses, continuing to
push forward. Nearly at the castle gates, he explains the details of the
military strikes and her alleged kidnapping. She hits him repeatedly, not
wanting to be a political pawn, having her own ideas about revenge—not peace. William is sent flying from
the horse. He skids across rocky dirt, landing with a thud. Snow White goes to
his limpness, reaching for a touch, when his hand rockets for hers, spinning
her around, and pinning her under his breadth. Swearing his love, he waits for
a proclamation of total faithfulness from her. In Snow White’s eyes is the soul of a witch, a demon
starving for flesh. He cries as his heart breaks, drunk with a love too new to
die. His good-faith mission turned deadly, overcome by a madness that burns
through his being. She holds his bereaved face in her graceful hands, letting
his tears fall on her lovely neck. As he comes for a kiss, a knife perforates
his throat, pouring blood down upon Snow White. The castle guard who mistook
the lover’s
quarrel for a dangerous fight, protected the princess, before realizing he took
the life of an opposing prince. Dead beside her, she wipes his blood from her
body. As the guard turns away, she licks her fingers, intrigued by the taste. 


The guard cleans Snow White with a suede
cloth before escorting her back into the kingdom she was snatched from. As they
ascend castle stairs, Snow White feigns affection for her people. They look at
her with shock, stained in blood, eyes dark as hell. She enters her domain,
every footstep echoing against the cold stone. With a laser-like focus, she
asks to be alone, needing to see only one person—the woman who is no longer the fairest in
the land. Without care she goes to the forbidden chambers of her stepmother.
Down in the bowels of the castle is the labyrinth where the poison was birthed.
Fast and furiously, she finds her own poisonous recipe in the spell books of
the queen. She mixes, stirs, and observes the simmer then pours water over the
dried fluids still covering her pretty skin. Gathering what she needs in a
vial, she leaves the chambers and finds her stepmother gazing deeply into her
magic mirror. The mirror coos to her, soothing her troubled soul, reflecting
the loveliness that the vain one must see. But when Snow White’s reflection appears in the glass, she
whirls around, seeing the princess standing behind her. Stifling her disgust,
the queen embraces the young woman, thrilled at seeing her, thanking all that
is good for her safe return. Snow White bows at the queen’s feet, taking the opportunity to show
affection. She flickers her tongue at her stepmother’s ankles, tickling her calves, working
her way, slowly, seductively, up her luscious legs. The queen strikes Snow
White’s face,
slamming her to the hard floor, but she doesn’t wince, instead she offers a teasing
smile. The bitch bites on her stepdaughter’s flirtations, pouncing upon her young
body with her own. In a heated, passionate rush they kiss, tasting similar evil
spirits—biting,
clawing, intertwining with wild heat. In Snow White’s hand hides the vial. Bringing the queen
to the very brink of a full-tilt explosion, she throws her head back, and the
toxic drink is poured in the stepmother's sexy mouth. It permeates her feminine
prowess with hellish intensity. The wicked stepmother shakes violently in Snow
White’s arms. Angst
eases with every last breath of the bad witch’s reign. Snow White watches her wretched
enemy shrivel into dust. She brushes tendrils of her victim from her dress. For
a moment, the possessed princess breaths in the stench of toxic brews and
female sex, basking in the afterglow. She is the undead, but the crown awaits a
new and righteous head to be placed on. 


The next morning at daybreak, Snow White
bows before her father and people, accepting the crown that she was destined to
wear. Sitting atop her throne she exudes power unlike any other before her,
ready to be worshiped for all eternity. For she, and only she, lived after
death, stole the hearts of men, the soul of the former queen, and now the
undying love of her sovereignty. There sits Snow White—her time has come.


 







ELLE – THE MADAM AND THE
MAIDEN


STORY 5


 


 


The early beams of sunlight gently dance
on the outline of a delicate female frame, sleeping under a thin sheet and worn
blanket. Elle, a beautiful, wispy young woman, shivers in the chilly air
filling her bedroom—otherwise
known as the prison she's been sentenced to by her evil stepmother, Madam
Luton. Baby birds land on the broken windowsill and chirp a happy tune, but all
Elle can hear is the sound of the bell that commands her every waking move.
Only in her dreams is she allowed to remember the girl she was before her
mother died—when
she was surrounded by love and her life filled with promise. She quickly
dresses her cold, nude body into the dirty dress she's worn every day for the
past two months—the
handcrafted attire that once belonged to her dead mother, now stained and torn
at the seams. 


A crust of bread and a half glass of
lukewarm tea is what Elle is granted for breakfast, before starting a task list
of chores beyond reason. Madam Luton, the owner of a lackluster ring of
prostitution, has brought the grand estate they live in to near ruin. The only
reason Elle is allowed to still live in her own home is because she's been
reduced to a servant—a
cheap maid for the greedy whores to use and abuse. To Elle, staying in the home
is an ominous reminder of the happiness that died with her parents. It's now
nothing more than a shell of decay and debauchery—a seedy whorehouse staffed with a few
wayward women and the two middle-aged, homely daughters of the Madam. They run
the “family
business” from
the left wing—a
section of the house once reserved for dinners with Dukes and Duchesses and
respected artists commissioned by the King himself. Elle's father was an Earl,
and a well-known designer of custom made coats for royalty. A popular man
amongst many crowds, he fell in love with a ballerina, who became his wife and
the mother of his beautiful, only daughter. Elle was lovingly given an ample
supply of whatever she wanted, but she didn't want extravagance. Beyond her
prized horse, and a stable of other pets, Elle was content. 


She instinctively followed in her
mother's dainty footsteps as a prima ballerina and was hand selected to train
with a legendary master of dance—the same man who lead her mother to great
heights.  She even had the eye of the top male dancer in her troupe, and was
asked to be his exclusive partner. The two traveled to towns and cities,
performing for large audiences, far and wide. If she had known that her mother
would suddenly and mysteriously fall ill, she never would have gone. As fate
would have it, Elle received the news of her mother's death, and quickly left
her troupe to be at her father's side. Nothing else mattered more than being
with her father, as he was all she had left in the world. The loss too heavy to
bear, her dance partner offered his shoulder to cry on. He'd hold Elle in his
arms, then whisk her across the marble floors, kissing her neck while they
moved in graceful circles. His belief that their dancing would ease the sharp
edge of her pain, filled Elle with hope. Neck kissing turned to mouth kissing,
as his hands held firm to the smallness of her waist. He untied the bow that
hid her breasts, and slowly revealed her taut cleavage. Elle's hips glided with
his, pressed against his growing firmness. How she wanted to take him, to
spread her nimble legs and feel him slip inside her never experienced private
spots. The memory of his touch on her unexplored skin has become the fantasy
Elle drowns herself in, day after day. No longer does she dance, too burdened
by her tasks as the servant to an undeserving old lady and her two horribly
unattractive daughters—scrubbing
the careless wine stains from faded velvet couches and mending fine satin
sheets ripped apart during the lewd acts of the Madam. Today, and every day
since the Madam took control, a trail of strangers visit her home in seek of
desperate pleasures. Elle keeps her head down, quietly staying out of the
Madam's way. 


As the rumor goes, the Madam had provided
services to Elle's lonely father a few months after losing his wife, and was
pleasantly pleased to find out he was a man of wealth. The business of selling
sex wasn't as lucrative as she had assumed, mostly due to lack of desirable
choices she offered the paying clientele. When the widowed Earl declined her
invitation, not turned on at all by her ladies in waiting, the Madam offered
herself at a discount. Even at fifty years of age, she wore her corsets proudly
and tight, elevating her breasts to impossible heights, and cutting holes in
her stockings so her dewy crotch could be fingered, if he wished to touch it.
And he did, deeply, with four of his fingers—something his sweet flower of a wife
would never do. Drinking from the purity of an angel had lost its virtue,
preferring the rawness of stuffing his pulsing stiffness into the Madam's wet
hole. The modest, controlled thrusts he gave to his wife were replaced by hard
groin smacking with the Madam, who drank his juice and bathed in his sweat. She
proved to him that overpowering lust is the greatest soother of a devastated
heart. He paid her in generous tips and came back for more. 


One early morning, after the Earl was
given a night of doing what no man should—putting every inch into the Madam's
tightest rear opening, repeatedly and without remorse—he observed the meager cottage she
conducted business in with clear eyes. The sound of torrid acts wafted from one
room to another, while soiled items piled up and littered the space. Although
the smallness lent to a sense of privacy to be as lewd as one wants, the
business should be held in better surroundings. Not in a strong state of mind
since losing his wife, his judgment to move the business to his own estate was
completely out of character. He decided the ladies of the night could each have
their own rooms, away from the main house, with clean sheets and beds big
enough for orgies to take place on a whim. The Madam agreed, but included a few
terms of her own. She wouldn't want to be giving him her services for free in
exchange for the room and board. What she had in mind was some form of
contract. A marriage license was her first choice, to secure the deal with more
than the memory of being ridden from behind. The Earl would make her the only
woman he would enjoy, and together they would bring her business to a new level
of success. Feeling as if marriage was the only proper way to justify his
behavior, the Earl agreed.


A week before their wedding, the Madam
was introduced to Elle for the first time. As though from the heavens, the
young dancer appeared. The Earl had a beautiful home, indeed, but his daughter
was unlike any beauty she'd seen before. Without a shadow of doubt, the Madam
knew this girl needed to be under her sultry wing, to be taught about her womanhood,
and prepared for her presentation. She'd rather plan the celebration of
quivering innocence, auctioned off to the highest bidder in attendance of her
coming out party, than her own wedding. But that plan was dead on arrival, as
the Earl kept Elle in her own wing, cared for by an elder nurse, and protected
from her father's questionable activities. Elle was told not to venture to the
Madam's side of the dwelling, and to have little interaction with any of her
women. The Madam reminded her soon-to-be-husband that she was already a mother
and would love Elle just the same as her own, yet it didn't change his mind.
Not at all happy with the Earl for keeping Elle from her, the Madam told him he
would need to keep his distance during work hours, too. He respected her
wishes, except for once or twice, and discovered that checking in on his
soon-to-be-wife meant finding her with another man's erection in her mouth. 


Worried about Elle still so traumatized
over losing her mother, he didn't want to force a new one on her just yet. He
encouraged his daughter to rejoin her dance troupe, now that he has found a new
mate and won't be left alone. The Madam saw this as a pathetic excuse, a
fearful tactic to keep his privileged child from the new family business. Ula and
Mina, the Madam's daughters, would observe the pretty Elle trotting on her
horse from the windows they gazed out of while taking the brunt of beastly
thrusts. The ever increasing line of men in need of their gaping holes meant
they spent most of their days bent over furniture, with no time for anything
else. Why was she allowed to be so innocent, like a precious gem not to be
touched? The Earl hardly ever looked at the sisters, lowering his gaze when
they strutted in front of him in sheer robes, swallowing down the remains of
the jiz shot into their mouths. They'd ignore his lack of interest, preferring
to snicker at the sight of Elle. One turned trick after another, Ula and Mina
warped the left side of Elle's countryside manor into a raucous cave of sexual
insanity.


It was a rainy, dreary morning when Earl
and Madam wed. The garden ceremony moved inside as mud smothered the flower
petal path that was to bring man and wife together as one. No one but house
servants attended, as the Earl had been shunned by his friends for marrying far
beneath him. Elle sung for them a song of love and devotion, but broke down in
tears half way through and didn't finish, haunted by her mother's face. Greatly
insulted, the Madam regained her pride by making Elle curtsey to her before
kissing her feet. A simple kiss on the cheek wouldn't do. She had to pay for
being such a disrespectful girl. Elle quickly disappeared back to her wing, and
hoped the dark clouds were nothing more than bad weather and not a sign of an
unfavorable union. The newlyweds pounded their flesh for days on end, not
coming up for air until an urgent message was sent from Ula. An announcement
had been made in the Kingdom that the Prince had returned from his year-long
travels. An extravagant party would be thrown in his honor. Every eligible
Maiden was invited to attend. Even the cum-covered tarts who lie around naked,
degraded by relentless erections from far and wide, could go. No one had heard
news of the gorgeously handsome Prince dating. Considering the strictness of
the King's orders that the Prince must marry a girl of royal blood—and just a few young ladies of any worth
remained unmarried—his
choices were limited. Elle was eligible, but her father wasn't ready to let his
young daughter attend castle parties as a guest unescorted, and his own shame
for choosing sex over mourning stopped him from approving Ula and Mina going
either. The Madam pleaded with her stubborn husband to at least allow her
daughters permission. They've been working very hard and deserved to dress up
and perhaps persuade the Prince to come and explore what a young, endowed man
should, for a price. In fact, the Prince might become their most frequent and
highest paying customer, if only the Earl would agree to let Elle be an offering.
The Earl refused to entertain any suggestion of his daughter being brought
public in an outright way, to the Prince and his family. Of all the people in
the Kingdom, the royal family must not know that the man who makes their finery
is a supplier of wrongful, unmarried acts of sin. More importantly, Elle is not
for sale. In a fit of rage, the Madam screamed at her domineering man,
infuriated by his insistence, and disgusted by his absolute control. No man,
not even her husband, would enforce his will over hers, and to prove that she
alone decided what was best for herself and her offspring, she retreated to her
seedy wing with a devious plan in mind. Her body would be offered to anyone who
wanted her. She wouldn't hold herself back from the deprived and good men who
wept at her bosom. Any man who had the means could be smothered by the slippery
cream between her thighs. 


Ula and Mina were given the night off to
dream of their fanciest dresses, because it was time for mother to indulge in
an orgasmic feast. She waited in her tightest corset and black seamed
stockings, toying with her nipples. Her wet tongue long enough to lick her own
breasts, she sucked on her pouting tits as four men entered the mother slut's
room. She ordered them to strip down and take her at once—fill her holes with wild abandon. Moaning
with a pleasure she hadn't experienced since before she swore herself to the
quick-cumming Earl, her quivering body exploded with primal pleasure. The Earl,
feeling terrible over fighting with his new bride, entered the unlocked
chambers, ready to make amends. Shock seized him, at first not seeing his wife
behind the blockade of male flesh. Then, lying there in a downpour of thick
ejaculations, lapping at every spent tool, was the Madam. Her cold eyes met his—the good wife turned ruthless whore—and blatantly asked the men to fill her
pussy again. With a yell loud enough to wake the dead, the Earl was struck with
severe pain, as his chest tightened, unable to breathe. The site of wedded
bliss destroyed by shameless adultery, and a Madam whose needs were too extreme
to stay quieted away by a man in fear of his reputation, proved lethal. He
crumbled to the floor, clutching his heart, and gasped for air. In silence, she
watched him wither, and crawled off the bed to hover her face over his. She
kissed his mouth after he choked his last breath, and then sat back. The limp
men were sent away, and the Madam—alone with her dead husband—experienced a whirlwind of emotions.
Sadness, hysteria, loss and freedom, twisted into panic, pain and then release.
The keys to the estate were in her possession and as a new widow, she and her
daughters would finally live out from under the shadows, starting immediately. 


Bathed by her nurse, Elle enjoyed the
maternal touch of a soft brush cleansing her skin.  Anxiously, she counted the
minutes and days until her troupe's arrival. She'd packed her many costumes,
tu-tus and ballet slippers into a traveling case. It was only a matter of time
before she'd be reunited with her young love, and dance endlessly. A knock at
the door startled her from a lucid daydream. Hearing the nurse shriek, Elle's
stomach filled with dread, learning of the Earl's demise. The room grew dark
and the walls spun around her. This isn't true, he can't be gone, too, not when
she needed him so. The tearful eyes of the nurse spoke volumes. Elle felt her
own life drain from her being, and fainted, almost drowning in the tub. The
nurse fished Elle's frailness out of the water, and wrapped her nakedness with
towels. A hand touched the nurse's back, and made her jump. The Madam smiled at
her, and explained the imminent changes. The nurse would be amongst the first
household staff let go.  After all, a widow burdened with expenses must cut
back, and a capable woman like Elle was too old to be fussed over by a hired
mother. Without giving a second to speak, the Madam took the nurse out of the
room by her arm, and informed her to be out of the house before the day was
done. And the same went for the cook, the maids, and the groundskeeper. Evicted
with small tokens of pocket money, the staff left to the sound of crooked
laughter crackling out of Ula and Mina at the front gates. The once happy
servants faded into the night. Estate emptied of the past, the Madam was set
loose to do whatever she wanted. She ransacked rooms and closets never looked
in, filled with treasures untold, all for the taking. Mother and her shallow
daughters snooped through Elle's room first, and invaded her belongings,
dumping out the neatly packed case. There would be no travels, no dancing, and
no chance of ever escaping. If Elle refused to abide by the evil stepmother's
terms, then she could leave without a cent. Elle decided to stay, not knowing
what else to do, and the three nasty bitches led her up several flights of
stairs, to a dark room covered in cobwebs and dust. On a shabby, broken bed,
they left her, and then locked the door behind them.


Several grueling, and painful weeks crept
by before the tasks were given. Having no choice but to succumb, Elle spends
her days on the cold, marble floors, scrubbing on bruised knees, lost in her
fantasies of a happiness stolen. In the distance, the cackles of the Madam and
her awful daughters make her ill. The invitation to the Prince's ball arrived
two weeks ago, amidst a flurry of absurd excitement from Ula and Mina, as if
the hideous ones have a chance in hell at gaining the Prince's affections. Elle
hides her hate for them, keeping to her tasks and chores, while plotting an
impossible escape. The Madam has forbidden Elle from attending the ball. It was
her father's wish she not go unescorted. Ula and Mina are plenty old enough to
waltz in, adorning custom made gowns, sewn from Elle's expensive dresses. As
usual, the sisters fight over beads and pearls, clawing at each other.
Gratefully, the singing birds distract Elle from the madness, reminding her to
go inwards, back to the memories of being guided by her dance partner, twirled
by his strong hands, gracefully lifted up by her hips, and touched intimately
in the trusted flow of a choreographed love story. She imagines the Prince's
touch, too, his manly intensity, watching her dance for him. Would he join her,
and move like her gifted partner with expert ease? Maybe he'd be a frozen
soldier, lacking the skill or natural ability? What would she do if he kissed
her with passion? Or what if nothing happened, only a nod from his throne
without care or want? But how will she ever know, now that she is under the
thumb of a heavy handed mistress?  Perhaps only at night, when it's safe to
imagine the kiss of the Prince on her precious, private areas. Her hands cup
her breasts at the thought, too afraid to explore any other part of her body—wanting to save herself for love's first
touch, if ever she can break free of her captors.


The Prince stalks his castle without much
care, a young man of twenty one and still living without knowing the glory of a
woman's touch. He's had nurses and nannies, but their hands don't count. His
father speaks of war and domination, peace keeping and financial power, and the
Prince has no interest. His desire to pierce female flesh with his obscene
erections has him gripped with overloaded balls. All this talk of a party, some
grand plan to introduce him to every available maiden in the Kingdom, is
nothing but a boring plan to fulfill his father's need to marry his son off.
Marriage seems like death to him. The last thing he wants is to be monogamous.
He'd rather be out in the world humping hard on every pound of pussy he can
get. That word, pussy, does not exist. Princes must think only of military
action and being presentable at his father's side. His mother refuses to
believe her boy is now a man, and babies him. The Queen has pretty things of
her own to keep her busy. She has an entire court of young ladies that live for
satisfying every, and any, whim she may have. They bathe, dress, feed, and
massage her with exotic oils. Her maidens are well behaved and don't stray from
the Queen's side. The Prince's attempts at flirting with them fell flat, rendering
him out in the cold, his groin of no interest. His friends have all had their
members played with and used by royal women, mothers and daughters alike. His
men live a rather rowdy life, feasting on pleasures freely, as if sex were
simply a game and easy to win. Being a Prince has a stigma and for ladies in
the Kingdom, dating a Prince means chastity and reserved behavior. No kissing,
touching, or looking—be
polite and respectful and have no needs whatsoever of your own. The King wants
grandchildren, and many. The only reason the Prince likes this idea is because
he will have a great excuse to do wild thrusting all day. 


For the remote chance that at least one
of the attendees of the ball will let him feel her pussy, he agrees to go along
with it. He's heard his men say that the King had affairs with the Queen's
sisters when they were courting and well into their marriage. All five of his
aunts have been pounded by his father. They don't seem to mind that he doesn't
love them, and they're not worried about the Queen knowing that they spread
wide for her husband. It's very strange that these marvelously vile acts go on
around him constantly, and yet the Prince can't partake. When he finally does
it will be epic, deep, full and intense. His first maiden needs to be ready to
not take him in lightly. She needs to be willing to receive his full impact,
several times, and not excuse herself until he is done. That's what he thinks,
anyway, but his naughtiest intentions dull when he faces the truth: he will have
to dance with eligible ones, in front of everyone, with no erection, therefore,
no desire. What could be worse but death? Perhaps he should walk out into the
woods, lay down and die? But first, he will have sex. Somewhere out there in
his Kingdom he will satisfy his ego and release his dripping dick. Let his
father plan the party, as the Prince has more important things to do. He makes
it his mission to find a tight little pussy, and sets out to conquer it. 


Since the invasion of the whorish ones,
and the unpublicized funeral of Elle's father, the noise level has been nerve
wrecking. Chattering lunatics looting her closets and drawers, destroying the
gorgeous clothes Elle's mother had custom made for her. They want, they want,
they take and take, screaming the entire time that nothing fits right or is
easy to screw in. Everything must be altered to fit their mammoth rumps and
smallish breasts. Today is different, though, there is quiet as Elle washes and
hangs the mountains of laundry. The Madam and her daughters have been called
back to work, finding that pirating the goods of another doesn't make them
money and the house has quickly fallen into disarray. Without servants and only
one girl to do all the cleaning, and cooking for women with ravenous appetites,
the stately home is in decline. Money is running out for food, and the garden
hasn't been tended to. While they were shoving their bodies into inappropriate
wardrobes, their clientele trickled off, tired of waiting for the whores to
open up for business. In a state of desperation, the Madam journeys out,
inviting the few men she sees for playtime. No one immediately accepts her
offer, stating empty pockets or wives too close to sneak off on. Ula and Mina
satisfy themselves, needing to restore vitality to their underused snatches,
fantasizing about a potential gang bang at the ball, including the Prince and
his men. The ultimate prize would be taking the King in a lascivious threesome,
then having his wife for dessert. Spurts of ugly sister cum drizzle on their
bushy lips, fingering their own twats while Elle sneaks through her home,
abandoning her chores. She collects ripped fabrics, broken jewelry and
stretched out shoes—taking
back what she can and secreting it to her hovel. Hiding the materials in a broom
closet, she peers out the small window, seeing a young man on horseback, a man
too handsome and well-bred to be heading towards her house. Men of lesser
stature were common, but this man is different. The birds chirp anxiously. Elle
heads back for the main room, afraid of being caught. The Madam threatened to
spank her senseless if she disobeys. It's not the pain or humiliation of
punishment that scares Elle, but the horrifying thought of being touched by the
witch herself.


The panting Prince covers a wet spot on
his crotch as he trots past the gates of the estate. One of his men had visited
this tawdry establishment on a few occasions and spoke highly of it. The Prince
did not dare mention any interest whatsoever in going, he couldn't, because
scandals are born from weakness in his Kingdom, and the leaders must be strong
and flawless. He heard that a man could request anything he wants, as these
women are perverted, and encourage outlandish behavior. This is exactly what
the Prince is seeking and suddenly face to face with. He expects the women to
drop to their knees at the site of him entering. They will remove his
undergarments, and stick out their tongues, wrapping hungry mouths around his
manhood. He'll thrust it down their throats, sliding in and out, excitedly
watching them gag on his rod. Red fingernails will tease and tickle, then tug
on his cock, begging him to pour every drop onto their cleavage. Tying his
horse, he readies himself for this scenario to unfold. Opening the door, he is
confronted with a shocking view. Ula, with her dress hiked up, legs spread in
the air over the shoulders of a profusely sweating man, pumping and dumping
into her swollen holes. No mouthy maiden waiting for his arrival, but a used,
guzzling tramp, trying to speak to him between thrusts. The Prince goes limp
not liking the harsh explicitness. Ula yells for him to wait. Her sister, being
banged ruthlessly up against the wall, will be happy to serve him shortly, or
whenever her hot blooded client finishes. He can have them both if he wants, as
well as their mother, when she returns. Drinking a handsome man's jiz is a rare
opportunity and none of the three nymphomaniacs want to miss out. The Prince
dissolves into a flood of excuses, backing up for the exit.  Before he can run,
he is halted by gripping hands on his groin. Over his clothes, he still clearly
feels the Madam's fingertips trace along his length, turned on by his many
inches, getting longer by the second.  The Prince holds still, letting her pet
him, tension easing, entranced by the unknown woman's hands stimulating his
attention. She zones in on the perfect spot, the trigger on the shaft.
Confident that she can make this bad boy spew, her stroking intensifies,
causing the Prince to moan. His moans are overpowered by the volcanic wails of
the clients screwing their dicks into oblivion. Snapping back to the unsavory
situation, the Prince sees the Madam's aged face heading down to take his
goods. He pulls away, no longer interested in getting off, at least not here, and
not with them. He barrels through the door he entered with, wanting to be free
from this den of spent men. With a gust of tainted pride he and his horse flee
the premises. From the large window of the main room, Elle watches him go,
relieved his stay was brief, hoping he still has his decency. The Madam chases
after him, calling out for his return, but with no results. He waves her off,
shuddering with fear over being found out. His big, dirty idea foiled by the
stupidity of youth.


The day of the ball has come. For Elle,
it's a day of ultimate defeat, but for the Madam and her daughters, this is the
day they've been waiting for. A day to win over the Prince or threaten him with
blackmail. Ula and Mina taunt Elle as she kneels at their feet. She's been hemming
their gowns for hours, fingertips pricked and covered in blood. The sisters are
outraged that she would taint their finery and bleed out on satin and lace so
thoughtlessly. They kick and laugh at her, shooing her away like a bad dog.
Elle shrieks, crawling from them, but she is pulled up by the hair, and brought
to the outraged face of the Madam. The job must be finished. Only upon
completion, and not until the three mindless whores have been carried off by
Elle's prized horses, is she excused. Back to work she goes, hands aching as if
cut by knives, sewing the last few stitches before dropping in exhaustion. In a
blur of cackles and clicking heels, Elle sees them fade from view, and waits
for the sound of the door closing behind them. She manages to get to her knees,
seeing the sea of fabric scraps and musters up her last bit of will. Equipped
with needle and blood stained thread, she randomly pierces, sewing the material
together. Pouring every ounce of her suffering soul into this pathetic excuse
for a dress, proves cathartic. Every stitch is a symbol of empowerment, sewing
together the shredded pieces of her existence, making sense of the avalanche of
chaos she's been buried by. Absorbed by her intensity, she's caught in the
magic she so desperately craves to feel. Intentions set with a razor's focus on
being presented to the Prince, swatches are seamed haphazardly. Their abuse
can't suppress the beauty within her. Her goodness will shine through the
amateur design! A gust of wind blows through an open window, taking with it the
scraps, and the depleted Elle gives up. The ambitious project thrown out the
window, discarded as worthless junk. She weeps uncontrollably, wrapping her
wounded hands in the last of her finery. 


Alone in her home, Elle moves as a thief,
fearful of being detected. Carefully she opens the doors of her mother's
private quarter—a
dance studio where she practiced, and on special occasions, danced for her
husband. Surprisingly, the room has been untouched by the interlopers, alive
with a lingering scent of resin dusted wood floors. Her mother's dainty
footprints trace the circles of her twirls, reminding Elle of who she is, of
what more than anything she loves. How this room went undiscovered is a true
miracle. A painted box calls to her from the corner. Inside, are her mother's
ballet costumes—the
ones she wore as a star ballerina—and her last pair of toe shoes. Elle
cradles her findings, spilling tears, until a loud clap rings in her ear. There
stands Dante, the ghostly image of the intimidating master dancer her mother
trained with. He commands Elle to strip out of her rags, right there in front
of him. Cowering with modesty, he demands of her again, like he did with her
mother.  One shoulder removed, then the other, too scared to take off her
clothes any further, Dante clenches fistfuls of the lowly attire and rips it
straight off, revealing her nudity. How is he to get her to the ball like this?
Her entire troupe is waiting for her arrival, unable to carry on the show
unless she is there for her solo. Tonight the Prince must be entertained, and
Elle will be there to dance for him, the routine she dances more perfectly than
any dancer before her. Dante caresses her shivering skin without need for an
invitation. Like an artist, she is his canvas for him to create. His hands
sweep down her chest, over her taut nipples and softly breathing belly. Into
the crevice of her pelvis and right between her thighs, he feels her muscular
legs, lifting one. Bringing her toes to his mouth, with a wet tongue, he sucks.
Elle flows with the sensual vibrations of feeling his tongue and then the silk
of her stockings rolling up shapely leg. Dante's hands grip her hips, guiding
the stockings to rest upon her precious little cunt before pulling up her
leotard and frilly tutu. Dressing the descendent of the woman he so admired,
the girl he brought to great heights of success, subdues his cunning stance,
running his fingers through her golden hair. He could have her this very
second, allowing the thick head of his cock to penetrate her innocence, but
serving the good is why his karma has brought him here. She can see right
through him, this apparition of lustful servitude, and lets him sit her down in
her mother's gold leaf chair. The spell-bound toe shoes fit properly on her
feet. Dante expertly binds her ankles with satin ribbon, ending in a tiny knot
tucked in as to not interrupt the graceful lines of her primed limbs. Like feet
possessed, she takes to the floor, on her toes. Performing seductive moves, she
dances for Dante, blushing at his bulging groin. The princess costume cups her
every curve, beckoning to be soiled by an over eager mate. He gives her a pink
robe and explains the details of the magical plan, and the catch that is
embedded. Too elated to fully comprehend the strictness of the rules, she
gleefully agrees, and sets off in the royal carriage awaiting her acceptance.


The Prince politely bows to the dozen
eligible maidens presented to him. The King hits his son on the back,
disapproving of his apathy. The orchestra plays waltzes, just the music to take
a young lady for a test spin, and he should do so now, or else. Unable to deny
his father, he looks over his selections, recognizing to his utter disgust Ula
and Mina with the Madam, grinning crooked smiles. Shunned, the sister's jaws
hang open, without a clue as to why the Prince would turn down their easy
access stockings for a laced up prude. They watch as he and his first saintly
choice face each other at a respectable distance, and move stiffly across the
ballroom. Tediously, the music wears on, and Ula and Mina have managed to sneak
off with two horny butlers. Straddling their pointed and loaded guns with
ruthless screwing, the butlers will repay the lascivious favor by taking them
behind private chambers, and arrange a sexy party for just the sisters and the
Prince sometime before Midnight. 


The pace of the music suddenly changes
and the lights romantically dim. The crowd sits silently as the famed dance
troupe takes the stage, and there in the middle is the star of the show, a
young seductress bestowing angelic moves and breathtaking beauty. In dramatic
makeup and costume, Elle weaves a tale of love with her body. She is strong yet
endowed with tremendous grace, and holds the audience mesmerized, especially
the Prince. Convinced she is the most beautiful creature he's ever seen, he
drifts in an erotic fantasy of her dancing naked, out in the woods, glistening
from the misty air. She enjoys the site of him undressing as well, freeing his
swollen member to be tickled by wisps of her cascading hair. But the fantasy
warps as the Prince is hit on his side by his father, sitting next to him,
stopping his son from touching his dick publicly, for the entire Kingdom to
witness. Highly embarrassed at his nearly lewd maneuvers, the Prince excuses
himself to wait for the dancer backstage. Hiding in the shadows are the crazed
lunatics, Ula, Mina and the Madam. They attack the love-struck Prince, throwing
him to the ground, tearing buttons and clasps from his clothes, demanding he
give up his coveted cock to their undeserving twats, or pay them for the
services he wrongly abandoned.  Wanting his virtue, his spoiled, pristine
manhood, they'll take it to their insatiable content, or he can unload his
monetary treasures instead, paying for his voyeurism. Imagine what a juicy
slice of gossip that would be, flying through the Kingdom, horrifying the
eligible ladies he's required to mate with!  His pants off, the sisters pin him
down with their bodies, ready to take his virile virginity, but the nasty
ladies are pulled from the bucking, yelling Prince, loyal Guards having swooped
in to save their leader.  The seething sluts scream of being wronged, demanding
to be set free. The Prince has no sympathy, ordering them under arrest and
locked in the tower until further notice. The Madam sneaks away, having not
been seen from her point of observation, disappearing beneath the radar of the
rulers.


The Prince straightens himself out and
rejoins the party. To his disappointment, he discovers the dancers finished the
show. It was marvelous entertainment with a provocative finale, his mother
informs him. What a shame for the Prince that he missed it. The Prince isn't
pleased at all, and asks his father to arrange a private show in his chambers.
The King brushes off his son's request, explaining there is an entire ballroom
of guests who came here just for the Prince. How could he think of retreating
to his chambers to be danced for again? Has he lost his mind? Besides, they've
already left, rendering an encore impossible. The Prince flies into a panic,
demanding they not be allowed to leave the property. They must be stopped and
brought back until the Prince excuses them. At least the star must be told he
would be honored to dance with her. The castle is searched and the troupe is
caught just as their carriage was leaving the gates. As much as Elle has longed
for meeting the Prince, this is not the time, as the deal she made with the
Master was critical. She could dance unscathed, and give the performance she
was born to do. She could even dance with the Prince, but if he kissed her on
the lips, if he dare touch her in areas best reserved for a husband, the spell
would be broken, and he would learn the truth about Elle. A girl living in a brothel
is no match for a man of royal blood. She must somehow break from the troupe,
escape down a passageway or find a hiding place, knowing deep down that the
chances of the Prince losing his modesty with her would mount the minute their
bodies moved together.  The troupe is lead down a corridor, and there she makes
a run for it, dashing behind a curtain, having no idea where she's going. In a
flash she is free, trying to find her way back outside, closing in on the exit.
Then, Elle is caught by a protective guard, curious as to why Elle would be
fleeing instead of honoring the Prince. He drags the reluctant and politely
defensive girl back to the main room, putting her directly in front of the man
himself, the other star of the ball. The Prince's chiseled perfection
gorgeously compliments her astounding beauty and before Elle can utter another
excuse, he takes her hand and leads her onto the floor. The entire room is
silenced, captivated by the sight of these two quivering virgins assuming a
proper position. As the music starts, the Prince pulls her close, making her
gasp. Their eyes lock as he calls upon his inner strength, his utmost bravery
to dance with this heavenly woman as if his life depends on it. Twirls, sways,
dips and a few shining moments of complex footwork, the Prince proves
impressive, falling in love, hopelessly, with Elle's exquisite face. The music
beckons him to draw her even closer—so close she can feel his heart beating
through his chest and his swelling groin brushing against her. She was created
just for him, he thinks, moving as two but feeling as one. Their eyes speak
untold desires, heat building between them inside and out.  And then, the music
comes to an end. The splendid moment fades as applause overwhelms the
love-struck couple. Right there, for everyone to witness, the Prince holds her
face in his hands, and kisses her soft, pink lips, deeply, for what seems like
an eternity to Elle. Mouths release and Elle pulls back, flushed with
attraction, before fear sets in. Her lovely tutu begins to shrivel, as the
spell turns into a curse. The Prince can't believe what is happening, her
stockings rip and fade, the entire outfit changing. Backing up, she again runs
like the wind, shoving past the crowds of disturbed onlookers. The very confused
Prince chases after her, calling out for his men to capture her, needing
explanation, not willing to let her go. Swiftly she eludes them all, slipping
out of the castle, past the guards, unrecognizable from the ballerina who owned
their fascinations. Jolting down the flight of front steps, her ballet slipper
falls from her foot, still in perfect spell form. She jumps into the troupe's
carriage and cries for the driver to take her home, claiming a sudden
emergency. Elle miraculously leaves without being caught, only partially
scathed by the spell, dreaming the entire way back to the estate of the
Prince's warm, masculine mouth on hers, not suspecting for one moment that he
would find her slipper and come after her in a full-fledged, hot pursuit. 


The Madam scours the estate, furious over
her daughters being arrested. She scrounges up whatever money she can dig out
from under overused mattresses, planning to post their bail. She hides at the
sound of a carriage arriving, afraid it's the Royal Police coming to get her,
too. To her relief, it is only Elle, dressed in ragged clothes, stepping out
quietly, discreetly entering her rundown home. Elle? What was she doing out at
night?  What was she doing riding a carriage in unpleasant dress, and just
where did she go?  Different scenarios unfold in her brain, shadowing Elle,
seeing her shoeless foot and the other satin slipper still tied on. Making a
surprise attack, she pulls Elle by the hair, twisting her hands around the
girl's neck, capturing her in a choke hold. Where was she and where did she
acquire such clothes? Was she out slumming, trying to make a business of her
own, boasting dingy rags and smudged face? Wailing on Elle's dainty rear, she
doesn't pay attention to the clamor of hoofs kicking up dirt on a mad race up
to the estate. The Prince had followed closely behind Elle's carriage, but
almost turned in the opposite direction seeing the sleaze ridden establishment.
For better or worse he continues to the door, disturbed by the faint echoes of
a woman crying out. 


The Prince snoops to the windows,
avoiding the moonlight, peering in to see the Madam beating on a defenseless
young thing. The righteous Prince jumps to action, barging in, yanking the
Madam off of Elle. Without recognizing the fair maiden, he shoves the Madam
into a corner, his strength overpowering her madness. Elle crawls away, not
wanting to be discovered by the man she wants more than life itself.  Out of
sight, she runs, straight for her mother's studio, and locks herself in.  The
Madam scolds the Prince, riffling off transparent excuses, but the Prince shows
no mercy. This business of hers is to be shut down, never to be reopened, and
the Madam sentenced to the Tower until further word. The Madam kicks his legs,
clawing at his face, but within seconds his backup has arrived, Royal Guards
storm the home, tying up the worthless hag, and gagging her filth sputtering
mouth. The Prince turns to see who the victim of her flailing fists was, but
not even a whisper of another is heard or seen. Inside the dance studio, Elle
washes her shameful self, stripping out of a costume that served its purpose,
standing nude. She cradles the remaining slipper, drifting with memories still
fresh and tangible. Covering her chilled body with a silken robe from her
mother's closet, she waivers, scared to make a sound, but wanting desperately
to be saved.  


The Prince orders his men to search the
place for anyone else. A stream of excited birds chirp in a frenzy, flying
towards the studio. The Men follow the wild fluttering, right to the locked
door that Elle stands behind. The Prince orders the men to break it open, and
with swift bodily maneuvers, the door swings, revealing Elle. Moonbeams
silhouette her nudity, illuminating her body through the delicate robe. For a
breathless moment, the Prince and Elle lock eyes, but she jolts, too afraid of
his unknown intentions. The Prince yells out for her to stop, to identify
herself as a captive or a voluntary member of the elicit operation. The Men
barricade Elle from leaving. Her tearful eyes plead, forced to face the Prince,
admitting the home is hers, grateful to be saved from the Madam. She shows him
her slipper, and slides her foot in. The Prince dismisses his men, needing to
be alone with the young woman. 


In the stillness of a turbulent night,
the Prince examines Elle, timid in his touch, opening her robe with the
curiosity of a naïve
lover, clumsily romantic, and lost in lustful passion. Elle is speechless,
moaning softly with each touch, not feigning from his sudden imposition. He
takes the shimmering slipper from her hands, and in an instant knows this woman
is the one, the dancer from the ball. Lifting her body, she willingly wraps her
legs around his hips. Droplets of her juice are felt as his hands cup her bare bottom.
His middle finger traces the creases around her private lips, having never been
spread apart by a rod, and in need of being filled by his. Taking her down to
the floor, he lays out his warm coat for her body to be protected, while his
chest moves over hers. In a flash, the Prince's pants pull off his bulging,
needy cock, placing the pulsating head right at her tiny opening. Elle lightly
pants, frightened at what is happening, desire spun beyond their control. His
handsome face kisses her chest, her trembling belly, before reaching her sweet
offering—the
dainty little mound that his tongue is now on, tasting the forbidden areas of a
woman for the first time—a woman whose name he doesn't even know. Elle's back arches
with the lunging of his tongue just inside her, stunned by the pleasure his
warm mouth gives. Licking, sucking, sipping, tongue worshiping her innocent
snatch, she feels her heart race as her thighs shake. Pleasure waves building
with an unstoppable heat, the unearthly feeling overtake her body, releasing at
a joyful peak. Then, the rush of intensity as his manhood plunges inside her
mellowing contractions, inch by steady inch. The Prince is fully inserted,
reserving his last inches for when she finally exhales, relaxing just enough
for him to fit them in. The unmarried duo devours this act of untamed
lovemaking. Elle willingly opens her legs for him, as only a nimble dancer
could, riding the line between the ache of his thickness and the wanting of
more. He has no need to hold anything back, his erection thicker with each
forward motion, secreting his own potent fluids steadily. Having gone as deep
as his cock will go, the extreme tightness that squeezes him, sets forth a
massive eruption from his loins. Entire body stiffly putting forth tremendous
surges of ecstasy, he explodes his youth into his accepting angel, howling loud
enough for the entire Kingdom to hear. The lovers bask in their impermissible
act, neither able to utter a word, as he holds his heroic stature over her
bosom.  Finally, and with love, they kiss. 


Daybreak rises over the castle as the
King takes his throne. The bugles blare out into the morning sky, alerting all
as to the arrival of the Prince. He brings with him a deserving beauty, radiant
as the sun and the stars, dressed in a vintage gown worn by her mother on her
day of wedded bliss. The Prince leads Elle down the aisle towards his father,
where they both kneel at his feet. The King looks down upon his beloved son and
his new found purpose, the woman he wants to take as his bride. With a nod of
his head and a modest smile, he bestows blessings. The Prince takes Elle's
hands in his and kisses them, secretly smiling to his princess-to-be, still
smelling the sweet scent of her pussy on his skin. He lifts her dress just enough
for the King to see the coveted ballet slippers on her precious feet, and then
informs him they will be in the Prince’s chambers, not to be disturbed, not even
if his father impulsively decides to proclaim war. For he has found his true
mission and has no intentions of ever having to do anything but what he’s ready to do again and again and again,
from now until forevermore.  And this is how they will live, happily ever
after.
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