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This story was written as a commission for an amazing fan. Thank you! – N.N.

The marauder sloop landed perfectly, a feat all the more remarkable on the malfunctioning slave docks where already several dozen ships had crash-landed in the last six hours. The wrecks smoked into the artificial atmosphere, leaving red-white burning holes in the sides of the floating, spinning dock platform. 

Communications were down, machinery was non-responsive, and all the serfs, slaves, and staff seemed incapacitated or dead. 

Yet the sloop landed perfectly. Lorelei, its owner, would tolerate nothing less. Everything about her life was arranged perfection, from her blood-red, tailor-made skintight leather armor with its tall micron-cutting heels, to the macabre display of bones and skull trophies on the side of the sloop, to the exact genetic make-up of the slaves who staffed her transport.

Those many marauders had returned victorious from fresh slave-hunts. They used the ancient Void-Gates to easily hop in and out of reality, crossing vast distances across the galaxy in mere seconds for the singular purpose of capturing innocents to enslave and torture. Each marauder ship, once returned, would boast thousands upon thousands of slaves ripe for harvesting. 

Instead of delivering those slaves to the dock's attached prison complex where the fresh souls could be distributed amongst the Dokkalfar, the ships had crashed into twisting pinions, walloping cranes, great pillars shudder-stepping through reality’s edges, and even disappeared inside of load-bearing one of the Thamoturge's endless pocket-void abysses of endless pain and despair. 

Lorelei sighed, easily balancing a razor-sharp knife on the arm of her pilot chair, digging the point into the leather. Her long dark hair touched the floor of her sloop, even with its luscious waves and styling. 

She examined the burning holes where the other marauders had crashed and exploded. 

Such a waste. 

There was, of course, the waste of Dokkalfar lives—each of whom would undoubtedly be difficult to resurrect. Breeding was difficult for Dokkalfar, and their race was slowly dying in their insulated mega-city, even with their population in the billions. 

Most new Dokkalfar were clone-born, and most fertile trueborn Dokkalfar females—like Lorelei definitely was—were virgins even after hundreds or thousands of years of existence, eschewing male company for reasons both political and preferential.

There was a greater tragedy than the loss of Dokkalfar lives from the destroyed marauder sloops, however. 

As a high-ranking Dark Maiden in the most powerful Sect in Thamoturge, more than half of those captured slaves would have gone to her family...and more than half of those would have found their way to her. 

Every soul harvested added to the beauty and life of a Dokkalfar—something all the more important for a Maiden like Lorelei, who lived to be adored by drooling, often-openly-masturbatory crowds as she gracefully executed one plebe after another. 

Murder for her was a performance art—and all art was aesthetic. 

Eventually, after a few centuries of endless pain and decadently insufferable humiliation and service, all of the slaves sent to her would have their souls transferred to the walls, grounds, and furniture of her impossibly beautiful estate, existing no longer as corporeal beings but instead as ethereal spectres slowly ground down into a state of entropic despair with no bottom or end. 

The very, very lucky ones would live in Lorelei’s soulstone—the gorgeous bright blue amulet that currently decorated her substantial, skintight leather-clad cleavage. It constantly added years to her life and vibrance to her beauty...and kept their essences in the freshest, most intense form of pain known in the universe 

If she stopped wearing it now, and if the next best Maiden were able to get one even twice as good, she would still be the longest living and most beautiful Dark Maiden for a thousand years to come.  

Lorelei had worked very, very hard to ensure that Thamoturge, the City of Endless Shadows, the home of unrestrained hedonism and sadistic desires, a domain of pure pain, bliss, ecstasy, derision, arrogance, insanity, and beauty beyond compare—spoke of her entirely in awe. 

And so, when her enslaved pilot landed flawlessly on the rapidly spinning, rotating docks of The Nebuloid Prison, it was to be expected. Nothing of Lorelei’s was less than flawless. 

All the same, she was disappointed. This was the pilot’s fifteenth such flawless landing in a row. 

Grappling hooks and landing gear deployed, and the marauder sloop fully secured to the docks. The world stopped spinning, the gravity of the docks replacing that of the unreality between regions and platforms in Thamoturge, she stroked the beautiful pilot’s thick red hair. 

She was a slave whose ancestry hailed from a planet full of gorgeous, red-headed humans with perfect bone structure. Lorelei had several thousand of them in waiting back at her palace. She trained them relentlessly in every form of service she might imagine—piloting, yes, but also logistics and cooking and gardening and accounting and so on. 

The delicately gorgeous pilot, the result of centuries of Lorelei's strict slave progeny program breeding the most beautiful possible females, didn’t sense what was coming. Neither did the cargo bay full of nearly-identical replacement pilots, eagerly awaiting their turn to please their Mistress. 

That’s what made it all the more painful. 

That's what made it all the more delicious.

Lorelei slowly and deliberately activated the soulstone on her chest. Her disappointment at losing so good a tool was quickly replaced by the flushing, hot, orgasmic pleasure of expanding her lifespan and beauty, sucking the surprised pilot’s soul dry and trapping it inside of a pit of endless agony. 

Her last expression was one of betrayed shock, her spirit spasming in helpless denial of her fate.

"...perfect...”

Gasping, Lorelei bit her lips. The slaves in the cargo bay made sure to cum with her and siphon their pleasure to hers and to not look at her; to do either incorrectly would be slow, torturous death.

The beautiful, long, perfect headrush of orgasm took several minutes to subside. Even when it did, Lorelei’s normally pale-ashen skin was ruddy and blushed. 

“You there.” Lorelei deliberately pointed at the pilot’s vat-sister, one of the dozens of witnesses in the cargo bay. She did this on purpose; she also pretended not to know they were sisters. Both facts would make it hurt worse. “Clean her up. I’d love a new trophy on the bulkhead, yes? Then help her replacement get set up.”

She exited the marauder without bothering to ensure that her commands were followed. They always were. 

The docks burned. The smell of void-engine smoke carried through the air. A lesser being inhaling it would turn to soup; it merely invigorated Lorelei's carefully disciplined biology. 

It was not a particularly pretty place; something of an anomaly in the extreme and often obscene beauty of Thamoturge. Grey-blue steel plates held black adamantine beams, the wide flat surface dotted with strangely empty bunkers which were supposed to be full of armed prison guards.

Across the steel field, Lorelei carried herself with the easy, effortless haughtiness and grace that only a being of her majestic beauty could afford. Her sinfully perfect frame accentuated in the skintight leather. Cleavage surging and subsiding like an ocean of titflesh with every breath she took. Her hair a cascade of midnight raven locks flowing effortlessly behind her, framing her porcelain features. 

Surrounded even by the barbarous beauty and geometric impossibility of Thamoturge, a city built inside the shattered geometry of the Void-Gate and constantly fending off the unreality of the Void, she always managed to stand out as the most beautiful sight in any eyeline that found her. This was, just like everything in her existence, the result of centuries of purposeful design. 

With every step, her high-heeled thigh-high boots clacked against the metal deck of the docks. Her bodyguard retinue, a small squad of entirely female Talons—each one more perfect and deadly than the lust— silently orgasmed in her presence, their eyes wide with awe and lust. They knew that she was not just their mistress but a living goddess, deserving of their absolute devotion and submission. Each one of them had killed thousands in her name and ached to do so again.

Two other marauders had just landed in similar fashion, carrying two other high-ranking Dark Maidens. 

One was Kahna of the Rosen Sect, known for their love of glamour and opulence. Were it not for a regrettable and rather shameful belief in prophecy—a world-ending tale of daemonic worship and all-powerful leaders that they extracted from a tortured, Chaos-tainted Farseer many thousands of years ago—they probably would have been one of the most illustrious and powerful houses in Thamoturge. As it was, they constantly funneled resources into research and secret operations, looking for more clues about their hidden prophecy and the promises of eternal power it contained. 

Lorelei did not care for such prophesy; her power was in the here and now, and so long as she took care, it always would be. 

Kahna's skin was alabaster, her hair was a cascade of dark curls that fell to her waist, roped off in sections to give the appearance of a massive pony tail. A shimmering, silver dress adorned her flawlessly busty frame. With her flowing train, thick hair, and how she held her hands at rest just under her heavy tits, she brought to mind something like a luxury-infused, sexy pilgrim. 

The other was Marequin of House Skin, known for their sadistic tendencies and dark, twisted humor. They experimented so much on slaves that they had formed close alliances with the mad scientist Simulacri of Thamoturge as a result, often joining forces to birth new insanities with which to torture slaves. 

Marequin was phenomenally sexy, with violet skin and hair the color of fresh blood. She was tall and willowy, her build accentuated by a black, jeweled bodysuit. Something about her lips—puffy, pouty, beautiful, and full—made her look permanently bored. 

Marequin's scythe, a beautifully crafted instrument of death, hung casually at her side. Its black blade absorbed the light. 

A large crowd of some twenty or thirty enslaved female warriors followed Kahna. Each was covered in scars, starved, shuddering, holding their guns and twitching from high doses of some drug cocktail. They would have been deeply attractive had they not been so beaten into the ground by Kahna’s close attentions. 

Although...they were still very attractive, even so. Kahna kept so many around because she couldn’t decide where to put her attention, and instead spread it around on a few dozen little pain projects all at once, enjoying each individual’s suffering and also the symphony of their combined pain as they slowly understood over time that their fate was only to experience suffering together. 

Where Lorelei enjoyed specifically gourmet souls to slake her endless thirst and keep herself remarkably gorgeous even for the beauty-obsessed Dokkalfar and the especially aesthetically-concerned Sect Tanaka, Kahna used her buffet approach to always be draining someone. 

It was a respectable if rather less refined way to maintain one’s appearance. Lorelei admired Kahna’s dedication in having so many little feasts around her. The most she had seen in other places was five to Kahna’s thirty-seven. 

Marequin was followed by a large Gorgon—enormous floating husks of flesh and metal that existed purely to suck the souls out of innocents in as painful a manner as possible. They were normally only the pets of the flesh alchemists known as Simulacri, but Marequin’s House Skin and The Simulacri of the Exalted Spine had long been close allies. 

Lorelei raised an eyebrow at Marequin's choice of escort. Marequin was famously a stupid bitch, but at least she didn’t have terrible taste. 

Lorelei walked up to the two Dark Maidens with no ceremony. Time was wasting.

“Let’s be very clear,” said Lorelei. “I understand both of your stations, as I am sure you understand mine. This is an emergency and I am to be in command, so says the Autarch Kann. Do either of you wish to question my right of charge in this matter?”

Behind her, her several dozen Talon warriors pointed their blast pistols. The marauder she had flown in on spun its turret gun around—a massive dark lance capable of shooting holes in the fabric of reality itself—and leveled it at the two. 

Marequin looked shocked and angry, and was about to speak. Pleasure coursed through Lorelei at the thought of Marequin’s imminent destruction—and then Kahna stepped forward with her hands up. 

“I have no specific quarrel with you, Maiden. Nor do I wish to start one." Her smile was as cruel as her beauty. "I understand we have never been friendly, but the problem here affects all of us. It would be quite foolish of anyone not to recognize that, or to question the authority you have earned with so much slaughter and harvesting.”

Lorelei examined Kahna again. She was deeply attractive, her sinfully pale complexion and thick dark hair making her seem almost more like one of their puritan cousins who lived in real-space on massive world-sized ships. 

This show of deference was rather unlike anything that Lorelei had come to expect from other Dark Maidens. She didn’t trust it. 

Marequin clearly didn’t either. 

“I don’t care what she says,” said the violet-skinned beauty. “Step out of line and you shall face destruction. Do not think to visit upon me any indignities with your so-called authority.”

Lorelei backhanded her. Marequin’s blood spilled across the metal plating of the dock floor. Kahna’s eyes flashed with lust at the display of violence, her breath catching and then shuddering as she came with delight at Marequin’s pain. 

Marequin’s face, gashed open by the many blades in Lorelei’s leather gauntlet, quickly healed as Marequin siphoned the energy to do so from the lurching Gorgon monstrosity behind her. 

“Know your place,” said Lorelei. “Or I will teach it to you, and not allow you to heal that deeply pretty face of yours.”

Marequin lowered her head, a mix of fear and anger flashing across her face. Lorelei smiled thinly and then turned to face Kahna, whose eyes were still glazed over in lust. 

"Our mission is to restore this dock to working order, investigate the prison, and discover what the cause of this disturbance once was so that it does not happen again."

Lorelei reached out and ran her hand up Kahna's cheek, feeling the softness of her skin beneath her gloves.

"You may serve my needs best by remaining silent and observing," Lorelei said in a low voice, feeling her power and dominance wash over Kahna. "I have no time for games or petty disagreements."

Kahna nodded slowly, her gaze locked on Lorelei's. Wanting. Envious. Lustful. 

An interesting specimen. Perhaps she had let Kahna fly beneath her notice for too long. Stealing a top Maiden from House Rosen would be quite the coup. 

Their destination was a massive, foreboding structure looming in the distance, its dark metal surface reflecting the eerie glow of the bio-luminescent Thamoturge spires. 

They passed a small podium hosting a series of control panels designed for arranging the complicated nesting system of the dock. Performed correctly, the dock could host potentially thousands of slaving ships every day and see an influx of hundreds of thousands of slaves. Performed incorrectly, and in addition to a centuries-long death to the offending technician as punishment, all those valuable slave lives could be lost in an instant. 

All technology in the Dark City worked in a similar manner, operating on the razor’s edge between impossible grace and catastrophic failure. This is where true beauty resided, and this is what all of their race knew was the proper way to construct, to decorate, to eat, to dress, to speak, and to live. 

A sniveling, whimpering mass lay balled up behind the podium. Lorelei at first thought nothing of it, the same way she would think nothing of any filthy xenos slave that had lost its mind. Hundreds went mad daily from the presence and influence and aura of her beauty alone, let alone the mind-frying work conditions she had them operate inside of. 

Only yesterday, a caged father had pledged his eternal love for her while his daughter hung herself in her anguish of not being pretty enough to hold Lorelei’s attention. 

But upon closer inspection, she saw with surprise that the mass in question was another Dark Maiden—and a prominent one at that. Leather-clad, long-limbed, sporting the characteristic angular beauty and enormously perfect tits of all true Dark Maidens.

“I-is that Vanfyr?” gasped Marequin. 

“Of course it is, you nitwit.” 

Lorelei coolly assumed control of the situation, snapping at her Talons to guard the perimeter. 

Everyone in Thamoturge knew of Vanfyr, her arrogance and her self-control. She was one of the most respected Dark Maidens in her House, and by far the biggest threat to Lorelei's ambitions among those in her peerage. 

Yet here she was, whimpering and babbling in a puddle of her own arousal. She was known for her ruthlessness and her cruelty, as well as for never backing down from a fight. She had a reputation for being cold and unapproachable, which only served to make her more desirable in the eyes of the other Dark Maidens.

But now, Vanfyr was nothing but a trembling bliss-broken mess, her once-imposing presence reduced to pathetic whimpers. It was clear that she had been broken by whatever had brought them here. Lorelei felt a mix of disgust and fascination at the sight of Vanfyr’s humiliation. 

She knew that taking control of such a powerful Dark Maiden would be a significant victory for her own standing among their kind. It would be next to nothing, with the way Vanfyr was now, to bring her back to Lorelei’s own residences and slowly reformat her mind until she was an obedient lapdog like one of Lorelei’s many Talons. 

"What happened here?" Lorelei asked, her voice dripping with disdain. 

It was a rhetorical question. Kahna and Marequin knew not to answer, and instead waited for Lorelei’s lead. 

“Kahna, stand her up."

Kahna snapped her long fingers at one of the several dozen enslaved warriors following the three, gesturing for her to stand up Vanfyr. 

Smart girl, that Kahna. They didn't know what had happened to the quivering, spasming, orgasming Vanfyr. Dripping with lust and madness-tinged hysterics, it could have easily been some kind of chemical attack as well as a sudden manifestation of xenos psychic power. It could have also been some kind disease or infection. 

Struggles for power were a way of life in Thamoturge and could manifest in all sorts of ways, including elaborate traps set-up by destroying supply lines of needed slaves. Lorelei had murdered three assassins this week already. To be honest, she loved it—to not be hunted by assassins was to be considered unimportant, and that was the real assassination. 

With contagion possible, Vanfyr had the potential to spread whatever was happening to her via touch. So, smart girl Kahna had her slaves pick Vanfyr up.

Too bad. Lorelei would have to work out another way to dispose of her. 

It did feel good, though, ordering the high-ranking Dark Maiden around with such little fuss. 

The slave who picked up Vanfyr—twitchy and female and scarred down one side—was almost immediately murdered by flailing, wild, bladed grip of the beautiful Maiden. Despite Vanfyr's orgasmic incapacitation, she was still just as incredibly strong as any Dark Maiden and quickly cut the slave to ribbons.  

Kahna, Lorelei, and Marequin watched, unmoved by the display. 

“D-don’t u-understand...” Vanfyr moaned, standing weakly and still cumming. “D-don’t understaaaand!”

Lorelei, Kahna, and Marequin all shared an orgasm at the slave’s slow, painful death in Vanfyr’s grip. A slow-acting poison coagulated the slave’s spilling blood to a crawl and delivered a series of glacially-paced strokes and heart attacks all at once. Vanfyr came as well—but then, she already had been cumming, and from the looks of things, for quite some time.

Vanfyr's body twitched and shook , orgasming again. Beautiful features contorting. She had such kissable, fuckable lips. Lorelei wanted to sit on her face. 

“Don’t...understand. Don’t...understaaand. Don’t understaaaand!” 

Her eyes rolled back in her head, and she let out a long, low moan. The sound of her pleasure and pain echoed through the docking bay, mingling with the metallic groans of the ships and the ghostly whispers of the slaves.

“She’s lost her mind,” said Marequin. “And her dignity.”

"So pathetic," Lorelei said, her voice dripping with disgust. "What use are you to us now?” She snapped her fingers at some of Kahna’s slaves. “Take her to my ship and imprison her. Then, dispose of yourselves.”

She watched Kahna nearly protest at this flagrant display of power. 

But after a moment's hesitation, the pale-skinned Dark Maiden nodded curtly and gestured for the slaves to do as Lorelei said. 

“We cannot risk any contagion, Maiden. Can we?”

Kahna swallowed. “No, Maiden.”

“I thought not.”

Lorelei briefly uncurled the arc-whip at her side and snapped it into Vanfyr's body. In her right mind, such an elementary attack would have been dodged easily by Vanfyr. As it was, the Dark Maiden took it head-on and collapsed to the ground before Kahna's slaves retrieved her as Lorelei bid. 

Vanfyr continued to convulse in their arms. Her eyes rolled up into her head, and then she was frothing—still moaning Don’t understand! as she came and came again. The slaves, more careful than the one who preceded them, gripped her tall frame carefully even though she was incredibly light. All Dark Maidens were.

“Come now,” said Lorelei, focusing on the tower prison up ahead. “We have an outbreak to stop.”

* * * * *
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HERE ARE THE FACTS, as Lorelei knew them. 

Six cycles ago, Tower Central in Thamoturge Region Coita received a distress call from Hutar Station—the docks and prison complex where Lorelei, Kahna, and Marequin now explored. 

According to the message, a contagion had broken out among the xenos slaves, and the local tower was overwhelmed with attempting to contain it. 

A team of specialists was dispatched to investigate, but there had been no further contact from them. 

Vanfyr, the overseer of Hutar Station, was one of the most promising candidates to have contracted the contagion. Her unstable behavior and irrational statements only reinforced the concerns that the outbreak posed. 

More than investigating the shutdown of a major port of slave trade—the crux of Thamoturge life, longevity, and beauty—the possibility of any kind of outbreak was intensely feared by any Dokkalfar in leadership positions. 

Thamoturge was a closed system. An impossible city, built inside of a tunnel of pure, crystalized thought inside the maelstrom of the Void itself—every second it survived it defied an entire universe of un-space trying to eat its way through its many barriers. These barriers, like everything else in Thamoturge, worked only as they did by operating on the extremes—requiring thousands of sacrifices a day, performed in exact, ritualistic scenarios and relying entirely on threads upon threads of interdependent supply lines and specialists.

Were the city to tear itself apart from the inside, for any reason—like a plague of some kind, for example—the results would be catastrophic for the Dokkalfar. 

Their mission had to succeed.

With Kahna, Marequin, and several of their most loyal warriors by their side, Lorelei and her entourage made their way through the deserted docking bay and into the prison facility, passing through a series of activated and useless traps. Turrets whirred, burnt out or out of ammunition, sizzling over piles of once-fleeing dead bodies. 

The silence was deafening, broken only by the occasional screech of metal on metal or the faint echo of submissive or pained moans. 

Ever since arriving, she was incredibly turned on. She thought at first that the soft, insistent wet heat in her immortal pussy was merely a result of her exercising her power so completely over Kahna and Marequin, but she had seen the two of them aroused as well. The signs were obvious on other Dark Maidens—dilation of the eyes, an aggressive swaying to their hips, tented nipples, and an unmistakable flush around their tall pale necks. 

Were they all already infected?

It seemed an impossibility. Even if what was happening was airborne, what they had seen with Vanfyr appeared more like madness than anything strictly physical. 

And so, with a mix of excitement and trepidation, Lorelei led her group through the gigantic portcullis of the prison facility and through its many security checkpoints, their footsteps echoing against the cold, metallic walls. The smell of death and decay was strong in the air, and as they turned a corner, they came across high-stacked corpses of dead prisoners, guards, and marauders. 

Almost all of them were male. The few women among the dead were exceptionally unattractive, ugly, or fat, their bodies twisted in a manner that made them seem even less feminine.

Marequin let out a low whistle, her eyes scanning the grim scene before her. 

"Quite a mess" she muttered, her voice tinged with amusement. 

Kahna merely nodded tightly, her beautiful features contorting in disgust at the display of so much ugly female flesh.

“At least whatever it is seems to be culling the unworthy.”

Among their kind, only beautiful female slaves were considered worthy. Male slaves were taken only to harm, and ugly female slaves were hardly considered more than furniture. Without beauty to destroy or examine, a slave's pain was simply not as meaningful—and so of course, in Lorelei's immense estate, every single kept slave was singularly gorgeous and constantly terrified. 

Turning a corner, they entered a large mess hall where several tall, gorgeous human-type female xenos used sharp and clawed implements of torture to terrorize a small group of plain-faced women. Hooks, butcher's blades, axes and awls.

The ones in charge wore tight, ripped skirts and midriff-baring tops, patched together from guard outfits and prisoner uniforms. They shone with orgasmic zeal, licking their weapons, drinking in the pain and terror of the girls in front of them as if they were Dokkalfar themselves. 

Huddling in a small pack, no more than ten, the remaining victims shuddered and whimpered. Long past screaming for help or hoping for rescue. Simply staring up, wide-eyed, at their tormenters and hoping for release that would not come. 

Delicious...

Lorelei considered this slowly. The xenos females in charge were quite tall and thin already—but seemed especially so for humans. Bustier, too, with longer, thicker hair. 

Were they changing, somehow? 

She wished suddenly that she had kept Vanfyr closer at hand; it would have made it easier to cross-reference any symptoms she discovered. 

Lorelei gestured for their party to wait. She was interested to see what would happen.

“Filth!” said one gorgeous blond woman, breaking the nose of a slave on her knees before her. “Do you think your ugliness is acceptable?”

The slave, her face bloody and her voice thick with pain, shook her head. “No, Mistress. I’m so sorry, Mistress.”

Lorelei admired the blonde's spirit. It was too bad, even if she was changing into something else, that she was merely a human.

An arrogant, cruel grin spread across the blonde's lips. “Well then,” she purred, lashing out with a razor-sharp claw that scored a deep gash across the slave's chest. “Prepare to be punished.”

The other beautiful women around her laughed, their high-pitched giggles echoing through the room. They clearly took pleasure in the suffering of their less attractive counterparts. 

"Amazing," Kahna whispered, her eyes darting between the torturers and their victims. "They find their freedom and then immediately imitate us, no?"

Her voice was coated with thick arousal. Lorelei could smell the eager, hot, slippery heat of Kahna’s cunt. Marequin’s too, and all of Lorelei’s own Talons besides. They all loved torturing the inferior, and each had long adored witnessing such exquisite torture in the great games. 

"Yes," Lorelei replied, her own excitement growing at the sight before her. "Let us give them a more personal lesson in the agonizing nature of beauty."

With a flick of her wrist, she summoned her arc whip from the darkness—the same one she dispatched Vanfyr with. It hummed to life in her hand, the tip glowing red with anticipation. 

The battle was not one at all. Over too quick, and without challenge to it. The beautiful prisoner xenos had not come into power because of martial skill, but because of the natural submission of their uglier counterparts. The beautiful always dominate the ugly; this is the natural way, and especially in Thamoturge. 

Lorelei and her Talons descended, with Kahna and Marequin right behind. Whirlwinds of impossibly-fast, elegant, deadly movements made short work of it. In moments, they incapacitated the dominant female xenos and had them bound in pain-gauntlets, every second of their attachment rendering their nerves useless except to constantly communicate agonizing sharp pains to their brain. 

These dominant females, unexpectedly, seemed to enjoy it. Smiling as the pain gauntlets funneled their brain full of sensation. 

C-cock...they chanted in unison. Th-the glory of his cock...

The ones who had been taken as chattel—the ugly ones—had put up no fight whatsoever. They lay down on the ground, hoping to be forgotten.

Moments after the brief melee, Lorelei wrapped her whip around the throat of one plain girl. 

“What has happened here?”

The girl tried to speak, but her words came out garbled and incoherent. Lorelei tsked at her, disgusted by her lack of beauty and elegance. She pulled back the whip, letting it caress the woman's neck just enough to draw a thin line of blood.

"Speak clearly, you filth," Lorelei commanded, her voice dripping with contempt. "What happened before we arrived?"

The woman shook her head, tears streaming down her face. She was too inconsolable to be coherent, and Lorelei grew impatient. She snapped her fingers, and two of her Talons stepped forward, grabbing the woman by her arms.

“Make it slow.”

The Talons nodded, their gorgeous smiles emitting pure menace as they obediently began to terrorize the slave.

"She can't help you. She is an ugly fool. But I will tell you eagerly, Mistress."

It was another one of the xenos—the blonde who had spoken earlier and broken the other slave's nose. 

"Everyone knows ugly ones possess inferior minds. Why else would they be so unseemly but to announce to the superior that they are not worth anything but disdain? But I am happy to inform you of your incumbent submission, Mistress."

Lorelei closed the distance between them—some fifteen feet—in less than a second.

"My submission, whelp?"

"He seeks a Queen," said the slave, as if that explained anything. Her eyes shiny and wet. "And Queens always serve the King. The God. We are all nothing before him. But you...you will be everything to him. You are so perfect, Mistress. Thank you for holding me in your light."

Torturing this one would only bring the xenos pleasure—at least in the short-term. Every mortal being had their limit, and the Dokkalfar knew each one. 

Lorelei tsked and turned away, disgusted with the mushy, soupy thinking of the pretty slave. She turned instead to her Talons, still cackling and gleefully torturing the uglier slaves for fun. 

She couldn't help but compare their helpless suffering to that of a broken rodent under her heel. It felt good to crush such weak, sniveling creatures. The scent of blood and fear in the air only heightened her arousal, as she reveled in the power she held over these pathetic creatures. It was a heady mix of dominance over others and submission to the purest forms of aesthetics that fueled her every action.

Lorelei smiled cruelly, reveling in the raw power that flowed through her veins. This was what she had been born for—to rule for one man, under his reign, under his cock, to suck and serve him while instituting an eternal reign of cruelty that...

“M-Maiden...?”

Her vision snapped back to reality. She had a Talon’s throat in her hands. Lorelei’s whip was between the Talon’s legs, sliding up and against Lorelei’s covered cunt, pressuring her clit. Her skinsuit was mere nanometers thick. 

Blinking rapidly, she tossed the Talon to one side. 

Her mind...what was happening to her mind?

She looked at Marequin and Kahna—and her jaw dropped. The two passionately kissed—making out like nymphs—with Kahna’s phallic baton between their lips. And Kahna's bright, perfect eyes wide open and staring at Lorelei. 

Like a cock, Lorelei thought. Like a big, handsome, beautiful cock that they could all worship for hours and days and nights and—

Lorelei stumbled back, her eyes wide with shock and horror. This... this wasn't supposed to happen. She had been focused on maintaining their cruel dominance over the inferior slaves, and now... her own thoughts were betraying her.

With a renewed surge of anger and disgust, she forced herself to regain control. She couldn't allow herself to be distracted by their inappropriate display of affection. No, their attention should be focused on the slaves—on maintaining their power and superiority.

With a cold, hard stare, she addressed Marequin and Kahna. "Get yourselves under control," she hissed through gritted teeth. "We have work to do."

Marequin and Kahna pulled apart sullenly, their faces flushed. Kahna licked her lips, leaving a trail of drool on her chin as she looked at Lorelei with defiance for the first time. 

Defiance...and lust. 

* * * * *
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FINALLY, THEY FOUND the guards.

The guards were an array of gorgeous female Dokkalfar, all exhibiting the unique beauty of their kind. Their skin glowed like polished marble in the dim lighting of the security checkpoint, their eyes burning with a fierce intensity that sent shivers down the spines of even the most hardened warriors in Lorelei's retinue. They were surrounded by the tall metal bars of several interlocking gates. 

Their bodies were honed to perfection, every muscle toned and defined beneath the ultra-tight uniforms they wore. Each one had been modified to display their cleavage, their glistening abs, their long spectacular legs, or their perfectly rounded asses.

And yet, the most striking aspect of these guards was their open worship of a towering idol before them—an idol carved in the shape of a massive, throbbing cock. They knelt before it, their bodies trembling with ecstasy as they ran their hands up and down their own voluptuous curves, their downcast eyes filled with adoration for the divine phallus before them.

It was a beautiful cock, Lorelei had to admit. And carved with delicate precision. 

But then, all cock was beautiful, was it not? Except there was only one. Only One True Cock. Everyone knew that. It was the One Cock that would fill her, that would breed her, fuck her soul and her brain and the spirit of this city; it would make her kneel, rape her into gleeful service, and flood her womb with an army of perfect-bodied daughters for Master and—

Kahna pulled Lorelei aside.

“I have shown you great reverence, Maiden. Great deference, today. Would you agree?”

Lorelei’s face was flushed. She could hardly think straight. Why had she been thinking so much of cock? Why wasn’t she thinking of cock all the time? Cock deserved her attention. It deserved so much. She was so beautiful, and for the Cock...

“Maiden?”

Right. Kahna’s question. Lorelei straightened.

“You have been...quite accommodating.”

She recalled the way Kahna made out with Marequin. Staring at Lorelei the whole time. As if it should have been her she was kissing.

“It is no accident. First of all, your beauty demands total submission, even from me—who thousands die for daily.”

That thought warmed Lorelei’s cunt greatly.

“You know my Sect is called superstitious. I will reveal to you a secret you already know, because your trust and faith in me means so much to me. All right?”

Lorelei nodded for her to continue. 

“In truth, in all our private dealings, we ache and pray for the Prophecy to come true. You know of what I speak, I assume?”

Lorelei nodded again, a cruel smile spreading across her face. 

"Indeed, I do," she purred, running a finger down Kahna's arm. "The prophecy of the God-Cocked Male, the one who will rule over all of us and bring eternal dominance and submission to those who follow him."

Kahna shivered at Lorelei's touch, her eyes glazing over with lust. "Yes, that one. I have always believed in it, deep in my heart. And now, I believe it even more strongly, now that I have seen this."

“And...this deference you show to me is because...?”

“He is clearly here. Look around. Our minds are already fraying. Is yours not? I myself cannot stop thinking of serving cock.”

Lorelei gulped. Just seeing Kahna’s gorgeous mouth shape those words was enough to trigger every lusty part of her brain. 

“...big.” She bit her lip. “...big, big cock.”

Her eyes drifted over toward the phallic statue. She moaned. 

Kahna nodded vigorously. “Glorious, sexy, terrific big fucking cock filling me up and sliding into my virgin cunt and breeding me full of his daughters to raise just for him, oh fuck...”

Kahna grabbed Lorelei’s hand and clasped it to her chest.

“You feel the same, yes?”

“...Yes.”

Lorelei licked her lips. Kahna was deeply beautiful.

“So then you admit our brains are already being fucked, bit by bit. And even if we were to turn back now, I think it would be too late. I believe that’s what happened to Vanfyr. She tried to get out when she noticed it. Too late. Too bad, so sad. No cock for her. But for us...and for you especially...a place of honor.”

Lorelei began to understand. “I seem to remember some place of honor for a favored queen in this prophecy of yours?”

“Just so, Mistress.”

The title was said with such ease that Lorelei only noticed its presence clinging to her mind after the fact.

“You will clearly be favored above me,” said Kahna. “I simply wished to illustrate that I had no ill-will with such an outcome. That I would do everything I could to make it happen.”

Lorelei prickled. “If we leave now...”

“We will be just like Vanfyr. I assure you. You are far more beautiful than she, Mistress, but both our wills combined were not the equal of hers. And she is a docile, needy fuckpet now after slaughtering a million xenos with her bare hands. Just a hot little fuckpet.”

“Just...just a hot fuckpet needing Daddy’s cock to fuck her pregnant.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Kahna nodded eagerly. “You see how easy it is to submit, to admit, to give in? And you will rule. The queen at the side of the most powerful king ever to live. You will have the best of all possible worlds. To be absurdly powerful, beautiful, and immortal—and fucked brainless whenever you wish. For what man, even the God-Cocked Male, could refuse your submission?”

As Kahna spoke, Lorelei's mind raced with images of supreme power, eternal youth, and endless orgasms. Her heart pounded in her chest, her cunt twitching in anticipation. The thought of being queen at the side of the God-Cocked Male sent shivers down her spine, igniting a fiery passion within her that she had never experienced before.

Lorelei's eyes smoldered with desire as she drank in Kahna's words, her mind already clouding with visions of being the favored queen at his side. She could feel the threads of her willpower fraying, the insidious tendrils of his divine presence worming their way into her thoughts, filling her with an all-consuming need to submit.

Turning her gaze towards the guards kneeling before the towering idol of the throbbing cock, Lorelei felt a rush of wetness between her thighs. Their bodies glistened with sweat, trembling with ecstasy as they worshipped the divine phallus, and Lorelei knew in that moment that she craved nothing more than to join them.

Lorelei’s voice was tremulous, holding tight to an orgasm she knew would ruin her forever. "Me?"

Kahna nodded vigorously. "Yes, you. Your beauty is unmatched, your cruelty unparalleled. You are the embodiment of everything we stand for – power, control, dominance. You are the one who will lead us to greatness."

Lorelei placed her hands on her hips and glanced at the guards ahead of them, their hips swaying in time with the imaginary rhythm of a phantom cock.

“Of course,” said Kahna, as they watched the worshipers phantom-fucking themselves, “he will require proof of our submission to him.”

“Proof?” Lorelei licked her lips. Kahna’s hand rode up against her pussy from behind. Her long fingers were quite adroit. Kahna pushed her face against Lorelei's, guiding it toward the sight of Marequin. 

Tailed by her Gorgon, the beautiful Dark Maiden was attempting to reason with and dissuade the Dokkalfar guards from worshiping the phallus. She was having zero success.

“He deserves...complete submission. And Marequin is...” Kahna smirked. “...Well. Disposable. Wouldn’t you say?”

Lorelei’s voice was tinged with deep, unstoppable arousal. “We could help him kill her...”

“We kill her for him.” Kahna’s voice was an urgent moan. “Holding her down with him filling us up...”

Lorelei's eyes darkened with lust as the image of Marequin helpless and at his mercy filled her mind. "Yes," she purred, her voice thick with desire, "I can see it now. And afterward, we shall bathe in her shattered remains and wear her essence like a badge of honor."

Kahna's hand squeezed tighter against her, and Lorelei couldn't suppress her moan any longer. 

"And then, we will be rewarded beyond our wildest dreams," Kahna continued, her voice a low purr in her ear. "Immortality. Power. Beauty."

"Cock," Lorelei gasped, no longer able to hide her mounting arousal.

Lorelei's breath hitched as Kahna's fingers pushed harder against her clit. Her mind raced with the thought of holding down her former equal, watching as she was utterly broken and remade into a mindless fucktoy. The idea sent an electric thrill through her veins, heightening her arousal to unbearable levels.

"Yes," Lorelei hissed, emerald eyes alight with lust and hunger. "We will bring him to us. We will be the ones to present him with our most valuable offering."

Kahna's grip on her hand tightened. "And together, we will kneel at his feet, our beautiful, naked bodies on display, begging for his divine seed to fill us up and mark us as his own."

Lorelei's cunt ached with need as she imagined it. "We shall be the first to bear his children," she whispered, her voice hoarse with desire. "The new generation of God-Cocked progeny will be born from our wombs."

“Yes!” Kahna moaned. “And our daughters will be just as beautiful as us.”

"And just as obedient," Lorelei added with a smirk. "Trained from birth to serve their God-Cocked father in every way possible."

Kahna's fingers moved faster, teasing her g-spot mercilessly. "Purebred submissive fucktoys for him and only him,” she said breathlessly. “It will be glorious!"

"Oh, yes!" Lorelei moaned, her back arching as she neared the edge of pleasure. "We will create a new world order, one where beauty and power are celebrated, and submission is the highest form of art!

“He will reward us beyond our wildest dreams."

Lorelei shuddered with pleasure, her mind swirling with visions of the cringing, submissive faces of their future daughters. "We shall create a new race of obedient fucktoys," she panted, on the verge of climax, "subservient to his every whim and desire."

"Yes, Mistress," Kahna moaned. "And we shall be the envy of all around us." Her fingers expertly coaxed forth the first wave of Lorelei's orgasm.

Lorelei's world exploded in a shower of stars as she came undone in Kahna's arms, her body shuddering with the force of her climax. Juices dripped down her thighs, pooling on the cold marble.

* * * * *
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THE PRISON ITSELF WAS buried inside of the immense floating platform, a labyrinth inside of immense tonnage of stone and metal. Communicating via airwaves with voice no longer worked; instead she had to send a brief message back to her ship to be recirculated. 

Requesting leadership of all Sects for assistance. The outbreak does not exist. A mechanical problem only. Please send representatives to administer rebuilding. 

The Sects, all of them jealous of their own power and envious of the power of other Sects, would send their best in an attempt to politic or murder or bribe or seduce their way into owning the most important slave dock in Thamoturge. They would most probably think that Lorelei made a tactical error in inviting diplomacy instead of wresting control for herself and then daring them to take it back. Or, at worst, they would think she was leading them into an assassination attempt and would send their best and brightest. 

Their best and brightest and all their most beguiling Dark Maidens would all face the same fate—a brain rewritten by prophecy and learning the true worship of the One Male Cock. 

Her pussy ached. She longed to be filled, to be known. A wild, eager smile filled her features, the kind she normally only wore in the miles-long arenas when flying with a glider beneath her high-heeled feet. 

Past the guards and their worship at their checkpoint, only the prison itself remained. They passed through block after block, cell after cell, all the doors open and all the spaces empty. 

This prison, though it was emptied essentially daily, had a constant influx of new bodies from Dokkalfar raids. Lorelei had toured it in the past. It had been full and loud. Despair and anxiety and dread lived in the air. There were fights between prisoners, often arranged by the guards who wanted to see who the strongest might be to increase their own payoff from selling them off to the arenas. 

Now, it was as quiet as the void. All the lights remained on, the shining florescence leaving no doubt that every cell was totally devoid of population of any kind. 

Making room for Him, she could not help but think. Clearing the way. Making His presence known. The dread and despair and anxiety had been replaced with lust, heat, and vulnerability. Lorelei had always felt so secure and armored inside of her skintight suit, even though it was so eagerly thin and revealed so much of her sensational body. Now she felt exposed...and she liked it. 

Finally, Lorelei and company arrived at the top of a flight of stairs, heading down toward a heavily-illuminated space where she could hear moans filling the walls and pressing against every part of the air. 

At the bottom of the stairs, she barely had time to register the sight of the marvel before her—dozens of her sister Dokkalfar prostrate before an enormous Male, while others still licked and worshiped his magnificent body—when she heard the voice in her head. 

Kneel.

No, not a voice. A command. 

The command hit Lorelei harder than any force she could remember, and she had been trained in the Black Halls. She dropped hard to her knees, bowed her head, feeling her cunt pulse in agonizing pleasure from her sudden, forced obedience. 

Look.

Her chin—so perfectly crafted, so carefully shaped, tilted upward. Large, dark eyes followed, her mouth parting as she bore witness to her new king. 

He sat on a large metal throne, beaten into shape from several pieces of a marauder sloop smashed together. Her large, almond eyes widened when she realized that the majority of his throne was the walls of the ship—the same unbreakable adamantine material that survived the void and was able to deflect the power of nuclear blasts. 

This...man, this king had beaten it all into shape with his bare hands. 

Her perfect, pouty, glossy lips parted more. Her tongue, wet and thirsty, slid across them, only increasing their gloss and fullness. 

Worship. 

With a will of its own, her body plunged forward to the ground, arms outstretched with her ass on top of her high-high heels. Her cunt pulsed again—but this time the pleasure was not only agonizing but orgasmic—and she fucked the air in front of her king with open, delicately precise need. 

Love. 

Her head craned upward to look at the love of her life. 

And Lorelei did something she had never done before—she smiled with teeth showing. Hoping she was pretty. 

A world of bliss opened up to her, an entire region of her mind and spirit that had never existed before. In the world of the Dokkalfar, love was weakness. Only terror and persecution awaited those who had the gall to show love in a world where a rival would slowly torture your spouse just because it might make you second-guess kidnapping their daughters. 

Now, she understood that the truest strength was love. An untended orchard could so easily be set ablaze by her enemies. Instead, she had to fill the garden of her mind with the purest blossoming fruit and lock it up only for the most special of all possible males—her King. 

Obsess. 

Somehow she found herself wrapped around his leg. Her long, long limbs holding his naked flesh tight to hers as he shoved his cock down her throat. She could feel Kahna's heated lips pushing against her throat and face. 

"Good girl," Kahna moaned. "You're being such a good girl for Master..."

Kahna was right; Lorelei was being a good girl for Master and being a good girl for Master was all that mattered because then it meant you were being a good girl for Master. 

Good girl. She was a four-thousand year-old body-perfect utterly fertile hyper-elite good girl...

It had all been leading up to this perfect moment with his cock shoved down her throat and Kahna lovingly making out with the shape of his meat bulging in her tiny esophagus. All her life—all the torture, all the murder, all the death and dismemberment—all of those beautiful, perfect memories of the suffering of others had all led her here to be the most perfect cocksucking slave this wonderful king would ever need. 

The only thing that mattered anymore was pleasing him. The universe was his cock and his cock was the universe. 

With Kahna and other nameless, beautiful Dokkalfar pushing against her, Lorelei was ragdolled on his immense cock. She had killed thousands with her bare hands. Now, before this living god, she felt helpless and girlish and utterly submissive, living for each moment after moment when she was forced downward to pleasure his masculine member with her tight slurping throat. 

The pleasure became too much, and her dark, elegant eyes rolled back into her head as she orgasmed in time with each other girl in the room.

It did not stop there.

He continued to fuck her face and orgasm after orgasm rocked her perfect body, and with each one, she became more and more in tune with her own purpose. 

To be a beautiful, mindless fucktoy for Master. Even as his Queen, even as his perfect pretty princess, she would never have a mind of her own again. 

Grunting, holding her tight against his crotch, he came directly down her stomach, filling her body with an incredibly voluminous amount of seed. 

It spilled from the sides of her mouth even though he had emptied right down her throat. As the others scrambled to drink it up, like a sacred nectar, she pressed her face against his cock and inhaled the musky scent. 

She would spend the rest of her life with this delicious aroma filling her nose, and it would never be enough. 

Lorelei's world became one of absolute devotion.

Kahna and the others, like the perfect servants they were, lapped it up and shared it between them, kissing long gooey kisses full of Master’s cum. Several tongues slid against Lorelei’s, soft and warm, cleaning her dutifully for Master. 

Finally, Master looked down at her, and his eyes drilled into her own. 

"Rise, my pretty one," he said, lifting her up by her chin roughly, his cock still hard as adamantium inches from her face. 

Her eyes watering with the mixture of pleasure and pain, she looked up at him. 

"The true gods were right to bring me here," he smirked. “Your arrogance is well deserved. Even if it left you blind to my coming.”

Lorelei preened. She was right to be arrogant. 

“Y-you can’t...”

All the girls turned as one, hissing. 

It was Marequin. 

“You can’t,” she said again. “You are a Dark Maiden, Lorelei. You cannot forget yourself for some monkeigh scum. You must...you must...”

It was clear that Master’s connection to Marequin was being troubled by something. But what? 

Lorelei examined the retinue. All of them kneeling before Master as he deserved. Kahna’s slaves rapidly dissolving into ash as she quickly devoured one after another to make herself more immediately beautiful for Master’s enjoyment. Lorelei’s Talons stripping themselves with their razor-sharp knives, easily navigating the nanometer-thick armor without once accidentally blading themselves. 

And then...ah.

The Gorgon. The floating monstrosity of void-tainted engines, flesh, and void-blasted metal. Something about the way it fed Marequin must have interfered with the Master’s immediate control—although Marequin was still clearly infected. 

“Don’t worry, Master.” Lorelei’s voice was cool. 

She was as naked as her Talons—which is to say, naked except for the long gloves they all wore and the tall, tall heels they could barely walk without. Her Talons, at a nod, immediately dispatched the Gorgon. The awkward floating hulk roared in surprise, its tendrils flailing and vaporizing three of Lorelei’s party before its innards were spilled and its engine combusted inside of its hull in a dark flash. 

Marequin fell to her knees, quivering and orgasming uncontrollably. 

"Please," she begged. "I'm so sorry, Mistress."

Lorelei knelt down next to her, smiling like a shark smiles at a seal pup. "It's quite all right, sister."

She wrapped her hands around Marequin’s throat, forcing her down to the earth and shoving her own ass upward. 

Her Master needed no further invitation. Without delay, he was inside her fertile pussy—his immensity filling her entirely and bulging her tiny, tight abdomen. Even as he fucked her, Lorelei smiled madly and choked Marequin. 

“You stupid bitch,” she gloated. “You stupid, stupid little girl. Denying Master. How dare you?”

“You’re so fucking stupid.” Kahna joined in, grinding her hips on Master’s side while he fucked his heaven into Lorelei. “He’s so glorious. What’s wrong with you, idiot? You fool. “

Lorelei squeezed tighter and tighter. 

Marequin’s bulging, bloodshot eyes stared upwards, arms flailing helplessly against the incredible strength that was now hers to command. 

“Whatever I did...I’m sorry...please...” She choked out. 

Eyes filled with tears, she begged Lorelei for mercy. But Lorelei was beyond mercy now. Mercy was for weaklings like Marequin. Kahna was right—she was a fool. A stupid, filthy fool for ever doubting their Master. 

Marequin’s eyes watered, and her face turned blue; Lorelei came at the sight of her rival’s physical despair. 

The pleasure from his cock was all-consuming, and she could feel herself beginning to cum again as his balls tightened against her rear and readied to empty himself once again inside of her. 

“He’s going to give us babies,” Lorelei bragged, sneering and smiling. “Daughters to raise for him. Daughters to create an army of perfect-bodied, obedient assassins. And we’ll be part of it and you won’t, you fucking twit—a—ah—ha—yes!”

Marequin’s thrashing became weaker and weaker. Every thrust from Master into Lorelei choked more life out of Marequin, shoving her strong arms into Marequin's delicate throat.

“Good girl,” said Master, rewarding her with another hard thrust that stole what little breath Marequin had left in her lungs. 

“That’s it,” he said. “Squeeze her tight, my pretty one. Tighter. I can feel her leaving. Her essence is mine now.”

Lorelei squeezed down so hard she thought she might crush the Dark Maiden's delicate bones, but she didn't care. Nothing mattered except His pleasure and His approval. 

And as Marequin’s eyes fluttered closed and her body went limp, Lorelei knew she had won.

Lorelei exploded around him, screaming with pleasure as Master came deep inside of her womb. 

“Yes,” she gasped. “Yes, Master. Fuck your perfect cum into me, Master. Fill me up with it, I want—”

Her voice trailed off in a moan as orgasm after orgasm wracked her frame, her thoughts transforming into pure blissful obedience.. 

“Yes, Master. Yes, Master, thank you, Master,” she panted, her body jerking with orgasm after orgasm as she felt him pouring his seed into her. 

The tightness of her muscles around his cock pulled on him, and he groaned with each spurt. 

“Oh fuck,” he moaned. “Fuck, you're so tight.”

His words inflated her more than any other praise ever could have—and with each groan came another orgasm that rocked her perfect body. 

Marequin’s face was now blue-purple when at last Lorelei let go of her throat, and her head lolled to the side. Dead.

It took everything Lorelei had not to seat herself on his cock right then and there, but Master was finished for the moment and pulled out of her dripping pussy with a wet, sucking sound. 

“You have pleased me,” he said simply. 

The room fell silent. 

“Thank you, Master,” she gasped, blood still on her chin as she sat back on her heels, mind spinning with orgasms and the heady scent of death. 

“Now, tell me.” He guided her chin up toward him with a smirk. “What else is in this city of yours besides a prison?”

* * * * *
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SEVERAL DAYS—AND SEVERAL Dark Maidens later—Lorelei and company landed at the Autarch’s estate with their new Master. The sky was bright and purple, luminescent with daring orange streaks, and several glowing, angry red tears in reality could be seen in the distance. Thamoturge had already begun its fall. Horrors befell every house that had not sent its representatives to the slave docks; their punishment for non-compliances was daemonic invasion administered by Master personally. 

His power had only grown in the intervening days. Every Dark Maiden he fucked and owned and gained the worship from increased his abilities and magnitude a thousandfold. Immense, chaotic forces swirled around him, giving his power a density akin to millions of collapsing suns. 

He chose Lorelei and Kahna above all to be at his side—grinding into him, aching for him, knowing his will and exactly how to carry it out. 

But just behind them was Marequin—resurrected perfectly, with all of the unpleasant parts of her brain wiped out. 

Lorelei had a distant, probably erroneous memory of protesting Marequin's resurrection and insisting that her Master deserved better girls than ones who resisted him. Then he reminded Lorelei that she herself had been resurrected at least seven times by him in the past day, murdered during intense fuck-sessions with both Kahna and Marequin. 

But then...Lorelei couldn't quite remember any of the particulars of that. It was probably wrong. 

Certainly the answer wasn't that her Master had ordered those remembering parts of her brain to work less. And besides, why would she want to hold a grudge against Marequin? They were bestie fuck-friend sisters and always had been. She loved everything about Marequin and Kahna, particularly the way that all three of them worked together to make Master happy and hard. 

The Autarch Kann was protected by secrecy, bodyguards, an immensity of technology, and the combined forces of the Dokkalfar. The most intensely dangerous of these were the Blade Kindred. 

Blade Kindred trained for decades. They were martial masters, each and every one, easily the combat match of a Dark Maiden and quite possibly her betters. 

Yet, even so, when their marauder arrived, they were met by kneeling forms of seven companies of Blade Kindred at the landing pad.

Lorelei, in her dripping red gown, stroked her Master’s Cock and quietly thanked him for existing. 

Marequin's voice was breathy and eager. "There is no stopping you, Master..."

“They already obey You, Master,” said Kahna. “You’re so powerful...”

He was. Lorelei and Kahna and Marequin could not stop agreeing on that point. 

"Master," Lorelei whispered. "If you make them bow on their swords, it will take them hours to die..."

The Blade Kindred were leaning over with their swords out almost before she finished the thought. She giggled with glee, watching the trained elites self-eliminate before her eyes. 

She was pregnant. Soon, she would give birth to her Master's beautiful slave. And then, once she was old enough, her daughter would create another daughter-slave, and another, and another, and each one creating more and more daughter-slaves all originating from Lorelei's own pristine, perfect womb. 

An entire race of genetically perfect, obedient female slave warriors who would never know anything but the worship of their Master-Father's Cock and the glory of reducing his foes to forgettable blood stains. 

They exited the marauder and approached Kann’s lair with no resistance. Master loved it when Kahna and Lorelei sneered at the fallen Blade Kindred and their pathetic “male” bodies. 

Soon, the title of Supreme Overlord would belong to another. 

Soon, even in the City of Infinite Shadows, there would be nowhere to hide.

# # #
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Nadia Nightside has a Patreon! 
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- Exclusive Bonus Stories!

- Early Access to New Releases!

- Discussions & Polls!

- Unfettered Access to the Author (that’s me!)

- Discord Community Full Of Kink-Minded Folks!

−  Show your support for the stories I write!

Your opinion influences other readers and matters quite a bit to me! PLEASE leave a review and let myself and others know what you thought. I want to write what you love! And don't forget to subscribe to the Nadia Nightside Erotica Newsletter and check out my website for the latest stories and exclusives!
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Find more of my books!
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-  My Website, With 20% Off Your First Purchase Available!

-  Nadia Nightside on Smashwords

-  Nadia Nightside on Kobo

-  Nadia Nightside on Apple

-  Nadia Nightside on Barnes & Noble

-  Nadia Nightside on Google Play


* * * * *
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH? Me too! The Patreon is the best way.

Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter for a private link to THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll also receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free and you get hot, free tales! 

Hope to hear from you soon!



  	
	    
	      Did you love Grimdark Harem - Ruling The Dark City Queens? Then you should read
              
                Photo Finish - Harem Mansion by Nadia Nightside!
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        *Once, hot women automatically thought he was a loser. Now, he's their automatic owner.*Young hottie Vanessa is determined to find and help Hannah escape from the clutches of a devious sex cult. She's infiltrated the mansion of Boris, an egomaniacal madman who somehow has "convinced" a harem full of gorgeous supermodels to carry out his every last depraved wish.Vanessa thinks she's got the goods to be able to resist Boris's control and extract Hannah for a daring escape. But the further into his mansion she goes, the more turned on she gets, and the less she can resist. Soon, she's surrounded by hot, fertile bodies everywhere she goes, gawking at Boris as he bangs whomever he wants, and her mind starts to slip away to become the property of a truly misogynist, toxic male who doesn't care about anything about her except how sexy she is.WARNING: This hot story features lots and lots of sex between an incredibly lucky, unattractive loser and mind-blowingly sexy supermodel babes! He uses his power of control to breed multiple girls at a time and indulges in their brainless, bimbofied worship of him.


    
	    
	      
	      Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site.
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	    About the Author

        
            I've never been a big fan of rules, and reality is far too full of them. My fun little stories are the one place where you'll know the rules will never get in the way of your pleasure. Bad guys and gals win, sultry evil goddesses seduce and corrupt heroes (only to become their wicked servants, of course), bullies get the hottest babes, billionaires revel in their power over plebes; it's my fantasy to bring your power fantasies to life. Women become seductive sirens or giggly sex bombs (either way, they're deliciously fertile); men are dangerously-endowed studs or supremely lucky regular guys; arrogant and regal supernatural beauties who can melt steel with a glance go weak at the knees at the thought of their Man and His Pleasure; and best of all, the worlds these characters live in are places where nothing is better than a hot, mating rut with as many partners as possible.
Patreon Subscribers Support Me and Receive Exclusive Stories and Early Access to New Releases:
https://www.patreon.com/nadianightside
Please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter for news of special discounts and THREE exclusive free stories--including one novella-length biker gang romp!--that you won't get anywhere else:
http://eepurl.com/gWe2EH

        

    
	    
	      
	      Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site.
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