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A Familiar New Low

The Pig’s Whistle was not a tavern that prided itself on hygiene, decor, or the quality of its clientele. In fact, it didn’t pride itself on anything. It was a place of last resort. A hole in the wall near the docks of Thoulon, the sort of place where the sawdust on the floor was mostly there to soak up spilled drinks and bodily fluids. The air was thick with the smell of unwashed bodies, cheap tobacco, and the previously aforementioned bodily fluids, a sensory assault that would have turned the stomach of a lesser woman.

Sophie Almodóvar breathed it in like summer breeze.

"Ha! Is that all you've got?" she roared, slamming the back of a burly sailor's hand onto the sticky wood of the table. The impact rattled the mugs and sent a spray of foam into the air.

The sailor, a man with lewdly tattooed forearms the size of cured hams and a face like a bulldog chewing a wasp, stared at his defeated hand in disbelief. He looked up at Sophie, his eyes wide. She was flushed, sweaty, and magnificent. Her white peasant blouse was slipping off one shoulder, revealing the creamy swell of her left breast and the dark, stiff peak of her nipple pressing against the thin fabric. Her hair was a wild, dark mane, and her eyes burned with a feverish, intoxicated light.

"Another!" Sophie shouted, sweeping the sailor’s wager into her cleavage. The silver coins dropped between her breasts and the cold metal against her hot skin sent a shiver of pleasure down her spine. "Who’s next? You? The one with the eyepatch? Or you, the one who looks like he fucked a goat and the goat didn't enjoy it?"

"Sophie, please," a voice hissed in her ear.

Cornett V. Crème, the Milk Wizard, looked entirely out of place in the Pig’s Whistle. He was clutching his staff like a drowning man clinging to a buoy. His eyes were red from the smoky tavern and his robes were stained with wine from when Sophie had accidentally (or perhaps not so accidentally) jostled a waitress an hour ago. He looked pale, nervous, and utterly exhausted.

"Sophie," he tried again, his voice pitching up over the roar of the tavern. "We need to focus. I have news."

"News?" Sophie scoffed, grabbing a tankard of wine from a passing tray without asking who it belonged to. She downed half of it in one long, impressive gulp, red rivulets escaping the corners of her mouth to run down her neck. "The only news I want to hear, Cornett, is that you’ve figured out a way to get us to Sivarna. Thoulon! We are in Thoulon! Do you know how far this is from Sivarna?"

"It was a complex translocation spell!" Cornett protested, wringing his hands. "I don’t… I don’t usually do that sort of magic. Even with all that cream… I… I told you, there was atmospheric interference!"

"Interference my ass," Sophie grumbled, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. She turned on her stool, nearly knocking Cornett over with the swing of her hips. She grabbed the collar of a man sitting behind her, an unsuspecting little merchant trying to enjoy a quiet stew and hauled him into her lap. "You like interference, don't you, sweetcheeks?"

The merchant squeaked, his face turning a bright, alarmed red as he found himself pressed against the soft, yielding beasts, and otherwise luscious body of the Harlot Knight. Sophie planted a kiss on his stew-salted lips and then another on his neck, then bit his ear hard enough to make him yowl. The mark on the back of her neck throbbed, a dull, insistent ache that demanded to be fed.

It had been three days. Three days since they had materialized in a back alley of this port city instead of the shadowy streets of Sivarna. Three days of frustration, dead ends, and a burning, clawing need that alcohol could dull but never satisfy. She was back to her old ways, partying and peddling her body to any who wanted a turn.

"Sophie, listen to me!" Cornett insisted, grabbing her arm. He was surprisingly strong for a man who spent his time fiddling with dairy. "I went to the guild quarter. I made a contact."

Sophie pushed the merchant off her lap. He scrambled away like a rabbit escaping a fox and went back to his stew, moving to the far side of his table. Sophie glared at the wizard.

"A contact? Another ship captain who wants our money and will drop us on some island between here and the mainland? Or one of your milk wizard buddies who can turn a wheel of cheese into a carriage?"

"No! A serious contact," Cornett hissed, leaning in close. "Someone connected to the nobility. Someone who knows how to move people across borders very quickly. And without the Inquisition asking questions. He says his master can get us to Sivarna."

"Who?" Sophie demanded, her eyes narrowing. "Who is this magical savior?"

"He's... well, he didn't give me his master's name directly," Cornett stammered, his voice drowned out as a fiddler in the corner started playing a jaunty, screeching tune. "He's a servant! A seneschal! He works for a... a big house!"

"A servant?" Sophie laughed, a harsh, bitter sound. "We’re trying to get into the Dread Court, Cornett! The most exclusive club of noble freaks in all of Aropa. We are trying to stop a mad inquisitor from sacrificing my sister to a pantheon of dead gods! How can some footman help us?”

"He has resources!" Cornett shouted, frustration finally breaking through his timidity. "Sophie, look at yourself! You’ve been drinking for three days! You’ve bedded half the dockworkers in Thoulon! We are wasting time!"

The tavern went quiet. It was the sort of quiet that precedes a storm, or a bar fight. Sophie slowly stood up. She towered over Cornett, her height enhanced by her heeled boots and her presence amplified by the darkborne power coursing through her veins. She felt the eyes of every man in the room on her. Their lust, anticipation, and even fear. It fed her. It made the mark pulse hotter.

"You think I'm wasting time?" Sophie asked, her voice low and dangerous. She took a step toward Cornett, forcing him back against the bar. "Do you know what it feels like, wizard? Do you know what it feels like to have a demon branding iron searing the back of your neck every second of every day? To feel a hunger so deep it feels like your bones are hollow? We’ll never make it to Savarna in time to save my sister!"

She spun around to face the room, throwing her arms wide. Her breasts heaved, straining the laces of her bodice to their breaking point.

"Look at me!" she yelled at the gawking patrons. "See this?" She thrust her hips at the men and squeezed her tits. "My hungry cunt is a gift from my stepmother! She killed my father and damned my sister and I to this madness! All I want to do is fuck now, Cornett! Leave me ALONE!”

To demonstrate, she grabbed the heavy oak table she had been sitting at. With a grunt, she lifted it over her head. The patrons scattered, diving behind the bar or under benches. Sophie hurled the table across the room. It smashed into the wall with a thunderous crash, splintering into kindling.

"I need release!" Sophie screamed, her huge bust heaving mightily at her bodice.

"Hey, now, that was my favorite bloody table!"

The voice came from a mountain of a man, wide as the doorway he had just entered and covered in a layer of grease that made him shine in the lantern light. He had a belly that hung over his belt like a sack of grain and arms like tree trunks. He was missing several teeth, and the ones that remained were yellow shards. Beside him stood a skinny, weasel-faced man with a knife already in his hand.

"That's Big Gaston," someone whispered fearfully.

"And the Eel," another muttered.

Sophie turned to face them, a smile spreading across her face. It wasn't a nice smile. There was a wicked madness in her eyes to go with it.

"Your table?" Sophie purred, stepping over the debris. "My apologies. I didn't realize the furniture in this pigsty had owners."

"You got a loud mouth, girlie," Gaston grunted, stepping forward. The floorboards creaked under his weight. He gestured to Cornett with a thumb the size of a sausage. "And you ruined my night wreckin’ my table.”

The Eel tittered and waved his knife at Sophie. "You owe Gaston for the table. And maybe a little extra for the trouble."

Sophie laughed and tossed her hair.

"You want payment?" She walked right up to Gaston, invading his personal space. She could smell him, old sweat and raw onions. To anyone else, it would be revolting. To Sophie, in the throes of her cursed bender, it was exactly what she wanted. "What kind of payment did you have in mind, big boy?"

Gaston looked down at her. His eyes dropped to her cleavage, where the silver and copper coins she had deposited there glinted against the creamy slopes of her milky breasts. He licked his greasy lips. "Maybe we take it out in trade."

"Trade," Sophie repeated. She reached out and ran a hand down his massive, blubbery arm. She felt the hard muscle beneath the fat. "I like trade."

Then, without warning, she smashed her lips against the big, greasy slob and kissed him.

“Mmmm!” She thrust her tongue into his mouth, exploring the cavern rimmed with jagged teeth. Gaston’s arms flailed for a moment before instinct took over. He grabbed her ass, his huge hands kneading her flesh through her skirt.

Sophie moaned into his mouth, the sound vibrating through them both. This was it. This was the filth she needed. The raw, unwashed, violent masculinity. The mark on her neck flared, sending waves of heat crashing from her clit into her core. She ground her pelvis against his leg, feeling the hard ridge of his arousal beneath his stained breeches.

"Sophie!" Cornett cried out, peering over the bar. "What are you doing?"

"Shut up!" Sophie broke the kiss, panting. She looked at Gaston, her eyes dilated. "You. Upstairs. Now."

Gaston blinked, dazed. "Uh... okay."

"And you!" Sophie pointed a finger at the Eel, who was staring in confusion at the beautiful Harlot Knight’s reaction. "You too. Get over here."

The Eel looked terrified. "Me?"

"Yes, you, you little muck worm," Sophie snarled. She lashed out, swinging her hip to extend her reach, and grabbed him by the scruff of his neck. She hauled him closer with little resistance. "I need more than one to put this fire out."

She grabbed Gaston by his greasy shirtfront with one hand and the Eel by his collar with the other.

"Room. Now," she commanded.

She looked back at Cornett one last time. The wizard was staring at her with horrified resignation.

"Don't wait up, milk-boy," she said with a wink. "I have a meeting with the local guild of skirt lifters."

She dragged the two thugs up the creaking stairs, their boots thumping a rhythm that matched the pounding of her heart.

The room Sophie had rented was small. It smelled like mildew and unwashed laundry. The bed looked like it would collapse under the weight of a hearty sigh, let alone what was about to happen. Sophie kicked the door shut and shoved the two men into the center of the room.

"Strip," she ordered, turning to lock the door. She didn't wait for them. Her fingers flew to the laces of her bodice. She tore it open, the fabric ripping in her haste. Her breasts spilled out, heavy and flushed, the nipples hard as stones. Milk beaded at her plump nipples.

Gaston let out a low whistle. "By Mardoch."

"Oh, he’s not watching. I spent the first day praying and didn’t do a damned thing.”

“First day?” asked the Eel, staring wide-eyed at Sophie’s massive breasts.

“Less talking, more taking off those filthy clothes," Sophie snapped. She kicked off her boots and shimmied out of her skirt, standing before them in nothing but sheer, sweat-stained chemise and her panties. She could see the hunger in their eyes, the way they looked at her body like starving dogs looking at a bone. It made her cunt weep.

The Rat fumbled with his belt, his hands shaking. Gaston was faster. He shoved his breeches down, revealing a cock that matched the rest of him. It was thick, uncircumcised, and smelled so bad she caught an acrid whiff from three paces away. It was half-hard, a heavy slab of meat swinging between his thighs.

Sophie didn't hesitate. All the drinking and arm wrestling had pushed her to the brink. She needed cock. She needed as much as she could get.

She launched herself at Gaston, wrapping her legs around his waist. He staggered but caught her, his hands gripping her ass. She kissed him again, biting his tongue, tasting the metallic tang of blood. She reached down between them, grabbing his cock and guiding it.

"Put it in," she hissed against his mouth. "Now!"

Gaston groaned and thrust his blunt cock at the seeping folds of Sophie’s snatch. It took three grunting thrusts before his tip caught her petals and he entered her with a wet slap. His cock filled her deliciously and his bollocks spanked against her ass as he brought her weight down with his hands.

“Yessss, that’s a good start,” gasped Sophie as she threw her head back and moaned. She was relieved that Gaston was every bit the ogre he had hoped. He wasn't gentle. It wasn't making love. It was fucking in its rawest form. Hammering into her and bouncing her on his thick cock.

"Yes!" she cried, bouncing on him, driving him deeper. "Harder!”

Gaston stumbled backward until his legs hit the mattress. They fell together, the bed frame groaning in protest. Sophie rode him like a wild animal, her hair flying, milk spattering from her swollen nipples and heaving breasts, sweat mingling with Gaston’s grease. She looked over at the Eel, who was standing by the door, naked and shivering with lust, his scrawny cock fully erect and twitching.

"What are you waiting for?" Sophie yelled at him. "An invitation? Get over here!"

The Eel scrambled onto the bed. He looked even worse up close. He didn’t smell nearly as bad as Gaston, but he was scarred from a bad case of pox all over his torso and back and his body was almost hairless. He crawled up behind Sophie as she bounced on Gaston’s lap.

"My mouth," she commanded, grabbing the Eel’s oily hair and pulling his face to hers. "Feed me."

The Eel pushed his cock to her lips. It was thin and wiry, red and scrawled with little veins, a stark contrast to Gaston’s girth, but big enough. Sophie took it with one hand, guiding it properly to her lips as she engulfed him and began to suck. She needed every bit of that cock in her mouth. She needed to be filled, plugged, used. She gulped him deep, her tongue swirling around his shaft, while her hips pounded a relentless rhythm against Gaston.

The room filled with the wet smack of flesh, the creak of the springs, the guttural grunts of the men, and Sophie’s cock-stuffed moans. She managed to the two men, turning them and shifting position as she pleased.

"Mmmmm! Fuck me!" she moaned, taking the Eel out of her mouth to gasp for air. "Both of you! Pound my holes! Are you men or little boys? Show me what you can do with these cocks!"

She rode harder atop Gaston, her hips working and her plush bottom jiggling as she throated the Eel’s slender cock and tongued his musty bollocks. Her eyes watered from the effort, but she was otherwise undeterred by any discomfort. She bobbed vigorously on the Eel and worked her hips faster and faster, grinding her clit against the hairy mound at the base of Gaston’s cock.

Below her, Gaston was bucking upwards with growing urgency, his hips slamming into her and making her milky tits bounce and slap. He was sweating profusely, his face red, his eyes rolled back.

"Can’t hold back! Gonna burst!” Gaston wheezed.

"Don't you dare!" Sophie cried, pulling her head away from the Eel’s cock. She grabbed a handful of Gaston’s chest hair and twisted. "Don’t go spilling yet! You hold it, fat man! You hold it until I tell you!"

She squeezed her inner muscles, clamping down on him to strangle his eruption. Gaston roared, his body tense, jaw clenched, fighting the urge. Sophie laughed, a manic sound. She turned her attention back to the Eel. He tried to thrust back into her mouth, but she pushed him away and nearly sent him toppling off the bed.

"My ass," she said breathlessly. "Stuff that skinny prick of yours up my ass!”

The Eel stared at her for a moment before he saw her expression darken and quickly nodded in agreement. He moved behind her, bracing one hand on her hip as she continued to bounce her pink cunny on Gaston’s fat prick. The Eel spit on his cock and pressed the tip against her tight ring. Sophie pushed back, forcing him in. It hurt, but only for a moment. Then the pain transmuted into pulsating pleasure as the mark fed on the intensity of that anal intrusion.

"Oh god, yesssss," Sophie moaned, her eyes fluttering shut. "Double... double fucked... ahhhhh!"

At last, she was truly full. Gaston in her pussy, the Eel in her ass. They found a rhythm, a seesaw motion that rocked her core. Fleshy pistons working her raunchy holes. Sophie lost herself in the intense motion. The darkborne mark transformed her into a vessel of pure sensation, a conduit for the dark energy that fed her flesh.

Their pleasure converged, rising in a sweaty, gasping crescendo. Gaston erupted first, his hands suddenly violently tight on Sophie’s hips as he let out a red-faced groan.

“Can’t hold it any… mor!” His thick cock swelled within the slick walls of Sophie’s cunt. His cock throbbed rapidly and his thick seed pumped out in heavy spurts, gushing straight to Sophie’s womb. The heat of his cum spread through her belly, soothing the ache of the mark.

A second later, the Eel leaned heavily against Sophie’s back, and convulsed behind her, pumping spurt after spurt of his load into her ass. Sophie clamped down on both of them, milking them dry, screaming her own release as the darkborne energy poured into her and crested and broke, leaving her floating in a haze of pleasure.

Gaston collapsed onto the mattress, nearly breaking the bedframe, his heavy breathing sounding like a dying bellows. The Eel slid out of her creamed bottom and curled up and slid off the bed and onto the floor like a dead version of his namesake. Sophie lay amidst the tangle of limbs and stained sheets, her chest heaving, her gaping holes leaking, and her skin glowing with a sheen of sweat,

She felt filthy, used, and more energized than she had since arriving in Thoulon.

The candle on the table beside the bed guttered and extinguished itself with a smoky sizzle. Neither Sophie nor her lovers moved to get up or clean themselves and soon all three lay snoring in a tangle the overflowed the bed.

The sun, when it arose, was brutally bright. Sophie struggled against a beam of light stabbing directly into her brain through the gap in the curtains. She weakly lifted a hand to shield her face. Her head felt like it had been used as a practice dummy for a dwarven hammer team.

She had meant to do something useful with all that sexual energy, like win a few more wagers in arm wrestling, but instead she had slept in her bed, unwashed and stinking, with two of the nastiest men she’d yet met at the tavern. Her muscles ached, her holes were sore, and her mouth was chalky and bitter.

She groaned and tried to sit up. A heavy weight pinned her leg. She looked down to see Gaston’s massive arm draped over her thigh. He was snoring loud enough to rattle the windowpane. The Eel was gone. He better not have taken the coins she had been storing in her cleavage when she undressed.

"Ugh," Sophie muttered, shoving Gaston’s arm away. He grunted but didn't wake.

She sat on the edge of the bed, putting her head in her hands. The room reeked of cum. Her clothes were scattered across the floor in ruins. Her armor lay in a heap in the corner and she heard a judgmental whimper from Pumpkin beneath the blanket that covered his basket.

"Oh, shut up," she softly moaned to him. “I’m never doing it again so you can spare me a lecture.”

She stood up, her legs wobbling slightly. She needed water. She needed a bath. She needed to find Cornett and... well, apologize was probably too strong a word, but perhaps acknowledge that he hadn't been entirely wrong.

She found a pitcher of tepid water on the washstand and drank directly from it, spilling half of it down her chin. She splashed the rest on her face, trying to scrub away the grime of the bender.

As she dried her face with a somewhat clean rag, she noticed something on the small table by the door. It wasn't there last night.

It was a card. Heavy, cream-colored cardstock, embossed with a silver crest that depicted a pair of lips pursed as if whispering a secret. The card smelled faintly of tuberose.

Sophie picked it up. The calligraphy was elegant, sharp, and precise.

Honoré, Seneschal to Her Lady, the Baroness Geneviève Delpaire. Inquire at the Townhouse at 6 Rue de la Lune.

"Honoré?" she murmured, racking her brain through the fog of the hangover. Had she met an Honoré? No. She remembered Gaston. She remembered the Eel and his skinny cock. She remembered a lot of nameless faces and groping hands down in the tavern. But no Honoré.

She turned the card over. There was a handwritten note on the back.

“Your reputation precedes you, Mademoiselle Almodóvar. And your performance last night was enlightening. We have complimentary interests. Do not keep me waiting.”

Sophie stared at the card. She looked back at the snoring heap of Gaston on the bed. Then she looked at the card again.

Her Lady, the Baroness Geneviève Delpaire.

Cornett had mentioned that his contact was the servant of an important house.

"Well," Sophie said, splashing a bit more water onto her face as a slow smile crept onto her lips despite the headache. "Maybe there is still a little hope of reaching Sivarna before Pater Scibberas sacrifices my sister to some dead god.”

Sophie let herself indulge that small glimmer of hope. She would need it if she was going to deal with another treacherous noblewoman.
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A Relatively Decent Proposal

The coal seller’s wagon creaked to a halt at the intersection with the Rue de la Lune and Sophie Almodóvar lifted her head from the grimy man’s lap. She wiped a trickle of his cum from her chin and thanked him for the ride across the city.

“Don’t hang about on the streets, miss,” said the coal seller as Sophie slid down from the wagon. “They can smell those wot don’t belong here.”

“I had a bath this morning,” said Sophie, making a rude gesture at the coal seller as he laughed and his wagon rolled on. She saw immediately that the coal seller had been telling the truth. The people were well-coiffed and dressed in finery. Even the city guards here stood rigid and wore their armor with polished pride. The smell in the air was not crowd sweat, smithy smoke, or horse manure, but rather than scent of baking sweets and fresh cut flowers.

It was all a stark, painful contrast to her past few days at the Pig’s Whistle, and Sophie felt like a smear of grease on a silk sheet. She was considering turning away from the tony neighborhood and slinking bag to a tankard and a sailor’s stiff prick when she heard a familiar voice.

“Sophie! There you are!” The dairymancer emerged from a café with a paper-wrapped pastry of fluffy golden layers. “I was afraid you might still be sleeping off last night’s, ah, indulgences.”

“I’m here,” said Sophie, waving at the wealthy neighborhood. “And I feel ridiculous, Cornett.”

She was wearing her armor again, the battered, fur-lined cuirass that barely contained her heaving bosom, the loincloth that left little to the imagination, and the heavy cloak that she pulled tight to try to hide herself from the judgmental gazes of the wealthy. Her head still throbbed with a dull, rhythmic ache, a souvenir from the gallons of cheap wine she’d consumed, but her body hummed with the residual energy of the previous night’s debauchery. At least she was wide awake.

“You look as beautiful as ever,” said Cornett, passing her the pastry and then taking her arm. “Enjoy it while we walk. It’s called a Pain au Chocolat and it’s puff pastry filled with—”

“I know what it is, Cornett,” said Sophie. “I might look like a common trollop, but I was raised in a castle.”

She took a bite of the delicious, buttery, chocolate-filled pastry and let out a muffled moan of delight. It flaked into her cleavage as the sweet filling made her forget the bitter taste of the coal seller’s spunk.

“There’s nothing common about you,” chuckled Cornett, reaching over to brush some pastry from the tops of Sophie’s massive breasts.

“Are you sure about this, Cornett?” Sophie muttered, squinting against the sunlight reflecting off a whitewashed garden wall. “This place looks too fancy to have anything useful for the likes of us.”

Cornett adjusted his ridiculous hat, which was currently listing to the left.

“I am certain, Sophie,” he whispered, as if afraid the well-manicured hedges might be listening. “Honoré is... well, he is a man of significant influence. If anyone can get us across the sea and the mainland to Sivarna without alerting the Inquisition, it is his mistress.”

“His mistress,” Sophie repeated, rolling her eyes. “Let me guess. Some fat dowager with a third-tier title, one of those lap dogs, and a taste for young wizards?”

“Not exactly,” Cornett squeaked.

They stopped before a townhouse that made the others on the street seem like shacks. It was four stories of pale stone, with wrought-iron balconies that looked like black lace against the sky. The heavy oak door was polished to a mirror shine, and the brass knocker was shaped like a crescent moon held in a skeletal hand.

Sophie didn't wait for Cornett to gather his courage. She grabbed the knocker and slammed it down three times. Bang. Bang. Bang.

“Sophie!” Cornett hissed. “Decorum!”

“I don’t have time for decorum,” she grumbled, leaning against the doorframe and massaging her temples. “I have a headache, a cursed mark that’s currently taking a nap but will wake up hungry soon enough, and a sister to save.”

The door swung open silently, revealing a foyer tiled in black and white marble. Standing in the center of it, like a chess piece waiting to make a move, was an unusual man. Certainly not the sort of man that Sophie had been expecting.

He was tall, with skin the color of polished ebony and hair that was graying at the temples, cut close to his skull. He wore a suit of dark velvet that fit him perfectly, tailored to emphasize a frame that was lean but unbowed by his advanced age. He stood with his hands clasped behind his back, like a general surveying a battle map, his expression one of polite, half-lidded boredom.

“Monsieur Crème,” the man said. His voice was deep, smooth, and devoid of warmth. “And... Mademoiselle Almodóvar. My Lady, a pleasure to meet you.”

Sophie straightened up, trying to look less like a hungover brawler and more like a noblewoman who had simply fallen on hard times (and into a vat of ale). “That’s me. And you must be Honoré.”

“I am,” Honoré said. He didn't bow. He didn't smile. He simply stepped aside. “Please. Come in.”

Sophie strode past him, the sweet floral scent of tuberose that had clung to the card washed over her as she entered. The interior of the townhouse was cool and dim, a relief to her aching eyes. The furniture was sparse but elegant, with a set of high-backed chairs, tables with legs carved like griffins, and tapestries depicting scenes of nocturnal hunts.

Honoré closed the door, sealing out the noise of the city. He gestured toward a sitting room. “Please. Sit. I have taken the liberty of preparing a restorative.”

On a low table sat a silver tray with a crystal decanter filled with a pale green liquid and three glasses. Sophie flopped onto a velvet sofa, wincing as the soft cushions swallowed her. She forced herself upright, trying to regain some composure. Cornett perched on the edge of a chair, looking like he was ready to bolt at any moment.

Honoré poured a glass of the green liquid and handed it to Sophie. “For the headache. And the... residual humors.”

She downed the liquid in one gulp. It tasted like mint, ice, and something metallic. Almost instantly, the throbbing in her head receded to a manageable dull ache, and her stomach settled.

“Better,” she sighed. “Alright, Honoré. You left a card. You know my name. And according to my, ah, my milk-boy here, you can get us to Sivarna. What’s the catch?”

Honoré poured a glass of water for Cornett, ignoring the wizard’s trembling hand as he took it. He remained standing, looking down at Sophie with eyes that were dark and unreadable.

“Monsieur Crème contacted me two days ago,” Honoré began. “He claimed to travel with a very interesting woman. A woman bearing a forbidden mark of the ancients.”

Sophie shot a glare at Cornett. “You told him?”

“I had to!” Cornett squeaked. “It was the only way to get his attention!”

Honoré reached into his vest pocket and pulled out a monocle attached to a silver chain. The lens was thick and smoked, swirling with faint, inner light. He placed it over his right eye and leaned toward Sophie.

“May I?” he asked, gesturing to her neck.

Sophie tensed. She didn't like people getting too close to the mark unless she was planning on fucking them or killing them. But she needed this. She leaned forward, sweeping her heavy dark hair aside to bare the nape of her neck.

Honoré peered through the monocle. For a long moment, he was silent. Sophie felt a strange tingling sensation, as if the lens were pulling at the skin. The mark, usually invisible to the mundane eye, felt hot and heavy.

“Remarkable,” Honoré murmured. He straightened up, letting the monocle drop back to his chest. “It is as you said, Monsieur Crème. A genuine darkborne brand. And an active one at that. It pulses like a second heart.”

“It’s hungry,” Sophie said bluntly, letting her hair fall back into place. “It’s always hungry. Is that what your mistress is interested in? My curse?”

“The Baroness Geneviève Delpaire is a collector,” Honoré said, clasping his hands behind his back again. “She collects art, she collects artifacts, and she collects... people. People who are anomalies. People who defy the natural order.”

“I’m not a statue to be put on a shelf,” Sophie snapped.

“No,” Honoré agreed. “You are far too volatile for a shelf. But the Baroness is hosting a gala tonight at her country estate, Chateau Beaux Rêves. She has expressed a desire to meet you. If you attend, and if you entertain her and her guests, she has the means to grant your request to quickly reach Sivarna.”

“Entertain her how?” Sophie asked, crossing her arms over her chest. The leather of her cuirass creaked. “I’m a knight, not a jester. And I don’t dance unless I’m drunk.”

“The Baroness’s definition of entertainment is broad,” Honoré said smoothly. “She enjoys vitality. She enjoys strength. And she enjoys the breaking of taboos. Your reputation for brawling in taverns, bedding men by the pair, and carrying a weapon that hums with magic intrigues her.”

Sophie leaned back, considering. “So, I go to a party. I eat some hors d'oeuvres. I chat with a rich lady. And then she snaps her fingers and sends us to Sivarna?”

“The Baroness employs a personal wizard of considerable power,” Honoré said. “Translocation across borders is within his capabilities. But the Baroness does not give favors for free. You must make a good impression.”

He paused, his gaze sweeping over Sophie’s attire. He looked at the mud-splattered boots, the tarnished armor, the loincloth that had been through a jungle, and the wild tangle of her hair. His nose wrinkled, just slightly.

“However,” Honoré continued, “you cannot attend the gala looking like... a brigand who has just rolled out of a gutter.”

Sophie looked down at herself. “This is practical. This is who I am. The Harlot Knight.”

“Yes, and the Baroness appreciates authenticity, but you will be a guest not a specimen,” Honoré corrected gently. “The guests at Chateau Beaux Rêves are the elite of Orleans. Princes, dukes, archmages. You need to look the part of a guest, not the hired muscle or a bed warmer.”

He walked over to a small desk and picked up a bulging velvet pouch. It clinked with the distinct, heavy sound of gold.

“I have an allowance,” Honoré said, weighing the pouch in his hand. “Five hundred couronnes. We have four hours before the carriage departs for the estate. We are going shopping.”

Sophie stared at the pouch. Five hundred couronnes. That was more money than she had seen in one place since... well, since she raided the countess’s castle, and that hadn’t ended well.

“Shopping?” Sophie stood up, stretching her long limbs. Her joints popped. “Fine. I hate shopping. But if it gets me to Sivarna, I’ll wear a thong and a fisherman’s net.”

Honoré’s lip twitched. It might have been a smile, or it might have been indigestion. “I assure you, Mademoiselle, we aim for something a bit more, ah, conventionally lovely than that combination.”

“Very well,” said Sophie, downing her drink and rising from her set. “Then let’s go shopping.”

Madame Leclaire’s Modiste was a temple dedicated to the worship of expensive fabric. The walls were lined with bolts of silk, velvet, and satin in every color imaginable. Mannequins posed in the center of the room wearing gowns that cost more than a merchant ship. The air carried the slightly acrid aroma of expensive dye.

Sophie felt too big and voluptuous, too much of a woman, compared to the slender dressing mannnequins. She kept her hands close to her sides, afraid that if she touched anything, she would smear it with grease or accidentally rip it in half.

Honoré, on the other hand, was in his element. He moved through the shop with authority, inspecting the fabric and the finished pieces and snapping his fingers at the shop’s beautiful young assistants who scurried to obey.

“Not that red,” he dismissed a gown with a wave of his hand. “Too garish. It clashes with her undertones. And that green is too pedestrian. We need something celestial. Something that speaks of her bewitching beauty.”

He stopped before a gown of pale, powder-blue silk. It was a ball gown but cut in a daring style that seemed to owe more to the boudoir than the ballroom. The bodice was structured, stiff with boning, and cut scandalously low. Sophie did not see how it could even support her immense, milk-heavy breasts. The skirt was a cloud of tulle and silk that would swirl and float with every step.

“This,” Honoré decided. “And we shall need undergarments. The structural integrity of the bodice will require additional support.”

Sophie looked at the dress. It was beautiful. It was a more overtly sexual version of the kind of thing she used to wear as a young lady, in another life, before it was all taken from her by her stepmother. A pang of nostalgia hit her, followed quickly by a surge of defiance. She wasn't that girl anymore. But she could draw on that past and hold her head up among nobles. She was still that highborn daughter.

“Fine,” Sophie said, running a finger over the cool silk. “But I’m keeping my boots. In case I need to kick someone.”

“Oh, no. We will find you slippers,” Honoré said firmly. “And you will wear them. Now, into the dressing room. Madame’s assistants will help you.”

“I don’t need help,” Sophie said, grabbing the dress and a pile of lacy underthings Honoré had selected. “I can dress myself.”

She marched into the changing room, a spacious alcove curtained off by heavy velvet drapes, and threw the clothes onto a chaise longue. She began to strip off her armor. The buckles clinked as she undid them. She dropped the heavy cuirass to the floor with a thud, followed by her loincloth. She stood naked in front of the tall, gilded mirror, examining herself.

Her body was a map of her journey. Muscles coiled beneath her tanned skin. There were faint scars here and there, souvenirs from goblins, lizardmen, and vampires. Her breasts were full and heavy, the nipples dark and large against the pale skin that usually hid beneath her armor. The mark on her neck was invisible in the reflection, but she could feel it there, a hum of heat against her spine.

She picked up the lingerie Honoré had chosen. It was exquisite pale blue lace and sheer silk. Panties that were little more than a suggestion, a corset meant to cinch her waist and push her breasts up until they were a shelf for her chin, and silk stockings that felt like water against her skin.

She pulled on the panties and the stockings, fastening them with the intricate garters. She struggled with the corset for a moment, sucking in her breath and hauling on the laces until she felt her ribs complain. When she looked in the mirror again, she smirked. She looked outrageous. Deliciously outrageous.

“Honoré!” she called out. “I need help with the dress! The laces are in the back!”

The velvet curtain rippled, and Honoré stepped inside. He stopped dead.

He was a professional. A man who had likely seen everything working for a woman like the Baroness. But as his eyes swept over Sophie standing there in black lace, her skin glowing in the soft light, her breasts heaving above the corset, her long legs encased in silk, his composure cracked.

His throat bobbed as he swallowed. His gaze lingered on the curve of her hip, the swell of her cleavage, the dark triangle of hair visible through the sheer panties.

“Mademoiselle,” he said, his voice a little tighter than before. “Perhaps I should call one of the assistants.”

“They’re busy,” Sophie lied, turning around to face the mirror, presenting her back to him. “Just do the laces, Honoré. Unless you’re afraid of a little corset?”

She watched him in the mirror. He hesitated, then stepped forward. He picked up the powder-blue gown and helped her step into it. The silk rustled around her legs, cool and soft. He pulled the bodice up, his knuckles brushing against the skin of her back. Sophie shivered.

Honoré began to lace the back of the gown. His fingers were deft, quick, and efficient. But Sophie could feel the heat radiating from him. He was standing close, right behind her. She could smell clean soap, starch, and beneath that, the faint, musky scent of a man trying very hard to control himself.

The dark mark pulsed on the back of her neck.

“You have... a very strong back,” Honoré murmured, tightening a lace. “Muscles one does not usually see on a lady of court.”

“I’m not a lady of court,” Sophie said, watching his reflection. His eyes were fixed on her back, on the skin exposed by the low cut of the dress. “I’m a warrior. And a whore. Depending on the day.”

Honoré paused. His hands rested on her waist. “The Baroness will appreciate your candor. She dislikes pretense.”

The mark on Sophie’s neck gave a sudden, sharp throb. Much more pronounced than before. It was waking up. The hangover had dulled it, but the proximity of this stiff, controlled, powerful man was feeding it. A flush of heat spread through her belly. The lingering soreness from last night’s marathon with Gaston and the Eel had given way to a new, sharp hunger.

She needed a top-up. Just a little taste to get her through the carriage ride.

“Honoré,” Sophie purred. She leaned back, pressing her lace-sheathed ass against his bulge.

He stiffened. “Mademoiselle, please. We must finish.”

“We are finishing,” Sophie said. She turned around in the small space, trapping him between her and the wall of the dressing room. The dress was still unlaced at the top, hanging loose and exposing the pale lace corset and the tops of her breasts.

She reached out and placed a hand on his chest, right over his heart. It was a drumroll beneath her fingertips.

“You like what you see, don’t you?” she whispered, walking her fingers up his lapel to toy with his silk cravat. “I saw you looking. When I walked in. When I took off the armor. You’re a man, Honoré. A man with blood in his veins.”

“I am a servant of the Baroness,” Honoré said, his voice rough. He caught her hand, but he didn't push it away. He held it there, his grip firm. “And we are in a place of business.”

“Business,” Sophie repeated. She stepped closer, until her breasts were brushing against his velvet vest. She looked up into his dark eyes. “What if I want to make a transaction?”

Honoré stared at her. The professional mask was slipping. His nostrils flared. He looked at her mouth, then at her cleavage, then back at her eyes.

“We do not have time,” he said, but it sounded like a complaint, not a refusal.

“We have time,” Sophie said. She reached down with her free hand and cupped him through his trousers. He was hard. Rock hard. A thick, heavy ridge of arousal straining against the expensive fabric.

Honoré let out a surprised huff. “Mademoiselle...”

“Sophie,” she corrected. She squeezed him, rubbing her thumb over the tip of his cock through the stretched fabric of his trousers. He groaned, his head tipping back, exposing his throat.

Sophie didn't hesitate. She rose on her tiptoes and kissed his neck. She kissed him and inhaled his masculine scent. Honoré shuddered. His hands rose to grip her waist, his fingers digging into the silk of the dress.

“This is... going to delay us,” he gasped.

“Delays are your problem,” Sophie murmured against his skin. She moved her hand to his belt, unbuckling it with practiced ease. “Come on, Honoré. Just a quick one. For luck.”

He looked down at her, conflict warring in his eyes. Duty against desire. Propriety against the overwhelming, supernatural lust that Sophie radiated like heat from a furnace.

Desire won.

Honoré let out a groan of surrender and pressed his lips to hers. It was a kiss of surprising passion, possessing none of the cool detachment he showed to Sophie before. His tongue swept into her mouth at the slightest parting of her lips. He tasted of mint tea and his tongue, slender like his body, was adventurous and conquering.

Sophie moaned, grinding her hips against him as she shoved his trousers down without bothering to unlace them. His cock sprang free, thick and dark and pulsing with heat. It was a beautiful thing, heavy and curved slightly upward.

“Oh, yes,” Sophie whispered, breaking the kiss to look down at it. “That’s a proper cock, sir.”

She turned around, bending over and placing her hands on the wall of the dressing room. She hiked up the fluffy skirt of the blue gown, bunching the tulle and silk around her waist. She looked at him over her shoulder, arching her back to present her lace-clad ass.

“Don’t keep a lady waiting, Honoré,” she teased. “Take what you must.”

Honoré had already made up his mind. He stepped closer, taking hold of her hips. He didn't bother with foreplay, for he could no doubt see the wetness soaking the gusset of her panties. He pulled the lace aside with a rip that would add to the cost of the gown and thrust his stiff cock into Sophie’s hot cunny.

"By the Old Gods," he hissed as he buried himself in her snug channel.

Sophie moaned, her head falling forward against the wall. Honoré’s cock filled her to the hilt, prodding her sensitive backwalls and stretching her in a way that felt wonderfully, sinfully good. He wasn't rough like Gaston, but he was powerful and experienced. He fucked her with a rhythmic, measured intensity, his hips patting into her plush buttocks with each stroke.

"You are an exceptional woman," Honoré rasped, leaning over her back. His hands came around to cup her breasts, kneading them through the corset, pushing them up. He kissed her shoulder, his breath hot on her skin. "I have encountered many women in my work, but none such as you.”

“There’s no one else like me," Sophie panted, pushing back against him, rolling her hips and meeting his thrusts.

The mark on her neck flared, drinking in his arousal and her pleasure. This was not the dirty energy of the tavern brawl. This was refined. It was the energy of precise control losing out to the power of lust. It tasted like aged wine. Sophie reveled in it. She clenched her internal muscles around him, milking him with every stroke.

The dressing room was filled with the sounds of their coupling, the swishing rustle of silk, the slap of skin, the heavy breathing of the old seneschal. Outside the curtain, Madame Leclaire’s assistants chattered, oblivious to the fact that their wealthy client was currently railing the customer against the mirror.

Honoré was relentless and growing more urgent. He pounded into her, his composure straining beneath his desire. He was muttering things in a language she didn't understand, perhaps a dialect of Iden, words that sounded like worship and curses intertwined.

"I grow close," he groaned, his grip on her hips tightening until it flared with pain. "Sophie... I cannot hold back."

"Give me your seed," Sophie commanded, reaching back to dig her nails into his ass. "Fill me up, Honoré. Ruin the dress if you must. Just cum!"

Honoré let out a shout, muffled and hot against her shoulder, and drove into her one last time, holding himself deep inside. Sophie felt his release, warm and plentiful, flooding her womb. The mark pulsed in time with each pumping spasm, sending waves of cursed pleasure radiating through her limbs. She shook, her knees weak, thighs quivering, and sagged against the frame of the mirror as he emptied himself into her.

They stayed like that for a long moment, panting, sweating, the smell of sex mingling with the rosewater scent of the shop. Neither speaking.

Honoré pulled out slowly, his breath hitching. Sophie felt his seed welling at her folds. He stepped back, adjusting his clothing with trembling hands.

Sophie turned around, sliding down the wall until she was sitting on the chaise. She looked up at him, her hair messy, her lips swollen, a flush high on her cheeks. She felt energized. Sharp. Ready for anything.

"Well," she said, grinning. "That was... restorative."

Honoré looked at her. He looked at the ripped panties on the floor. He looked at his own reflection in the mirror, his cravat askew and his eyes wide. He took a deep breath, smoothing his velvet vest. The mask of the professional seneschal slid back into place, though it was perhaps a little thinner than before.

"We have little time," he said, his voice steady but low. "The carriage will not wait."

He knelt, picked up the torn lace, and tucked it into his pocket. Then he stood and offered her a hand.

"Let us finish lacing the gown, Mademoiselle. The Baroness dislikes tardiness almost as much as she dislikes boredom."

Sophie took his hand and let him pull her up. There was a new respect in his grip. Acknowledgment that she was not some mere harlot and was, in fact, the Harlot Knight.

"I am no longer worried, Honoré," Sophie said, turning so he could finish the laces. "I have a feeling tonight is going to be entirely worth my while."

By the time they emerged from Madame Leclaire’s, Sophie Almodóvar had been transformed. The powder-blue gown fit perfectly, accentuating every ravishing curve while somehow managing to look regal. Her hair had been tamed into an intricate updo, held in place with silver pins that Honoré had purchased. She wore long white gloves to hide her calloused hands and a choker of sapphires that matched her eyes.

Cornett, waiting by the rented carriage, nearly dropped his staff when he saw her.

"Sophie?" he gaped. "Is that... you?"

"Don't get used to it," Sophie said, gathering the voluminous skirts as she climbed into the carriage. "It itches, I can't breathe, and if I have to run, I'm going to trip and break my neck."

She settled onto the plush leather seat, spreading the dress out around her. Honoré climbed in after her, sitting opposite. He looked perfectly composed, though Sophie noticed a pleasured heaviness to his eyes that hadn't been there before.

"To Chateau Beaux Rêves," Honoré instructed the driver.

The carriage lurched forward, the wheels clattering on the stones. Sophie leaned back, watching the city of Thoulon slide past the window. She felt the heavy pouch of gold, now significantly lighter, resting on the seat beside her. She felt the comforting weight of the silver dagger she had strapped to her thigh beneath the layers of silk. And she felt the lingering warmth of Honoré’s seed inside her, a secret fuel for the fires to come.

"So," Sophie said, fixing Honoré with a look. "Tell me about this Baroness. What kind of woman keeps a wizard on retainer and sends her seneschal to pick up strays in taverns?"

Honoré met her gaze. His dark eyes were serious.

"The Baroness is a woman of discerning appetites, Sophie. Where your appetites are... direct... hers are complex. She weaves webs. She plays games. And tonight, you are the most interesting piece on the board."

"I don't like being a piece," Sophie said.

"Then become a player," Honoré suggested softly. "Because at the Chateau, those who do not play... are played with."

Sophie smiled, a hard, predatory expression that didn't match the sweetness of her blue gown. She touched the back of her neck, where the mark hummed in anticipation.

"Good," she said. "I love a game."

The carriage gathered speed, leaving the city behind and heading toward the rolling hills of the countryside, toward the Castle of Beautiful Dreams, and whatever nightmares lay waiting within.
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Bothering the Livestock

The inland carriage ride from Thoulon was long and pleasant. The cobblestones of the city gave way to the packed earth of the country roads, the air seemed to shift. The smell of brine and fish market refuse faded, replaced by the scent of pine, blooming jasmine, and a charge that hung in the air like the promise of a storm.

Sophie sat with her gloved hands resting on the voluminous blue silk of her skirt. The carriage was plush, upholstered in crushed velvet the deep burgundy of dried blood, and the suspension was so fine that she barely felt the bumps in the road. It was a far cry from the saddle of a warhorse or the hard bench of a ferry, and Sophie found herself shifting restlessly.

She was uncomfortable because she was too comfortable.

"You seem agitated, Mademoiselle," Honoré observed. He had regained his composure completely since their interlude in the dressing room. His cravat was perfectly tied, his posture rigid. Only a slight darkening of his eyes when he looked at her betrayed the memory of her bottom bouncing from his hips or her cunny griping the dark wood of his cock.

"It has been too long since I’ve worn a dress like this,” Sophie admitted, running a finger along the sapphire choker at her throat. "And I'm not used to walking into a lion's den without my sword."

"Your sword is safely stowed with your luggage on the rear rack," Honoré assured her. "I will see that your horse is taken care of as well. But you will not need these things. The Baroness does not permit violence within her walls unless it is purely recreational."

"Recreational violence," Sophie mused. "That sounds like my kind of party. But you still haven't told me much about her. Just that she's powerful and has 'complex appetites.' That could mean anything from a fondness for rare truffles to hunting peasants for sport."

Honoré looked out the window as the carriage turned onto a private road lined with ancient oaks. The trees were twisted into unnatural shapes, their branches interlocking to form a tunnel of dappled green light.

"The Baroness Geneviève Delpaire is unique," Honoré said carefully. "She is of the old blood of Orleans, but her interests lie in the arcane and the biological. She breeds creatures. She collects oddities. She has made Chateau Beaux Rêves a sanctuary for things that the rest of the world would call monsters."

"And she considers me a monster?" Sophie asked, a dangerous edge to her voice.

Honoré turned back to her. "To the contrary. I think she will consider you a masterpiece, Sophie. A woman cursed by a dark god, driven by an insatiable lust, yet possessing the strength of a hero? You are exactly the kind of contradiction she adores. But be warned. Her authority on this estate is absolute. The Prince himself does not interfere here. The laws of the land do not apply past those gates. There is no Mardoch on her estate. Her word is the only law."

"I've broken a lot of laws," Sophie said with a smirk.

"Do not break hers," Honoré advised softly. "Not if you wish to reach Sivarna."

The tunnel of trees ended abruptly, and the Chateau was revealed.

Sophie gasped. She had seen castles before. She had grown up in one. But Chateau Beaux Rêves far exceeded the expectations her life had set. It was a sprawling palace of white stone and gold leaf, an architectural delight that looked like it had been dreamed up by a mad confectioner. Spired towers pierced the sky, flying buttresses leaped like stone acrobats, and stained-glass windows glittered like jewels in the afternoon sun.

But it was the grounds that truly caught the eye. As the carriage rolled up the long, gravel drive, Sophie stared out the window. The topiary hedges were not shaped into simple geometric forms or polite animals. They were shaped into scenes of monstrous debauchery. Satyrs chasing nymphs, centaurs rearing in passion, and couples entwined in acts that would make a brothel madam blush. The fountains that lined the drive didn't spray clear water. Some sprayed a rich, red liquid that looked like wine, while others sprayed a thick, milky white fluid that foamed in the basins.

"Is that...?" Sophie pointed at a fountain depicting a woman squeezing her breasts.

"Milk," Honoré said simply. "Enchanted, of course. It never spoils."

"Of course," Sophie murmured. She felt a twinge in her own breasts, a sympathetic ache. The mark on her neck gave a low, contented throb. She was in the right place.

The carriage pulled up to the main entrance, a grand staircase sweeping up to double doors that looked large enough to admit a giant. The horses came to a halt, snorting and stamping.

The door of the carriage opened. But it wasn't a footman who stood there.

It was a beast.

He stood nearly twice as tall as Sophie, his massive frame filling the doorway. He wore the livery of a butler, black breeches, a tailcoat, maroon vest, and pristine white shirt, but that was where the humanity ended. His head was that of a bull, covered in short, golden-brown fur. Curved horns, polished to a shine and capped with gold, swept out from his brow. His neck was thick with muscle, his chest a barrel containing his incredible strength. His hands were large, covered in fur, but tipped with human-like fingers.

He was a minotaur. A golden, glorious minotaur in a servant’s formal wear.

Sophie stared. She had fought monsters, fucked monsters, and befriended monsters, but she had never seen one quite so dignified.

"Welcome to Chateau Beaux Rêves," the minotaur rumbled. His voice was deep, a bass note that vibrated in Sophie’s chest. He extended a massive hand to help her down.

Sophie placed her gloved hand in his. His palm was warm and rough, the fur soft against her skin. As she stepped down, her eyes were drawn irresistibly downward. The breeches were scandalously tight and they did absolutely nothing to hide what lay beneath. There was a bulge there, a massive, heavy ridge of flesh that ran down his inner thigh, thick as a man's arm. So large and his pants so tight that she could make out the shape of his crown.

The beastly shape of it.

Sophie’s mouth went dry. The mark flared hot.

"I am Tassos," the minotaur said, his dark, bovine eyes meeting hers. There was intelligence there, and a spark of amusement. He saw where she was looking. "I am the Majordomo of the estate. The Baroness is expecting you in the hanging gardens."

"Tassos," Sophie breathed, stepping onto the gravel. She didn't let go of his hand immediately. "A pleasure. Truly."

Tassos bowed, a graceful movement for such a large creature. "The pleasure is mine, Mademoiselle Almodóvar. We have heard much of your exploits."

Honoré stepped down from the carriage, adjusting his cuffs. "Tassos. Is she in a mood?"

Tassos snorted, a puff of air escaping his wet nostrils. "She is... anticipatory. She is with the hydra."

"Wonderful," Honoré sighed. He looked at Sophie. "Follow Tassos. He will take you to her. I must see to the luggage and introduce your wizard friend to someone."

"Cornett?" Sophie asked.

“I’ll be fine,” said Cornett. “You, um, you have fun. But try not to get into too much trouble.”

Sophie nodded, though a small prickle of unease touched her. "Alright. Lead the way, Tassos."

She followed the minotaur through the main hall, a cavernous space of marble and mirrors, and out through a set of glass doors at the back. As she walked behind him, she couldn't help but admire the sway of his massive shoulders and the way his tail, tufted with gold fur, swished back and forth through the specially tailored slit in his coat. And that bulge, it moved with a heavy, swinging rhythm that made Sophie’s knees weak.

They entered the gardens. It was a lush, overgrown paradise of exotic flowers and hanging vines. The air was thick with humidity and the scent of orchids. Strange, colorful birds flitted between the trees, their calls sounding like laughter.

In the center of a circular clearing, standing before a large, sunken pit, was the Baroness.

Geneviève Delpaire was a vision of aristocratic excess. She was tall and voluptuous, her figure encased in a gown of deep purple velvet that was cut so low Sophie wondered if her nipples might escape with a deep breath. Her skin was powdered a stark white, contrasting with the beauty mark on her cheek. She wore a towering gray wig, piled high and decorated with pearls and feathers. But the most striking feature was the eyepatch over her left eye, heart-shaped and made of pink silk.

She was feeding chunks of raw meat into the pit. Three serpentine heads on long necks rose from the darkness, snapping at the food. A hydra. A small one, about the size of a mule, but a hydra nonetheless.

"There you are, my pretties," the Baroness cooed, her voice soft and almost girlish. "Eat up. Grow strong."

"Baroness," Tassos announced, stopping a war distance away from the pit. "Your guest has arrived."

Geneviève turned. Her single visible eye was a piercing, ice-blue orb that fixed on Sophie. She smiled, revealing teeth that were perfectly white and perhaps just a little too sharp.

"Ah," she said, tossing the last piece of meat to the hydra and wiping her hands on a silk handkerchief. "The so-called Harlot Knight. The one who bears the mark of the dark gods. In the flesh."

She glided toward them, her movements fluid and predatory. She circled Sophie, inspecting her as one might inspect a prize mare. Or perhaps a slave.

"Honoré did not deceive me," Geneviève murmured, reaching out to touch the fabric of Sophie’s gown. "You are gorgeous. And blue suits you. It brings out the fire in that Galamancan skin. And the structure..." She tapped the bodice with a manicured fingernail. "It highlights your assets magnificently."

"I aim to please," Sophie said, holding her ground. She felt the power radiating off this woman. It wasn't just political power, it was magical. The air around Geneviève hummed with it. She might employ a wizard, but she was herself a formidable spell weaver.

"Do you?" Geneviève stopped in front of her, leaning in close. Sophie could smell her—lilacs and old blood. "We shall see. I have heard stories, Sophie. Stories of a woman who can out-drink a dwarf, out-fight an orc, and out-fuck a succubus. They say your peculiar curse turns lust into strength."

"Don’t believe everything the Inquisition has written down about me in its ledgers," Sophie said. "But what you say is true. Mostly."

Geneviève laughed, a tinkling sound that didn't quite reach her eye. "Modesty? How boring. I detest boredom, Sophie. It is the only sin I cannot forgive." She turned to Tassos. "Take us to the stables, Tassos. I wish to show our guest my favorite mounts. I think she will appreciate the fine breeding."

Tassos bowed. "As you wish, Mistress."

They walked through the gardens, heading toward a large stone building in the distance. Sophie walked beside the Baroness, acutely aware of Tassos’s heavy tread behind them.

"You want to go to Sivarna," Geneviève said, not looking at her. "To the City of Masks."

"That city has a lot of names,” chuckled Sophie. “Yes. I have business there. Family business."

"The Dread Court," Geneviève said softly. Sophie stumbled, but caught herself. The Baroness smiled. "Oh, don't look so surprised. Of course a woman of my means and inclinations knows of a such a gathering. And I knew it would be what was drawing a fallen noble daughter. I was suspicious that a curse-marked woman would want to go to Sivarna with such urgency, so I had my little spies look into you further. I know about Pater Scibberas and that he has taken your sister Margaret. I even know something of his plans to use her as his means of gaining a seat on the Dread Court. He’s a fool, by the way. Those who serve the Old Gods are almost all horrible.”

“Almost all?”

“Almost,” she said, favoring me with a mysterious smile. “Oh, don’t be scandalized. Why do you think Cornett came to me? He knows that I have... interests in that direction."

"Can you get us there?" Sophie asked, deciding not to ask more about the Baroness’s involvement in the Dread Court’s politics.

"I can," Geneviève said. "My wizard, Zymandus, is capable of piercing the veil that surrounds Sivarna. He is due to arrive tomorrow morning. If I give the command, he will send you straight to the city square."

"If?"

"If you prove to be as interesting as I hope," Geneviève said. "I do not do favors for boring people. I want to see this fire of yours, Sophie. I want to see if you can handle my world. After all, if you cannot handle one of my parties then the Dread Court will absolutely eat you alive. Perhaps literally."

They reached the stables. It was a massive structure, built of gray stone and timber, smelling of hay and leather and beastly musk. But it wasn't the smell of horses. Not quite.

Tassos opened the double doors, and they stepped inside.

The interior was dimly lit by salt lanterns hanging from the rafters. Rows of spacious stalls lined the central aisle. Sophie looked into the first stall and froze.

It wasn't a horse.

Standing in the stall, grooming himself with a brush, was a creature from a myth that bore similarities to Tassos but was clearly different. He stood on two powerful, equine hind legs, his hooves shod in silver. His body was covered in sleek, dappled gray fur, with the powerful haunches and tail of a stallion. But from the waist up, he was more like a fur-covered man. His torso was muscular and broad, covered in a fine coat of hair. His arms were human, ending in hands with thick, dark nails.

But his head... his head was that of a horse. A magnificent gray stallion’s head, with large, liquid eyes and velvet ears that twitched at the sound of their approach.

He turned to look at them, letting out a low whinny.

"Meet Bucephalus," Geneviève said, stroking the creature’s flank. "He is one of my Horse Men. A hybrid of my own design. Much smarter than a regular horse. Much stronger. And... significantly more affectionate."

Sophie stared. The creature was beautiful, in a terrifying way. He stood nearly eight feet tall. He wore nothing but a leather halter.

And he was hung.

Between his powerful hind legs hung a sheath of dark skin, and protruding from it was the head of a cock that made Tassos’s seem modest. It was flaccid now, but the sheer size of the sheath promised something monstrous.

"You... ride them?" Sophie asked, her voice breathless.

"In every sense of the word," Geneviève purred, crushing her bust against Sophie’s shoulder. She passed the Harlot Knight and walked down the aisle, trailing her hand along the stall doors. Other heads popped out. A chestnut. A black horse with a white diamond on its nose. A ruddy roan. All of them hybrids. All of them watching the women with an intelligence that was unsettlingly human.

"They are loyal," Geneviève continued. "They live to serve. To carry their mistress. To please her."

She stopped at a stall near the end. Inside was a massive black stallion-man. He was pacing restlessly, his hooves clacking on the stone floor. He snorted when he saw them, tossing his head. His cock was already half-erect, a thick, blunt-headed black battering ram of flesh swinging heavily between his powerful thighs.

"This is Midnight," Geneviève said. "He is high-spirited. He needs a firm hand."

She turned to Sophie. The playfulness was gone from her face, replaced by a cold, imperious command.

"This is your test, Sophie."

"My test?" Sophie asked, tearing her eyes away from Midnight’s crotch.

"I want to see you submit," Geneviève said. "I want to see the Harlot Knight on her knees. Not for a beast. For me."

Sophie bristled. "I don't kneel for anyone."

"Oh, come now, I know your reputation. You kneel for pleasure," Geneviève countered, stepping closer. She reached out and grabbed Sophie’s chin, her fingers digging in. "I can see it in your eyes. You crave it. The mark demands it. You want to know what Midnight feels like. You want to be taken. You want to be used."

Geneviève wasn’t wrong.

The mark throbbed, a violent pulse of heat that made Sophie’s knees buckle. The proximity of the beasts, the smell of their musk, the sheer, overwhelming aura of sex in this place... it was overpowering.

"Tassos," Geneviève commanded without looking away from Sophie. "Strip her.”

The minotaur moved instantly. He stepped behind Sophie, his massive hands grasping the laces of the expensive blue gown Honoré had purchased only hours ago. Sophie felt a moment of regret for the silk, but it was quickly replaced by a thrill of anticipation. Tassos didn't bother to untie them. With a sharp rip, he tore the bodice open.

Cool air hit Sophie's skin as the dress fell away, pooling around her hips. She stood in her lace corset and panties, her breasts heaving, nipples hard against the sheer fabric.

Geneviève's single eye swept over her, critical and hungry. She reached out and traced the top of Sophie's corset with a gloved finger.

"Full," Geneviève murmured. She pressed a thumb into the soft flesh of Sophie's breast, and Sophie gasped as a drop of white liquid pearled at the nipple, beading through the lace. "And productive. You really are a marvel, aren't you?"

"It's a side effect," Sophie panted, her face flushing. "I can’t seem to get rid of the milk."

"It is a gift," Geneviève corrected, licking the drop of milk from her fingertip. She stepped back and pointed a finger at Sophie. "Release it."

"What?"

"The milk," Geneviève said, her voice dropping an octave. "Release it. Anoint me."

She lifted the hem of her heavy velvet skirt, revealing a boot made of supple black leather that reached her knee. She placed her foot on a hay bale, presenting the boot to Sophie.

"My leather is dry, Sophie. It requires... conditioning. Use your gift."

The absurdity of the request warred with the deep, throbbing compulsion of the mark. To be used as a bootshine sent a jolt of arousal straight to Sophie's groin.

"Do it," Tassos rumbled from behind her, his large hands resting heavy on her shoulders, pushing her down.

Sophie sank to her knees in the straw. She looked up at the Baroness, who gazed down with imperious expectation. Sophie reached into her corset, scooping her heavy breasts out of the cups. They swung free, pale and swollen, thick nipples standing out, the veins faintly blue under the skin.

She took her left breast in both hands, aiming the nipple at the Baroness's boot. She squeezed.

A jet of warm, white milk shot out, splattering against the black leather. Geneviève sighed, a sound of pure satisfaction.

"Again," she commanded. "Coat it. Make it shine."

Sophie worked her hands rhythmically, milking herself. Streams of white fluid coated the dark boot, running in rivulets down the leather, pooling on the stone floor. The smell of sweet milk mingled with the musk of the stable.

"Good," Geneviève purred. "Now the other. My cleavage is parched."

The Baroness took her boot from the hay bale and leaned down to present her own massive bust. She thrust her ample bosom within range. Sophie switched breasts, taking her right teat in hand. She aimed and squeezed, sending a spray of milk across the Baroness's chest. The white droplets glistened on Geneviève's pale skin, running down into the deep valley between her breasts.

Geneviève laughed, a low, throaty sound. She ran a finger through the milk on her chest and licked it. "Sweet. Powerful. You truly are a cow fit for a queen."

She straightened up, her expression hardening.

"But milk is only an appetizer," she said. "I hunger for something more substantial."

She reached down and gathered her velvet skirts, bunching them up in her hands. She wore no petticoats, no bloomers. As she lifted the heavy fabric, she revealed long, pale legs encased in sheer stockings, held up by garters. And between them... nothing but a neatly trimmed triangle of dark hair and the pink, swollen lips of her sex.

Geneviève placed her boot back on the floor and spread her legs, standing over Sophie.

"Worship me," she commanded. "My pussy requires attention. And my ass... your tongue belongs in my ass.”

Sophie looked up at the feast presented to her. The scent of the Baroness was intoxicating. The mark on her neck screamed for her to obey.

"Yes, Mistress," Sophie whispered, feeling a thrill of surrender.

She leaned forward, burying her face in the Baroness's warm cunny. She kissed the soft inner thighs first, tasting the smooth sweetness of her skin. Then she moved inward, finding the wet heat of Geneviève's cunt. She licked tentatively at first, but Geneviève tangled her fingers in Sophie's hair and pulled her closer, grinding her pelvis against Sophie's face.

"Deeper," Geneviève hissed. "Use that tongue. I want to feel you inside me."

Sophie complied, flattening her tongue and pushing it inside. She tasted the rich, complex flavor of the older woman—musky and sweet. She lapped at the clitoris, making Geneviève gasp and arch her back.

"Don't neglect the back door," Geneviève warned, her voice tight. "I want to be clean."

Sophie moved lower. Her tongue found the hidden divot beneath the sweet furrow of the Baroness’s cunt. She felt the tensed firmness of that tight, puckered ring. She licked it, swirling her tongue around the rim, then pushing inside. Geneviève moaned, forcing Sophie’s nose into her hot cunt as Sophie licked at her rim. The Baroness let out a long, drawn-out sound that echoed in the rafters.

"Yes," the Baroness breathed. "There’s a good girl. My little noble ass licker. Eat me. Devour me."

Sophie lost herself in the rhythm. Lick, suck, swirl. Pussy, ass, taint. She was an obedient machine of pleasure, serving the aristocrat with every ounce of her desire.

Behind her, she heard a heavy hoof stomp. A low, guttural whinny. Midnight was watching.

"He's jealous," Geneviève gasped, looking over Sophie's head at the stallion-man. "He wants to join the fun. Let him."

"Tassos," she commanded. "Bring him closer."

Sophie felt the vibration of heavy hooves on the stone floor. The smell of horse musk grew stronger, overpowering the scent of milk and perfume. A shadow fell over her.

"Don't stop," Geneviève snapped, tightening her grip on Sophie's hair. "Your mouth belongs to me. But your hands... your hands are idle."

Sophie reached back blindly. Her hand encountered warm, furred flesh. A massive thigh. She reached higher and her fingers wrapped around something thick, hot, and incredibly hard.

Midnight's cock.

It was enormous, throbbing with a pulse that felt like a second heart. The skin was velvet-soft but the flesh beneath was iron. Sophie squeezed, and the stallion-man let out a shuddering groan above her.

"Yes," Geneviève hissed, looking past Sophie at the beast. "Stroke him. Make him drip."

Sophie worked her hand up and down the massive shaft, pumping the beast while her tongue continued to serve the Baroness's asshole, cunt, and straining clit. The chirping of barn swallows seemed obscene accompanying such debauchery. She was surrounded by flesh, by heat, by the sheer, overwhelming lust of pleasuring the Baroness and stroking the horse man’s massive cock.

"And you, Tassos," Geneviève ordered, her voice trembling on the edge of climax. "Don't just stand there. Join the herd."

Sophie felt a large, furry hand on her shoulder. Tassos knelt beside her. She saw his massive bull-cock from the corner of her eye, red and angry, leaking pre-cum onto the straw.

"Use your other hand, Sophie," Geneviève commanded. "Service my Majordomo."

Sophie reached out with her left hand, grasping the minotaur's thick member. It was different from the horse man’s cock, tapered, dense, and hot. She squeezed them both, jerking two monsters off while her face was buried between the Baroness’s thighs.

It was sensory overload. The taste of Geneviève, the smell of the beasts, the slickness of the milk on her chest, the heat of the mark throbbing in her skin. Sophie was drowning in it, and she loved every second.

"I'm close," Geneviève gasped, her hips bucking against Sophie's face. "Oh, gods... Sophie... harder! Tongue! Lick my clit!”

Sophie attacked the Baroness's clit with renewed vigor, flicking and sucking. She felt Geneviève's legs tremble.

"Yes! Yes!" Geneviève screamed. She clamped her thighs around Sophie's head, trapping her. "I'm cumming! Take it! Take it all!"

The Baroness convulsed, her juices flooding Sophie's mouth. Sophie drank greedily, swallowing the essence of the aristocrat, feeling the power of it surge through her own veins.

At the same moment, the beasts roared.

Midnight let out a whinnying scream, his hips jerking forward. An impossible torrent of thick, white stallion spunk erupted from his cock, coating Sophie's arm, her shoulder, splashing against the side of her face. It was hot and heavy, smelling of raw animal potency.

Tassos bellowed, his own release coming in thick, rhythmic spurts that painted Sophie's other side, mingling with the horse man’s cum on her skin.

Sophie was caught in the crossfire, a centerpiece of depravity. She stroked them through their climaxes, milking the monsters dry while Geneviève rode out her own orgasm on Sophie's face.

Finally, the trembling stopped. Geneviève released her grip on Sophie's hair, her knees buckling. Tassos caught her before she could fall, supporting her with a gentle hand.

Sophie slumped back onto her heels, gasping for air. Her face was glazed with the Baroness's fluids, her arms and heaving chest covered in beastly seed. She looked like a figurine left beneath a melting candle and covered in white wax.

Geneviève leaned against Tassos, looking down at Sophie. Her face was flushed, her wig slightly askew, but her eye shone with clarity.

"Magnificent," she whispered. "Simply... magnificent."

She reached down and ran a finger over Sophie's cheek, collecting a mixture of fluids. She brought it to her lips and tasted it.

"You have passed the first test, Sophie Almodóvar," Geneviève said softly. "You submit beautifully. But beneath that submission, I feel the fire of your mark. You will burn bright at the gala."

Sophie wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, tasting salty seed. She looked up at the Baroness, her eyes dark with the sated hunger of the mark.

"I aim to please," she rasped.

"Oh, you do," Geneviève said. "And tonight... you shall please everyone."

She gestured to Tassos. "Take her to her room. Clean her up. See that her gown is mended. And prepare her. The fun has only just begun."

Sophie stood on shaky legs, the mixture of fluids dripping from her body onto the stone floor. She felt powerful. Used, degraded, filthy and incredibly powerful.

As she followed the minotaur out of the stable, leaving the satisfied stallion and the smiling Baroness behind, Sophie touched the mark on her neck. It was purring. If she didn’t know better, she would say the mindless mark was excited.
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A Party Favor

Sophie reclined in the massive, claw-footed tub in her guest quarters, staring at her knees rising from the suds like islands in a misty sea. They still bore the slight marks from kneeling in the straw in the barn and pleasuring the Baroness and her two beastly pets.

She felt clean. Physically, at least. The silent, efficient women in their frilly servant’s uniforms had moved like shadows and had scrubbed her raw with rough sponges and scented soaps until her skin tingled. They had washed the stallion’s seed from her hair and the minotaur’s musk from her skin. But beneath the surface, beneath the perfumed oils, Sophie felt the hum of dark energy.

The encounter in the stable had primed her. The mark on the back of her neck was no longer ravenous as it so often was, but it had tasted forbidden pleasures, and it wanted more. It seemed to sense a feast was coming.

"Mademoiselle?"

A servant girl, human but with eyes that seemed a little too wide, a little too glassy, held up a towel. Sophie stood, water cascading off her voluptuous body. She stepped onto the plush rug, letting the girl dry her.

On the bed lay the new dress. It wasn't the powder-blue gown Honoré had bought, that one was still being repaired. This one was a gift from the Baroness. It was deep crimson velvet, the color of fresh arterial blood. The bodice was stiff with boning and encrusted with black garnets. The skirt was heavy, a cascade of dark red that would sweep the floor.

"Does it please you?" the servant asked, her voice a whisper.

"It’s certainly… unsubtle," Sophie muttered, running a hand over the fabric.

Dressing was a production. The corset was tighter than the last one, cinching her waist until she felt like she might rupture the dress or herself if she took too deep a breath. The dress was heavy, a weight that dragged down at her shoulders. But when she looked in the mirror, she had to admit, the Baroness had an eye.

Sophie looked like a queen of the underworld. Her dark hair was piled high, woven with black ribbons. Her skin, flushed from the hot water and the lingering heat of the stable, glowed against the dark red velvet. Her breasts, pushed up and out by the corset, looked like offerings on an altar of sin.

"The gala has begun," the servant said, opening the door. "You are expected in the Grand Ballroom."

Sophie took a deep breath, testing the limits of the laces. "Right. Let's go see what kind of party a woman who keeps horse-men as pets throws."

The Grand Ballroom of Chateau Beaux Rêves would have overwhelmed a peasant woman. It was still a lot for a young woman raised in far less opulent castles.

The moment the double doors were thrown open by two liveried human footmen, Sophie was hit by a wall of sound and scent. An orchestra was playing from a dark balcony. Driving the dancers with a swirling waltz that seemed to get faster the longer she listened. The air was thick with mingled perfumes of a hundred or more guests in full finery, wine, exotic delicacies, extravagant food, and the faint, metallic tang of magic.

The room was vast, the ceiling only visible because of the salt lantern chandeliers. The floor was packed with people. Well, mostly people.

There were humans, certainly. Nobles in masks of silk and feathers, their faces flushed with wine and excitement. But mixed among them were creatures from the stranger edges of the map. A tall, elegant elf with skin like polished ivory laughed with a woman who had the lower body of a serpent. A man with the head of a hawk sipped wine from a crystal goblet. Servants with multiple arms wove through the crowd carrying trays of exotic delicacies or juggling fruit.

And everywhere, there was sex.

It wasn't an orgy, not yet, but it was storm clouds of lust on the horizon. Couples ground against each other on the dance floor. In alcoves shielded by thin curtains, shadows writhed and moaned. A woman laughed as a satyr nibbled her neck. A man fed grapes to a creature that looked like a beautiful woman made entirely of magenta slime.

Sophie moved into the room, her crimson dress swishing about her shapely legs and her enormous, amplified bust parting the crowd like the prow of a ship. Heads turned. Eyes lingered. She felt the hot, hungry, and merely curious gazes.

"Sophie!"

She turned to see Cornett waving at her from near a buffet table piled high with cheeses. He looked... remarkably well. His robes were clean, his hat was straight, and he had a glass of milk in one hand and a wedge of brie in the other.

"Cornett," Sophie said, making her way over to him. "You're alive. And eating."

"The cheese selection is unparalleled," Cornett said, his eyes wide. "They have a blue cheese here that sings. Literally. Listen." He held a piece up to her ear. It hummed a low, mournful note.

"I'm glad you're enjoying yourself," Sophie said dryly. "While I was getting acquainted with the livestock."

Cornett flushed. "I... I heard. The servants talk. They say you... tamed a stallion with one hand and a bull with another."

"While my tongue was buried up the Baroness’s tight ass," Sophie said. She searched the room. "Where is my benefactor?”

"At the high table," Cornett pointed.

At the far end of the room, on a raised dais, sat Geneviève Delpaire. She was holding court from a throne that looked like it was carved from a single, massive geode of amethyst. She wore an unusual white gown with hints of red, as though the fabric itself was blushing, her wig even taller than before, topped with a model of a ship in full sail. Tassos stood behind her chair, a silent, golden sentinel.

Geneviève saw Sophie and raised her glass in a toast. She didn't beckon her over. She just smiled, a knowing, secret smile that sent a hot pulse from the mark on the back of Sophie’s neck down to her core.

"She said the wizard would be here," Sophie muttered. "I don't see any wizards. Except you."

"I’ve been told by one of the serving girls that Zymandus is eccentric," Cornett said. "He usually makes an entrance."

Suddenly, the music stopped. The chatter of the crowd died down. The lights in the chandeliers dimmed, casting the room into a twilight gloom.

“Maybe this is him,” whispered Sophie.

A spotlight, conjured from nowhere, hit a stage that had been set up in the center of the ballroom.

A man stepped into the light.

He was tall and thin, dressed in dark suit that seemed too tight to be comfortable. His face was pale, his eyes hidden behind round, dark glasses. He wore a dark hat and carried a cane topped with a silver skull.

"Ladies, gentlemen, and esteemed guests of all species," the man announced. His voice wasn't loud, but it carried to every corner of the room, whispering in everyone's ear at once. "I am The Great Mezmor, bender of minds and revealer of truths! And tonight... I am here to please you with my powers!"

The crowd applauded politely. Perhaps uncertain of the veracity and even purpose of his claims. Mezmor bowed, a jerky, puppet-like movement.

"The mind is a fortress," Mezmor continued, pacing the stage. "A walled city of inhibitions, fears, and morals. But every fortress has a gate. And I... I have the key."

He pointed his cane at a serving girl who was passing by the stage with a tray of empty glasses.

"You, my dear. Come up here."

The girl froze. She was young, pretty in a plain way, with mousy hair and a terrified expression. She shook her head. "No, sir. I'm working."

"Ah, but the Baroness gives leave, I am sure," Mezmor purred. He took off his glasses. His eyes were unnaturally large and strangely luminous, let yellow from within, shifting spirals of violet and green that seemed to rotate. "Look at me."

The girl looked. She dropped the tray. The crash of breaking glass echoed in the silence. Her body went slack, her arms hanging at her sides. She walked up the stairs onto the stage, her arms limp at her sides and her movements wooden.

"What is your name?" Mezmor asked.

"Elise Bellhomme," the girl said, her voice flat.

"Elise Bellhomme. Tell me. What do you want to be?"

"I want to be... a good girl," Elise droned.

"Boring," Mezmor said. The crowd chuckled. "Let's find something deeper. Something primal."

He waved his hand in front of her face. "Ah, yes, an inner craving. A beastly truth. No wonder you are so faithful to your mistress. You are not Elise. You are a dog. A loyal, happy, obedient bitch."

Elise blinked. She dropped to her hands and knees. She shook her head, her hair flying, and let out a sharp, girlish bark.

The crowd laughed harder.

"Good girl," Mezmor said, patting her head. "Beg."

Elise sat back on her haunches, her hands curled like paws, panting, her tongue lolling out. She looked eager, happy, stripped of her dignity.

"Fetch," Mezmor said, throwing his cane across the stage.

Elise scrambled after it on all fours, her skirts bunching up around her thighs. She grabbed the cane in her teeth and crawled back, dropping it at his feet.

"Excellent," Mezmor said. He looked out at the audience. "But Elise here has a problem. The poor bitch is in heat. You see?”

With a wave of his hand Elise arched her back, raising her hips and presenting herself. Mezmor swept aside the back of her skirt and yanked down her plain panties, baring her smell, pert bottom and the brown-thatched mound of her cunt. A few guests gasped at the display, but most laughed.

“Who will help this poor bitch?” Mezmor asked the crowd. “Who can cure her terrible need?”

Elise wagged her bottom for emphasis, playing along with Mezmor so well that Sophie told herself the girl must be a plant. Some whore hired to peddle her ass for the mesmerist’s routine.

“You, sir!” Mezmor pointed to a stocky older man with a graying beard near the front. “Will you help this poor bitch?”

The man seemed reluctant, but his wife pushed him forward and the crowd shouted encouragement. He waddled up onto the stage, adjusting his Orleanian cavalry coat festooned with numerous medals.

“That’s it, sir,” said Mezmor, stepping back from Elise. “Go on. Help this poor, needy bitch.”

“Awooooooo,” moaned Elise, looking back and panting with her tongue out as she continued to wag her firm bottom.

The portly officer unbuckled his belt, his scabbard and saber dragging his pants down to his ankles with a thump, much to the amusement of the crowd. He stepped closer behind Elise, steading her with a hand on her hip.

Sophie’s mouth watered and her cunny pulsed with envy as she watched the old cavalryman draw out his red prick and sheath it in the cunt of the whimpering woman. He gave her a good rut, but Elise began to thrust her hips backwards, taking his cock with great enthusiasm and vigor. The crowd shifted closer. The young servant howled with animal pleasure.

It was all over quickly. The cavalryman grunting and hunching over the serving girl and his cock throbbing as he emptied his bollocks into her eager folds. He drew back, leaving her gasping and dripping his seed from her swollen folds.

“Ah, it would seem she has been cured,” said Mezmor, patting Elise’s head. “Thank you, sir. You have done a good deed. Now, as for Elise here, it is time for her to go back to her work.”

He snapped his fingers. Elise blinked, looking around in confusion. She saw she was on her hands and knees, reached back to cup a hand over her dripping cunt, and went wide-eyed as the crowd laughed. She scrambled to her feet, covering up awkwardly, her face burning red. She ran off the stage in tears.

The crowd applauded wildly.

"Cruel," Cornett whispered.

"Perhaps," Sophie murmured, though her aching cunt continued to envy the serving girl. She also felt an itch between her shoulder blades. The magic Mezmor was using felt familiar. It felt like the heavy, suffocating pressure of the darkborne mark, but less potent.

"And now," Mezmor said, raising his hands for silence. "For my main act. I need a volunteer. Someone strong. Someone with a will of iron. For the greater the resistance... the sweeter the surrender."

His spiral eyes scanned the room. The guests shrank back, thrilled but terrified.

"I nominate Mademoiselle Almodóvar," a voice rang out.

It was the Baroness. She stood up on her dais, pointing a gloved finger straight at Sophie.

The salt lantern spotlight swung around, blinding Sophie. The crowd parted, even Cornett stepping back, leaving her standing alone in a circle of light.

"Ah," Mezmor said, peering into the darkness. "The Harlot Knight. The Baroness has told me you are as bold as you are brave. Surely a woman of your power will not cringe in fear of the magic I have just demonstrated, will you?”

Sophie shielded her eyes. "I'm not in the mood for parlor tricks, wizard."

"It is not a trick," Mezmor said softly. "It is a gift. Come, Mademoiselle Almodóvar. Show us what lies beneath that pretty face."

Sophie hesitated. This was no doubt the moment she had been brought here for, and yet she sensed the peril. Every instinct told her to run, or to draw her dagger and throw it at the mesmerist’s throat. But she looked up at the dais. The Baroness was watching, her expression expectant. This was the test. The real test. If she refused, no wizard, no Sivarna, no Margaret.

Sophie squared her shoulders. She smoothed the velvet of her crimson dress.

"Fine," she said, her voice ringing out. "But if you make me get on all fours and bark, I'm going to bite you."

This received a polite laugh from the audience. She walked up the stairs to the stage. The wood creaked under her boots. She stood next to Mezmor, towering over him by a good three inches. Up close, he smelled strongly of cologne.

"A fiery woman," Mezmor said to the crowd. "I like her."

He turned to her. "Look at me, Sophie."

"I'm looking," she said, staring at his nose.

"No. Into my eyes."

Sophie locked gazes with him. His eyes were pretty and strange but that was all. She huffed, “What am I supposed to be…”

The spirals spun. Violet, green, violet, green. It was dizzying.

"You think you are strong," Mezmor’s voice seemed to come from inside her own head. "You think the mark gives you power. But the mark is hunger. And hunger is a form of weakness."

Sophie felt the mark on her neck react. It didn't fight the intrusion. It welcomed it. The dark energy of her curse resonated with the hypnotic magic, creating a feedback loop. Instead of pushing him out, the mark opened the door. It wanted to be told what to do. It wanted to be directed.

Her eyelids grew heavy. Her limbs felt like they were made of lead. A warm, fuzzy fog started to fill her brain, pushing away her anger, her defiance, her worry about her sister.

"That's it," Mezmor whispered. "Let go. The knight is tired. The knight wants to rest. The harlot... the harlot wants to play."

"I..." Sophie mumbled. Her voice sounded far away. "I want..."

"What do you want, Sophie?"

"I want... pleasure."

"And you shall have it," Mezmor said. He turned to the side of the stage. "Bring him out."

The heavy curtains parted. Tassos stepped onto the stage.

The minotaur had shed his butler’s livery. He wore only a leather harness that crossed his massive chest and a loincloth that drew attention to his massive arousal. His golden fur gleamed under the stage lights. His muscles rippled as he walked. He carried a heavy, velvet-cushioned bench with one hand, setting it down in the center of the stage.

The crowd gasped. The sheer size of the beast, the raw animal magnetism, was overwhelming.

Sophie stared at him. Through the fog of the mesmerism, Tassos didn't look like a monster. He looked like a god. A golden idol of lust. She knew the weight of his cock in her hand. She knew the warm rain of his cum upon her shoulder and breasts. The mark pulsed, a heavy, rhythmic thudding that matched the beating of her heart.

"You know this creature," Mezmor purred in her ear. "You know his power. You crave it."

"Yes," Sophie breathed. Her nipples hardened against the boning of her corset. A slick wetness bloomed between her thighs.

"He is your master for tonight," Mezmor said. "And a good servant... anticipates her master's needs."

He snapped his fingers.

The command hit Sophie might as well have been the crack of a whip. It bypassed her conscious mind and went straight to her muscles. Obey. Serve. Pleasure.

She moved without thinking. She walked over to Tassos. The minotaur stood still, his dark eyes watching her, his chest rising and falling.

Sophie reached out and untied his loincloth. It fell to the stage floor.

His cock sprang free, heavy and thick, swaying with its own weight. It was fully erect, a dark, tapered column of flesh that ended in a broad, glistening head. It wept the gathering, oily tears of his beastly desire.

Sophie dropped to her knees. The velvet of her dress pooled around her. She didn't care about the audience. She didn't care about dignity. There was only the cock. The magnificent, throbbing center of her universe.

She took him in her hands, measuring the girth. She looked up at Tassos, her eyes glassy with trance-lust.

"Master," she whispered, her heart utterly devoted to the huge minotaur.

She leaned forward and licked the head of his cock. A collective moan went through the ballroom. The sight of the noblewoman in crimson velvet servicing the beast was too much for the polite sensibilities of the crowd. It was scandalous. It was profane. It was exactly what they wanted.

Sophie opened her mouth and took him in. He was huge, filling her mouth, stretching her jaw. She bobbed her head, sucking with a mechanical, relentless rhythm. Mezmor’s voice guided her.

"Deeper. Swallow him. Make him feel it."

Sophie obeyed. She gagged, tears pricking her eyes, but she pushed past the reflex. She took him down her throat, her nose buried in his golden fur. Tassos groaned, his hands resting on her head, guiding her.

"Good," Mezmor said. "But this is too simple. Too... pedestrian. Let us show them what a true Harlot Knight can do."

He clapped his hands. "Tassos. Position."

The minotaur stepped back, disengaging from Sophie’s mouth. He sat on the velvet bench, spreading his massive legs. He reached down and grabbed Sophie.

He didn't pull her up to sit on him. He grabbed her thighs.

"Invert," Mezmor commanded.

Sophie understood instantly. She let Tassos lift her. He was incredibly strong. He hoisted her into the air, turning her upside down. She hooked her legs over his massive shoulders, locking her ankles behind his neck. She hung there, suspended, her head level with his crotch, her heavy skirts falling down over her head and upper body like a crimson waterfall, exposing her legs, her ass, and her lace-devouring bottom to the entire room.

She was dangling upside down, face-to-face with the minotaur’s erection.

"A standing mutual pleasure," Mezmor announced. "A feat of strength. A feat of balance. A feat of oral dexterity."

Tassos leaned back slightly, bracing himself. His massive hands held Sophie’s thighs, keeping her steady. Sophie reached out, grabbing his hips for purchase. Her blood rushed to her head, making her dizzy, heightening the trance.

The minotaur’s cock was right there. She opened her mouth and took it back in. Gravity helped her now; he slid down her throat effortlessly.

At the same time, Tassos leaned forward. His bovine head, with its wet nose and long tongue, moved toward her exposed crotch. He nuzzled her panties aside with his snout.

Sophie gasped around his cock as she felt his hot breath on her vulva. Then, his tongue. It was huge, strong, and slick with his saliva. It lashed out, smothering her cunt, dragging the folds, and tasting her clit in a single swipe. His drool was plentiful and warm, pouring into and into her cunt as he lapped with slow, powerful licks.

"Oh!" she tried to scream, but her mouth was full. The sound came out as a muffled vibration against his shaft.

The sensation was overwhelming. The blood rushing to her head, the huge, beastly cock in her throat, the rough tongue lapping at her cunt. It was sensory overload. The mark on her neck was burning, feeding on the public humiliation, the taboo bestial intimacy, the sheer impossibility of the position.

She sucked him frantically, her hands kneading his furry thighs. Tassos groaned, his hips bucking upward, driving his cock deeper into her gullet and bulging her throat while his tongue worked her over relentlessly.

The crowd went wild. They cheered, they applauded, they gasped. Men and women alike pressed forward, mesmerized by the spectacle of the upside-down woman in the red dress devouring the beast while he devoured her. A few were even beginning to touch themselves and each other to the obscene spectacle.

"Look at her!" Mezmor shouted over the noise. "She loves it! She lives for it! The curse is her gift!"

Sophie was no thought of resisting or denying the mesmerist’s words. There was only the rhythm. Suck, swallow, moan. The roughness of his tongue was driving her to the edge. She felt the pressure building in her belly, the familiar coil of the orgasm tightening.

"She's close!" Mezmor announced, playing the crowd like a fiddle. "Tassos! Finish her!"

The minotaur roared. He clamped his hands tighter on her thighs. He sucked on her clit, creating a vacuum seal, plunged his thick tongue deep, and simultaneously thrust his hips upward.

Sophie convulsed. Her orgasm hit plunging through her body like a spike of lightning. Her body jerked, swinging in the air. Her vaginal walls clamped down, her juices flooding Tassos’s face. She screamed into his cock, the vibration driving him over the edge.

Tassos erupted.

A heavy, pulsing jet of thick minotaur seed shot straight into her open mouth. But the angle was impossible. Upside down, her throat couldn't work against gravity to swallow the sheer volume of the beast's release. She gagged, choking as the hot fluid flooded her mouth and instantly overflowed.

Minotaur cum spilled out in thick, white waves, cascading down over her nose, stinging her eyes, and soaking into her hairline. She tried to swallow, desperate to take him, but she only managed to gulp down small, choking mouthfuls while the rest of his monstrous load painted her face in a mask of hot minotaur cum.

She came and came as she was decorated, hanging there like a piece of meat, milked by the beast's tongue, drowning in his cock’s cream.

When it was finally over, Tassos gently lowered her to the ground. Sophie collapsed in a heap of cum-spattered red velvet and lace. She was dizzy, disoriented, her face streaked with the mess Tassos had made. Her eyes burned with the cum. She coughed, spitting out the last dregs she couldn't swallow.

The ballroom erupted in a thunderous ovation. Flowers were thrown onto the stage. Men and women edged closer and spurted their seed and cunny nectar, mostly onto the floor, but in splashes and sprays onto Sophie and her dress as well.

Sophie lay there, panting, staring up at the stage salt lanterns through the white film on her eyelashes. The fog in her mind was very slow to clear, replaced by a heavy, languid exhaustion.

Mezmor stepped over to her, offering a hand. She didn't take it. She just lay there, huge breasts heaving nearly to bursting the corset, the mark pulsing with satisfaction.

"A magnificent performance," Mezmor said to the crowd. "Let us give a round of applause for Lady Almodóvar!"

Sophie managed to sit up. She wiped the slime from her eyes with the back of her glove. She looked at Tassos, who was adjusting his harness, looking smug. She looked at the Baroness, who was clapping slowly, a satisfied smile on her face.

Two guards in footman’s uniform stepped onto the stage.

"She needs rest," Mezmor said, his voice dropping the theatrical tone. "The trance takes a toll."

The guards grabbed Sophie by the arms and hauled her to her feet. She stumbled, her legs jelly. Normally she would have been incredibly energized by such an encounter with such a potent creature. But now, because of the mesmerism, she felt stunned and exhausted.

"Take her to the guest suite," the Baroness's voice rang out from the back of the room. "The special one."

Sophie tried to protest, tried to say she was fine, but her tongue felt thick and heavy. The hypnosis hadn't fully worn off. The command to rest was settling over her like a heavy blanket.

"Yes... rest," she mumbled.

They guided her off the stage, through the parting crowd who reached out to touch her dress, to stroke her arm, as if her debauchery was contagious and they wanted to catch it. She saw Cornett, trying to fight his way closer, but he was held back by the press of excited guests.

The guards led her out of the ballroom, down a corridor lined with tapestries of hunting scenes, and down a spiraling flight of stone stairs that seemed to go deeper than the foundation of the house should allow. The air grew cooler, damper.

They stopped at a heavy oak door bound in iron. One guard unlocked it with a large key.

"Sleep well, Mademoiselle," the guard said, shoving her inside.

Sophie stumbled into the room, still in a daze. It was lavishly furnished with a four-poster bed with silk sheets, a vanity with a silver mirror, a tray of wine and fruit. But there were no windows. And the walls were stone.

The door slammed shut behind her. The lock clicked.

Sophie stood there, swaying. The adrenaline was fading, leaving behind the heavy, sweet aftertaste of the magic and the weight of the cum she had swallowed in her stomach. She looked at the bed. It looked soft.

"Just... a nap," she whispered.

She crawled onto the bed, not bothering to undress. She curled up in the crimson gown, the taste of the minotaur still on her tongue and his seed drying on her face, and she let the darkness take her.
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Sophie sat up, the silk sheets rustling beneath her. Her head swam, a carousel of fragmented memories spinning behind her eyes. The spotlight, the Baroness pointing, the golden fur of the minotaur, the roar of the crowd, Cornett’s worried expression, and the overwhelming, mind-numbing command to obey.

"Rest," she whispered, testing her voice. It sounded raspy, foreign.

The command still echoed in her skull, a soft, velvet fog wrapping around her thoughts. Stay. Sleep. Be a good girl. When she closed her eyes, she saw Mezmor’s swirling eyes as if she was still staring into them. It was comfortable. It was easy. It made her want to lie back down and let the world drift away.

But then, the mark woke up.

It started as a twitch at the base of her skull, like a hook snagging her skin. Then it flared, a sudden, searing spike of heat that burned through the hypnotic fog like a torch through cobwebs. The pain was searing hot.

"Fuck!" Sophie hissed, clutching the back of her neck.

The heat spread, flooding her veins with adrenaline and anger. The mark did not like to be controlled. It was a jealous curse, a possessive entity that tolerated no other master. Mezmor’s magic was an intruder, a rival, and the mark was purging it from her system with prejudice.

Sophie gasped, her vision clearing. The room snapped into focus. It was lavish. The bed was massive, the rugs were thick Persian weaves, and a silver tray on the vanity held a decanter of wine. But the walls were solid, seamless stone. There were no windows, just a door.

She slid off the bed, her crimson velvet gown swishing around her legs. She marched to the heavy oak door and tried the handle. Locked. She pounded on it with her fist. Solid. It was reinforced with iron bands, built to hold something much stronger than a typical guest.

"Guest suite, my ass," Sophie muttered. "She put me in her fucking dungeon.”

She pressed her ear to the wood. Silence. No guard footsteps, no party noise. She was deep underground.

Panic tried to claw at her throat, but the mark swatted it away, replacing it with a cold, hard rage. She wasn't going to be kept here. She wasn't going to be a pet in the Baroness's zoo. And she certainly wasn't going to leave Cornett behind.

"Alright," she said, stepping back. She rolled her shoulders, feeling the power coiling in her muscles. The residue of the minotaur's seed and the crowd's lust still hummed in her blood, fuel for the fire. It wasn’t the strongest she had ever felt, but it might be enough. "Let's see how well-reinforced this door really is."

She took a deep breath, channeling the heat from her neck into her arms, into her legs. She visualized the lock shattering. She visualized the wood splintering.

She lunged.

Sophie’s shoulder connected with the lock plate with a sound like a thunderclap. Wood shrieked, iron groaned, and the heavy door exploded outward, tearing off its hinges and crashing into the corridor beyond.

Sophie stepped through the ruin of the doorway, dusting woodchips from her bodice.

"This is what happens when you make me suck off a minotaur just before you lock me up," she quipped to the empty hallway.

The corridor was dimly lit by magical torches that burned with pale blue flame. The air was damp and cool, carrying the scent of moss and something muskier.

Sophie drew the silver dagger from her thigh sheath. She might have used it to pick the lock eventually, but the brute force method had worked.

The dagger felt small in her hand, but it was better than nothing. She moved silently, her boots making no sound on the stone floor. She needed to find Cornett. Tassos had said he was being "attended to." Given the Baroness's definition of hospitality, that could mean anything from a massage to being fed to the hydra.

She passed open archways leading to other chambers. Sophie slowed, peering inside, her curiosity warring with her urgency.

What she saw confirmed Honoré’s words: the Baroness collected anomalies.

In one room, a pool of luminescent water glowed in the dark. Floating in it were two creatures. Some sort of merfolk, but not the beautiful kind from fairy tales. They were deep-sea things, with translucent skin and large, black eyes. They were entwined in a slow, weightless copulation, their bodies shimmering as they moved. Watching them from the edge of the pool was a human man, naked and bound to a chair, his eyes wide with a mixture of horror and arousal as the merfolk’s long, webbed fingers caressed his legs.

In another chamber, padded with thick velvet cushions, a creature that looked like a large, furry spider with the torso of a man was spinning silk around a willing woman. She laughed as he wrapped her using a spinneret and multiple hairy legs.

It was a dungeon of consensual depravity. A subterranean brothel for monsters and those who loved them. Although… how consensual was it? These creatures seemed imprisoned like she had been. Were they victims of Mezmor or some other magic? The questions made her more concerned for her Dairymancer friend.

"Cornett," Sophie whispered, moving faster. "Where are you, you milky little weirdo?"

She turned a corner and heard a sound that made her stop. A voice, mechanical, rhythmic, and devoid of emotion.

"Extract... Collect... Extract... Collect..."

And beneath it, a high-pitched, desperate whimpering that Sophie recognized instantly.

She followed the sound to the end of the hall. A heavy iron gate barred the way to a circular cell. Inside, illuminated by a harsh white light from a crystal in the ceiling, was a scene that made even Sophie’s jaded jaw drop.

Cornett V. Crème was suspended in the center of the room. He wasn't tied with ropes or chains. He was held in the embrace of... something.

It was a construct. A golem made not of clay or stone, but of a pale, polished substance that looked like high-quality wax. It was shaped into the idealized figure of a woman, an exaggerated caricature of wide hips, long legs, and breasts that were impossibly large and round. Its face was the most disturbing part. It was a sculpted mask of perfect beauty with high cheekbones, a delicate nose, and almond-shaped eyes, but it was utterly frozen. The wax features never moved, never blinked, never twitched.

Only the mouth was alive.

Set into the lower half of that beautiful, frozen mask was a circular orifice that pulsed and contracted with independent life. It was lined with soft, wet ridges, a mechanical lamprey mouth designed for a singular purpose.

The construct held Cornett off the ground, its waxen arms wrapped tight around him. Its legs were wrapped around his waist, locking him in place.

Cornett’s robes were hiked up, exposing his pale, skinny legs and his groin. The construct’s crotch was fused to his. It didn't have normal genitalia, it had a rhythmic, pumping mechanism built into its pelvis identical to the pulsating ring that formed its mouth. It was grinding against him, a relentless, piston-like motion that shook his entire frame.

"Extract," the construct droned, its beautiful mask staring blankly over Cornett's shoulder while its hips worked furiously. "Collect."

"Please," Cornett wheezed, his head lolling back. He looked translucent, drained of color. His eyes were rolled up, showing the whites. "I... I can't... no more..."

"Extract," the construct repeated. It squeezed him, and Sophie saw a tube running from the creature’s back into a large glass vat in the corner. The vat was filled with a swirling, pearlescent fluid. Semen. Gallons of it.

"Holy mother of cows," Sophie muttered. "It's milking him to death."

She grabbed the bars of the gate. "Cornett!"

The wizard’s head flopped toward her. He blinked, struggling to focus. "Sophie? Is... is that you? Or am I hallucinating an angel in red velvet?"

"It's me," Sophie said. She tested the gate. Locked. She didn't bother with finesse. She gripped the bars and pulled. The metal groaned, bent, and then the lock mechanism shattered under the force of her darkborne strength. She threw the gate open and rushed inside.

"Let him go!" Sophie shouted at the construct.

The creature didn't turn its head. The painted eyes of its mask stared straight ahead, unseeing. "Process interrupted. Resuming extraction. Extract... Collect..."

It ground its hips harder. Cornett let out a high-pitched keen, his body convulsing.

"It won't stop!" Cornett gasped. "It's... it's a Harvest Golem! They’re supposed to work on farms but this one… it’s… oh Mardoch, I’m the crop! It... it thinks I'm a prize bull! It won't stop until I'm empty!"

"You look pretty empty already," Sophie noted, seeing the dark circles under his eyes. "Hey! Wax-girl! Drop the wizard!"

She grabbed the construct’s shoulder. The flesh felt smooth, cool, and slightly yielding, like a candle that had been left in the sun just long enough to soften. She tried to pull it off Cornett, but it clung to him with supernatural strength.

"Resource identified," the construct said, its voice emanating from somewhere deep in its chest rather than the pulsing mouth. "Extraction in progress. Do not interfere."

It shoved Sophie back with a casual flick of its arm that sent her stumbling. It was stronger than her.

Sophie growled. Violence wasn't working. She needed leverage. She looked at the vat of fluids. The construct was programmed to gather. To collect.

She looked down at her own chest. Her breasts, pushed high by the corset, were heavy and aching. The excitement of the escape, the proximity of the sexual energy in the dungeon, and the lingering effects of the previous night had stimulated her own unique condition. She felt a trickle of warmth inside her bodice.

Milk. It had been too long since she had drained her laden tits and this thing was fully equipped for milking.

"Hey," Sophie said, stepping back into the construct’s space. "Hey! Look at me!"

She reached into her dress, popping the hooks of her bodice. The velvet fell away, exposing her lace bra. Her breasts were swollen, veins blue against the pale skin.

"You want fluids?" Sophie challenged. "You want the good stuff? Look at this."

She reached into the cup of her bra and pulled out her left breast. It was heavy in her hand, the nipple dark and weeping a bead of white.

"Analysis," the construct said. For the first time, the head turned. The beautiful, frozen mask swiveled toward Sophie, the blank eyes fixed on her chest. "New resource detected."

"That's right," Sophie said. She squeezed her breast. A jet of milk shot out, arcing through the air and splashing against the construct’s smooth, waxen cheek.

The construct froze in its relentless ride against Cornett. It reached up a hand, wiping the milk from its face. It brought its molded fingers to its oval mouth, the rim pulsing with anticipation as the beads of milk were sucked form its fingertips.

"Analysis complete," the construct droned. Its voice changed, vibrating with a new intensity. "Substance: High-grade magical lactation. Potency: Extreme. Rare resource of high value."

It released Cornett’s cock from the suction of its lower opening and unceremoniously dropped him on the floor.

The wizard crumbled like a puppet with cut strings, groaning as he hit the stone. The construct didn't even look at him. It turned fully toward Sophie, its movements suddenly fluid and eager.

"Acquire," it said. "Must acquire."

"That's it," Sophie said, backing up slowly. "Come and get it."

The construct lunged. Sophie sidestepped, but she didn't run. She needed to buy Cornett time to recover. She lured it further. A little further. Then her back hit the wall and she had no choice.

She let the construct catch her.

It seized her shoulders, clamping waxy fingers on her collarbones. It pulled her close, burying its beautiful, unmoving face in her chest. The round, mechanical mouth twitched, revealing soft, pulsating ridges, and latched onto her exposed breast.

Sophie gasped. The suction was incredible. It wasn't like a man, or even Pumpkin or some other creature. This was a construct designed for efficiency. Sophie plump nipple was stretched by the suction, her areola domed into its slurping maw, and it drew the milk from her with a powerful, rhythmic suction that sent shockwaves of sensation straight to her clit.

"Oh, by Mardoch!" Sophie cried out, her knees buckling. The mark on her neck flared, feeding on the intense, mechanical stimulation. "Okay... okay, you're enthusiastic."

The construct hummed, a low vibration against her ribs. "Collect... Collect..."

Sophie looked down at Cornett. He was crawling toward the door, dragging his staff.

"Go!" Sophie choked out, gripping the construct’s head to keep her balance. "Get out of here!"

"I... I can't leave you," Cornett wheezed, trying to stand and failing.

"I'm fine!" Sophie shouted, though her voice was breathless and high. "I'm just... keeping it busy! Go!"

She squeezed her breast, helping the construct, flooding its mouth. The creature made a gurgling noise of pure bliss.

Cornett stumbled to his feet, using the wall for support. "I'll... I'll find a way out! I'll find the Baroness!"

"Don't find her!" Sophie yelled. "Just find a door and get your ass through it! I can take care of myself!"

The construct’s suction abruptly cut off with a last gurgle of swallowed milk. It tore down Sophie’s gown and switched breasts, moving with lightning speed to her right side. Sophie moaned, her head falling back. The pleasure was becoming a problem. It was too intense, too focused. She was going to cum just from getting her tits sucked if she didn't get this thing off her.

"Sufficient sample acquired," the construct suddenly announced. It pulled back, milk dripping from its mouth-hole. "Storage capacity recalibrating. Prioritizing new source."

It stood there, processing, the beautiful wax mask staring at nothing while milk dripped from its chin, giving Sophie a window.

"Sorry, honey," Sophie panted, pulling her bodice back up with trembling fingers. "Kitchen's closed."

She turned and ran, grabbing the limping Cornett by the arm as she passed him in the dungeon’s hall. "Move it, wizard!"

They scrambled away from the cell, leaving the construct behind, dripping white, analyzing the flavor and value of the best meal it had ever had.

They fled through the labyrinthine corridors of the dungeon, Cornett leaning heavily on Sophie’s shoulder as his strength slowly returned. The bizarre sounds of the menagerie faded behind them, replaced by the oppressive silence of the stone and the rhythm of their ragged breathing.

"We need stairs," Sophie whispered, scanning the shadows. "We have to go up."

"I sense... magic," Cornett murmured, his eyes unfocused as he pointed his staff down a branching corridor. "Powerful magic. Ahead. It feels... resonant."

"Is it a way out?"

"It's... something," Cornett said, his voice thick with exhaustion.

They turned a corner and found themselves not at a staircase, but at a dead end. A large, ornate door blocked their path, carved with intricate scenes of pastoral life, of maids milking cows and shepherds tending flocks, but twisted, the figures engaged in acts that were definitely not agricultural.

"This is it," Cornett said, the crystal on his staff glowing faintly. "The magic source is behind this door."

“You’re sure? The magic is behind the beast fucking door?”

Cornett nodded. Sophie tried the handle. Unlocked. She pushed it open, bracing herself for another monstrosity.

Instead, they stumbled into a private parlor. It was warm, lit by a roaring fire that cast dancing shadows against walls lined with books and curios. Thick rugs covered the floor, and the air smelled of spiced wine and woodsmoke. But there was no exit.

Sitting in a high-backed armchair by the fire, sipping a glass of wine, was the Baroness Geneviève Delpaire.

The Baroness did not seem surprised to see them opening her door in their bedraggled state. She looked delighted, as if they were guests arriving precisely on time for tea. She wore a dressing gown of silver silk that shimmered like moonlight, and her wig was gone, revealing short, cropped dark hair that made her look younger and more dangerous.

"I was wondering how long it would take you," she said, setting her glass down with a soft clink.

"You," Sophie growled, stepping in front of Cornett to shield him. She raised her dagger and pointed it at the Baroness, the silver blade glinting in the firelight. "You locked us up. You mesmerized me. You used my friend as a cow."

"I provided hospitality," Geneviève corrected calmly, crossing her legs. "My guests have specific tastes, and my collection has specific needs. Cornett here..." She gestured to the wizard with a languid hand. "He has a rare gift. Dairymancy. Milk magic. Do you know how hard it is to find a wizard who specializes in the lactose arts? My construct was starving for such quality."

"He's not a battery," Sophie snapped. "His cum isn’t his magic. He's a person."

"He's a wizard," Geneviève said, standing up. The silk gown flowed around her like liquid mercury. "Which means every part of him is infused with his magic, including his lovely… boy milk. Wizards are meant to be used. Just like knights. Put the knife away, Sophie. You won't hurt me."

"Try me," Sophie said, her muscles tensing, ready to bury the knife to the hilt between the ample breasts of the Baroness.

"If you kill me," Geneviève said, sauntering toward them with an easy grace, "you will never leave this estate. The wards are tied to my heartbeat. If I die, the chateau seals itself. You will starve here in the dark, surrounded by my pets, perhaps becoming prey to them.”

Sophie hesitated. The mark on her neck throbbed a warning, a cold pulse that told her the Baroness was telling the truth.

"What do you want?" Sophie asked, lowering the dagger but keeping her grip tight.

"I want a truce," Geneviève said, stopping a few feet away. Her single eye sparkled with amusement. "I have seen your strength, Sophie. I saw you in the stable. I saw you on the stage. You are magnificent. But you are also... raw. Unrefined. Do you think you can really survive the Dread Court in your current state? Give me a chance to make something more of you."

She looked at Cornett, who was leaning against the doorframe, trying to catch his breath.

"And you, Monsieur Crème. You have power, but you lack imagination. You use your magic for... what? Cheese? Yogurt?"

"I make excellent butter," Cornett muttered defensively, straightening his hat.

Geneviève smiled, a genuine, predatory expression. "I can show you so much more. I propose a trade. You give me one hour. One hour of your time, your trust, and your... unique abilities. If you satisfy me, I will have Zymandus send you to Sivarna at dawn. No tricks. No cages."

"And if we refuse?" Sophie asked.

"Then you can try to find the exit on your own," Geneviève said with a shrug. "But be warned... the hydra is loose in the upper halls tonight. And she is very hungry."

Sophie looked at Cornett. He looked pale, weak, and terrified. He wouldn't survive a fight with a hydra, and Sophie wasn't sure she had the strength left to protect him.

"One hour," Sophie said, her voice hard. "And then we go."

"One hour," Geneviève agreed. Her eye sparkled. "But it must be... a shared hour."

She walked over to a small table near the fire. On it lay a strange object. It was white, smooth, and curved, shaped undeniably like a phallus, but it was translucent, glowing with a soft, internal luminescence.

"Do you recognize this material, Cornett?" Geneviève asked, picking it up.

Cornett squinted, leaning forward. "It looks like... calcified cream? But the aura... it's pure life force."

"It had it made from Sophie's milk," Geneviève said, turning the object in the light. "Harvested while she was in her restful slumber. Solidified by my alchemists. Enchanted by Zymandus to retain the essence of her curse. Of course, he’s no Dairymancer like you Cornett, but he makes up for what he lacks with specific expertise with his raw power.”

“You… stole my milk while I was sleeping,” said Sophie. She stared at the object. It was made of her. It was a piece of her own power, captured and frozen.

“Oh, but you gave it freely enough to my construct in the other room, didn’t you?” Geneviève said with a smirk. “I call this the Cream of the Crop. I want to use it. On both of you."

"Me?" Cornett squeaked.

"You are the conduit," Geneviève said. "Your magic resonates with milk. If we use this... device... in a circle of connection, we can create a feedback loop of sensation like nothing any of us has ever experienced. And what is life for if not experiencing new and wondrous things?"

Sophie felt the mark pulse. It was tempted in its dark and primal way by the very concept of a new lustful experience.

"Fine," Sophie said, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. She stepped forward, sheathing her dagger. "Show us."

Geneviève gestured to the rug before the fire. "Undress. Both of you."

Sophie didn't hesitate. She pulled the pins from her hair, letting it tumble down her back in a dark wave. She unlaced the bodice of her red dress, letting the heavy velvet peel from her curves and fall to the floor in a crimson pool. She stepped out of her petticoats, standing in her lace lingerie, the firelight dancing on her skin. Milk beaded from her nipples through the sheer cups of her bra.

Cornett was slower, fumbling with his robes. He looked embarrassed, his skinny frame pale and knobby in the firelight.

"Don't be shy, wizard," Sophie said softly, helping him with his sash. "You've survived worse tonight."

When they were both naked, Geneviève dropped her silk robe. Her body was pale, lush, and perfect, the curves of a woman in her prime. She moved with the confidence of a woman who owned the world and everything in it.

"Lie down," she commanded.

Sophie lay on the thick rug, the fibers tickling pleasantly against her back. Cornett lay beside her, stiff and nervous, his cock still red from the ceaseless pleasures of the golem. Geneviève knelt between them, holding the milk-phallus like a scepter.

"Cornett," she said. "Place your hand on the device. Channel your magic into it. Feel the milk. Feel the life."

Cornett reached out, his hand trembling. He touched the white shaft. It flared with sudden light, humming with energy.

"It's... warm," he whispered, his eyes widening. "It feels... alive."

"It is," Geneviève said. She looked at Sophie. "Open for me."

Sophie spread her legs, offering herself to the Baroness. Geneviève leaned over, kissing her. Her lips were cool, tasting of the brandy the Baroness had been sipping. She guided the dildo to Sophie's entrance, teasing her with the warm crown.

"This is you, Sophie," Geneviève whispered against her mouth. "You are fucking yourself.”

“I’ve been told to do that before by a sailor or two,” gasped Sophie, rocking her hips to offer the Baroness better access.

Geneviève pushed the warm, throbbing milk cock into the channel of Sophie’s cunt.

The sensation was a warm, liquid jolt of pleasure. A rush through her flesh, throbbing from her plundered core outward to every sensitive node of her body. Her nipples, her clit, and even her anus throbbed with pleasure. The milk-dildo felt like a part of her, a phantom limb of pure pleasure that hummed and radiated heat deep into her belly.

"Oh!" Sophie cried out, arching her back as the device filled her.

"Keep channeling, wizard!" Geneviève ordered. She reached out and grabbed Cornett's cock with her free hand. "Connect yourself fully!"

Cornett gasped, his eyes rolling back as he poured his magic into the dildo inside Sophie. The device grew warmer, vibrating with power as he fed it.

Geneviève began to pump the dildo in and out of Sophie. With every thrust, she stroked Cornett. The rhythm was hypnotic, a pendulum swinging between the wizard and the warrior.

"I can feel it," Cornett moaned, his hips bucking. "I can feel... her pleasure. It's... it's feeding me."

"Yes," Geneviève hissed. "The loop. The energy flows from her, into the milk, into you, and back to me. But… I must have more.”

She climbed over Sophie, squatting lewdly astride her head and straddling her face. "Taste me, Sophie. Complete the circle."

Sophie looked up at the fleshy folds of the Baroness's wet, pink pussy hovering above her. The luscious mound was topped with dark trim of hair in the shape of a heart. Sophie couldn’t help but laugh as she reached up, embracing the plump buttocks of the Baroness as she lifted her head and buried her tongue in the aristocrat.

The taste was everything she had hoped. A hot, slippery sweetness flavored with sweat and the sharp tang of the Baroness’s nectar. Geneviève groaned, riding Sophie’s face while she fucked Sophie with the milk-cock and leaned to the side to also grasp the wizard’s stiff prick. It was a triangle of sensation, a perfect geometric tessellation of gasping lust and kinky magic.

Sophie felt Cornett's Dairymancy tingling inside her womb, charging the phallus the Baroness was using until it felt like a wand ensorcelling her clutching cunt. She felt Geneviève's dominance in her mouth, the weight of the woman grinding down on her and the hot, smothering sweetness of her cunt. The mark on her neck screamed in triumph, stoking Sophie’s welling ecstasy and gorging itself on the magical, sexual energy filling the room.

"Harder!" Sophie moaned against Geneviève's clit, her tongue working furiously.

"More magic!" Geneviève shouted at Cornett, her hand moving faster on him.

Cornett screamed. He wasn't consciously casting a spell, he was fused by his essence to the dildo and was weaving the magic by pure Dairymantic instinct. He pushed everything he had into the milk-stone, his body arcing off the floor.

The warm, increasingly flesh-like dildo began to glow brighter and brighter inside Sophie. It pulsed, expanded, growing hotter with each thrust.

"It's going to blow!" Cornett yelled, his voice cracking. “I can’t contain it!”

"Don’t fight it, you fool!" Geneviève laughed wickedly, bouncing her plump breasts as she rode fiercely atop Sophie’s smothered face.

“AHHHHHH!” Cornett howled, thrusting through the delicate fingers of the Baroness and erupting in spraying spurts from his overtaxed cock. Though his bollocks were nearly drained, he erupted with such force that his cum spattered the ceiling.

The Baroness and the Harlot Knight were only a moment behind the spurting Dairymancer. Geneviève came with equal violence, though the hot flood of her juices was limited to Sophie trapped between her thighs. Her plush body shuddered and bucked as she decanted her nectar directly into Sophie’s eager, sucking mouth. Sophie moaned, her pleasure maddening, her mouth latched to that hot, pulsing pussy.

And inside Sophie, the Baroness’s “Cream of the Crop” exploded.

It burst inside her like a geyser. Pumping and exploding and transforming into a violent rush of liquefied pleasure. It filled her womb, pressurized and potent, a warm flood that coated her insides. The sensation of being filled by her own essence, amplified by magic, was unlike anything she had ever experienced. It was a whiteout of pleasure. An eruption in her belly that radiated outward until it reached her fingertips and toes.

Sophie screamed, her body convulsing so hard she lifted off the floor. The energy blasted through her, searing every nerve ending, glowing pink through her abdomen, feeding the mark until it felt like it would burn through her skin. She was drowning in milk and magic and lust, suspended in a moment of pure, annihilating ecstasy.

They collapsed in a gasping tangle of limbs and heaving chests. The fire crackled, casting long shadows. Sophie could feel the hot milk pouring out of her pussy. There was nothing to stop it. The dildo had been destroyed by the climactic moment. Sophie moaned and lapped wearily at the folds of the Baroness.

Finally, Geneviève rolled off Sophie’s face, flopping onto her back, her plump breasts splashing against her ribcage. She lay on the rug, staring at the ceiling, a look of smiling bliss on her face. Her breasts heaved.

"That," she whispered, her voice husky, "was worth every bit of subterfuge.”

Sophie lay there, feeling the warm liquid still leaking out of her, pooling on the rug. She felt heavy, satiated, and strangely peaceful. She reached out and took Cornett's hand. He was unconscious, a goofy smile plastered on his face.

"Did we pass?" Sophie croaked, her throat raw.

Geneviève turned her head. She looked at Sophie, her single eye soft, almost affectionate.

"You passed, my dear. You passed."

She reached out and stroked Sophie’s damp hair, tucking a strand behind her ear.

"It is still late though, Sophie. Finish your rest. Sleep now. Tomorrow... tomorrow you ride. Then, on to Sivarna, if that is still what you desire."

“I must save my sister,” murmured the Harlot Knight.

Sophie closed her eyes. The mark was silent. The hunger was gone, replaced by a deep, resonant calm. Cornett shifted closer, draping one arm across her chest and pressing his flaccid, dripping cock against her thigh. He mumbled something about cream in his sleep, then nuzzled against Sophie’s breasts and began to snore.
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The Steeplechase

Sophie’s wakeup was the insistent, rhythmic tapping of a riding crop against the stone floor.

She groaned, burying her face in the pillow. Her body felt heavy, languid, every muscle singing with the aftershocks of the previous night’s magical climax. The memory of the milk-dildo exploding inside her was still vivid, a ghost sensation that made her womb flutter.

"Up," a voice commanded. "The sun is high, and the horses are restless."

Sophie cracked one eye open. Standing at the foot of the bed was the Baroness Geneviève Delpair. She wore tight cream-colored breeches that molded to her hips, knee-high boots of polished leather, and a tailored jacket of rich red velvet with tails. She wore a long gray wig swept back into a tail, severe and elegant, and her eyepatch today was red leather, studded with tiny diamonds.

"Go away," Sophie mumbled, pulling the silk sheet over her head. "I passed your test. I sucked off your minotaur, gave you lakes of milk, and licked your cunny. Now piss off. I want to sleep until next Tuesday."

"Now, now, if you want to get to Sivarna, you will go riding with me," Geneviève said, ripping the sheet away with a sharp tug.

Sophie shivered as the cool air hit her naked skin. She lay there for a moment, sprawling amidst the tangled sheets, her body marked with the faint red imprints of the rug and the lingering flush of arousal.

"Mmmmm, you’re a messy girl," Geneviève observed, her single eye traveling over Sophie’s curves. "A fallen angel who landed in a puddle of cream."

Sophie sat up, pushing her hair out of her eyes. "Is that a compliment?"

"Why, yes, my pretty bird." Geneviève tapped the crop against her boot again. "But praise must be earned anew each day. Get dressed. We ride."

Sophie looked around the room. Her red dress was gone, spirited away by the ever-lurking servants. In its place, laid out on a chair, was a new outfit. Or, rather, the lack of an outfit.

“A robe?” Sophie frowned as she opened the white silk and slipped it over her naked curves. “No boots?”

“Keep it simple, I say,” chuckled the Baroness, slowly circling and admiring Sophie.

"I don't suppose I get to wear underwear with this?" Sophie asked, working to tie the flimsy robe’s sash.

"Underwear is an obstruction," Geneviève said simply. "And today... we require access."

Sophie paused. The mark on her neck gave a little jump, a spark of interest. "Access? For what?"

"For the mount," Geneviève said, turning toward the door. "Hurry, Sophie. Midnight hates to be kept waiting."

“The mount?” muttered Sophie, remembering the bipedal horse man with the huge cock.

She followed the Baroness out of the parlor, leaving the sleeping Cornett behind. He was curled up on the rug, hugging a pillow, muttering about butter churns in his sleep.

They emerged from the dungeon and out through the castle which was still being cleaned after the party. Sophie squinted as they stepped out into the bright morning sunshine. The estate was beautiful in the daylight, the manicured lawns green and lush, the fountains sparkling.

They reached the paddock near the lake. A large, grassy enclosure bounded by white fence. In the center stood two figures.

One was a normal horse. A magnificent white mare, saddled with black tack.

The other was Midnight.

The stallion-man was even more imposing in the daylight. His black coat shone like obsidian. His muscles rippled under his skin as he paced the paddock, his hooves tearing up clods of earth. He wore a complex harness of black leather straps that crisscrossed his broad chest and massive shoulders.

But it was what hung beneath him that drew the eye. He was already hard, his massive member swaying heavily between his legs, dark and veined and leaking pre-cum onto the grass.

"He's eager," Geneviève said, walking toward the white mare. A groom, a satyr with goat legs, helped her mount. She sat high in the saddle, looking down at Sophie with a regal, expectant expression.

"You said we were riding," Sophie said, eyeing Midnight warily. "Where's my saddle?"

"You will be saddled beneath him," Geneviève corrected.

She pointed her crop at Midnight. Or rather, at his abdomen and trailing down to his huge, twitching cock.

Sophie looked closer. The harness wasn't just on his chest. Straps ran down his flanks, connecting to a complex arrangement of leather slings and stirrups suspended directly beneath his belly. It was a cradle. A hammock designed to hold a human body right in the path of his cock.

"You're joking," Sophie said.

"I never joke about horsemanship," Geneviève said. "It is the Steeplechase, Sophie. A test of endurance. Of stamina. Of your ability to take a pounding."

The mark flared. Sophie was rationally afraid of being strapped to the chest and abdomen of the horseman and being impaled on that massive horse cock. But the mark was not rational. It sent a sudden, overwhelming rush of heat through her body. The audacity of it. The sheer, naked perversion. To be strapped under a beast, helpless, used as a living masturbator while he galloped...

"Help her up," Geneviève commanded her satyr.

Sophie walked toward the stallion-man. Midnight snorted, watching her with large, intelligent eyes. He shifted his weight, spreading his stance slightly, as if welcoming her. She stood close enough to touch. The huge cock almost even with her face as she looked up his rounded midsection to his equine face. His nostrils flared and he snorted and stamped a foot. The harness hung there, waiting.

Two horned grooms rushed forward. They grabbed Sophie’s arms and legs. She didn't fight them. She let them lift her, one holding her with her back to the belly of Midnight, her knees up and bent into a shameless “W” shape. The other untied her robe and slipped it from her shoulders. She leaned her head back against Midnight’s muscular chest and looked up at his overhanging muzzle.

Her legs were pulled up and spread wide, her ankles strapped into stirrups near his flanks. Her arms were bound to straps at her sides. She was wide open, her dark cunny displayed to the world, and directly below her was that mighty pillar.

"Lower her," Geneviève ordered.

Midnight groaned as one groom took hold of his cock and directed the fat tip to Sophie’s swollen cunt. She felt a strange sense of relaxation and saw a twinkle in the one eye of the Baroness.

“That’s right,” she said. “You should be thankful, my dear. The Cream of the Crop held a little something extra. A gift from me to you by way of Zymandus to allow your body to adjust to Midnight, ah, more than ample anatomy.”

“You drugged my pussy?” Sophie asked, but any annoyance was forgotten as Midnight’s flattened, equine tip nudged her entrance. He was huge. Impossible. The head alone was the size of a large apple, flared and glistening with clear fluid.

"Relax," Geneviève called out. "The magic will ensure he does you no harm. Take him. Enjoy his majestic cock."

Midnight stamped and Sophie bounced in the harness. His cock caught against her parted folds. Slowly, relentlessly, he pushed inside.

"Oh, Mardoch!" Sophie cried out, her back arching against the leather straps. The stretch was intense, burning and exhilarating all at once. He filled her completely, pressing against walls she didn't know she had, forcing her wider than any man ever could. It was a fullness that should have been agonizing, but the magic of the Cream of the Crop and the mark transmuted the sensation into intense, pulsating pleasure.

She sank to the hilt, his coarse hair brushing against her buttocks. Sophie was impaled, pinned to the harness by the shaft of the beast. The weight of Midnight’s huge cock inside her was incredible.

"Secure her," Geneviève said.

The grooms tightened the straps, locking Sophie in place. The straps were tightened, the leather framing her breasts and squeezing out the first drops of milk. Midnight’s huge cock throbbed inside her. She was part of him now. Every move he made, she would feel.

"Are you comfortable, my dear?" Geneviève asked, trotting her mare over to inspect Sophie. Sophie was almost even with the Baroness. A goddess of the hunt surveying her prey.

"I've... been... better," Sophie gasped, her breath coming in short pants. The sheer size of him inside her made it hard to breathe.

"You'll adjust," Geneviève said. "Now. Let us ride."

She cracked her crop. "Hyah!"

Midnight lunged forward.

His beastly cock drove into her body and slammed her womb, then slid back again with each stride. A pillar of flesh made into a steam piston that rushed into her gaping cunt. Midnight thundered across the paddock, his hooves pounding the earth.

For Sophie, it was a blur of green grass and blue sky, punctuated by the most intense, violent fucking of her life.

Every stride Midnight took drove him deeper inside her. His hips moved with the rhythm of the gallop and slammed into her with ruinous force that would have injured her severely if not for the magic of the night before. Sophie bounced in the harness, her head snapping back, her breasts, framed by leather straps, heaving and slapping and flinging milk from her engorged, reddened nipples.

"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" Sophie screamed, her cries matching the rhythm of the hooves.

The sensation was earth-shattering. The friction of the massive cock stretching her internal walls generated a heat and frothing nectar that made her feel as if her guts were dissolving into foam. He was so big that every thrust felt like it was rearranging her organs, hitting spots so deep that her toes curled.

The mark on her neck was screaming, gorging itself on the intensity, the speed, the raw animal power. It drank in the humiliation of being strapped beneath him, the sheer physical dominance of the stallion. It turned every jolt, every impact, into pure, liquid pleasure.

Geneviève rode alongside them, her white mare keeping pace with the stallion-man. She looked down at Sophie, laughing, her face flushed with excitement.

"Faster!" Geneviève shouted. "Run, Midnight! Run! Use her!"

The stallion-man whinnied, a sound of pure exhilaration. He picked up speed, his muscles bunching and releasing. He was enjoying it. He could feel her gripping him, feel her heat. He bucked slightly, driving his cock so deep Sophie thought he might touch her heart. The flared head of his member slammed against her cervix with every stride, driving agonizing pleasure into Sophie’s body.

They tore across the estate, jumping hedges, splashing through streams. Every jump was a moment of weightlessness followed by a bone-jarring impact that drove the cock harder into her. Sophie was delirious, lost in a haze of motion and sensation. She came again and again, her power growing wildly with each spasm, but too immobilized by the pleasure to resist. Her body convulsing around him, milking him with every stride, her screams lost in the thunder of hooves.

"Oh God! Oh Mardoch! Too much! Too much!" Sophie wailed, tears streaming from her eyes. Her pussy felt swollen, stretched to its limit, slick with her own juices and the copious amounts of frothing, stinking precum the beast was churning in her guts.

But it wasn't enough. It was never enough.

They reached the edge of the decorative lake. The ground was softer here, mud flying up to splatter Sophie’s legs.

Midnight slowed slightly, his breathing heavy, a rhythmic huffing sound. He was getting close. Sophie could feel his cock swelling even further, the base flaring out as if he were trying to knot inside her. The pulse of him was like a drumbeat against her walls.

When she let her head drop forward, hanging against the harness against her forehead, she could see his cock disappearing into her cunt, bulging her abdomen so that the shape of his cock was plainly visible, and his bollocks, big as boulders, dark and tight at his root.

She knew she was in real trouble when she felt Midnight’s huge, almost human hands reach up and grasp her hips. He held her tight against his chest, pounding into her straining cunt and up into her body as if trying to kill her with his cock.

"He's going to finish!" Geneviève called out, her voice tight with anticipation. "Let the beast’s cum fill you! There is no baptism quite so fine as taking the cum of a horseman!"

The words cut through the haze. Baptism. The humiliation stoked the fire of the mark. This was all part of some demented, entertaining ritual for the Baroness. But she had little choice in the matter now.

Refusing the cum of the horseman was not possible.

Midnight let out a guttural roar, his stride faltering as his hips began to buck upwards, almost as though he might leap vertically. He drove himself to the absolute hilt inside her, his cock so huge and his thrust so powerful that it felt as though he might reach into Sophie’s throat.

He erupted.

A high-pressure jet of thick, hot, viscous fluid seed blasted into her womb and drenched her inner walls with his beastly heat. Sophie wailed, her eyes going wide as she felt herself almost instantly being filled to overflowing. Hot, thick pumps of stallion seed overflowing the beastly cock a dripping from Midnight’s throbbing bollocks.

"YES!" Geneviève cried from her saddle, watching the display with rapturous delight. "Fill her! She is your mare, Midnight! Breed that eager cunny!”

The stallion-man pumped again and again, his massive balls tightening, emptying a prodigious load into Sophie. It felt endless. Hot lava pouring into her belly, expanding her, stretching her until she felt full to bursting. It overflowed her womb, spilling back out around the girth of his shaft, leaking down her thighs in thick, slopping white ropes.

But within this endless fountain of beastly cum was a beastly power.

The darkborne mark flared white-hot. It devoured the offered essence of the beast. It drank the virility, the strength, the raw, unbridled energy of the stallion. Sophie felt the power rushing into her limbs, knitting together her exhaustion, replacing it with a terrifying, vibrating strength.

She came so hard she saw stars, her body locking around his shaft, milking the last dregs of his power from him.

And then, the clarity hit.

She was strapped down. She was full of horseman cum. She was being laughed at by an aristocrat.

The rage arrived on the heels of the orgasm, fueled by the massive infusion of energy she had just received.

"No," Sophie growled, her voice vibrating with supernatural resonance.

She gripped the leather straps holding her arms. Her knuckles turned white. Her biceps bulged, the silk of her shirt tearing as her muscles swelled with the stolen strength of the stallion.

With a scream of primal fury, she ripped her arms free. The heavy, reinforced leather straps snapped like paper, the sound cracking like a whip in the air.

Geneviève stopped laughing. Her eye went wide, a thrill of arousal sparked in her gaze. "Oh, my..."

Sophie reached up. She grabbed the harness around Midnight’s chest. She dug her fingers into the tough leather, into the fur beneath, finding leverage.

She crunched her abs, pulling herself up against the weight of the beast, ignoring the slick fullness between her legs.

“Let… me… go!”

She grabbed the straps holding her legs and tore them free with a savage jerk. She was loose, held on only by the massive cock still pulsing inside her and the huge horseman’s hands.

Midnight, sensing the sudden shift in power, faltered. He stumbled, his rhythm breaking, confusion clouding his animal mind.

Sophie didn't let him recover. She planted her feet on the ground, skidding in the mud. She grabbed the stallion-man’s hind legs, right above the hocks, her fingers sinking into the muscle.

He roared in confusion, trying to pull away, but Sophie held fast. The strength of the mark, supercharged by the massive load she carried inside her, surged through her, turning her muscles to steel.

She planted her feet, gritted her teeth, and heaved.

It was impossible. He weighed over a ton. But Sophie Almodóvar lifted him.

She swung him around, using his own momentum against him. His cock slid out of her with a wet, obscene schluck sound, followed by a gush of yellowish-white fluid that splashed onto the grass. A massive jet of semen erupted from him as he disconnected, spraying into the air in a final, confused arc.

Sophie spun, her naked body clad only in a few lingering straps, and released him.

Midnight flew. The massive stallion-man sailed through the air, limbs flailing, a look of absolute shock on his equine face. He splashed into the center of the lake with a colossal SPLASH that sent a wave of water washing over the bank, soaking the Baroness and her mare.

Silence fell over the estate. The birds stopped singing. Even the wind stopped blowing.

Sophie stood on the bank, chest heaving, covered in mud, sweat, and horse cum that poured down her thighs. Her hair was wild. She looked like a demon rising from the pit, glowing with the aftermath of the encounter.

She turned slowly to face the Baroness.

Geneviève sat on her white mare, staring. Her mouth was slightly open, her chest rising and falling rapidly. She looked from the ripples in the lake to the woman standing on the shore, dripping with the proof of the power of her darkborne curse.

Sophie’s cunt throbbed and drooled with horseman cum. She fixed the Baroness with a  furious glare and started towards her.

"You," Sophie snarled, pointing a shaking finger at the aristocrat. "Get down."

Geneviève blinked. She looked at Sophie’s burning eyes and then at the Harlot Knight’s hands, clenched into fists as though she intended to pummel the Baroness with her unnatural strength.

The Baroness smiled.

It was a smile of pure, unadulterated, orgasmic delight. She clapped her gloved hands together, the sound sharp and loud in the silence.

"Brava!" she cried, her voice trembling with excitement. "Magnificent! Absolutely magnificent! Do you feel it, Sophie? Do you feel the power I gave you?"

"I'm going to kill you," Sophie said, reaching the mare. She grabbed the bridle, holding the horse still with an iron grip. "I'm going to tear this castle down brick by brick and beat you with the pieces."

"You could try," Geneviève said, sliding gracefully from the saddle. She landed softly on the grass, standing toe-to-toe with Sophie. She didn't back down. She didn't flinch. She reached out and placed a hand on Sophie’s heaving chest, right over her heart, ignoring the filth.

"But look at you, Sophie. Look at what you just did. You threw a stallion-man into a lake. You broke hardened leather with your bare hands. You took the seed of a monster and turned it into a weapon. Do you know why?"

"Because I'm angry," Sophie hissed, leaning into the Baroness's space.

"Because you are powerful," Geneviève corrected, her eye gleaming. "Oh, that blessed mark feeds on pleasure and look how much I just gave you! Imagine if I gave you more! You are a furnace just waiting to be filled with coal."

The Baroness, heedless of any danger, stepped closer, pressing her clean, velvet-clad body against Sophie’s filthy naked one. She didn't care about the mud or the cum. She seemed to revel in it.

"I pushed you," Geneviève whispered, her breath hot on Sophie's face. "I pushed you to see if you would break. Most people would have broken."

Sophie stared at her. The rage was still there, boiling in her gut, but the confusion was creeping in. The Baroness was aroused. Almost elated.

"It was a test?" Sophie asked, her voice dropping.

"Everything is a test," Geneviève said. "The Dread Court is not a place for the weak, Sophie. It is a place of monsters. Of gods. You will need to be worthy of walking among them or they will destroy you.”

The Baroness ran her hand down Sophie’s arm, tracing the line of her muscle, feeling the supernatural thrum beneath the skin.

"With power like this, you might just survive."

Sophie’s breathing slowed. The fury blazing in her eyes faded, replaced by her usual brown, though the intensity remained. She looked at the lake, where Midnight was splashing toward the shore, looking wet and miserable and very confused.

"He's going to be mad," Sophie said.

"He'll get over it," Geneviève said dismissively. "He respects strength. Now he knows who the alpha mare is."

Sophie looked back at the Baroness. The anger was fading, replaced by a grudging respect. And beneath that... the familiar stirrings of arousal. The insatiable mark, pushing for her to consume more. The confrontation, and Geneviève’s unexpected reaction, had proved to be a powerful turn-on.

"You're crazy," Sophie said.

"No, I am perpetually bored," Geneviève countered. "Everything I do, I do because it is fun."

She took Sophie’s hand, lacing their fingers together. Geneviève’s thumb rubbed over a smear of the stallion’s seed on Sophie’s wrist.

"Come," Geneviève said. "You are filthy. You need a bath. And we have much to discuss. The wizard arrives tonight. And before he sends you to your doom... I think we have one more game to play."

"No more horses," Sophie warned, pulling her hand back slightly.

"No," Geneviève agreed, her voice dropping to a purr. She looked Sophie up and down, her gaze lingering on the cum drooling from the dark thatch between Sophie's legs. "No more beasts. Just… us."

Sophie felt a shiver run down her spine. A different kind of danger. One that didn't involve a beastly hybrid or require straps or harnesses but was just as perilous.

"Lead the way," Sophie said.


7

A Deal is Struck

"My private apartments," Geneviève said, opening a set of double doors painted with scenes of a woodland goddess on the hunt. "No servants allowed. Unless, of course, you would like me to ring for them."

The rooms beyond those doors were a sanctuary of luxury that made the rest of the castle-like chateau seem like a broom closet. The walls were lined with shimmering silk paper in shades of violet and cream. A massive fireplace, carved from black marble, housed a fire that seemed to roar to life the moment they entered. They passed through a bed chamber with an enormous fourposter, and walls decorated with paintings of absurd obscenity. Maidens and beasts grappled. Otherworldly pleasures were indulged.

The bath chamber was no less opulent, with a priceless tile mosaic depicting bathing women being caressed by the tentacles of an immense octopus. In the center of the room, sunken into the floor like a small pool, was a bathtub of beaten copper, already steaming and filled with rose-scented water.

"Strip," Geneviève commanded, walking over to a sideboard and pouring two glasses of dark red wine.

There was little point in resisting the Baroness’s command. Sophie wore only mud and the torn remains of the harness that had held her against Midnight’s body.

With a grunt of annoyance, she reached for the buckle of the strap still cinched beneath her heavy bust. Her fingers, still trembling slightly with the adrenaline of the ride, fumbled with the straps.

"Allow me," Geneviève said. Her cool, manicured hands deftly undid the buckles. She peeled the heavy leather away, letting it drop to the floor with a heavy thud.

"You have bruises," Geneviève murmured, tracing a purple mark on Sophie’s ribcage where the harness had dug in. "Good. Such lingering pain will serve as a reminder of your power’s source."

"I don't need reminders," Sophie said. She pushed the last of the harness from her soldiers, letting it pool around her ankles. Mud flaked from her thighs and breasts. She stood naked in the center of the room, dirt and congealed fluids streaked across her skin like war paint.

Geneviève, who had shed her red velvet tailcoat, took in the sight of Sophie. For a moment, the aristocrat’s composure seemed to waver. She studied Sophie’s breasts, heavy and swollen, the nipples dark and erect. She admired the curve of Sophie’s hips, the strong muscles of her thighs, the dark triangle of hair that was matted with the stallion’s seed.

It seemed as though she might drop to her knees and surrender to lust.

"Into the water," Geneviève whispered.

Sophie stepped down into the copper tub. The water was scalding hot, but she didn't flinch. She sank into it, groaning as the heat seeped into her battered muscles. The water turned cloudy immediately, the dirt and fluids dissolving into the rose-scented steam.

She leaned her head back against the rim, closing her eyes. Her laden breasts jostled with fluid weight. She heard the rustle of fabric. The sound of boots being unlaced.

When she opened her eyes, Geneviève was naked.

The Baroness was older than Sophie, but her body was a testament to the preserving power of magic and wealth. Her skin was milky white, flawless and smooth. Her breasts were full, softer than Sophie’s but no less impressive, tipped with pale pink nipples. Her hips were wide, her waist cinched by years of corsetry. She still wore the eyepatch, the red leather stark against her pale face.

She stepped into the tub, sinking down opposite Sophie. The water rose, lapping at the edges.

"Wash," Geneviève said, handing Sophie a sponge.

Sophie took it. She began to scrub, watching the Baroness. Geneviève didn't wash herself. She sat there, sipping her wine, watching Sophie with that single, intense blue eye.

"You enjoyed it," Geneviève said. It wasn't a question.

"I survived it," Sophie countered, scrubbing at a patch of mud on her arm.

"You thrived on it," Geneviève corrected. "I saw you. I saw the way you took him. You were magnificent, Sophie. What a blessing that mark is on your neck, a connection straight to the Old Gods.”

"I didn't ask for it," Sophie snapped. "From them or from you. You strapped me down."

"And yet," Geneviève smiled, "when you broke free... you didn't run. You threw him. You asserted dominance. That is what I wanted to see."

She set her wine glass on the rim of the tub and moved through the water. She slid between Sophie’s legs, her knees brushing Sophie’s thighs.

"You are strong," Geneviève whispered, reaching out to take the sponge from Sophie’s hand. "But strength will not be enough for what you will face in the Dread Court. You must maintain control."

She began to wash Sophie. This wasn't the rough scrubbing the servants had given her the day before. It was slow, deliberate. She washed Sophie’s chest, circling her breasts, her fingers grazing Sophie’s stiffening nipples. Sophie’s breath hitched. The mark flared, recognizing the touch of desire, or at least curiosity.

"I can control it," Sophie said, her voice breathless.

"Can you?" Geneviève circled Sophie’s breasts with the sponge, pressed so suds and a hint of milk spilled down Sophie’s body, then moved the sponge lower. "The mark drives you. It pushes you. You can become a slave to it, Sophie. Just as the horse is a slave to the bit."

"I am no one's slave," Sophie growled. She reached out, grabbing Geneviève’s wrist. Her grip was iron-hard, the supernatural strength still humming in her veins.

"Prove it," Geneviève challenged.

Sophie yanked her forward. Geneviève splashed into her, chest to chest. Sophie grabbed the Baroness’s hair, knocking aside her gray wig and grasping her by the short, dark hair beneath. She yanked Geneviève’s head back, exposing her slender throat.

"You think because you have a castle and a title, you're in charge?" Sophie hissed, leaning in close. "I've bested centuries-old vampires and I’ve been to other realms and banged goddesses. You're just a woman in a bathtub."

Geneviève laughed. It was a throaty sound that vibrated against Sophie’s chest. "Just a woman? Oh, my dear. You have no idea what I have done with my—”

Sophie kissed her to shut her up. She crushed her lips against Geneviève’s so vigorously it was almost a bite. Their mouths opened. Their teeth momentarily clicked together.

Sophie expected resistance. She expected the Baroness to pull away or maybe call for Tassos. Instead, Geneviève melted into the kiss. Her arms went around Sophie’s neck, pulling her closer. Her tongue met Sophie’s, dueling for dominance.

They grappled in the water, a tangle of soap-slick limbs and soft curves. Sophie was stronger, by far, physically. She pushed Geneviève back against the copper side of the tub, pinning her. She moved her hand down, finding the Baroness’s breast, squeezing the soft flesh and feeling the stiff nipple against her palm.

"I could drown you," Sophie whispered against her neck. "Right here."

"Do it," Geneviève gasped, desperate for another kiss, tongue fencing with Sophie’s and the words hot against Sophie’s lips. "Show me."

Sophie growled and moved her hand lower, between Geneviève’s legs. She found the Baroness’s cunt beneath the water. Petals swollen and soft. Geneviève let out a sharp cry as Sophie thrust two fingers inside her.

"You like that?" Sophie taunted, pumping her fingers. "Does the mistress like being taken?"

Geneviève’s eye flew open. It wasn't fearful. It was burning with a cold, blue fire.

"You think this is taking?" Geneviève whispered.

Sophie felt a buzz in the air and her delicate hair stood up on her neck and the backs of her arms. The water around them surged. For a moment, she thought someone had jumped into the tub with them. The water itself seemed to come alive, thickening, turning viscous. It wrapped around Sophie’s wrists like manacles of liquid glass.

Sophie tried to pull her hand back, but she couldn't move. The water held her fast.

"What—?"

"My domain," Geneviève purred. "My rules."

“You know spellcraft?” gasped Sophie.

The water lifted Sophie. Literally lifted her, buoying her up until she was floating, helpless, her legs spread wide, her arms pinned to the sides of the tub by the living fluid.

Geneviève stood up. Water cascaded off her body. She looked down at Sophie, trapped in the quivering tendrils of water.

"You have raw power, Sophie," Geneviève said, stepping out of the tub onto the heated floor. "But I have mastery. I have spent fifty years studying the arcane arts, refining my will, binding entities far older and darker than your little curse."

She grabbed a towel and dried herself leisurely, watching Sophie struggle against the water. The mark on Sophie’s neck was throbbing, furious at the restraint, but confused by the magic. It couldn't burn through water.

"Your showing today with Midnight and your performance last night with the guests earned you the use of my wizard’s translocation magic." Geneviève dropped the towel. She walked back to the tub. "Zymandus will get you to Sivarna. That is the simple part. To gain entrance to the Dread Court you will need sponsorship. If you want that from me, well, you still must earn it.”

She reached into the water and grabbed Sophie’s ankle. With a strength that belied her soft appearance, amplified, no doubt, by the magic infused within the water, she pulled.

Sophie slid out of the tub, the water releasing her as she crossed the threshold. She landed heavily on her bottom on the soft rug, her breasts bouncing and slapping back down against her ribcage. Before she could scramble up, Geneviève was on her.

The Baroness straddled Sophie’s waist, pinning her down. Sophie bucked, trying to throw her off, but Geneviève proved to be an equal for her strength.

"No," Geneviève said. She leaned forward, her breasts brushing against Sophie’s face. "Now. You will serve."

The Baroness grasped Sophie’s wet hair in her fingers and guided Sophie’s face to the soft weight of one of Geneviève’s breasts. Sophie felt a pulse of compulsion from the mark on her neck and before she could second guess her actions, she had licked the Baroness’s ghostly pale nipples and had latched her mouth to one of her breasts. She sucked urgently and the Baroness let out a satisfied groan.

“That’s right. Good girl, Sophie. Suck them. Lick them both. Ohhhh… yes… that hot little mouth of yours is so very eager.” She sat upright, denying Sophie her stiff pink nipples. “I have something better for you to suck.”

Geneviève slid higher, gliding over Sophie’s own heaving mounds, she moved her hips and presented her wet pussy to Sophie’s mouth. Her fingers tightened in Sophie’s dark, damp hair and she yanked again, but did not even bother telling her what to do. The cunt of the baroness pressing close to Sophie’s face was message enough.

It was a blatant, arrogant demand. Sophie wanted to bite her. She wanted to tear a chunk out of that perfect, pale thigh. But the scent of the Baroness and the delicate perfection of her pussy were persuasive. The mark, treacherous as always, gave her a push and Sophie made no effort to resist.

Her face leaned up to mee the Baroness. Her tongue shot out into that deep, yielding furrowing of slick flesh.

The Baroness tasted amazing.

Sophie’s tongue thrust deep and out again, tasting the soft folds before seeking out the straining bud of Geneviève’s clit.

"Yes," Geneviève sighed, her head falling back as she let her weight settle atop Sophie’s face. "Good girl."

The condescending praise stung. Sophie licked again, harder. She found the rhythm of licking to match the rolling hips of the Baroness. The mark pushed her, sensed the pleasure her licking enflamed, and made her seek more with every hot lash of her tongue. If she had to do this, she would do it so well it would overwhelm the Baroness. She would make Geneviève Delpaire scream.

Sophie attacked. Her tongue was a weapon, thrusting, swirling, stabbing, lapping. She grabbed Geneviève’s hips and pulled her down harder, burying her face in the woman’s hot cunny. She sucked the clit into her mouth, humming with vibration, squeezing the firm roundness of the Baroness’s cheeks.

Geneviève gasped, her composure cracking, but she certainly did not sound disappointed. "Oh! You... relentless creature! Don’t stop! Don’t you dare stop!"

Sophie didn't stop. She squeezed the Baroness tighter and thrust her tongue deeper. The sweet, faintly sour taste of that clutching cunt poured down into Sophie’s mouth. She drank the nectar and the pleasure. She drank the power, thanks to the mark. She moved her hands up to Geneviève’s heaving breasts, cradling them, squeezing them, pinching and twisting the pale nipples until the reddened cherry dark.

Geneviève cried out, her hips bucking. She was fighting back, riding Sophie’s face with a desperate, hungry rhythm. Smearing her cunt juices on Sophie’s face. She grabbed Sophie’s hair, pulling, twisting.

"Harder!" Geneviève commanded, her voice ragged. "Don't you dare stop!"

Sophie had no intention of stopping. She was drowning in the scent and taste of the woman. Sucking wantonly. She felt the magic in Geneviève’s pleasure, a crackling intense energy that fed the mark. The more she devoured the Baroness’s hot, dripping cunt, the more she craved that sweet nectar.

Geneviève reached behind her to find one of Sophie’s on her plush, bouncing buttocks. She covered Sophie’s hand and pushed Sophie’s fingers into her crack, guiding them to the soapy divot of her asshole.

"Fuck me, your dirty girl," Geneviève gasped, riding relentlessly atop Sophie’s face. “Finger my arsehole while you suck my quim.”

Sophie pushed a finger into that yielding velvet divot. Tight. Hot. Geneviève groaned, a long, shuddering sound. Sophie added a second finger, pumping them into that hot back passage while her tongue continued to lash the Baroness’s clit.

Geneviève was bucking wildly. The cool, imperious aristocrat who had smirked in the face of fury had been replaced by a writhing, moaning maniac clawing at Sophie’s shoulders.

"Fuck! Little slut! You have me close," Geneviève gasped. "I'm... oh by the Old Gods... Sophie!"

She clamped her thighs around Sophie’s head, trapping her. She ground down, hard. Sophie couldn't breathe, couldn't see, could only knew she was hitting the right spot by the muffled wails and the rhythmic clenching of Geneviève’s arsehole around Sophie’s thrusting fingers.

When Geneviève came, Sophie’s mark seemed to open up an devour the sudden flood of nectar that poured into Sophie’s mouth. She sucked hard on the Baroness’s throbbing clit and relentlessly plundered her ass. A pleasure so powerful and intense that it was as though two women were cumming at once.

Sophie drank it all down, the mark flaring with heat that rippled through her body The energy of the Baroness’s climax rushed into her, mingling with the residue of the stallion, creating a cocktail of power that made Sophie feel as if she might explode herself.

Geneviève collapsed forward, landing on top of Sophie. She was heavy, dead weight, panting, her thighs shuddering and her cunny still trickling into Sophie’s mouth.

They lay there for a long time, copper tub steaming beside them, their wet bodies sticking together.

Slowly, the paralysis of pleasure faded. Sophie could move again. But she didn't throw the Baroness off. She lay there, listening to the woman’s heart hammer through her inner thighs.

Geneviève dismounted and slowly lifted her head, kneeling beside Sophie. Her hair was a mess, sticking up in spikes. Her eyepatch had slid askew, revealing a disarming hint of a magical scar instead of an eye in that socket. The Baroness’s face was flushed. Her lips swollen.

She looked at Sophie, and then she started to laugh. It was a genuine, breathless laugh.

"Well," Geneviève said, rolling off Sophie and lying on the rug beside her. "You are something special. I’ve never met a creature quite like you."

Sophie sat up, wiping her mouth. She felt dizzy, high on the second massive meal of essence she had devoured in as many hours. "I will take that as a compliment.”

"You should," Geneviève said, looking at the ceiling. "All I do is seek out new and interesting diversions and you are the most interesting yet.”

She turned her head to look at Sophie. The playfulness was gone, replaced by a serious, calculating look.

"Stay."

Sophie blinked. "What?"

"Stay here," Geneviève said. She sat up, grabbing Sophie’s hand. "Don't go to Sivarna. Don't chase this... Dread Court. Stay here, at Chateau Beaux Rêves."

"Geneviève..."

"Listen to me," the Baroness urged, her grip tightening. "I can give you everything. You want pleasure? I have a menagerie of delights that you have not even begun to sample. You want power? I can teach you to control the mark, to harness it so it doesn't lay you low with hunger or drive you to misbehave. You want a home? This estate is a fortress. The Inquisition cannot touch you here."

She moved closer, her warm, wet breasts falling against Sophie’s arm and her hand caressing Sophie’s face.

"Be my champion, Sophie. Be my concubine. Toulon would fall at our feet. The fools who run that city would be wrapped around our fingers. We could make the Prince beg to watch us fuck. You can have Tassos. You can have your wizard and mine. You can have anyone you want. Just... stay."

Sophie looked at her. It was a genuine, tempting offer. A life of luxury, of endless pleasure, of safety. No more running. No more sleeping in ditches. A place where her curse was seen as a gift.

Then she thought of Margaret.

She saw her sister’s face, pale and terrified, being dragged away by the priests. She remembered the promise she had made to herself in the ashes of their family home.

Sophie shrugged off the touch of the Baroness.

"I can't," she said softly.

Geneviève’s face fell. The light in her eye dimmed. "Why? Is it... is all I offer you not enough?"

"It's too much," Sophie said. She stood up, walking over to the fire. She needed the heat to chase away the sudden chill in her bones. "But I have a sister. Margaret. She... she was taken by the Inquisition. You know this. By a man named Pater Scibberas."

"I know his reputation," Geneviève said, her voice cold. "He is a fanatic. A man who believes that pain is the only path to purity. I am sorry to say, mon cher, that your sister is probably already doomed. Perhaps even dead."

"No," Sophie said, turning to face the Baroness. "I would know if she were dead. He need her alive, to offer her up in sacrifice to the Dread Court. To prove his power and take on of those seats."

Geneviève sighed. It was a long, heavy sound, the sound of a woman watching a beautiful dream dissolve. She stood up and walked over to Sophie. She didn't touch her this time. She just looked at her with a mixture of sadness and respect.

"You are a fool," Geneviève said softly. "I will do as you ask, I will even vouch for you to get you into the Dread Court. But after that, my beautiful, tragic girl, you will find your fate alone."

"I know," Sophie said.

"Very well, my beautiful, sentimental idiot. I cannot keep you. To cage you would invite my destruction. You made that much clear after our ride today.”

The Baroness rose and walked over to a wardrobe. She retrieved a silk robe and tossed it to Sophie without even glancing in her direction. She put one on herself, tying the sash tight.

"We have a deal," Geneviève said, her voice becoming brisk, businesslike. "You entertained me. You... exceeded expectations. I will keep my word."

She walked to a desk and pulled out a piece of parchment and a quill. She began to write furiously.

"Zymandus is preparing the spell now," she said. "But there is a complication. He tells me that the veil around Sivarna has thickened in the past day. Someone, or something, does not want his magic to open the way to the city. Scibberas or his allies are already at work, it seems."

"Can he get us through?" Sophie asked, tying the robe.

"He can," Geneviève said. "But it will require a massive amount of energy. More than he can draw from his own sources. He will need help.”

She stopped writing and looked at Sophie.

"He will need you."

"Me?"

"Your mark," Geneviève said. "It makes you a reservoir of dark energy. If you are... properly stimulated... you generate enough power to penetrate their wards. Zymandus can tap into that. He can use your climax to punch a hole straight to Sivarna."

Sophie smirked. "So I have to fuck my way into the city? Sounds about right."

"It will not be simple," Geneviève warned. "Zymandus is... particular. And to generate that kind of power, we will need a spectacle. A ritual."

"A ritual?"

"The Midnight Gala," Geneviève said. "Tonight is the final night of my annual fortnight of festivities. The masquerade. I want you to perform, Sophie. One last time. On the main stage. With Zymandus. With Tassos. With... everything I can throw at you."

Sophie narrowed her eyes. "You want yet another show."

"I want a myth," Geneviève said. "I want the guests to talk about this night for a hundred years. I want bards to write songs and poets to compose—"

“Fine!" Sophie said emphatically. "One last show. But then we go. Immediately."

"Agreed," Geneviève said. She finished writing and sealed the parchment with wax. "I will give this to Zymandus. He will begin preparations."

She walked over to Sophie and handed her the letter. Her hand lingered on Sophie’s.

"You should rest," Geneviève said softly. "You will need every ounce of strength you possess. Tomorrow night... will be the performance of a lifetime."

"I'll be ready," Sophie promised.

Geneviève leaned in and kissed her on the cheek. It was a chaste, almost tender gesture.

"I know you will," she whispered. "My Harlot Knight."
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The Midnight Gala

Although the sun had set hours ago, the Grand Ballroom of Chateau Beaux Rêves burned with a brilliance that rivaled a golden sunset. This was the final night of the Baroness’s festivities, the Midnight Gala, and the air inside the chateau was so thick with magic, musk, and anticipation that breathing felt like inhaling vaporized lust.

In the Baroness’s private preparation chamber, Sophie Almodóvar stood motionless before a full-length mirror while an artist worked diligently on her skin. The crimson velvet dress she had worn earlier was gone, replaced by a costume that was more concept than clothing.

"Hold still," the artist murmured, carefully dipping his brush into a pot of liquid gold. He was a satyr, his goat legs twitching with artistic fervor as he painted a swirling, intricate design that began at Sophie’s ankle, wound its way up her thigh, crossed her hip, and circled her breast in a dazzling display of filigree. Sophie was naked save for a thong made of mithril chains and a matching collar, leaving the rest of her body to be adorned only by gold, silver, and iridescent blue paint and the strategic placement of jewels glued directly to her skin.

"Is this really necessary?" Sophie asked, watching in the mirror as he painted a radiant sunburst around her left nipple.

"Presentation is everything, ma chérie," the Baroness’s voice drifted lazily from the chaise longue where she reclined, sipping wine. She was dressed in a tuxedo of midnight blue velvet, a broad hat perched at a rakish angle on her white hair, looking every bit the ringmaster of a very expensive, very depraved circus. "Tonight, you must look like a goddess if you wish to challenge the power of one."

Sophie studied her reflection, noting how the paint highlighted every curve and muscle of her form. Her breasts, heavy and swollen with the day's accumulation of milk, looked like marble statues brought to life by the gilded artistry. The mark on her neck remained unpainted, a stark spot on her neck, the mark visible only to Sophie and a few others as it throbbed with a low, steady rhythm, eager for the delights to come.

"I feel like a dessert," Sophie muttered, shifting her weight slightly.

"Dessert? You are far too substantial for that! You are the main course!" Geneviève corrected, standing up and walking over to inspect the satyr’s work. She reached out and tweaked Sophie’s painted nipple, smiling as a drop of milk appeared, pearling in the gold paint like a glued gem. "Perfect. Zymandus is ready, and the guests are... salivating. Are you prepared?"

Sophie took a deep breath. She felt the hum of the mark, the lingering power from the riding and the lesbian encounter in the bath, and the sheer, adrenaline-fueled terror of what she had agreed to do swirling together inside her.

"Let’s get this over with," Sophie said, her voice steady. "I have a date in Sivarna."

"That’s the spirit," Geneviève said, offering her arm. "Shall we?"

The doors to the ballroom swept open, unleashing a roar of sound that hit them like a physical wave. The music was louder tonight, wilder than before, a cacophony of drums and pipes that stirred the blood and quickened the pulse. The crowd had swelled in size, packing the hall with every deviant noble, magical creature, and thrill-seeker in Orleans.

They were all wearing masks. Elaborate, terrifying, beautiful creations of leather, bone, and feathers. When Sophie stepped onto the balcony at the top of the grand staircase, every mask turned toward her in unison. Silence rippled through the room, spreading outward from the staircase until the entire hall held its breath.

"Behold!" Geneviève announced, her voice magnified by magic to boom across the silence. "The Heart of the Night! The Breaker of Beasts! The Harlot Knight!"

Sophie descended the stairs, not walking, but prowling with a predatory grace. The chains of her thong chimed softly with each step, while the gold paint shimmered under the chandeliers, catching the light as she moved.

As she reached the bottom of the stairs, the crowd parted for her, forming a wide circle in the center of the room like worshipers making space for their idol.

"Tonight," Geneviève called out from the balcony, "we feast! But not on food. Tonight, we feast on power! On pleasure! And our guest of honor... has brought refreshments."

Knowing her cue, Sophie stepped into the center of the circle. A servant wearing a pigeon mask hurried forward with a tray of crystal goblets. Sophie picked one up, her eyes scanning the crowd until she landed on a man in a wolf mask who was staring at her breasts and licking his lips.

Sophie cupped her left breast, the gold paint feeling cool against the heat of her skin. She squeezed, sending a jet of white milk arching through the air to hit the crystal goblet with a distinct ping. The crowd gasped as she squeezed again, rhythmically filling the glass with frothy, warm milk until the scent of it wafted through the room.

She held the full goblet out with a challenging smile. "Who's thirsty?"

The man in the wolf mask lunged forward, snatching the goblet and downing it in one desperate gulp. His eyes rolled back in his head as the magic hit him. "Gods," he moaned, dropping to his knees. "It burns... it sings!"

The crowd surged forward, abandoning all pretense of decorum. They didn't want goblets anymore; they wanted the source.

"Line up!" Sophie laughed, the sound bubbling up from a place of pure, unadulterated power.

They obeyed excitedly, forming a queue of nobles, monsters, and merchants who lined up like supplicants at a shrine. Sophie moved down the line, abandoning the cups entirely. She grabbed heads, pulling a woman in a silk domino mask forward and pressing the woman’s face into her cleavage. The woman opened her mouth eagerly, shrieking with delight as Sophie squeezed, spraying milk from one plump nipple directly onto her tongue.

Next was a centaur who had to bend low, his equine body awkward in the crush. Sophie grabbed his beard and directed a stream upwards into his mouth, making him groan as his tail swished and his massive horse-cock thumped with a slap against his belly.

More guests swarmed around her. Order breaking down in the rush to get a taste. Sophie became a living fountain, a goddess of plenty, and the more she gave, the more she had. The mark pulsed with every squirt, feeding her stamina and keeping the milk flowing as she was covered in hands worshiping her form.

"Enough of the appetizers," Geneviève’s voice cut through the frenzy, causing the crowd to groan but step back, leaving a wide space around Sophie. She stood there, chest heaving, milk dripping down her painted stomach to mix with the sweat and glitter.

"It is time for the main event," Geneviève announced. "Tassos! Attend your mistress!"

The crowd cheered as the golden minotaur emerged from the shadows, wearing nothing but a gold chain around his massive neck. His fur was brushed and gleaming, and his erection was already fully formed, a heavy, swaying club of flesh that seemed to possess its own gravitational pull. He walked into the circle, his hooves clacking rhythmically on the marble, and stopped in front of Sophie to bow low.

"Lady," he rumbled.

There was no hypnosis tonight, no trance to cloud her mind. Sophie looked at him, remembering the taste of him and the weight of him in the stable, and smiled.

"Hello, handsome," she purred.

She didn't wait for a command. She launched herself at him, jumping to wrap her legs around his massive waist and her arms around his bull neck. Tassos caught her effortlessly, holding her suspended against his chest without stumbling. Sophie kissed his wet, bovine nose before sliding down his body. She didn't touch the ground, hanging from his neck as her legs spread, guiding the head of his cock to her entrance.

The crowd went silent, holding its breath as Sophie sank down. He was huge, stretching her and filling her completely, causing her to gasp with her head thrown back as he bottomed out inside her.

"Ride him!" someone shouted from the darkness.

Tassos began to move. Thrusting, yes, but also dancing as he lifted and lowered Sophie on his massive pillar of throbbing flesh. He spun in a circle, his hips working his cock into Sophie with a measured rhythm. She clung to him in turn and rocked her body to ride him, her breasts slapping against his fur as she fucked him in front of the Prince of Orleans, the Archmage of the Tower, and half the city's elite. She loved every gasp and chuckle and every stroke of that huge cock.

She dug her nails into Tassos’ shoulders, urging him on. "Harder, Tassos! Show them! Show them what a beast can do!"

The minotaur roared and intensified his rutting, grabbing her ass in his massive hands to lift her and slam her down onto his shaft. The sound of wet flesh meeting wet flesh echoed in the hall, and Sophie screamed as pleasure rippled through her. The mark was aching hot, a voyeuristic pleasure feeding into her until she could sense every stiff cock and wet cunt in the audience.

She came violently, her inner muscles milking the minotaur until Tassos followed a moment later, his seed gushing into her, hot and heavy. As his cum pumped into her, the warmth spread through her belly and added fuel to the fire of the mark.

He lowered her to her feet, his legs shaking, and Sophie leaned against him for a moment, her legs like jelly.

"Magnificent," Geneviève called out. She was standing on the stage now, next to a tall man draped in robes of star-patterned velvet that seemed to quiver with a breeze not felt in the hall. He wore a turban wound with copper wire, and his eyes were luminous blue. He held a staff made of twisted driftwood that Sophie could feel humming in the mark on the back of her neck.

"Zymandus," Sophie whispered, recognizing the man without ever hearing a description of him.

The wizard stepped forward, looking only at Sophie. The crowd, Tassos, and even the Baroness seemed to become muted and recede into an echoing, shadowy grayness at the periphery of Sophie’s vision.

"It is time," Zymandus said, his voice deep and stony. "The essence of pleasure has accumulated within you. A simple translocation spell will not work in this case. I must open a translocation tunnel through the wards. And you must transfer your essence to me, to give me the energy I must have to penetrate the brutish defenses that deny us the desired destination. I require a direct link. Like a hungry fire, I require fuel."

"Fuel him, Sophie," Geneviève commanded from her throne on the stage, her voice seeming to echo from a great distance away.

Sophie walked toward the wizard as the world slowly rushed back in around them. She was dripping with minotaur cum, milk, and her toned curves were glistening with sweat. She felt like she was already burning up with all the essence within her body. Zymandus didn't move, barely even changed his expression, as he watched her approach and radiating power and a strange menace.

Sophie stopped in front of him. "What do you need, wizard?"

"The connection," Zymandus said. “It must be intimate and intense, oh Marked One.”

He untied the sash of his dark robes and slowly drew them open, revealing a body covered in copper sigils embedded directly into his skin and surrounded by scar tissue. His cock was encased in a cage of filigree silver, with runestones set into the metal, erect and glowing with the same blue light as his eyes.

"Suck," Zymandus said. "Draw my magic into yourself and let it mingle with the great reservoir of essence within you. I will take what I need when the moment is right.”

He spoke with all the excitement of an instructor explaining a simple procedure to the dimwitted chirurgeons at a butcher’s university. He did not anticipate being pleasured by Sophie, this was merely what had to be done to complete the spell.

Well, Sophie resolved, I’ll fucking show him a good time. See how he likes it.

Sophie dropped to her knees, understanding that this was a sexual and magical transaction. She took the silver-caged cock into her mouth, the cage conformed to the shape of his flesh and stretched her lips wide when she got her mouth around it. The metal buzzed against her tongue with a magi-electro charge. Her lips slid over the cold metal and her tongue curled inside the cage to flick at the underside of his shaft.

The crowd watched in hushed awe as arcs of blue electricity jumped between Sophie’s lips and the wizard’s groin. Her hair began to float, charged with static.

"More!" Zymandus shouted, his hands gripping his staff. "The connection begins, but I need more!"

Sophie worked harder, using her tongue, her throat, her suction to pour every ounce of her harlot’s skill into the act. She milked the magic out of him until his cock was swollen and straining hard against the metal cage.

“That’s right,” she panted. “Give it to me, wizard. I know you want to cum.”

“You know nothing, little… ohhhh… little…”

Her suction drew his cock against the bars of its cage. Her tongue was all over him, flicking beneath his tip and curling along his shaft as she slurped wantonly regardless of the rather unpleasant buzzing in her lips. Zymandus convulsed, a blast of blue light exploding from him to blind the front row. Hot, fizzing cum jetted into Sophie’s mouth. She gulped and kept sucking, devouring a load that tasted like lightning, searing her throat, hot and electric.

"Yes!" Zymandus screamed, pointing his staff at the ceiling. A beam of light shot up, punching a hole through the roof of the chateau and reaching for the stars. "The path opens! The way is clear!"

He looked down at Sophie, his glowing eyes dimming slightly. "But the door... the door is heavy. We need one last push. One final... rush of power through the conduit of your mark."

Sophie pulled back from the wizard’s deflating cock and wiped the droplets of his cum from her chin. She stood up, feeling vibrant and buzzing with his magical energy. "What did you have in mind, wizard boy? Gonna pop that bird cage off and fuck my ass?”

She turned her bac on him and smacked her creamy, jiggling cheeks.

Geneviève stepped forward and clapped her hands. "The Grand Finale!"

The center of the ballroom floor began to rumble, the marble tiles sliding away to reveal a dark pit. A heavy iron cage rose from the depths, lifted by rattling chains.

Sophie expected some sort of creature. Instead, inside the cage, huddled in the corner, was a man. He was naked, dirty, and shivering. Pale and hairy. He looked up, his eyes wild with fear.

"No!" he screamed, rattling the bars. "Baroness, please! Don't do this! I can't control it!"

"That is the point, Jean-Luc," Geneviève purred, walking to the cage. "We don't want control. We want the beast."

"He's too dangerous!" Jean-Luc yelled, his voice cracking. "He'll kill everyone! He'll tear her apart!"

"I think she can handle you," Geneviève said, gesturing to Sophie.

Sophie walked toward the cage. The man, Jean-Luc, stared at her. He was handsome in a rugged, desperate way, with dark hair and a heavy beard.

"Run!" he warned her. "Lady, run while you can!"

The fear in the man’s eyes was enough to give Sophie pause. She looked over at the Baroness uncertainly.

"Open it," Geneviève commanded.

Tassos stepped forward. He held a silver censer on a chain. Smoke billowed from it, thick and purple.

"Wolf's Bane," Geneviève whispered to Sophie. "Distilled and enchanted to force the change."

Tassos swung the censer, sending the smoke drifting into the cage. Jean-Luc coughed, choking. He fell to his knees and clutched his throat.

Then the screaming started. It was accompanied moments later by the sound of bones breaking and reshaping. Jean-Luc's back arched, his spine elongating with sickening cracks. Fur sprouted from his skin, thick and gray. His jaw extended, teeth sharpening into fangs. His hands twisted into claws.

The man was gone. In his place stood a towering, savage werewolf.

He snarled, a sound of pure bloodlust that shook the walls. He threw himself against the bars, bending the iron.

"Release him!" Geneviève shouted.

Zymandus gestured with a finger and the cage door flew open. The werewolf leaped out, landing on the ballroom floor with a snarl. The crowd gasped and backed away, women clutching men and some men reaching for their sabers. The beast looked ready to kill, his black lips curling back from sharp white fangs and drool hanging from his chin.

Then he smelled Sophie.

Sophie stood her ground, the mark on her neck blazing hot. Whether she wanted it or not (and a part of her did want it) the mark made her project her eagerness. She was practically whispering in his furry gray ear, “Come here, wolf.”

The werewolf froze. His yellow eyes locked onto her. He sniffed the air, smelling the wizard's magic, the minotaur's seed, and the rich, creamy scent of Sophie herself. The bloodlust in his eyes shifted, replaced by an equally primal drive.

He prowled toward her, growling low in his chest. He towered over her, a mountain of muscle and fur.

Sophie reached out. "That's a good boy," she whispered.

The werewolf snarled, snapping his jaws inches from her face. Sophie didn't flinch. She grabbed his muzzle, forcing him to look at her.

"I said... be a good boy."

The werewolf whined, a low vibration that Sophie felt in her core He dropped to all fours, his massive paws thudding against the ballroom floor. He sniffed her thighs, his wet, cold nose nudging between them to find the stoked heat of her cunt. Then, a long, rough tongue lashed out.

He licked her. It was soft and warm, a broad, velvety strap of muscle dragging across her clit with pleasurable friction. Sophie gasped, her knees buckling as she grabbed his ears to steady herself. He licked again, slower this time, flattening his tongue to drag it from her taint up through the slick valley of her lips. With each lick, he inhaled deeply. He was devouring her scent, lapping up the layers of minotaur cum and wizard magic and her own honeyed nectar.

"Yes," Sophie moaned, her fingers digging into his thick neck fur. "Taste me, wolf. Oh, don’t stop, that’s a good boy. Ohhhhhh…”

The beast growled against her cunt, the hot vibration buzzing directly against the straining bud of her clit. His licking was relentless, his slobber hot and copious, mixing with her juices until her thighs were dripping with fluid. The sheer animalistic hunger of it sent the mark on her neck into a frenzy of heat.

Sophie wailed with ecstasy, bucking against the werewolf’s muzzle and grabbing at his furry head as his tongue drove her over the edge. She cried out, her body arching off the floor to the delight of the Baroness and the onlookers. Waves of pleasure throttled her and were sent rippling back through her thanks to the darkborne mark. Pleasure mounting upon pleasure, straining Sophie’s body until she thought she might break.

The werewolf lifted his dripping muzzle and then his head, rising to tower over her. He grabbed her hips with claws that pricked her skin, drawing tiny beads of blood that only heightened the intensity of the moment. He was fully erect, his red, tapered cock protruding from a sheath of gray fur. It was an impressive tool for breeding, veined with purple, knotted at the base, and dripping a clear, musky pre-cum that slid from the tip in long, glistening strands.

Sophie went to her knees just as eagerly as she had for Zymandus. She took the beast’s heavy bollocks in her hand, weighing them. They were dense, tight, and hot to the touch beneath the fur. No doubt packed with a savage load. She wrapped her other hand around his hot, slick shaft, leaned closer, and took the head of his cock into her mouth.

He tasted raw and gamey. A thrilling wrongness stuffed between her lips and pressing down against her tongue.

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned and she sucked him deep, swirling her tongue around the flared ridge of his cockhead. The werewolf threw his head back and howled, the sound echoing through the hall. Sophie bobbed her head, taking more of him, gagging slightly on the girth but forcing herself to accommodate the beast. His cock pulsed in her mouth. One clawed hand cradled her head.

"Take him!" Geneviève yelled, her voice breathless. "Sucking him isn’t enough! Let him mount you!"

Sophie would not normally take advice from the audience to a hot fuck, but the circumstances were unusual and maybe the Baroness was even right. Sophie popped the beastly cock from her mouth, giving it a last salty lick.

The beast growled, trying to pull her mouth back down to his cock. She was too strong for that. She stood up and turned around, presenting herself to the beast. She bent over, bracing her hands on her knees, arching her back to display her wet, gaping pussy to the monster.

The werewolf didn't hesitate. He grabbed her waist with brutal force. He didn't align himself carefully, he thrust forward with the instinct of the wild.

He entered her in one savage motion. His beastly cock huge, filling her completely, stretching her almost as much as Midnight. The tapered head pushed past her cervix, burying itself deep in her core.

"Oh Mardocccch!" Sophie screamed as he began to rut into her.

It was exquisitely brutal. He growled against her neck, his breath hot and his teeth scraping her shoulder as he fucked her with savage speed. His furry hips slammed into her buttocks with a vigorous smack, driving her forward with every thrust. Her laden tits swung beneath her, drizzling milk and pulsing it out with spasms of pleasure. Sophie felt like she was being split open, stuffed full of hot, throbbing meat.

"Harder!" Sophie shrieked, her voice joining his growls. "Ohhhhh I can handle it. Give it all to me. Give me… everything.”

He obeyed, his pace increasing to a blur. Sophie’s breasts swung wildly, milk flying from her nipples with the force of the impact. The crowd roared, feeding the energy in the room, but Sophie’s world narrowed down to the sensation of the wolf-cock reaming her out.

Then, she felt the pressure building at the base of his cock. The knot.

It was swelling rapidly, a bulb of hard flesh expanding just outside her entrance. The werewolf pushed harder, whining with effort, trying to force the bulb inside. For most women this would be a shock, but Sophie had experienced such pleasures before. Sophie felt her inner muscle stretching, burning, protesting the intrusion.

"Knot me!" she screamed, pushing back against him. "Do it! Fill me!"

The werewolf roared and drove deep, lifting her off her feet with the force of his hips. With a wet, audible pop, the knot slid past her resistant muscle.

Sophie’s eyes rolled back in her head. The sensation of fullness was absolute. The knot expanded inside her channel, locking behind the entrance, trapping his cock inside her. She was impaled. Filled. Owned. The pressure was intense, bordering on pain, but transmuting instantly into a heavy, dragging pleasure that anchored her to the intense reality of the moment.

All those eyes on her. Hands stroking cocks, fingers sliding over slick cunts. The Baroness with delight on her face and Zymandus, taciturn and cool, even smiling a little himself.

The beast stopped thrusting. He couldn't move. They were locked together, beast and knight, fused by the lusty biology of the wolf.

He came with sudden, pulsating ferocity. It was a pressurized, rhythmic, powerful pumping that she could feel deep in her womb. A hot, gushing river of power flooding her belly, bulging it beneath the knot, distending it, mixing with the magic already inside her. The ecstasy was beyond words for Sophie. The beastly pleasure and the magical pleasure combining to overwhelm her mind.

Zymandus slammed his staff down. "The essence flows! The spell is ready!”

Sophie screamed as the werewolf's climax triggered her own, a magical explosion that shattered wine coups throughout the room. A beam of violet light shot from the wizard’s staff and pierced the fabric of reality, tearing a hole to Sivarna wide open.

Sophie arched her back, caught in the beam, floating suspended in the column of light while still impaled on the beast. She screamed a sound of pure power as her world turned white.

When her vision returned, the ballroom was a wreck. The floor was cracked, the chandelier swung wildly, and guests were picking themselves up from the dust and glitter. The werewolf was gone, vanished back to his cage or fled into the night. Sophie lay in the center of the fissured floor, naked, the gold paint seared off her skin, smoking slightly.

Zymandus stood over her, his robes singed but his eyes dim, looking exhausted yet triumphant. "The way is open," he rasped. "The bridge to Sivarna only briefly. Hurry."

Sophie sat up, feeling light, empty, but charged like a lightning bolt in human form. "Cornett!" she yelled.

The wizard popped up from behind an overturned buffet table, his ridiculous hat askew, a wedge of cheese still clutched in his hand. "I'm here!"

"We're leaving," Sophie said, standing up. She looked at Zymandus. "But not like this. I need my things. My sword. My armor. My horse and my… Pumpkin."

Geneviève leaned over the balcony rail. She snapped her fingers. "Tassos! Honoré! Fetch her gear! Quickly!"

The minotaur and the seneschal appeared from the crowd and moved with surprising speed. Tassos emerged from the side, carrying Sophie’s battered cuirass, her loincloth, and her boots. Honoré appeared a moment later, holding Temptress in its sheath and a familiar wicker basket. Arturo came clopping into the ballroom behind them. His head lifted proudly above the humans and smattering of elves and orcs, he cast a wary glance at Tassos.

Sophie dressed in a frenzy, hopping on one foot to pull on her boots, cinching the cuirass over her bare skin. She grabbed Temptress, belting it around her waist.

Honoré handed her the basket. The lid popped open, and Pumpkin the pygmy roper stuck his head out. He blinked his single bulging eye, looking at the destruction, then at Sophie, and let out a grumbling, accusatory croak that sounded suspiciously like he was asking where in the hells she had been all night while he was stuck in the coat check.

"Don't start with me, you little pervert," Sophie said, shoving his head back down and latching the basket. "You slept through the best part."

"You did it," the Baroness whispered from above. "You wondrous harlot, you did it. Remember, my townhouse in Sivarna will provide you with lodgings. Speak to Retchid. An odd sort, but obedient. And… here.”

The baroness held out a scroll case sealed with wax and the impression of her pursed lips sigil. Sophie took the case.

“What is it?”

“A letter of introduction to the Dread Court,” said the Baroness. “My name still holds some sway there. Some of them like to attend my parties, after all. You will know who to give the letter to. The rules are very strict about introductions and they will be forced to let you in. But beyond that, Sophie Almodóvar, I am afraid this offers little protection. You will be in grave danger the moment you enter the court.”

“I understand,” said Sophie. “But if my sister is there then I will risk anything to save her.”

“Then you will risk it,” said the Baroness with a hint of resignation. “Ah, you would have been a star had you accepted my offer.”

"Goodbye, Geneviève," Sophie called out, throwing her cloak over her shoulders. "Thanks for the ride."

Geneviève saluted her with a glass of wine. "Farewell, Sophie."

Sophie grabbed Cornett's hand and dragged him toward the fading column of violet light. Arturo followed behind them, so well trained that not even the terrifying magic could deter him.

"Hold my hand tight, wizard," Sophie said. "I have a feeling this is going to be a bumpy trip.”
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The translocation spell cast by Zymandus was like riding a velvet river compared to the wrenching, dizzying translocation spell cast by Cornett. At some point, even that velvet river pulled Cornett loose from her grasp.

She emerged through the shimmering tunnel and landed on her hands and knees on cold, damp cobblestones. The air that rushed into her gasping chest was not the perfumed, milk-scented air of Chateau Beaux Rêves. It was thick, heavy, and tasted of coal smoke and unpleasant dampness.

"Oof," Cornett groaned from somewhere to her left. "I... I think I left my stomach in Toulon."

Sophie shook her head, her vision clearing. The violet afterimage of Zymandus's spell faded, revealing their new reality.

They were in a small, enclosed square surrounded by tall, narrow townhouses that leaned inward as if sharing judgments against the street below. The architecture was severe compared to the bright, merry buildings of Toulon. It was all dark stone, pointed arches, and gothic iron fences spiked like spear points. A thick, gray fog curled around the buildings, obscuring the upper stories and muffling sound.

It was night here, too, but a different kind of night. The sky was a bruised purple, lanes lit by gas lamps that hissed and flickered in their glass cages. Rain misting down over rooftops and softly murmuring in the gutters.

"Sivarna," Sophie whispered, standing up and brushing the grit from her knees. Her armor and loincloth were not well-suited for the rain.

"We made it," Cornett said, pulling himself up using his staff. He looked around nervously. "This is... cheerful."

"It's the City of Masks," Sophie said, remembering the stories. "Where everyone hides their face and their sins."

She looked down at her bare legs and heaving breasts. She drew her cloak more tightly over her shoulders, although it still did not adequately cover her body.

Pumpkin’s basket sat on the cobblestones nearby. The lid was closed, but a low, unhappy grumble emanated from within.

"We're here, you little grump," Sophie said, picking up the basket.

Arturo stomped his hooves against the cobblestones and gave her an accusing snort.

“I see you two are in agreement,” she muttered.

She turned to the largest townhouse on the square. It was a looming structure of black stone, with gargoyles perched on the eaves that looked disturbingly like they were watching her. The number 13 was etched into a brass plaque on the gate.

"This is it," Sophie said. "The Baroness's pied-à-terre."

She walked up the short flight of steps and grabbed the heavy iron knocker. It was shaped, appropriately, like the lips symbol favorite by the Baroness but stuffed with a ball gag. Sophie let the knocker fall. The sound echoed through the square, a hollow boom that seemed too loud in the fog-dampened silence.

For a long moment, nothing happened. Then, they heard the scrape of a heavy bolt being drawn back. The door creaked open just a crack, revealing a sliver of darkness and a single, watery eye.

"Yes?" a voice rasped unpleasantly.

"We are guests of the Baroness Delpaire," Sophie said, pitching her voice to carry authority. "Open the door."

The eye widened slightly. "Guests? The Mistress sends guests?"

"She sent us," Sophie said. "Now open up before I kick it in. I've had a long night."

The door swung inward with a groan of neglected hinges. Sophie stepped into a foyer lit inadequately by a single candelabrum held by the man who had opened the door.

He was a nightmare given flesh.

He was short and hunched, his spine twisted into a question mark beneath a threadbare coat. His hair was wispy and white, clinging to a scalp that was scarred and pitted. But it was his face that drew the eye and held it in horrified fascination.

He was a survivor of the Dark Pox, but where others might have borne a few pockmarks, this man had been ravaged. Deep, crater-like scars covered every inch of his skin, pulling his features into a permanent, gnarled grimace. One side of his mouth was drawn up, exposing yellow teeth and purple gums. His nose was a ruined, pitted lump of cartilage. His skin had a texture like melted wax that had hardened and cracked.

He looked at Sophie, then at Cornett, his gaze darting nervously.

"I am Retchid," he rasped, bowing low. The movement made his joints crack audibly. "Caretaker. Servant of the Baroness."

"Charmed," Sophie said, trying not to stare at the unhealthy lumpiness of his scarred cheek. "I'm Sophie. This is Cornett. We need rooms. And food. And privacy."

"Rooms," Retchid repeated, tasting the word. He shuffled backward, gesturing with a hand that was more claw than fingers, the knuckles swollen and scarred. "Yes. Upstairs. The Mistress keeps the rooms ready. Always ready."

He led them up a staircase that wound through the center of the house like another deformed spine. The walls were lined with portraits, but every face in the paintings was covered by a painted mask. Porcelain, leather, velvet. It was as if the house itself was hiding from them.

"The city is calm tonight," Retchid murmured as they climbed. "The High Holy Days approach. Even the Court is quieted by the power of Mardoch."

Sophie stiffened. "What do you know of the Court?"

Retchid stopped on the landing, turning to look at her. In the flickering candlelight, his scarred face looked like a topographic map of pain.

"They watch," he whispered. "They listen. Nothing happens in Sivarna that the Dread Court does not see. You... you shine too bright, Mistress. You will draw them."

"Good," Sophie said. "I want them to find me."

Retchid let out a wheezing sound that might have been a laugh or a cough. "Mmmm. One should be careful what she wishes for.”

He showed them to a suite of rooms on the second floor. They were dusty but opulent, filled with heavy furniture draped in white sheets. Retchid moved around, pulling the sheets off with surprising speed, revealing velvet chairs and a four-poster bed that looked like a mausoleum.

"I will tend to your horse and fetch... refreshment," Retchid said, bowing again. He scuttled out of the room, leaving the door open a crack.

Sophie dropped her bag on the floor and walked to the window. She pulled back the heavy velvet drapes and looked out. The fog pressed against the glass, turning the streetlights into glowing halos. Shadows moved in the mist. There were tall, silent figures in cloaks and masks, gliding over the cobblestones.

"This place is rather unsettling," Cornett said, sinking onto a sofa.

Sophie’s brow furrowed at his ridiculous understatement, but she held back a harsh rejoinder when she got a good look at him. He looked drained, his skin pale and clammy. The trip across the continent had taken a toll on him.

"Sivarna is not a welcoming place," Sophie said, letting the curtain fall back. "A city that would rather be feared than liked. And Scibberas is here somewhere, or will be soon, along with Margaret."

She touched the mark on her neck. It was humming, a low, steady vibration. It sensed the proximity of the dark magic that permeated the city. It felt like coming home to a house you knew was haunted.

A sharp rap at the front door downstairs made them both jump. It wasn't the tentative knock of a visitor; it was a demand.

"Retchid!" Sophie called out, moving toward the door. "Who is that?"

She heard the servant shuffling downstairs, muttering to himself. The front door opened. Low voices exchanged words. Then the door closed.

Steps approached the stairs. Heavy, purposeful steps.

Retchid appeared in the doorway of their suite. He looked terrified, his scarred face pale. He held a black envelope in his trembling hand.

"For you," he rasped, extending it toward Sophie. "A messenger. From the Citadel."

Sophie took the envelope. It was made of heavy, black paper, sealed with red wax. The seal depicted a circle of thorns surrounding a single, unblinking eye.

She broke the seal and pulled out a card of stiff black parchment. The writing was in silver ink, the letters precise and angular.

Lady Sophia Almodóvar,

Your arrival has been noted. You need not bother with your letter of introduction from the Baroness. Your vitality intrigues the court.

The Dread Court convenes at the Citadel at three hours past midnight. A carriage will arrive to collect you. You are to come alone.

Do not keep us waiting.

There was no signature. Just the sigil of the eye surrounded by thorns.

Sophie looked at the clock on the mantle. It was just past midnight.

"Not even three hours," she whispered. “I suppose sleep is out of the question.”

"They found us," Cornett said, his voice trembling. "How? We just got here."

"It could be that Pater Scibberas has been waiting for me to arrive," Sophie said, tapping the card against her hand. "Maybe he wants me in the Dread Court so he can use me as another bargaining chip.”

"It's a trap, Sophie," Cornett said, standing up. "You can't go alone. I'll come with you. I’m not all cheese and butter, you know.”

Sophie looked at him. The wizard was brave, in his own way, but he was spent. He was running on fumes. If he went with her to a place of dark gods and ancient magic, he would die. Or worse.

"No," Sophie said gently. "The invitation was specific. Alone."

"But your power..."

"My power is fine," Sophie said. She felt the hum of the mark. It was strong, yes, fueled by the gala, but the journey had taken a tithe. To face the Dread Court, to face Scibberas and whatever entities he had summoned, she needed to be more than strong. She needed to be overflowing. She needed to be a vessel so primed with power that if anyone in the Dread Court touched her wrong she might explode in their face.

She looked at Cornett. He was weak, yes, but he was a wizard. His essence was magical. Even the dregs of it would be potent.

"Cornett," she said, walking over to him. She let her cloak fall open, revealing the armored cups and flimsy loincloth beneath. "I need a favor."

Cornett swallowed hard, his eyes dropping to her breasts. "Sophie... after that translocation spell… I don't think I can..."

"I need everything you have left," Sophie said, pushing him back onto the sofa. "Every drop of mana. Every spark of magic. And every bit of seed."

She straddled him, pushing his robes up. He wasn't hard, but Sophie could fix that. She looked into his eyes and licked the palm of her hand, then reached down and took hold of his flaccid cock, her touch firm and demanding.

"Sophie," he gasped.

"Shh," she whispered, leaning down to kiss him. "Just relax and enjoy it."

She worked him, her hand moving with a practiced rhythm, her mouth capturing his protests. It didn't take long. Cornett was too tired to resist, too overwhelmed by her proximity to hold back. He hardened under her slick fingers. A desperate, last-ditch erection.

Sophie gripped his root, leaning upright as she lifted her hips and sank down onto him. He filled her, stiff and eager.

"Oh Mardoch," Cornett moaned, his head falling back against the dark velvet cushions.

Sophie began to ride him, her breasts bouncing in her armored bodice. It wasn't the frantic fucking of the gala. It was methodical. Smiling down at him, but predatory as she rose and fell atop the Cream Mater’s twitching milk wand. She used the release catch to free her breasts from her armor, the creamy mounds heaving free. She ground down on him, her internal muscles squeezing him, drawing his essence up from his depths. She felt his magic welling within him. Building towards and eruption.

"That's it," she murmured against his neck. "Give it to me."

Cornett was weakened, but he wasn’t dead. His hands gripped her hips and he bucked beneath her, nearly hard enough to dislodge her. As he did, she felt a tingle of magic in her nipples and twin, twisting streams of milk flowed out straight into Cornett’s mouth. He moaned, gulping her cream as he finally stiffened and unloaded with a gurgling cry.

“Fill me! Drink me!” Sophie cried, bouncing her tits nearly into his face and feeling the milk spurt out as her pleasure tightened around Cornett.

The overwhelmed dairymancer tightened his grip on her hips and spilled into her. His hot, rapid spurts amounted to a meager load compared to the minotaur, but rich with arcane resonance. Sophie drank it in, the mark answering each pump with an orgasmic rippled through her entire body.

He slumped beneath her, unconscious before he even stopped twitching.

“Rest now,” she said, leaning down to kiss him, dragging her wet nipples across his face as she stood.

Sophie climbed off him, adjusting her loincloth and recovering her armored bodice. She felt better. Stronger. But not full.

She looked at the clock. Two hours left.

She needed more. She needed something darker. Something full of essence that had not been drained in a very long time.

She knew who could help.

She walked out of the room, leaving Cornett snoring on the sofa. She went down the stairs, her bare feet silent on the wood. She followed the sound of clattering pans to the kitchen.

Retchid was there, hunched over a stove, stirring a pot of something that smelled like gruel. He jumped when she entered, nearly dropping his spoon.

"Mistress!" he rasped. "I... I was making broth. For my, um, for your supper. For strength."

Sophie prowled toward him slowly, teasing her fingers over the countertop. The kitchen was warm, lit by the glowing embers of the stove. It smelled of herbs and the broth Retchid was making.

"I need strength, Retchid," Sophie said, stopping a foot away from him. "But not from broth."

Retchid stared at her. His watery eyes widened as he took in her near-naked state, the summits of her breasts heaving above the rim of her armored bodice, the way her wide hips slowly swung with each step.

"Not from broth? What does mistress want?" he squeaked.

He flinched but did not back away as Sophie reached one hand out to touch him. She traced the line of a deep, jagged scar that ran from his temple to his jaw. The skin was rough, pitted like the surface of a moon.

"You survived the Pox," she whispered. "It tried to eat you, and you lived. That takes power, Retchid. That takes a will of iron."

Retchid trembled under her touch. "Really? But… but it took so much from me."

"It gave you character," Sophie said. She ran her hand down his chest, feeling the ridges of scar tissue through his thin shirt. "It marked you. Just like I'm marked."

She turned him around, pressing him back against the heavy wooden kitchen table.

"I need that power, Retchid. I need the strength of a survivor."

"Me?" Retchid choked out. "I am... I am a monster, Mistress. No woman has touched me since the sickness. I am hideous."

"You are fascinating," Sophie purred. She reached for his belt. "And I bet... the Pox changed more than just your face."

Retchid tried to push her away, his claw-like hands shaking. "No... please... you don't want to see..."

Sophie ignored him. She undid his trousers and yanked them down.

She gasped.

The Pox had indeed twisted him. His cock was not a normal organ. It was massive, disproportionately large for his small, hunched frame. But it was misshapen, thick and gnarled like a tree root, covered in nodules and ridges of scar tissue that spiraled up the shaft. The head was bulbous and uneven, dark purple and glistening.

And below it hung a pair of testicles that were truly monstrous. They were heavy, low-hanging fruits that looked like they were filled to bursting. They were swollen, tight, the skin stretched thin over the sheer volume of fluid they contained.

"By the pillars," Sophie whispered, staring at it. It was grotesque. It was magnificent.

"I am hideous, I know, mistress," Retchid whimpered, trying to cover himself.

"Beautiful," Sophie corrected. She grabbed his wrists and pinned them to the table. "Your cock is perfect."

She leaned in, inhaling the scent of his arousal. It was grotesque, unwashed, even stronger than the beasts at Chateau Beaux Rêves. The mark on her neck throbbed violently, recognizing a feast. This wasn't the clean, magical milk of the wizard. This was dark, heavy, biological power. The twisted power of diseased mutation.

"I'm going to fuck you, Retchid," Sophie said, looking into his terrified eyes. "And you are going to give me everything you've been saving in those massive balls."

"Mistress... I... I might hurt you. It is... too big. The Baroness forbids me from touching the guests. She says I am too dirty and too rough."

"I like rough," Sophie said.

She hopped up onto the table, shoving the pot of broth aside. She lay back, spreading her legs wide, presenting herself to him. Her creamy thighs seemed to glow with her desire. Her pussy, already wet from Cornett, cream welling at her folds, glistened in the stove light.

"Put it in," she commanded.

Retchid hesitated, staring at the offering. At that perfect cunt, even if it was dripping with another’s creamy release. A low moan escaped his twisted lips. The hunger of years of rejection, of loneliness, took over.

He stepped between her legs. He took his twisted cock in his scarred hand and pressed the tip against her entrance.

The texture was shocking. The ridges and nodules scraped against her sensitive flesh as he pushed inside. It felt like being fucked by a piece of driftwood, hard and uneven. But as he slid deeper, stretching her, filling her, the friction was incredible. Every bump, every scar on his shaft hit a different nerve ending. It was as though the suffering of his past disease had transformed his cock into an instrument of gnarled pleasure.

"Oh!" Sophie cried out, her head hitting the wood of the table. "Yes! That's it! Push! Put that… that thing inside me!"

Retchid groaned, wanking himself, rubbing at Sophie’s entrance. She gasped, jerking her hips upwards to entice him further. He let out a wheezing growl and drove himself home. His knotty, ravaged cock bottomed out, his pubic bone grinding against hers. He was thick, filling her completely, and the unusual bends stretched her walls to their limit.

He was clumsy, desperate, starved for pleasure. He slammed into her, his movements jerky and uneven. But the sheer mass of him, the roughness of his cock, made it intense. This was a man, or something near enough to a man, that had not known the touch of a woman in years.

Sophie and her mark could both feel that in him. That feverish desire, now unleashed as he grunted and gasped and rammed his scarred cock in and out of her pussy. His huge bollocks spanked steadily against her bottom.

Sophie wrapped her legs around his hunched back, her heels digging into his spine. She traced the scars on his face with her fingers as he thrust into her. She kissed his ruined mouth, tasting the decay without disgust. Her slick, perfect tongue against his pox pitted appendage.

"Yes, Retchid," she moaned into his mouth. "Give it to me. Give me your pain. I am here for you. This is what the Baroness wanted."

The mark flared, drinking deep. It fed on the grotesquerie, on the taboo of bedding the monster. His desperate thrusts worked the pleasure in her depths, flooding Sophie’s veins with dark vitality.

Retchid was crying. Tears leaked from his watery eyes, mingling with the sweat on his face. "Mistress... beautiful Mistress..."

He intensified his thrusts, straining and wheezing with exertion, his hips slapping with surprising strength and those tightening bollocks grinding against Sophie’s arsehole.

"You’re so close," Sophie gasped, reaching down to squeeze his sack. It was hard as stone, pressurized. "It's so much. You're full to the brim, aren't you?"

"Years," Retchid sobbed, his thrusts becoming frantic. "Years of waiting... years of wanting..."

"Oh, that hot cunt is here for you,” gasped Sophie, kissing him and grinding upwards to meet him. Her clit throbbed against his hairy groin. Her cunt squeezed against his woody prick. “Cum for me, Retchid. Empty those fucking stones. Pump me full!"

Retchid’s asymmetrical brow knit and he let out a squealing sound of anguished pleasure. He thrust deep, his bollocks pulsing against Sophie’s divot as his cock throbbed powerful and he swelled inside her slick cove,

And erupted.

A rapid, pulsing torrent of thick, yellow-white seed flooded into Sophie. It was hot, thick, and foul, but full of the essence the mark craved. He spurted again and again into her with the force of a rushing river, overflowing her cunt and drenching her thighs and the crack of her arse.

Sophie’s eyes rolled back in her head. The sensation overwhelming. The sheer volume of it, seasoned with the darkborne pleasure, was incredible. She was cumming with him. Cumming and milking him with each spasm.

Retchid filled her with his pent seed and with his dark, heavy, resilient power. The energy of a man who had survived so much misery, given relief at last. It mixed with the magical residue of the gala, Cornett’s essence, and her own cursed strength.

Her shuddering climax made the kitchen table rattle. She wailed, clutching Retchid’s scarred back, wringing out every drop.

He poured into her for what felt like minutes. Wave after wave of pent-up fluid. When he finally stopped, he collapsed on top of her, sobbing, his heavy breathing filling the room.

Sophie lay there, pinned down by him and trapping him with her legs, feeling the thick fluid leaking out of her, coating her thighs, dripping onto the floor, making her ass clench wetly. She felt completely full.

She pushed Retchid off gently. He slid to the floor, curling into a ball, looking small and pathetic again.

Sophie sat up. She glowed. The untanned portions of her skin seemed luminous sonce more. Her eyes were bright. Her skin hummed with energy.

She hopped off the table. She didn't wipe herself off. She let the servant’s seed stay inside her, a heavy, comforting weight.

She walked over to Retchid and kissed him on his poxy forehead.

"Thank you, Retchid," she whispered. "You have served your Mistress well."

She turned and walked out of the kitchen, her stride long and purposeful. Her thatched cunt dripping shamelessly. She went back upstairs and gathered her things.

She dressed slowly, methodically. She pulled on the leather breeches in place of the loincloth, the heavy boots. She strapped the cradling armored bodice over her bare chest, the cold metal biting into her skin. She belted Temptress to her waist, checking the edge. She grabbed her cloak, black wool to match the night. And the silver dagger on her thigh for those up-close dangers.

She walked to the mirror. The woman looking back at her was powerful and dangerous. Her eyes burned with flecks of violet fire. Her skin was flushed with the power of a dozen orgasms.

A heavy rumble of wheels on cobblestones came from the street below.

Sophie walked to the window.

A black carriage had pulled up in front of the house. It was pulled by four black horses with eyes of fire. A driver in a hooded cloak sat on the box.

She picked up the scroll case containing the introductory letter from the Baroness and she descended the stairs.

The door of the carriage opened, revealing an interior of crushed red velvet.

It was waiting.

It was time, at last, for Sophie Almodóvar to visit the Dread Court. She prayed to Mardoch that it was not too late to save her sister.
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