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"Next stop, your home for all of eternity, from now until the heat death of the multiverse, aka NEVER! AHAHAHAAHAHAHA!"

Malekia


Welcome to Femdom Hell
I can’t remember how I got here. I am dressed in rags, surrounded by three men and one woman, all as shabbily dressed as I am. The land is barren and cast in twilight shadows. A dead campfire is beside us. The people help me sit up and hand me what looks like hard, unripe apples to eat. They are mealy and dry.
As soon as I’m on my feet, the group is on the move. They point at a tower in the distance. They say we can get help there. The men are like me–tired-looking, past their prime, beat down. The woman though… the woman seems out of place. She is stunning even under her threadbare clothes, with wavy blonde hair, creamy skin, and a gratuitous, eye-snagging hourglass figure. Catching glances of her body keeps me going as we trek across the dusty scrublands.
What I do remember: A day like any other in my city. Work to do, bills to pay, and of course, my assistant, in our usual hotel room. Me, escorting her there. Her, down on her knees before the door is even shut. As always, she knows to swallow and knows what underwear I like to see her in when I watch her in the mirror.
And then… this place. Is this a dream?
We come to a copse of trees. One of the men–Eddie–thinks he hears something. He is younger and taller than the rest of us and swears he sees someone in the trees. I see nothing. Eddie gets closer to the wall of white bark and a gust of air ruffles the canopy of spade-shaped leaves. Something isn’t right, but I don’t know what. Eddie points excitedly.
“There, there!” he cries.
He’s running towards what looks like a tall purple flower, its petals as tall as we are. As he approaches, the petals open–inside is a woman with unnaturally pale skin, heaving breasts, and an exposed, smooth pussy that is spread wide in wanting. Eddie is running towards her faster now. We look at one another, confused. The flower-woman beckons Eddie closer. Someone tries to call him back. He refuses. The flower-woman embraces him as he reaches her and Eddie pulls up his tunic-like rags, not caring about showing us his bare ass while he plunges himself deep into the flower-woman’s pale pussy.
Our warning cries grow as the petals close around Eddie. He looks back at us in panic. The flower-woman grins. And then Eddie’s gone.
Slowly we spot the other tall flowers in purple, pink, and lavender shades. Their petals open up, revealing more flower-women with sultry “come hither” looks on their ghostly faces. We see Eddie struggle against the flower that’s encasing him and hear his whimpering. For a few moments he sounds very, very scared and then he lets out an unmistakable orgasmic groan that doesn’t stop. The flower-women caress their thighs and play with their pussy lips, colorful ichor dripping down their legs. Even from where we stand we can smell the sweet nectar scent of it and we force ourselves to get far away.
Hours later we make camp. The sun never seemed to fully rise but now it is setting again. In the distance, the tower waits, its light gray facade making him seem like a fang jutting out from the land. The others are skilled at starting a fire and they teach me how to do it before we have more mealy apples for dinner; even cooking them doesn’t help.
Few words are exchanged. We’re all thinking about Eddie. I’m sneaking glances at the woman in our group, comforted by how her tits poke at the thin fabric of her tunic. She sees me looking and I glance away, at the fire. God, I wish I could jerk off right now. Or even better, have a lovely mouth wrapped around my cock. It took time for my assistant to learn what I liked, but she got there, and I compensated her well for it. Her fiancé should’ve thanked me for what I taught her to do.
We sleep in shifts, with two down and two standing guard. For what, we don’t know. The flower-women? Wandering animals? Others, like us?
When the darkness softens enough, we continue on. The tower feels like it’s getting closer, the scrubland turning into rolling hills. We spot a huge lake in the distance and wonder how we’ll ever make our way across. We chew on the bland, unripe apples and drop the cores as we go, playing a game to see who can throw theirs the farthest. The woman is too reserved to join us and keeps her cores until we pass a patch of low, sickly vegetation. She’s mindful to throw them there, perhaps thinking they’ll help the plants grow. It is an odd kindness in such an uncaring place.
Jonas is the first one to spot the shack. When the rest of us see it, we wonder how we could’ve missed it: a one story dilapidated house in the middle of a flat plain. After what happened to Eddie, we are cautious. We go slowly, approaching with our hands held together–I maneuver so I can hold hands with the woman–and when we’re close enough, we throw small stones at the shack to see if we might alert anyone–or anything.
Nothing.
We look in through its dusty windows. No one has lived here for a long time. We scavenge for supplies. The clothing is moth-eaten, the tools are rusty to the point of crumbling, and there is no food. We take whatever little solace we can in the fact that someone lived here, at some point. It’s a meager hope for survival and it doesn’t compete with the promise of the tower.
As we leave the shack, we notice Jonas is gone. No one can remember seeing him last. We back away from the shack, suddenly fearful. Overhead there is a deep rumbling in the cloud-filled sky, like a plane is hovering above us somehow. We hear the creak and then snap of wood and the shack walls fall away. It reminds me of an old cartoon, Road Runner and Wile E. Coyote or something, where the fake walls of an Old West  town fall down and smack the ground in a big cloud of dust. Only this time, instead of the coyote finding himself trapped in a surprise cage it’s Jonas. He looks at us with terror in his eyes.
The rumbling overhead gets louder and we run for cover, crouching down behind some sad, dead shrubs. A tall, rectangular ship descends through the clouds, looking like a black milk carton without its top, covered in glowing blue runes. It lands next to the cage. A door in its side appears–not opens, appears–and three female beings emerge dressed in svelte white suits that remind me of a cross between a doctor’s uniform and military dress. The women have pale blue skin and yellow eyes, their hair silvery and short.
Jonas throws himself against the opposite side of the cage as they approach. He starts to beg and plead with them, but the female beings ignore him. One of the beings reaches into an impossibly deep pocket in her uniform and pulls out a pulsing red fruit. They converse in low, melodic tones, pointing at Jonas. He shakes his head pitifully.
One side of the cage disappears, allowing the beings to enter. Jonas cowers in the corner. I wonder why he doesn’t fight or try to run, unable to tear my eyes away as another of the female beings takes out what looks like two pairs of long tongs from her coat pocket. She slots one of them between Jonas’s lips and cranks them wide open; with the other she takes the pulsing red fruit from her partner and deposits it into Jonas’s mouth. He squirms and then the pulsing fruit pushes its way down his throat. I can see its big bulge along with the panic in Jonas’s eyes as he struggles to breathe. Then it’s in his belly. The beings produce another pulsing red fruit from their space-defying pockets. Into Jonas’s mouth it goes, bulging down his throat, into his belly. Slowly his stomach grows, distended from the fruit. He’s crying. They hold out yet another fruit and this time they make Jonas reach for it, nodding approvingly to each other as the man willingly chokes himself with the bizarre pulsing thing.
When we realize this isn’t going to stop, we slink away, leaving Jonas to his fate, not daring to turn our backs to the female beings until we’re a few hundred feet away.
“Okay, we need to talk about what the hell is going on here,” says Matthias. He’s been the de facto leader of our group, maybe because he’s the oldest or because he’s the burliest.
I look at the woman–I don’t know her name, I realize, wondering if she’s shared it with anyone–but she says nothing. Matthias sighs.
“This is a dangerous place,” he says. “Something is, I don’t know… hunting us? I don’t know, I don’t know.”
He buries his face in his hands.
“We need to be careful,” I say. It’s a meaningless opinion but we all nod, like agreeing with it will protect us somehow.
“We’re getting close to the tower,” says Matthias, trying to steel his resolve. “It’s maybe a day away, just past the lake.”
He doesn’t bring up what we’re all thinking: How in the world are we going to get across the lake?
We make camp again but no one wants to sleep. Instead we take turns nodding off in front of the fire, before startling ourselves awake. When I drift off, I dream of home. My assistant, threatening me, saying how she’ll expose me. All part of our game. I threaten her back, detailing how I would grind her entire life to dust, starting with her idiot fiancé. She sees how serious I am and I discipline her for her behavior, spanking her so hard my hand feels bruised. I let her cry it out for a few minutes before I fuck her in her rosy pink, welt-splotched ass. No lube, not this time. She has to take me raw. She won’t threaten me again.
I make her thank me afterward.
In the “morning” we set off for the lake. The apples we find on the way are even worse than the ones before. As we crest over the last hill before the lake edge, we see a welcome sight: a pair of boats. But when we get closer, we see that while one is in good condition, the other is worn and dingy, looking like it might not make the trek to the other side of the lake. Each boat can only fit two people. We have a problem.
Matthias gets to the good boat first.
“It’s mine,” he growls. He looks ready to fight us for it, maybe even kill us.
“We’ll take the other,” I say, having no other choice.
It’s a tight fit for me and the woman and I have to straddle her from behind for us to both sit in the boat without risking tipping it over. I let my hips relax so I can feel her better through her tunic, enjoying how her ass is pressed against my cock. Even though two of us are paddling, Matthias is faster, like he wants to race across the lake as quickly as possible.
“It’s okay, we’ll get there,” I assure the woman, using my words as an excuse to lean forward and smell her hair. I catch a whiff of a familiar sultry perfume and my cock twitches. The woman does not seem to notice.
Matthias is in the middle of the lake when he stops. He seems to be looking at something in the water.
I want to call out and ask what it is, but I don’t. I stop paddling. The woman follows my lead. We watch. And wait.
Matthias bends over the side of his boat and reaches into the water. It’s hard to see, but he appears to be reaching for a woman’s hand. He pulls and after the hand comes a long, slender arm and then wet, long black hair, and the shocked face of a naked woman as he helps her out of the lake. She looks afraid and grateful for Matthias’s help; he’s smiling triumphantly, comforting her with words we can’t hear.
Then comes the rest of her.
At first, I think I’ve nodded off again, that I’m having a nightmare. It isn’t until Matthias starts screaming that I believe what I see. Where the woman’s legs should be is instead the massive bulk of a blue-skinned, many-tentacled sea monster. Each tentacle is lined with suckers and a few of them–three or four of the two dozen–end in huge, slapping spades, like those of the giant squids I used to be terrified of as a kid.
The woman rises up into the air, lake water pouring off her cephalopod bulk. As she grabs Matthias in her tentacles, she knocks his boat over. I throw myself onto my back, pulling the woman with me, and go completely still. I feel her breasts against me as we stare transfixed at Matthias wrapped in the woman’s probing, squeezing tentacles. She laughs coldly.
“No, no no no no no no no!” cries Matthias.
Our boat rocks as the cephalo-woman moves towards the lake edge, waves rippling out in her wake. My and the woman’s bodies jostle against each other and without thinking I position my hands so that her crotch and hips and ass fall into my palms. But I don’t squeeze or grope or anything lewd like that, I merely let myself enjoy a small moment of bliss during this horrific scene.
When the cephalo-woman gets to the lake edge, she climbs out of the water. She’s even larger than I guessed, her blue-skinned tentacle body undulating to move along the ground. It’s then I see Matthias isn’t the only man she’s captured. There are dozens more in the hundred-odd tentacles that were hidden beneath the water, the men wrapped up tight, and even though they are far away, I can see the look of fear in their eyes.
It takes a long time before the cephalo-woman is out of sight. We hear Matthias crying the entire way. Then we continue across the lake, being sure not to stop.
Although the constant twilight of this land is starting to thicken, I wager we could make it to the tower if we push ahead. But I suggest we should make camp.
“To save our strength for when we get there,” I say as my excuse. “But tonight we should rest.”
After the fire is going, I graciously offer to let the woman sleep first. She accepts my offer and curls up on the ground. I wait until she’s sound asleep and then I curl up behind her, gently wrapping my arms and legs around her body. She begins to stir.
“We need to stay warm,” I tell her, whispering so that my lips brush her ear.
She murmurs something I can’t make out.
“Shhh, I’ll keep you warm,” I say, my hand pulling her tunic up.
This is it. If she resists here, I’ve lost my chance. I wait. She doesn’t reach down to stop me and so I continue, pulling her tunic over her waist, exposing her ass and crotch. I’ve been hard for some time already and I slip myself between her legs, seeking her. Once I find her, I push inside. She moans softly.
“We’ll be warm together,” I say.
I feel her clench around me and grin. Yes, she wants me. I knew she’d want me.
The clenching gets tighter.
“Heh, you’re one of those,” I say, a little anxiously. “Kaggle? Keygel? I forget what it’s called but it feels good, honey.”
The clenching gets tighter still and now I’m feeling trapped inside her, fighting to work myself free.
“Okay, let me do the work,” I say. My heart is pounding now. “Hey, that’s… too… too much…” I try to pull out but I’m stuck, buried deep in the blonde woman.
“What’s wrong?” the woman asks, her voice dripping acid. “Don’t you want me?”
Her pussy squeezes so hard it feels like she’s going to pinch off my cock. I groan in pain and try to push the woman away, but she can’t be moved.
“Get the fuck off me, bitch!” I shout. I clench my eyes shut and shove her as hard as I can, trying to pry her off.
When I open my eyes, I’m still buried within her but she’s somehow facing me, her smile breaking across her face in a huge, wolfish grin. Her eyes burn with gleeful malice.
“What the… fuck…” I manage. “What are you??”
“Your guide,” she growls, finally letting go of me. I reach down to soothe my aching cock and the woman stands, towering over me. She seems taller and stronger than before.
“Guide to where…?” I ask.
She ignores my question and I watch in disbelief as she reaches into the fire, feeling no pain. She pulls out a metal collar and with a thick chain lead, the name–her name–written on it in searing red letters: Malekia.
Before I can scramble away, she slaps the collar around my neck. The metal is viciously hot and I claw at it frantically. The woman pulls the chain lead and forces me to my feet.
“Come! The tower awaits!” Malekia calls out.
In the dark of the night, the woman runs towards the tower, pulling me along with her. My feet struggle to keep up but she doesn’t care. When I stumble–and I do stumble–she drags me anyway, letting my heels scrape the dirt of the hilly scrubland. The tower nears. It is much larger up close and reaches up into the infinite black of the sky. There are two tremendous wooden doors that lead inside and Malekia stops before them, turning to me with a happy, insane look.
“This is a mistake!” I beg. “I don’t know what this is or who you are, but I shouldn’t be here! You have the wrong person, whoever you’re looking for!”
Malekia laughs, her mouth unnaturally large as she does.
“Oh, it’s no mistake. You’re who I’m looking for alright! Did you think I wouldn’t recognize you without some 20-something pretty young thing’s mouth wrapped around your cock?”
I freeze. How does she know that? How could she know that?
Malekia laughs again. The sound makes my skin crawl. “How many ‘assistants’ have you been through anyway, big boy? I counted five, but there were others, weren’t there? Coworkers, friends’ wives, coffee shop girls… you’ve got quite the appetite, don’t you? Hahahaha…”
“They knew what they were getting into,” I say in a flash of anger. “It takes two to tango. So don’t get judgmental on me!”
“Two to tango, eh?” asks Malekia. She snorts. “How many does it take to blackmail a woman into deepthroating you? Or getting creampied by you? Or licking your ass? How many people are needed to slap a woman in the face until she cries? Or strap her feet with your belt? How many, huh? Seems like you were able to do all that by yourself, big boy.”
My blood runs cold.
“Where are we?” I ask quietly.
“Why it’s your forever home, sweetie!” Malekia exclaims. She extends an arm towards the tower and the doors open, revealing a space much too large even for the massive tower. A spiral staircase ascends it, torches lining the path up into the darkness. “Shall I show you around?”
The woman rushes inside, yanking me to follow after. She giddily rushes to the foot of the steps.
“This here is the floor of the tower, obviously. And out there are the Badlands.” Malekia puts her arm around me and I feel her nails dig into my shoulder like sharp claws. She growls into my ear: “Kind of like a waiting room or an airport. Though as we saw, sometimes people are picked up early before they make it to the tower…”
I think about Eddie and Jonas and Matthias.
“Oh god, those guys…”
Malekia slaps me on the back. “Don’t worry about it! You sure didn’t before when you watched them be taken away! Heh heh heh. We gotta watch our own ass, right? Can’t be worrying about a bunch of cum fountains now, can we?” Her voice continues to get more and more guttural. “Up we go!”
With incredible strength, Malekia throws me over her shoulder and races up the stairs at inhuman speed. We stop by a narrow archway with the roman numeral I etched above it in the stone.
“Now this here is Level I,” explains Malekia. “Boring, really. I’m gonna yawn just looking at it. Here, see for yourself.”
She shoves my head inside, still holding me firm somehow. I see a dark, menacing jungle with overgrown trees, gigantic flowers dripping viscous liquid, and endless eyes watching me. As my vision adjusts I see flower-women like the ones in the copse of trees from earlier, their pale, petaled bodies wrapped around men who are mated to them at the waist. The faces of the men are contorted in aching grimaces, their eyes rolled back and their fists clenched so tight the nails are drawing blood. Rhythmic undulations run down the flower-women’s bodies and it looks like they’re pumping the men dry, dreamy smiles on their feminine faces.
“Oh, there’s Eddie!” growls Malekia with an unhinged giggle. “Wave hi! He, like the rest of these men, is enjoying being on the edge of cumming, FOREVER! It seems like it would be a dream come true but it’s nothing but frustration and denial and a dreadful ache in their balls that will never ever ever go away! Zzzzzz, we can go better than that!”
Malekia continues up the staircase, cheerfully humming to herself. We stop in front of another archway.
“Level II! Still pretty tame–and LAME–but I guess it’s some guys’ cup of tea. How bout yours, big boy?”
Again she shows me what’s inside. At first it looks like nothing more than an alleyway in a city I’ve never been to. There are storefronts lining the street and well-dressed women coming and going, all of them decked out in impressively tall stilettos, most dressed in business wear or fitted dresses. It’s not until I notice the ground that it becomes clear: there is no pavement below these women, only the backs of men on their hands and knees, their heads bowed low and slotted between the legs of the man in front of him. As the women walk, they leave behind bright red marks from the sharp points of their shoes. Through the glass windows of the storefronts, I see more men contorted into bizarre positions–a man with his head back to act as an ashtray, a man with his neck craned against the floor with his tongue ready to shine shoes, a man turned upside down, his ass used as a flower vase for a bouquet of roses.
“I mean, just get some real furniture, am I right?” asks Malekia with disdain. “But hey, if you think you’d like to spend your days as some lady’s bidet–or her toilet–that can be arranged!”
My head whips back and forth.
“Yeah, who wants THAT, am I right?” Malekia giggles and we continue on up.
There’s midcentury music wafting out from Level III’s archway. It’s surprisingly pleasant and it reminds me of the supposed golden era of handsome jazz clubs, stiff whiskey drinks, and wispy blue smoke curling up from cherried cigarettes. Malekia thumps me down like a bag of laundry.
“Whew! You’re heavy, big boy!” she says. “Maybe you should’ve laid off the ‘assistants’ and the snacks, hahhahahah… ah, a little music break should help me recover my strength. And Level III’s just the place for that!”
I peer inside.
I see a huge, wood-paneled room that is cozy despite its size. Comfy leather chairs are dotted throughout, each filled with a glamorous woman, all wearing elegant vintage hats that are tilted to only show off their lipstick-lined mouths. Many of them have long cigarette holders in their mouths or in their hands as they listen to the many bird cages that are hanging from the ceiling at various different heights. Singing is coming from those cages, some of it deep and bassy, some of it high-pitched. One of the women turns her ear towards the cage nearest to her and frowns. She snaps her fingers several times. Deep, off-key singing emanates from the cage. The woman frowns.
She stands and I finally realize this room is much bigger than I thought. The woman herself is giant–as big as a building–and the birdcages are human-sized… and contain humans, too. Men. She wags her finger angrily at the cage and then picks up a small tool that looks like a pair of bolt cutters from the table beside her armchair. The man in the birdcage scrambles away from the door as she opens it but there’s nowhere for him to hide. She easily scoops him up and brings the tool between his legs. I can’t look at what happens next.
“Ooo, that’s gotta hurt,” says Malekia, jokingly wincing as a distant cry echoes throughout the room. “But hey, them’s the breaks when you’re on Level III! Gotta make that sweet, sweet harmonious music somehow. Hey, big boy, you a fan of The Sopranos?”
The woman cackles to herself and dances up the stairs, forcing me to follow after her as quickly as I can. We’re in the middle of the tower now and the floor below is shrouded in as much darkness as the distant ceiling is; with no railings and the stairs getting more and more narrow, I have to carefully watch my steps to keep me from tumbling into the void below.
We reach the next archway, which is made of shiny obsidian and covered in glowing blue runes.
Malekia whistles. “Level IV. One of my favorites. Your buddy Jonas is in there right now. Wanna say hi?”
She shoves me inside and the only thing keeping me from falling into the tiled, circular room below is her hold on the chain connected to my collar. It looks like a medical operating theater below, outfitted with sterile medical beds with leather restraints, squat cabinets of equipment, and tons of cages, each one with a frightened male inside. Patrolling the chamber are the pale blue female beings with the yellow eyes. They make notations in cryptic glowing runes on the obsidian plates they hold as the men whimper and plead with them.
My eyes dart over to one of the medical tables. There’s Jonas, naked and strapped down tight, his belly looking painfully full. His eyes look glazed over and it’s clear that he’s been sweating profusely for a long time. His legs are up in the table’s stirrups, with one of the female beings between them. Jonas shakes his head back and forth.
“Awh, she’s blocking the view!” grumbles Malekia. “Here, let me try this…”
She kicks me over the edge of the archway and swings the chain lead toward a small outcropping along the wall. I scrabble for it as the collar chokes me, barely able to hold on to the few inches of stone protruding out. The only thing that distracts me from my pain is what I see below.
The female being’s uniform is undone at the crotch and a girthy, smooth, blue cock is hanging out. It’s hard and it’s deep in Jonas. But not in his ass. No, from what I can see Jonas’s cock and balls are gone, replaced by a puffy pink pussy that is being filled with the female being’s phallus. A cruel smile plays on the being’s lips.
“Oooo I bet you’re just pregnant with anticipation,” whispers Malekia, like she’s trying to respect the bizarre medical theater below. “Well we won’t have time to hang around for that show, but you know how the story goes: lust-race female meets boy, gives him a too-tight pussy for her too-big cock, fills him up with babies, and then they live happily ever after. Well, SHE does anyway!”
Jonas’s eyes catch mine and he mouths just two desperate words: “Help me.”
Then Malekia yanks me back to the stairs and we’re off again. My legs are so tired as we continue to climb but she refuses to slow down. I’m panting hard while she roars with laughter, having the time of her goddamn life.
“Don’t worry, only a few more floors to go, big boy! HAHAhahahAHAhhahaa… you’re gonna love it up there, I promise, heheheh…”
By the time they get to Level V, I’m just grateful to have a chance to catch my breath. Malekia pats me on the back condescendingly, giggling madly to herself. Unlike the other archways, this one’s got a wooden door to keep whatever is in there from getting out.
“Do you want a little hint about what’s inside or do you prefer to be surprised?” she asks, bending over so her cleavage is in my face. Not that I give a shit about it anymore.
I’m breathing so hard I can’t answer her, so she answers for me.
“Surprise it is!” she exclaims. She opens the door for me with all the overly polite mannerisms of a dutiful doorman. “Level V, right this way sir.”
It’s very, very dark inside. But I can make out a metal gate just a few feet inside, with a large door in it that’s latched from my side. Two doors? What could be in here? Footsteps come towards me and I brace myself. But when I see it’s a man in a metal collar like my own, I relax. He looks like he’s winded and on his last nerve, but the sight of me brings hope to his bleary eyes.
“Hey! You! Open that door, get me outta here!”
I move to the door without thinking and then stop. What is this man doing locked up here?
“Come on man, open the door,” the guy says, just barely able to contain his impatience. When I don’t move he says it again, more sternly: “Open the door.”
My eyes flick down his body. He’s wearing nothing but a tattered loincloth. I see two strange marks on his thigh. He notices me looking and brushes off his thigh, hiding the mark with his hand.
“Oh, that’s nothing,” he says. His tone is softer now. Apologetic even. “Open the door, please. Please?”
Over the man’s shoulder I notice a pair of bright red eyes in the darkness. Watching him. Watching me. I give the man a little shake of my head.
“Please! Please!” The man grabs the bars of the gate and pleads with me. He looks like he’s about to cry. “Please open the door… just for a second… just for one tiny little second, that’s all I need…”
The mark on his thigh is closer now and I see what it is: Bite marks. The red eyes behind the man approach and, as they do, the flickering light pouring in from the tower’s torches illuminates the woman they belong to. She is pale and voluptuous with long, black straight hair, and she’s wearing a skimpy red one piece that’s little more than a thong joined with thin strips of fabric to cover her breasts. Her tall black leather boots clack on the floor as she comes up behind the man. He sinks to his knees, giving me one last miserable look.
The woman crouches down behind him and stares at me with her gleaming red eyes, not blinking even once as she sinks her fangs into his neck. The man whimpers for a moment and then his stare goes glassy and his mouth drops open. I can hear the woman drinking him like she’s sucking ice cream through a straw.
Want to come inside and join him? a chilling female voice says in my mind.
I realize it’s the woman and for a dizzying second I am compelled to open the gate and go inside. But I shake myself out of it and slowly back away as the woman’s face flushes pink with her eager, greedy bloodsucking.
Once I’m back on the stairs, Malekia shuts the door.
“You okay there, big boy? Get a little spooked? Or maybe a little turned on at the idea of being a human juice box?” She giggles uncontrollably. “Trust me, it gets much less fun once she peels open your mind and works it like a puppet–and when she makes you start begging for her to drink you, hehehehehe.”
The sound of the man’s pleas linger in the back of my mind as we continue ascending the stairs–along with how hypnotic and alluring the vampiric woman’s offer was. Above the next archway is an out of place red light bulb that shines a crimson light down on the entry to Level VI.
“Ready for another reunion?” Malekia asks, pushing me toward the archway. “Our brave leader awaits!”
Incense wafts out of the archway, along with the distant thump of club music. I peek inside. The geometry is all wrong, the room beyond bending at angles that shouldn’t–can’t–exist. It hurts my head to look. Hidden in pink-lit corners of the room-that-can’t-be are unknowable things: spiders with supermodel faces, buxom bombshells whose bodies change depending on how the light falls on them, from gorgeous to grotesque, beautymarked heartthrobs with lower halves that look more at home at the bottom of the sea.
I catch sight of Matthias. He’s wrapped like a mummy in slithery tentacles, every part of him but his eyes and his crotch; enough to watch, and feel. The abomination toying with him is like the thing in the lake, only smaller, made up of an alluring female head and torso fused onto something cephalopod and unearthly. She–it–is delighting in the man’s squirming as she pulses her suckling tentacles up and down his body, one of her human hands drawing nails along his cock as she does. I can see Matthias struggling but it’s futile. There’s nothing he can do to escape and nowhere he could go even if he could.
“You humans would call them ‘Lovecraftian’ but we just think of them as the Weirdos,” explains Malekia. “Beings from some pocket reality or another, kinda friendly once you get to know them, heh heh heh. This is their brothel where they come to relax after a long millennium of terrorizing their reality. They like to play with human men here, make them feel ALL kinds of things. I bet you’d fit right in!”
Malekia sneers at me and I cower, afraid she might throw me in and never find me again in that illogical den of neon. Past her I see the abomination wrap a tentacle around Matthias’s cock and begin to stroke him; he doesn’t seem to be enjoying it.
“No? You sure? I think I see a Yakhulith’krulb over there that just LOVES to have its ovipositor fellated. You just gotta watch out for the happy juice, it’s thick enough to choke an elephant, AHAHAHAhahahaha!”
Malekia prances up the stairs and now that my legs are exhausted, she’s dragging me, my body thudding against the stone. The staircase is so narrow up here that a step to the wrong side will send us both careening to the tower floor; because of this, I’m almost grateful she’s dragging me, despite the pain.
“Ahhhhhhhhh Level VII! Almost home. We have some decent downstairs neighbors though, real classy ladies, hehehehehe. Though there IS the occasional noise complaint.” She thrusts me inside. “See what I mean?”
The second my head passes through the archway, I hear the awful wailing of the bound men. There must be hundreds of them, maybe thousands, all bound to wooden posts with their hands up over their heads. They’re forced to balance on the balls of their feet, with beds of nails under their bare soles. Their cocks are pierced at the head and tethered to spots low on the posts so that the men have to either relax their calves and feel the nails in their feet or stay straining upwards, their cocks pulled cruelly downward by their piercings.
But that’s not all.
Behind the rows of bound men are women in painted-on latex catsuits with severe looks on their perpetually frowning faces. They all carry different implements–long bullwhips, rattan canes, huge wooden paddles, things that I don’t think have any name–but their goal is all the same: to bring those implements down on the backs and buttocks and legs of the men. Their motions are clinical and unerring, giving the men little to no rest.
“Someone’s gotta arm the interrogators, torturers, and sadists of the world, and no one’s better at refining implements of pain like these pretty sisters here,” says Malekia. “They even collect the blood for the fangs on Level V, that’s how thoughtful they are!”
I smell the iron from spilled blood and see that it goes to industrial drains set into the concrete floors.
Malekia puts her hands on her hips and shoots me a look. “I know you’re not much for pain, but if you ever wanted to know what a shark-toothed testicle paddle or a scorpion tail cock whipper felt like, I’m sure they’d be HAPPY to indulge you!”
I babble something under my breath, too stunned to form words. Malekia shrugs.
“Ahahahahaa, your choice!” She waves to the latex-suited disciplinatrixes and leads me up the stairs, which are now so narrow even she has to slow her gait. “Next stop, your home for all of eternity, from now until the heat death of the multiverse, aka NEVER! AHAHAHAAHAHAHA!”
The stairway narrows to a foot and a half wide, then a foot, then just six measly inches. Malekia ascends with catlike-grace, but I struggle to throw my weight against the wall and keep my balance, terrified that at any moment the narrow steps underfoot will give way.
“Watch your step, big boy. It’s a loooooong way down. Though if you fell, I’m sure some lady-thing or another will jump out of their hidey hole to snatch you up. You’re a keeper, alright, a real gem of a human male. You pick your targets real nice, break ‘em, fuck ‘em, and then make ‘em say ‘please’ and ‘thank you’ when you cum in their tight little asses and twist their little titties ‘til they’re raw. We LOOOOVE your type up on Level VIII, yessiree!”
After an endless walk up the narrow stairs, we reach Level VIII’s archway. It is lined with metal spikes. Curiously, the stairs continue on up further still, even narrower than they are here.
“Oh, that,” says Malekia, giving a dismissive wave of her hand. “Getting a top floor pad is tough stuff and that goes double for eternity. Pffft. But don’t go thinking those Level IX’s and X’s are any better than us. They just have a better view, that’s all, bah.”
I look at the spike-lined archway. A warm breeze blows through it, ruffling what I realize is a heavy black velvet curtain hanging from it. Malekia nestles her head next to mine, resting her chin on my shoulder.
“You ready to spend eternity with me, big boy?” she whispers to me.
A cold wave of fear runs down my body. My heart pounds. It’s like I’m facing a loaded gun that I know is about to go off. The end is nigh.
“I’m sorry,” I say. “For the assistants. For, f-for the wives, my coworkers, the baristas.”
“Hey, tell me: Which one was your favorite?” asks Malekia in my ear. “Were you the pert teardrop titties type or were you an ass man? Shaved or unshaved? White? Black? Maybe one of those yellow fever guys? Come oooon, it’ll be our little secret, I’m just curious.”
“W-w-what I did was wrong,” I say, sniffling. My eyes well up with tears. “I know that. I’m sorry. I’m sorry, I really am.”
“A big boy like you, I bet you liked ‘em petite,” Malekia says. “Trim little waist that you could wrap your hands around while you got your rocks off, yeah?”
The black velvet curtain flutters. Beyond is an expanse of crimson red.
“Please… you don’t have to do this,” I say as I start to cry. “I can be better. I can change.”
“Change? Bah! We don’t want no STINKIN’ change! We like you juuuuust the way you are,” she says. She puts a hand on my lower back and urges me forward. “Come on. Time to see what we’ve got planned for you. I worked very hard on it, you know, heh heh heh heh…”
Malekia pushes me through the curtain.
I’m in a gigantic hall that’s painted blood red. Huge chandeliers worthy of the Titanic hang from the ceilings, their dark crystal refracting the chandeliers’ rich, oily yellow lamplight. An unreal throne sits at the very end of the hall, but it seems miles away, maybe farther, and the path to reach it is littered with encampment of bizarre wooden and metal furniture, populated by a mix of statuesque, naked women wearing devilish masquerade masks with all sorts of designs and collared creatures on their hands and knees that scuttle at their shape legs and long feet. Ornate frames hang from the far-off walls, each one at least twenty or thirty feet tall. The canvases on the frames contain oil paintings of devil women laughing and celebrating as they abuse, degrade, and humiliate woebegotten men wearing chunky metal collars.
It’s then I realize the “creatures” by the women’s feet are men like me.
I turn to Malekia. Her tattered rags are gone, her unwashed hair suddenly shiny and clean, her skin without a speck of dirt on it. She is as magnificent nude as she is terrifying and she seems to tower above me even more than before, like she’s grown six inches in the last six seconds.
“Heheheheh should we join the party?” she asks me with crazed, wide eyes.
I look towards the archway, but it’s gone. As my shoulders slump in defeat, Malekia yanks my chain lead down and I crumple to the floor.
“Up, get up big boy!” she screeches. “On your hands and knees! Or else!”
Before I can ask what “or else” means, Malekia is pulling a hot steel brand out of the ground. I know it hadn’t been there before, but I’m more concerned with the cherry red glowing end to voice my disbelief out loud. I get on my hands and knees. Malekia sits on top of me, the unkempt bush of her pussy warm on my midback.
“Hi-ho, Silver, away!” she cries, knocking the handle of the branding iron against my ass; it’s still hot enough to make me jolt and I crawl forward, struggling to hold Malekia on my back.
I feel her jostling back and forth as we make our way down the hall and look up occasionally to see how much farther we have to go before the nearest encampment. I both want to reach it and not. Malekia reaches back to fondle my balls, squeezing them in her palm.
“We’re going to have so much fun with these!” she says with giddy excitement.
My breathing gets tight. Is she going to take my balls?
She seems to intuit my fear.
“Oh, hahahahaha, don’t worry, big boy,” she says. “We’re not like those glamor pusses down on Level III. We don’t take balls here, that would spoil the fun!”
Malekia squeezes my balls in her clawed grip and I squeal in agony.
“Hurry it up, horsey! I keep on squeezing ‘til we get there!”
It’s a miserable crawl to the nearest throng of cruel women and even once Malekia’s let go of my balls, I still feel a dull throb. But when we make it to the women and their collared males, I see it could be–will be–worse.
Of the dozen women there, not a single one is without a huge, black strap-on that’s buried fake-balls deep in their collared male’s ass. Worse still, the strap-ons aren’t the lubed up, smooth variety I know from lesbian porn flicks. No, they’re studded with raised nubs and completely dry, absolutely destroying the holes they’re taking. The men are fighting back their tears and not through some misguided sense of pride, either. They seem afraid to cry and from the looks of the faded scars crisscrossing their buttocks, I can imagine the sort of penalty for not doing what they’re told.
A few of the women look at Malekia and give her a friendly nod before glancing down at me like I’m a smear of shit on the bottom of their shoe.
“Well, well, WELL!” croons Malekia. “Look who we have here taking it up the ass: four CEOs, three lobbyists, two Senators, and a patriarch and a pair of tree loggers, ahahaHAHAHAhahahah…”
Malekia dismounts me and kicks my balls for no reason at all, sending me into the same face-down-ass-up position as the men getting mercilessly reamed. For a moment I’m sure I’m next, but Malekia is content to sit on my turned up ass instead, raking my back with her nails as she lectures me.
“We have a very special job up here on Level VIII,” she says, her nails close to breaking skin. “We’re kind of like a release valve, but for suffering–the suffering of women, specifically. Down on your miserable little world it is ASTOUNDING how much suffering women go through. Many live an entire life of grinding humiliation and dehumanization, being treated like pretty little fuck puppets until they’re discarded in favor of younger models. If they’re lucky–HAH!–they make peace with their reality and carve out a little sliver to live a life quiet enough so that no one comes to shut them up. But that’s rarely the case. Almost NEVER, actually. It’s muuuuuch more likely they get slapped around a whole lot, bullied into their place, and spend their days trying to adulate their abusers. Sounds familiar, big boy?”
When I mewl out a pathetic, terrified cry, Malekia swats my balls, making me jump.
“See, told you it was more fun to let you keep your balls,” she says with a low chuckle. “Where was I? Oh yes. Our purpose. Somewhere out there in the great, great beyond is a big ol’ counter that counts up all the suffering done onto women on your shithole planet. Think of it like bags of trash that need to be picked up. And who does the trash collecting? WE DO! And we do it with men like you, big boy. We inflict the suffering men have caused on women back on you lot but ten, twenty, fifty, a hundred, a THOUSAND fold! And the counter goes down. And we know we’ve done a good job.”
One of the men being fucked can take no more. He tries to wriggle away and the woman fucking him–some Oriental-looking broad with slanty eyes and a nose ring–smirks as he clambers away, oblivious to the chain leash attached to his neck that she’s still got a firm grip on. She lets him go ten or fifteen feet, trailing after him, and when she’s had enough she reins in the leash and lifts up the strapon; seconds later a stream of steaming piss pours down on him, getting in his hair and on his cheek and trickling into his mouth. He coughs madly, but cannot get away. She strokes her studded dildo and snaps her fingers, a gesture the man seems to recognize. He begrudgingly gets to his knees and begins to suck on it, despite it–and him–being so soiled.
I am horrified.
“Think about it this way,” continues Malekia. “At least you get to pay off your debt with us… you know, whenever the galactic multiverse reboots. If such a thing happens.” She shrugs. “You gotta have hope, right? Point is, we’re not tentacled hedonists like on Level VI or fruiting, horny flower-ladies like on Level I or big titty mosquito goth girls like on Level V. Here we do something that matters. And you get to be part of that!”
She swats my balls again, making me grunt through gritted teeth.
“You should be PROUD. And we get to do it together–how wonderful is that? Say, how good is your gag reflex? I had an idea where I could transmute your cock onto me and I could–”
One of the men screeches in pain and the woman drilling him brusquely pulls out, dragging him away by his chain leash to a secluded spot behind a paper screen. I can see the silhouette of them still and, from the noises he makes, know she is taking her displeasure out on his most private parts.
Malekia sighs. “It’s loud here. Come on, I need to register you anyway so we might as well see what else is up.”
She stands and walks me down the hall, giving me plenty of time to take in the various encampments that have been set up to take out female suffering on the bodies of males like me. And males really do seem like me–just as with Eddie, Jonas, and Matthias, we’re all a bit doughy and less in shape than we’d like to be, all a bit haggard, all looking like we have lived large without worrying about the consequences. A few of the men actually look like me too–same hair, same face–and it is unreal to watch them suffer, though not unreal enough.
It will be me, soon. This I know.
Although the tour of the crimson hall isn’t as extreme as the walk up the tower, in a way it’s much worse because I know I’m here now, with no way that I can conceive of to leave. The next coterie of women we pass also have strap-ons, though these ones are long and slick with spit from the men forced to deepthroat them over and over, their necks bulging obscenely as the phalluses push past their gag reflexes on their way down their throats. Then we come upon a group riding their red-faced, out-of-shape men the way Malekia rides me, only that they are enjoying some kind of relay race, making the men ferry them back and forth to see who is the fastest. We stay long enough for me to see who the losers are treated like human sandbags, kicked until they’re black and blue, while the winner’s “prize” is merely to continue to hold his tormentor for longer as she surveys the discipline.
There are women who spank their males’ balls until they cry, ones who smother their faces until they pass out, ones who twist their nipples with metal clamps like tuning a radio, ones who whip their cocks raw, ones who make their males scuttle about to catch their arcing spit, ones who make them lick the filth from their toes and armpits and asses, ones who force-feed them cum from unknown sources, ones who make them wrestle with other males for their entertainment, ones who put their feet into vises that flex the arch to excruciating limits, ones who tie them up and drag them around by their hair, ones who bully them for the slightest infraction, ones who make them recite worshiping poetry while standing on scalding hot stone, ones who use them as living punching bags, ones who etch obscene tattoos on their lower backs and crotches and chests, ones who mummify them in thick fabrics and use the most intimate parts of their own body to seal away their breath, ones who make them perform tricks like puppy dogs, ones who make them fuck other males while they cheer them on, ones who shout and pummel and glower and humiliate and terrify and abuse and denigrate their males, all capped off with the demand that he thank her for the torment.
It’s all too much for me and by the time we reach the grand throne I am a sobbing mess.
“Aw, come on! Where’s that take-what-I-want spirit of yours?” taunts Malekia. “Better find some of that strength, otherwise it’s going to be a long rest of eternity hahahahahahahaha hehehehheh ahahahehehe…”
I look up. The throne, empty before, now has a staggeringly big woman sitting on it. She has ink black hair and skin as pale as ice, with black eyes and a disdainful look on her face.
“Registering a new resident!” Malekia says with grim cheer. “We’re a little late, but you know how it goes with these tower tours, just TOO much fun!”
The goddess-like woman in the throne flaps her hand at Malekia. Get on with it, she seems to say.
Malekia looks at me.
“Well, big boy. Any last words before we get you settled in?” she asks.
“Please, have mercy…” I say.
Malekia rolls her eyes. “Plenty of those women you used begged you for mercy too, big boy.” The insane frenzy and laughter in her voice is still, replaced by hot lava about to erupt. “And if I recall correctly, you enjoyed watching them beg. Fed them hope even when you knew you wouldn’t be merciful. Savored the despair they felt as you took hope away. Bet you get hard even thinking about it now.”
And what do you know, my cock was beginning to get hard.
“Hmph. No, there is no mercy for you here,” continues Malekia. “Only suffering and repentance and reflection on what you did with the time you had.”
She holds up the branding iron; it has since cooled but now is cherry red again. She shows me the shape of the brand. It reads: “No Exit”. Malekia puts her foot on my head, pressing it down and my ass up into the air. She nudges my legs open, giving her a clear path to my balls.
“Now this may sting a little,” she says, the nasty jubilance seeping back into her voice.
I try to think about something else–anything else at all–but there’s not a single thought in the world that can distract me from the pain I feel next. It is immense and all-consuming and even though I pray I’ll simply pass out from it, I don’t. I am awake for every agonizing second.
“Welcome to Hell,” Malekia says as my voice finally gives out from my screaming. “Your soul belongs to women now.”
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