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Preface

This is the second, and final (at least for now), volume of the Maid for Hell series. 

VOLUME ONE, Devil’s Angel can be found here: Devil’s Angel

Chapter 1

 His skin is dark. 

 His tattoos – unusual, they shimmered like silver lightning across his quivering muscles. 

 And… Horns! 

 Oh my God! 

 He has horns! 

 His hands are so big… coming for me. No, no, no! Nooooo! 

A dream! 

And yet it had felt so real! This wasn’t the first time she’d had it either. 

She had her first vision a couple of nights ago when she had first touched a man in  that way. Was she going mad? 

Hayley was covered in cold sweat. Her nipples throbbed with every beat of her racing heart. 

She forced herself to think of pleasant things. ‘Always remember, honey,’

grandma had frequently said, ‘to think bad thoughts is the easiest thing in the world. The mind is like a monkey stung by a wasp. If you leave it to itself, it will  spiral  into  the  ever-deepening  gloom.  To  think  happy  thoughts,  this requires effort.’

Hayley swung her feet out of bed. 

The sheets were cold and wet. Shaking, she knelt completely naked at the

foot of the bed, her back leaning on it as she attempted to regain her calm. 

Who was this man that haunted her sleep? 

Where was he? 

What did he want with her? 

Hayley  sighed.  I'm  ridiculous.  He  wasn’t  real!  He  was  a  conjured  up hallucination  –  a  figment  of  her  fevered  mind  trying  to  come  to  grips  with what Master Harry and Viggo were going to do to her today. 

 What they are going to do to me…

Suddenly the horrific nightmare didn't seem quite as terrifying. 

WHEN  HER  CELL  phone  rang  almost  two  hours  later,  she  was  still shivering naked on the floor. 

“I don’t want to do it.” She didn’t have to look at the caller ID to know who was calling and why. 

“There’s  been  a  change  of  plans,  baby,”  came  the  tinny  voice  of  her master. “I’m texting you an address. You’ll go there.” 

“I don’t want to do it,” she repeated, her voice a little less shaky now. 

“Your big day got postponed, sweetheart. So don’t fret. You’re not losing it yet.” A snicker. A laugh that made her feel dirty. “At least not today. There has been a stay.” Hayley squirmed. Her knees and legs hurt where they were pressed up against the hard floor. Her shivers abated but why was it she was feeling disappointed? She wouldn’t be losing her virginity, at least not today. 

Why wasn’t her heart rejoicing.? 

“Why?” She whispered into the receiver. 

“Feeling disappointed, are we?” 

Hayley shook her head. She was a good girl from a good family. She had no  business  talking  to  the  man  about  things  like  that.  A  man  like  that!  Old enough  to  be  her  father!  Oh  Lord,  and  the  things  he  had  made  her  do  just yesterday!  She  blushed  and  almost  dropped  the  phone  at  the  recollection. 

“What about Grandma?” She asked glumly. “What about our deal?” 

The man laughed without joy. “The deal stays unchanged. But you are no longer  beholden  to  me.  Sweetness,  think  of  it  as  if  your  debt  has  been  sold on. Another one owns you now.” 

“I’m beholden to no one.” 

The man’s laughter filled the line. This time it was long, and he sounded

genuinely amused. “You’re just too lovely. Precious little thing. I would have so loved to be your first. But plans have been superseded.” 

Hayley's  eyes  grew  big.  Why?  Suddenly  she  thought  she  could  smell sulfur in the air. 

“Uhm, sir?” 

“Yes, sweetheart.” 

“Who are you training me for exactly?” 

A deep sigh filled the line, and for a moment the silence was deafening. 

“Would it surprise you if I told you that I have a master, myself?” 

“Oh…” 

“Yes,  I  do.”  That  did  surprise  her  quite  a  bit.  If  anything,  Harry  had struck  her  as  the  epitome  of  an  entitled,  self-sufficient  billionaire.  He  fitted what  she  had  imagined  the  stereotype  to  be  to  a  T.  A  man  like  that  had  a master, someone to answer to? Other than God Himself, who could that be? 

The Devil? 

She had expected him to only say something like he was training her to become  a  porn  actress.  That  would  certainly  explain  all  the  cameras  and outrageous  though  it  was,  Hayley  had  somewhat  grown  accustomed  to  the idea. But the heavy tone of his voice made her skin prickle with tension. 

“I’m training you to become a maid.” 

“A maid?” 

“Never  mind  that  for  now.  I  have  scheduled  your  appointment  at  the parlor.” 

“A parlor?” 

“Yes,  at  the  tattoo  parlor.  I  hope  you’re  not  busy  today.  It  will  take  up most of your time.” 

“Why?” 

“Because they will have to do some serious work before they are done.” 

“No, why at a tattoo parlor! I don't want a tattoo!” 

Harry almost laughed. “This shop, it’s much more than that. It's not just any other tattoo joint. You'll see. But enough talk. Go now. You will be late. 

You really don't want to be late.” 

What the hell was going on? Hayley now felt genuinely miffed that they hadn’t  simply  filmed  her  losing  the  big  V  as  they  had  planned  earlier. 

Everything seemed to be going sideways somehow, and she wasn't even sure why. 

Chapter 2

Hayley  paced  the  room,  irritated  and  angry  with  herself,  with  the  universe, and most of all with the bizarre situation she was in. The proverbial good idea at the time now scared her deeply. Hayley took a deep breath and stretched. 

Minutes fell upon each other as her heart filled with unease. 

SHE HAD SIGNED a contract for crying out loud, and now that she thought about it, she wasn’t quite sure what it all said. Sure, there was that bit about losing her V on film, but it sounded like Harry wasn’t particularly interested in that anymore. And yet, he hadn’t released her from her obligation to him. 

And boy did she feel obliged. He had single-handedly paid cash and bought out  her  grandma’s  house!  In  one  fell  swoop,  he  had  guaranteed  that  she would not want for anything. By buying the house and paying cash for it, he had  covered  grandma’s  medical  bills  and  her  immediate  future.  Not  to mention that the guy was well healed, to put it mildly. 

That penthouse in downtown Manhattan itself had to be worth millions if not more. And then there was Viggo…

Her phone rang. 

“Hello,”  Hayley  stuttered,  the  pulse  in  her  temple  that  had  been  a lingering presence all morning rising to a thunderous roar. 

“Hey, Angel.” 

“Grandma!” 

“Well,  you  sound  genuinely  happy  to  hear  your  old  grams.  Distinctly more so than just hours ago, I might add.” 

Hayley giggled. “You were angry with me then.” 

“I know sweetheart. I’m sorry. It was just… I don’t know … all is so very new to me – you having money and all.” 

“Ouch! You don’t have to rub it in.” 

“I know, I know everything is coming out wrong. Perhaps it’s the novelty of your success. Oh dear, I did it again,” both women dissolved into laughter. 

“So tell me: now can you talk, or are you too busy?” 

“Not  very  busy  no.”  Just  trying  to  decide  how  to  get  out  of  my  master selling me off to who knows who to do who knows what with. 

“But I have to go soon.” 

“The busy life of a published author.” 

Hayley  shuddered.  She  hated  lying  to  grandma.  But  it  was  hard  to explain. 

How  does  one  tell  their  man-hating  octogenarian  grandma  that  they  had signed a contract to be a submissive? 

“Did the publishers insist on a lot of revisions?” 

“Uhm…  we  haven’t  discussed  the  specifics  yet.  It  looks  like  they  are interested  in  a  series  though.”  The  words  spilled  out  of  her  lips  before  she could stop herself.  Shit! More lies. 

“Thanks  be  to  God!  Maybe  you  should  look  into  moving  there  more permanently. How is your roommate doing?” 

“Oh, Tiffany? I don’t know. I haven’t seen her much these last couple of days.”  This  at  least  was  true.  Tiffany  worked  long  hours  at  the  pharmacy nearby, and their schedules never seemed to allow them much face-to-face. It had been one of the appeals in finding this place. Hayley was grateful that it had reduced the number of lies she had to keep telling everyone. 

Gosh, double lives were taxing. How did spies do it? 

“Well,  I  just  wanted  to  say  that  your  old  grandma  is  incredibly  grateful and very, very proud.” 

“Awww,  grams,  you  know  there’s  nothing  to  be  grateful  about.”  It  was the pure truth. Nana had done so much for Hayley. It couldn’t have been easy to raise a girl single-handedly after your daughter simply walked out on her marriage, and her husband died fighting in Afghanistan soon after. 

“The guy from the bank was over, and everything looks top-notch. They

were really impressed with the agent sent by your people. It seems like it will be a slamdunk is what were the bankster’s exact words,” Grandma laughed. 

“Good,” Hayley smiled. 

“I  won’t  hold  you  much  longer,  sweetheart.  Just  be  smart  and  stick  to your gut.” 

“Will do, grandma, thank you.” 

“Bye.” 

Stick to her gut… Ha! Poor old grandma! If she only knew. Hayley was definitely feeling butterflies in her tummy, now that she thought about it. But if anything, her gut wasn’t telling her anything to be proud of. It was telling her one simple, undeniable truth that made her feel weak with shame. 

 I am horny! 

How was that even possible? Hayley had almost decided on reneging out of the deal with Harry. But now – nothing seemed quite so black and white anymore. If she went back on her word and attempted to dissolve the contract she  had  signed…  Would  Harry  renege  on  buying  grandma’s  house?  God knew they needed the money. 

She opened her hand and unfolded the crumpled piece of paper, the one on  which  she  had  written  down  the  address  Harry  had  given  her.  A  tattoo parlor.  Down  in  Harlem.  Maybe  she  would  just  go,  check  it  out.  How  bad could it possibly be? Then she groaned. She hadn’t even thought to ask what work was he going to have her get there? And what if she didn't want it done? 

MAYBE SHE WAS GETTING ONLY what she deserved. Perhaps it was a blessing  in  disguise.  He  was  decisive,  and  she  was  not.  Maybe  she  needed somebody  like  him  in  her  life.  If  it  wasn’t  for  Harry,  where  would  she  be right now? 

Most  probably  she  would  be  making  her  way  to  the  airport  to  catch  a flight back home, tail between her legs, no doubt. 

Hayley didn’t really have a choice. She had to go see what Harry wanted her  to  have  done  at  the  parlor.  The  realization  that  the  decision  had  already been made for her suddenly made her breathe easier. 

Who  knows,  perhaps  it  was  something  like  a  spa.  So  far  she  had  been nothing  but  surprised,  and  always  pleasantly,  by  the  newfound  dominant personalities in her life. 

Chapter 3

Hayley spent the remainder of the day in a mind fog. She knew she ought to write. All the self-help books she had read and the courses she had taken on self-publishing had taught her that the most important thing authors did was write. 

Not sit around and brood. 

But her mind was simply too overwhelmed, short-circuited, derailed with recent events. When it was time to go, Hayley was curled up in a corner of the sofa, staring at the white noise of a blank channel on the TV. She felt very much  like  what  she  imagined  a  mindless  zombie  would  feel  as  she  slowly stripped off her PJs, tossed them into the hamper, and took a long hot shower before she slipped on her jeans, T-shirt, and sandals. 

She  decided  that  even  though  she  had  absolutely  no  intention  of  getting any  body  piercing  or  tattoo,  the  apartment  was  too  stifling.  She  would  get herself  something  to  eat  on  the  way.  Perhaps  spend  some  time  watching traffic and people, and window shopping a little. She needed the distraction. 

THE PARLOR WAS in a seedy part of town. Hayley walked by the door a couple of times before realizing she had arrived at the right place. How she had gotten here, she wasn’t sure. But now that she had arrived what the hell. 

She looked both ways and then knocked. The hollow metallic sound that seemed to echo deep into the bowels of the building scared her a little. 

A small, stooped figure opened and wordlessly waved her in. At first, she couldn’t  quite  make  out  the  man’s  features  in  the  twilight  that  seemed  to pervade  everything  by  the  door.  But  when  they  stepped  in  and  stood  by  a flickering lamp, she almost jumped. 

He  was  an  ugly  looking  little  man  that  reminded  her  very  much  of  the troll Gollum from Lord of the Rings! Seeing his shriveled nose and stooped figure, Hayley couldn't possibly imagine how she would ever bring herself to let  him  touch  her!  And  yet  she  suspected  she  would  obey  him unconditionally. It was as if his repugnance had the power to convince! 

A  THICK  MUSKY  scent  pervaded  everything  around  where  this  particular creature  stood.  His  skin  was  darkness  itself  except  for  two  huge  pale  round eyes which flickered every now and then, a malicious glint illuminating them as he studied her. 

Somehow,  even  though  she  was  a  full  head  taller  than  him,  she  felt dominated by his presence. 

“Come, come, come on in. I’ve been expecting you,” he finally said. His voice was like a whisper. 

The  cold,  damp  atmosphere  of  the  place  made  her  nipples  tighten  and poke  against  the  material  of  the  threadbare  T-shirt.  Hayley  self-consciously crossed her arms in front of her chest and hunched forward as she followed the man who had already disappeared into the twilight of the interior. 

THE ROOM they entered seemed like something straight out of a psychiatric ward/prison  cell/morgue.  It  looked  nothing  like  a  tattoo  parlor,  at  least  not like the ones Hayley had seen on TV. 

The  space  was  filled  with  metal  furnishings  and  tools  as  far  as  the  eye could see. Off to the side – a big box, perhaps a cooler, caught her eye. And Hayley shuddered at the unbidden images her fertile imagination provided of what could possibly be shoved within. 

Then she saw it! 

A  massive  marble  sculpture  that  made  her  ears  burn  with  shame  which was  redoubled  when  she  realized  how  her  mouth  watered  when  she  saw  it! 

The  biggest,  blackest,  most  ugly  penis  she  had  ever  seen!  Her  knees  started shaking. 

Something  about  that  phallus  held  sway  over  her  young  impressionable mind, and she took a couple of steps like in a daydream towards it. 

The sharp, grating voice of the little man shook her out from her trance. 

“Undress!”  It  took  Hayley  a  moment  to  process  the  meaning  of  the  curt word.  Her  mouth  hung  open  in  mute  outrage,  but  the  man  had  turned  and appeared  to  be  genuinely  oblivious  to  her  shock  as  he  proceeded  to  busy himself with something on a low table by the wall. 

 Who was he to tell her?! 

Hayley  took  a  deep  breath  and  forced  herself  to  relax.  It  was  a  tattoo parlor  for  crying  out  loud!  Of  course,  she’d  have  to  undress!  It  was  only expected. What had she thought would happen? Anyway, the man appeared to  be  jaded  and  was  probably  well  past  having  any  interest  in  his  subjects. 

Hayley looked about and dropped her bag on the metal chair, the only piece of furniture, other than the table where he was busying himself. 

“Everything.  Take  off  everything,”  the  man  hissed.  “I  want  the  earrings gone too. Also, the necklace.” Hayley fingered the crucifix. It was a gift from Nana. “Yeah, especially the necklace. No place for crucifixes here.” 

What ?   Why?  Suddenly  Hayley  felt  very  out  of  her  depth.  She  walked over and without being told, sat down. She was feeling lightheaded. 

“They didn’t tell me what to expect,” her voice was small as she slipped out of her sneakers. The floor was grimy old cement. A big yellow stain ran through the middle of the room. It started by the door, and her eyes followed it  to  where  she  was  sitting.  With  a  start,  she  realized  that  the  chair  looked very  much  like  something  straight  out  of  an  OB/GYN  office.  She  began shivering uncontrollably. 

“Don’t  worry,  dove.  I  know  exactly  what  will  please  your  master.  You may call me Iago,” The little man was donning a stained white lab coat. The color  that  marred  it  was  identical  to  the  one  on  the  floor.  The  color  of  piss. 

"Come on now. We don’t have all day.” 

The  strange  man  stood  by  a  table  littered  with  magazines,  photos,  over which a light bulb with a cage surrounding it hung limpidly. He reached into a  pocket  and  fished  out  a  cell  phone  that  seemed  oddly  incongruous  in  the dark obsolete griminess of the place. He fired off a rapid text and put it away. 

He turned. His eyes twinkled. “If you don’t hurry, I’ll whip you.” 

Hayley’s  shivering  increased,  but  his  words  had  the  desired  effect.  She stood and soon her clothes were all in a neat little stack that she placed on the

floor. With a small sigh of resignation, she then removed her earrings and the crucifix which she had worn all this time since grandma had given it to her almost ten years ago now. Carefully she placed them on the bundle of clothes making sure that these precious artifacts wouldn’t fall to the grimy floor. 

“Good.  Now  hop  back  on,”  he  said  tapping  the  obstetrician  chair  with  a knuckled hand. 

“Aren’t you going to wipe it down first?” Hayley was sure she could see spots on it. 

“Of course, I will. When we are done. I always do.” 

She  whimpered  but  turned  her  back  and  hopped  her  butt  back  onto  the cold,  dirty  leather.  She  could  feel  the  stains  grate  against  her  skin  as  she scooted  back  and  without  being  told  put  her  feet  in  the  stirrups.  Her  eyes naturally  came  to  rest  on  the  enormous  phallic  statue  mounted  on  the  wall across  from  the  chair.  A  docile  apathy  settled  over  her,  and  she  exhaled relaxing her muscles. 

“An obedient one. Nice, nice. Lean back now, and take a deep breath.” 

“First, the most important. We need to make sure that if anybody happens upon  you,"  his  laugh  had  a  phlegmy  rasp  to  it,  "we  give  them  one  last opportunity to call and return your master’s property.” 

Hayley didn’t have a clue what the man was talking about. All she could tell was she didn’t want to be here, and if being docile and patient was what it took for the odious little person to be done faster, she would grind her teeth and tough it out. 

“Good girl. Now spread your legs for me, girlie. You must never clench your thighs for your master. I know you're nervous," her bile rose when she heard his horrible laughter again. Is he taunting me? 

Hayley  blushed  deeply  but  did  as  told.  She  forced  herself  to  look  away avoiding his big eyes as they washed over and took in her nubile body. 

He  touched  her.  Hayley  felt  his  hands  as  he  secured  her  ankles  with leather  straps  to  either  side  of  the  chair.  She  didn’t  want  to  look  at  him. 

Hayley  didn’t  want  to  judge  people  on  their  looks.  But  it  disgusted  her  that this  person  was  not  only  going  to  see  her  naked  but  also  touch  her  skin. 

Somehow, she found it easier to look up at the monstrous phallus on the wall than staring at the leering old man groping her legs. 

HIS  FINGERS  FLUTTERED  along  her  thighs  until  he  reached  her  delicate area and then grew more insistent until they were mashing into the soft flesh rubbing up and down along her smooth slit. 

“What  a  sweet  little  pussy  you  have.”  Hayley  felt  him  press  against  her tightness  and  then  the  pressure  rose,  and  she  felt  herself  penetrated.  All  she could  think  of  was  why,  why  was  she  letting  him  do  that?  She  didn't  know him,  and  he  disgusted  her.  Then  her  eyes  returned  to  the  giant  phallus mounted on the wall like an icon to be venerated and her mind centered on it. 

FINALLY,  his  insistent  touch  tripped  up  a  fuse  deep  in  her  subconscious triggering her girlish sense of propriety that made her stir. 

“Don’t! Why are you touching me?" She started to move, but something in  the  way  he  ran  his  thumb  over  and  placed  it  atop  the  apex  of  her  valley intercepted any thoughts of rebellion she might have had. It was like a short-circuit that cut through her brain and reset her mind. 

His digit was long and skinny. His nails were dirty, and his hands had big knuckles  that  made  her  groan  as  he  slid  slowly  into  her  hot  tightness  and wiggled  his  finger  from  side  to  side,  dipping  in  and  pulling  back  and  then dipping in, each time touching her maidenhead without breaching it. 

He  kept  pumping  shallowly  until  a  gentle  current  of  lust  built  up somewhere unmentionable in Hayley’s body, and her pelvis vibrated. 

“Ya sharmouta...” What did that mean? What was he saying? She wanted out! But somehow her body wasn't cooperating. 

He bent down, and she squirmed and moaned in disgust hearing the loud smooch when his lips made contact with the apex of her labia majora. Loud slurping  sounds,  like  a  child  devouring  luscious  ice  cream,  filled  the  room. 

When he then proceeded to suck hard on her clit, she almost screamed. Her whelp  was  interrupted  when  he  bit  down  on  her  bean  of  pleasure.  But  it wasn’t  too  hard  and  didn’t  really  hurt  beyond  the  surprise  and  shame  of having the horrible dwarf handle her so obscenely. 

Finally,  he  sat  back  up  and  much  to  her  shame  and  embarrassment,  she saw him wipe his face with the back of his sleeve. 

“A  virgin,  but  not  untouched.  Very  responsive.  You  have  drunk  man’s seed. I can tell.” The man mumbled almost to himself as he shuffled his stool forward for a better view between her legs. He put both hands on either side

of her precious valley and gently, but firmly spread her before his eyes. 

Tense, her heart felt as if it was an animal attempting to break out of her chest. Gulping for air, Hayley counted to ten as she squeezed her eyes shut. 

His hands felt so cold... 

“Your  skin  is  so  soft  and  smooth,  and  your  little  pussy  feels  so  sweet. 

Your little lips barely show from between your outer labia.” 

“Please –“

“Shush now. If you didn’t want to be here, why did you come? Anyway, concentrate on not moving now. I have to shave you. Look at the cock behind me.  Think  of  it.  It  is  the  reason  you  are  here.  You  shall  service  Him.  Your only reason to exist is before you. Your service is starting now. This is a life-size replica. I know you will believe me now. That’s okay. Your new master is strong, tall, tan and solid. And that’s just his cock, honey. Just imagine… " 

Life-size? Shit! This thing up there, on the wall, it looked like part of the building – a column or something. Definitely not a life-size replica of human anatomy. 

For  a  moment  of  agonizing  indecision,  Hayley  pictured  herself  walking out.  She  was  free  to  go.  If  she  asked  him,  he  would  have  no  choice  but  to undo  the  stirrups  of  the  gynecological  chair.  But  then  she  sobbed  with  the realization  that  she  couldn’t  do  it.  Her  master  wanted  her  to  be  here.  And whatever her unknown Master wanted simply  had to happen. She looked up at the cock on the wall and felt its force. Her master’s will was becoming a law of nature to her. 

Hayley  felt  betrayed.  They  would  be  removing  her  soft  little  triangle  of downy  hair.  It  wasn’t  so  long  ago  she  had  basked  in  the  glory  of  its  first appearance  between  her  legs.  This  part  of  her  body,  more  than  anything, made  her  feel  like  a  woman.  It  had  never  crossed  Hayley's  mind  that  she might ever want to get rid of it. 

She  had  been  squeezing  her  eyes  shut  trying  desperately  to  block  out what was happening. But now she opened them and did as told, and looked at the magical penis – huge and generous before her. 

She heard the man froth up foam in a bowl of water. 

“Please be careful,” Hayley said, feeling her pussy twitch. 

The man only chuckled. 

Chapter 4

He  started  with  scissors.  His  motions  were  fast,  efficient,  starting  at  the  top and  working  his  way  down  to  her  clit  which  was  soon  hot,  engorged  and poking out from within its hood. 

ONE LAST VESTIGIAL  thought  of  propriety  reared  its  head,  and  she  was going  to  protest  again.  Hayley  almost  gathered  up  the  courage  to  leave,  but when the creature blew away the errant hairs, and Hayley shivered, she knew she was wet. 

She looked down between her legs and met the man’s knowing eyes. He smiled. 

No, she wouldn’t be leaving yet. 

He reached down and took the edge of a towel, made it wet in some warm water from a bucket somewhere, and dampened her shortened stubble. 

Hayley took a deep breath and forced herself to relax. She heard him use a brush to gather up a dollop of shaving cream. And next thing she knew, his cold hand was smearing it over her mound. It felt cool but also soothing, and the fragrance of the cream filled the room. 

The thin blade of the straight razor grated along the cement floor, and she shuddered. A tight little squeal escaped her throat. With snappy, sharp moves, the  man  was  expertly  shaving  off  the  last  womanly  vestiges  of  hair.  As  he worked, the man started humming some strange melody to himself. 

“I  need  to  soap  you  between  your  legs  now,”  he  said  reapplying  a generous quote of foam this time all the way down to where he was lathering up her unmentionable little brown star. “I’ll need you to keep them wide open for  me.”  Without  asking  her  opinion,  he  pressed  a  button,  and  the  chair emitted a low humming vibration which was accompanied by the movement of  the  footrests.  It  caused  her  feet  to  move  out  wider  and  then  back  a  little. 

Soon she was spread wider than before, like a frog on a dissection table. 

Hayley  moaned  when  she  felt  him  grab  a  rough  hold  of  her  labia  and draw the razor from the side to the middle, over and over, again. His fingers were everywhere – pulling, stretching, examining his work. He was diligent and slow, making sure every secret place between her legs was exposed and shaved clean. 

She imagined the way she had to appear to him:

Her  mound  coming  into  view:  rising  like  an  island  up  from  the  sea  –

shimmering, white, pristine, and virginal. The man stopped his work with the razor and pushed a button on a remote. The thrum of the electric motor filled the  room,  and  her  thighs  were  slowly  splayed  even  wider  apart.  She  gasped when  he  bent  low  and  began  feeling  her  up  as  he  appraised  his  work.  Her virginal  area  was  aflame  with  desire,  and  she  could  feel  his  fingers  easily slipping as he pulled her lips this way to shave their sides. 

“Oh, my, God,” she whimpered. 

“Very wet, a virgin girl,” his voice was clinical in its observation. 

Hayley  could  only  shake  her  head,  her  mind  refusing  to  provide  any cogent thought. 

Soon she felt the towel wiping away the remnants of shaving cream, and she looked down to see herself exposed like a prepubescent girl. Her mound was naked and red, exposed, shimmering with her moisture. 

“I look like a child,” she said. 

“No child reacts the way you did, dove,” the man said putting away the towel and bringing into view something else entirely. 

She had never seen a tattoo gun before, but Hayley knew what it was the moment its ominous needle came into view. 

“Before that, we need to make sure you never sprout again.” He put the gun down and picked up a jar with a greenish, gelatinous substance which he proceeded to smear across her freshly denuded pudenda. Soon enough what had  started  off  as  a  minty  fresh  feeling  across  her  skin  developed  into  a

raging burning sensation. “Oh, please, sir, remove it,” she exclaimed. 

Iago  didn’t  waste  time  hearing  her  discomfort  but  swiftly  moistened  a towel with water and used it to briskly swat away the paste he had smeared across  her  lower  abdomen.  Soon  she  was  gleaming  clean,  her  fresh  skin’s glowing pink color – the only remnant of her discomfort. 

“Now,  child,  try  and  relax  as  much  as  you  can.  I  have  to  put  your master’s message on you.” 

SHE SQUEALED when the tattoo  needle began digging into her soft flesh. 

The  pain  was  like  a  million  baby  wasps  stinging  her,  one  after  another  –

painful and embarrassing at the same time. 

“Don’t move, dove,” the man whispered and she did her utmost to obey, again concentrating on the proud member affixed on the wall before her – the reason she was here, the reason she was being marked, the reason her life was being  irredeemably  transformed.  She  found  it  extremely  difficult  not  to squirm as the gun moved over her sensitive skin. What kind of tattoo was he putting there? Now she felt ashamed that she hadn't even thought to ask. 

Waves of pain assaulted her mind, and soon she entered a state of fugue, like  a  trance.  Hayley’s  eyes  rolled  back  into  her  head,  and  she  soon  lost consciousness. 

IAGO WOKE  up  the  girl  with  smelling  salts.  And  the  first  thing  she  saw, other than his grinning face, and the bloody towel he used to swab down her denuded pudenda, was the mirror he was holding up over her reddened belly that  was  now  completely  devoid  of  any  of  her  womanly  hairs.  In  the reflection  she  saw  with  increasing  horror  the  long  flowing  script  he  had tattooed across her lower abdomen:

AMANDI SERVUS AZAZELI . 

 Sanguis religata ad vitam. 

 Damnatio  aeterna  aliqua  firma  sit  mortalis,  ut  possideas  eam  impertire attentat. 

OVERCOME  WITH  EMOTION  Hayley’s  focus  blurred,  and  she  had  to

grind her teeth to stay awake and conscious. 

“What does it mean?” 

“It is Latin, child. It says that you are your master’s devoted slave, blood-bonded for life. It promises eternal damnation to any mortal who attempts to possess you. Isn’t it lovely?” 

Hayley found it difficult to comprehend how a message proclaiming her indentured servitude to an unknown man could be beautiful. But as she gazed upon  the  expertly  executed  handwriting  across  her  skin  she  had  to  concede that the strange looking man was indeed a master when it came to body art. 

Every  single  letter  was  exquisitely  crafted  with  minuscule  flourishes  of detail  and  color  that  created  a  three-dimensional  look  which  she  suspected would only grow more striking once the initial redness of her skin subsided. 

“WOULD you like to drink something? Water, milk, juice –?” 

Suddenly  Hayley’s  trepidation  which  had  abated  somewhat  after  the completion of her tattoo began growing again. Why was he so polite? 

“Can we be done for today?” 

“Done?” He laughed. “We are very far from done, baby dove. I have to ask you to follow me into the room next door. I have a library of sorts there. 

You will help me choose the body art and piercings you want to have done. 

They  will  be  the  symbols  of  your  dedication  to  your  master.”  Seeing  her puzzled expression, Iago chuckled. 

“Here, let me show you. Come.” He pressed a button on the chair, and her legs  were  allowed  to  resume  a  more  relaxed  position.  He  then  undid  her restraints,  and  she  was  able  to  scoot  down  and  off.  Naked  and  barefoot,  on shaky  legs,  Hayley  stepped  down  onto  the  grimy  floor  and  padded  after  the man. 

They entered a brightly lit room with sturdy bookshelves lining the walls. 

Suddenly  she  felt  very  self-conscious  being  naked  as  she  was  amongst  the floor to ceiling rows upon rows of ancient looking manuscripts. The scent of musty carpet and dust assaulted her nose, and she sneezed and then blushed violently when she saw the gnomish man gazing appreciatively at her jiggling breasts. 

He  motioned  her  to  the  long  table  at  the  far  end  of  the  room,  and  she followed  him  mindlessly  as  if  something  invisible  was  pulling  her  towards

the half open book that looked positively ancient which occupied a prominent place in its center. 

Iago’s entire demeanor became visibly one of profound veneration as he stepped forth and came to stand by the book. “Do not touch it, girl. Do you know what that is?” 

“Uh-uh,”  Hayley  gazed  down  and  was  struck  by  the  detail  of  the drawings that filled the full colored pages. 

“This  is  the  last  existing  copy  of  Donum  Dei  Magnificorum.  Most historians  believe  it  was  lost  to  all  eternity  when  the  library  of  Alexandria was  destroyed  two  thousand  years  ago.  But  we  have  no  time  for  educating your  pure  mind,  child.  Instead,  I  want  you  to  look  and  pay  attention  to  the images.  Tell  me  which  ones  strike  your  fancy  most.  And  we  will  go  from there.” 

The  images  scared  her  deeply,  but  soon  her  fears  began  melting  away, and she started to see them for the works of art they were: Women, old and young, and judging by the style of the drawings – from different  eras,  were  all  in  various  stages  of  ecstasy  proudly  displaying  the work that had been done to their bodies. 

AND THEN SHE SAW HER. A woman standing, no, not only standing –

but  posing  before  a  gob-smacked  crowd.  She  was  proudly  displaying  a multitude  of  body  piercings  and  chains  as  she  stood  and  posed  for  her audience atop a table in what appeared to be some sort of temple. 

Slowly Hayley began to understand. 

The woman was proud to be owned. It was profoundly foreign to Hayley, but  she  was  starting  to  grasp  the  feeling.  It  was  medieval.  A  sense  of  being thoroughly objectified, dehumanized even. Possessed. 

It  made  Hayley  feel  deeply  emotional.  She  was  feeling  jealous!  She craved to also be someone’s possession. 

To  be  her  master’s  woman.  To  be  owned  like  that.  She  knew  right  then she would be proud to wear piercings such as these for her Master. Whoever that turned out to be. 

The fact that she didn’t even know who it was that had acquired her from Harry  made  her  body  break  out  in  goosebumps.  Seeing  the  woman  in  the drawing, she understood how every piercing in her body was a testament to

her master’s power. It was like a switch had been flipped in Hayley’s mind, and  she  could  feel  her  newly  denuded  clit  grow  erect  like  a  little  penis between her legs. 

Hayley felt her anonymous master’s power wash over her like a physical wave. 

Power was indeed the greatest aphrodisiac out there. 

The  man  who  called  himself  Iago  but  she  thought  of  as  Gollum  sensed her  heightened  state  of  mind  and  immediately  understood  she  had  seen  her soul sister from ages gone by. There was no point of flipping through more pages.  Destiny  had  made  her  decision  for  the  girl.  Iago’s  refined  senses  felt Hayley’s  growing  excitement  and  its  effect  on  her  young  impressionable body. 

She was growing aroused and her scent filled the room. 

He smiled. 

“Which one do you like best? Tell me, and I will have it done to you. I am  extensively  trained  and  can  do  any  of  the  body  art,  scarification  and piercings you see here.” He turned to look at the girl. He knew her heart had to have skipped a couple of beats. It was time to allow her to formalize her choice. 

Hayley’s face turned crimson, and a deep blush ran down her entire body. 

She stared back at him and noticed his grin. She blinked and then motioned at the picture on the page before her. Her lips moved, but her voice failed her. 

“You  want  the  Elegit  ex  Venus?”  Iago  couldn’t  hide  his  admiration  and amazement  at  the  girl’s  choice.  “Are  you  sure?  I  have  explicit  instructions from  Master  that  this  is  to  be  your  decision.  The  Choice  of  Venus  has  only been done twice in history. You want to be the third?” 

“Can you do it?” Hayley heard herself ask in disbelief. 

“Young lady, when I said I can do any of these, I was not lying. I never lie. Of course, I can do it. It will be my honor.” 

She nodded and took a deep breath. “May I sit?” She was feeling fragile all of a sudden. The effort of having to make a decision like that had depleted her. 

“Sure.  Go  back  next  door  and  hop  back  on  the  chair  while  I  get  things ready.” 

Chapter 5

Iago watched the naked girl pad back into the room. She was nothing if not an  ambitious  little  vixen,  that  one.  He  was  sure  she  had  clearly  seen  the extensive work required by her choice. Three of the piercings involved some serious  penetration.  An  eight-inch  needle  would  be  used  to  pierce  her  tight little  titties  side  to  side  across  her  chest.  Slicing  through  the  skin  of  each breast  twice,  the  thick  long  needle  would  link  her  mammaries  together bringing them beautifully snuggled against each other by the screws he would use  to  secure  the  needle  on  either  side  of  her  bosom.  The  cleft  it  would generate would make for an excellent little valley her master would no doubt take delight in penetrating as he exposed the young virgin to the joys of titty fucking. 

BUT  STRIKING  as  though  that  was,  it  paled  in  comparison  to  the  front  to back  piercing  that  Iago  would  then  do  millimeters  above  her  ovaries.  Two long needles would be used to slice through her abdomen on the left and right side  of  her  navel  in  front,  coming  out  more  or  less  exactly  where  her  cute little dorsal dimples were on her back. He would use a gold chain to link the heads of the ten-inch needles across her belly thus securing them in place. He would do the same on her back, securing her chain to a metal loop in the anal hook she would from now on have to forever hold in her body. 

More  than  that,  however,  the  Elegit  ex  Venus  required  that  the  young

girl’s clitoral hood be sliced open and sutures placed so that it would not heal back  up.  Her  click  would  be  pierced  and  a  ring  inserted  through  it  so  that from now on, she would forever exist in an almost permanent thrum of sexual trepidation.  This  ring  would  have  to  match  the  one  through  her  nostrils  and septum, as well as the ring through her bottom lip. 

Her  transformation  wouldn’t  be  complete  until  her  master’s  mark  was permanently placed in the form of a three-dimensional scarification along the bottom side of her breasts. 

Of  course,  this  type  of  work  was  basically  a  form  of  surgery.  Luckily Master had made Iago go to medical school, and now that he had an MD, the dwarf was certain no one else in the world was qualified to do what he was about to inflict upon the young woman. 

More  importantly,  however,  Iago  had  in  his  possession  the  sanctified vessel  containing  Master’s  Gift.  Just  thinking  of  it  made  his  heart  race.  He would be allowed to touch Master’s cum! He would be permitted to use the glorious  elixir  on  the  girl  so  that  she  could  heal  faster!  This  by  itself  was more than enough to fill Iago’s heart with joyous trepidation. 

He  took  a  deep  breath  and  forced  himself  to  snap  out  of  his  reverie.  He had to get the equipment and tools ready. There was a lot of work to be done. 

Chapter 6

Hayley  saw  a  long  metal  tray  being  rolled  into  the  room.  On  it,  a  veritable multitude of rings, needles, and chains shimmered ominously. 

She  felt  cold  sweat  bloom  across  her  forehead  and  couldn’t  stop  herself from casting an anxious glance at the door. 

“Don’t  worry,  little  bitch.  I  am  the  only  licensed  expert  in  the  country who can do what your master wants to be done to you safely. Besides, these are not just any other baubles. That is jewelry made by Him!” 

“Who?” Hayley whispered suddenly curious. 

“Why  your  master  of  course.  He  smelts  them  in  a  special  way  out somewhere  secret  he  wouldn’t  tell  me  even.  He  sources  the  metal  from  the rocks of a holy mountain, melts them in the lava of a volcano and creates the alloy himself. I promise you this is true.” 

The  gravity  of  his  voice  was  such  that  Hayley  did  not  doubt  him  for  a minute. 

But  still,  she  found  herself  wondering:  Who  was  this  person  everybody kept  referring  to  as  Master?  She  would  have  asked,  but  somehow  she  knew this man wouldn’t tell her. 

“I  promise  that  even  though  most  of  the  things  I  will  do  to  you  will  be permanent, everything is safe, and in time I guarantee you will do anything to be allowed to keep all the baubles and jewels. I am told girls grow enamored with  them  and  the  esteem  they  confer.  It  is  even  not  unheard  of  some concubines giving names to their different piercings.” 

 Concubines?  Hayley looked at him in disbelief. 

The man snickered. “I have said too much.” 

“There is something magical about having this holy metal in your body. 

You will see, dove.” 

“But  first  I  need  to  see  which  is  where  in  your  tight  little  body.  No permanent damage – remember?” 

He returned wheeling a cart. “Ah, the modern miracles of ultrasound. We need  to  see  which  is  where.  Your  ovaries  and  other  vitals  are  very,  very important  to  Master…”  The  little  gnome-ish  man  suddenly  looked  up.  His eyes were big, and he truly looked scared. “Oh no, oh no, Master will cast me into damnation if I damage you in any way, oh no. I can’t allow that.” 

The  dwarf  smeared  gelatinous  goop  around  her  abdomen  and  used  an electronic handle that he pressed against her skin to scan her internal organs with ultrasound. 

“Your cunt is deep. That is good. Your master’s stem is certainly bigger than most. Your cervix appears to be okay, and your uterus is – oh my gosh I can  see  why  he  picked  you.”  Hayley  squirmed,  but  the  man  wouldn’t  show her the monitor. “Beautiful – beautiful – beautiful,” he kept muttering. 

And then she  thought she heard  him say something  about multiplets but she wasn’t sure. 

Something about the singsong cadence of his voice made her eyelids feel heavy, and before she knew it, Hayley was fast asleep. 

SHE  SLEPT  A  DREAMLESS  SLEEP,  and  when  she  awoke,  she  felt  even more tired than before. 

“There,  there,  sweetheart.  Take  it  easy  on  yourself.  We  are  almost  done already. Nice of you to join us,” the dwarf giggled. It took her a moment to remember where she was and what had been happening. 

The Elegit ex Venus. Oh God, why had she chosen it! 

With  anxious  trepidation,  she  looked  at  the  man  and  the  mirror  he  was holding.  For  an  awful  moment,  Hayley  thought  she  was  going  to  throw  up. 

With a supreme effort of will, Hayley took a deep breath and forced her eyes back on the mirror. 

THE FIRST THOUGHT that struck her was how amazing it was that she only

felt a slight discomfort given the multiple and extensive work that had been done  to  her  body.  The  profound  changes  that  the  infernal  little  man  had inflicted on her young flesh notwithstanding, the longer she looked, the more amazed she was that her skin appeared to almost be completely healed up at the seemingly countless places she had been pierced! Still, the shock of what she saw in her reflection made her heart skip a beat. 

And  then  there  was  a  horrifying  three-dimensional  bas-relief  of  what appeared to be an alien snake coiled around her breasts, its jaws gaping as if it was about to devour her left tit! It was the most beautiful thing she had ever seen! And also the most fear inducing. 

Strangely  she  had  expected  him  to  pierce  her  labia.  After  all,  isn’t  that what  happened  in  all  the  books.  But  he  skipped  them.  Instead,  he  pierced pretty much every other part of her. Dreamily she let her hands glide across her  tummy  and  touched  the  ends  of  the  long  needles  piercing  her  abdomen from two back. 

“One  other  thing,  sweetheart  –  he  likes  his  breasts  to  be  marked.”  His grating voice shook her back to reality. 

“Marked?”  And  what  was  that  on  her  lip?  Her  nose  and  lower  lip  both had massive gold rings through them. Her tongue instinctively touched them, and  she  was  surprised  that  gold  did  not  have  a  metallic  taste  to  it.  Had  she agreed to have her nose pierced? That mind fog again! 

“Yes.” 

“What has that got to do with me?” Her voice sounded funny. As if she had just gotten braces. 

For the first time since she had met him, the little gnome-ish guy started laughing.  “You  amuse  me.  So  naïve…  so  sweet.”  Then  the  loud  cackling sound stopped, and he came to stand by her. He put a big cold callused hand on her breast and gently held it there. 

“Don't you understand? These are his.” Hayley shivered. His skin felt so cold that for a moment her attention was completely overwhelmed by the feel of his ugly fingers holding her. 

Then the significance of what Iago had just said struck her. “But –“

 His breasts?  No, they’re my breasts!  Mine! 

He let go of her breast and moved his hand gently, slowly across her body and  rested  upon  her  tummy.  "Your  womb  is  his."  As  he  said  the  words,  a sharp  spike  of  pain  lanced  somewhere  deep  in  her  belly.  Like  a  cramp  but

stronger. Was that what birth pain felt like? 

Shyly she looked down resigned to her fate. “Why, why didn’t you do it when I was, you know –“

“You’re  asking  why  I  didn’t  scar  your  breasts  the  way  he  wants  them while  you  were  asleep?  The  way  I  did  the  rest  of  you?”  Hayley  nodded helplessly. 

“His  orders,  my  dear.  I’m  sorry.”  She  hazarded  a  glance  up  at  him  and saw  genuine  remorse  there.  It  was  going  to  hurt,  she  could  tell.  There  was precious little she could do about it. Hayley nodded and took a deep breath. 

“Good  girl.  You’re  going  to  make  the  master  proud.  When  I  tell  him  of your courage, his heart will swell with pride and joy. Come now, arch your back.” 

The man pressed a button somewhere and this time, the back of the chair which  had  been  straight  and  tilted  slightly  down  towards  the  floor,  now assumed a caved out appearance forcing her chest up, lewdly displaying her pierced  nipples,  which  now  because  of  the  incline,  flipped  to  dangle  upside down towards her head. 

“You have been under for some time now. Do you need to take a piss?” 

Now that he mentioned it, yes, she did. But not like that. 

“May I?” She was hoping he’d let her sit up and go use the bathroom. 

“No,  you  may  not.  You  can  do  it  like  that.  Don’t  worry  about  your piercings, little slave. Urine is sterile.” 

He came to stand right above her upturned pelvis, and this made her more self-conscious of her own nakedness and helpless state than anything! 

“I-I’m  sorry…”  Hayley  was  stammering  now.  “I  can’t  while  you’re watching, sir!” She moaned. 

Suddenly she felt his hand slowly slide down along the swell of her thighs and delve into the furrow of her privates. She whimpered feeling him touch his way around until he deftly located a spot between her pierced clitoris and the  opening  of  her  vagina.  Hayley  had  never  been  so  ashamed  in  all  of  her life as she was at that moment when he slowly began massaging her urethra. 

The stream of golden liquid immediately started as a gentle trickle and then became a gazer as it erupted from her tummy to cover her upturned body and her  breasts.  Hayley  wept  with  shame  until  her  urine  stopped  dripping  down her restrained body. 

“There. That should take care of you for some time.” 

The man walked around and came to stand above her chest again. Hayley blinked  back  tears  and  looked  up  to  see  the  man  pull  a  thick  black  rubber glove onto his right hand. Then he took what appeared to be a strange looking metal  comb  from  a  bucket  on  the  floor.  As  he  moved  his  hand  holding  the strange and menacing device closer to her breast, Hailey realized that it was glowing red hot! 

“No!”  Her  scream  was  cut  short  by  surprise  and  shock  when  the  claw touched  her  breast  right  at  the  top  of  her  chest.  With  a  slow,  deliberate movement,  the  man  brought  it  down  towards  her  nipple  with  practiced dexterity  digging  the  five  metal  teeth  into  her  flesh.  The  smell  of  burning meat filled the room and Hailey promptly fainted again. 

Iago repeated the process of scarring her other breast and then proceeded to carefully remove the flaming hot iron from his gloved hand. 

He took a jar of white gelatinous goop and opened it. Masters Gift! 

He smiled. The girl didn’t know it, but this was the reason she had healed so  quickly.  With  quick  movements,  he  collected  the  sperm  and  moved  to place it along her scarred flesh. By the time he was done with her left breast and started working on her right, the wounds had already begun to heal. 

Somewhere  deep  in  his  dark  little  heart,  Iago  was  glad  that  the  girl  had fainted quickly. That way she would remember precious little from her ordeal and only live to enjoy the benefits of her newly earned status. 

This time he didn’t wake her up, but reached over to his table and took a syringe. With a swift motion, he stuck it into a vein on the inside of her thigh and depressed the plunger. She wouldn’t wake up again for many days. Not until she had safely arrived at Masters Lair. 

Chapter 7

 “She is so young! How old do you think she is?” 

 “Iago said that Harry told him she was twenty-two.” 

 “Nonsense!  She  doesn’t  look  a  year  over  fifteen!  And  so inexperienced!” 

 “She was selected by Master himself.” 

 “No!” 

 “I kid you not! Harry told me himself! Master guided him to her.” 

 “Allegedly. Don’t forget allegedly. Nobody can trust that old fool. 

 Not  since  Master  gifted  him  his  young  boy  image  and  outer appearance, it has gone to Harry’s head.” 

 “Not anymore, from what I hear, he is no longer walking amongst the living. If you know what I mean.” 

 “Seriously? Why? I mean it’s not like I like the guy but –“

 “I think the little vixen had something to do with it.” 

 “How so?” 

 “Seems like Harry didn’t want to let her go…” 

 Laughter. “You’re kidding me… the nerve…” 

 “I know. Shush--she’s awake.” 

“IAGO? Is this you? I’m hurting, Iago.” She never would have thought that seeing him could provide her with calm and almost joy, but it did. She was

lying on something hard – a table? It wasn’t comfortable. Not the least bit! 

“I know, little vixen. It will get a little worse before it gets better. But I promise you it will get better. It always does.” Hayley looked down. The last thing she remembered was some bizarre statement about master wanting her breasts marked. 

“Aiiie!”  Her  scream  split  the  silence.  “My  chest  looks  like  I  have  been clawed by an animal.” 

“Shush,  little  one.  You  will  heal  I  promise.  Come  on  now  time’s  a-wasting.” 

Finally, she was able to focus. She was on a table, lying naked across a thick velvet spread. 

“What  the?  Where  am  I?”  Her  head  was  spinning.  Nothing  was  making sense.  She  sat  up  and  threw  her  legs  to  the  side.  Hayley  almost  fell  off  but was able to hold onto Iago who apparently had been expecting her swoon and took  her  by  the  waist.  His  hand  felt  a  little  too  familiar  the  way  he  grasped her, but she was too weak to protest. 

“And…  oh,  my  God…  my  piercings!  And  the  tattoos!  What  have  you done to me?” She wailed. 

“Time  to  go  to  your  ceremony,  darling.”  Iago  insistently  guided  her towards the door. 

Hayley’s limbs felt shaky, and her chest was tight as if a scream had been stifled  there  and  was  waiting  for  an  opportunity  to  escape.  Her  heart  was racing, nearly exploding out of her chest. Everything was moving too fast to process…

And then she saw her! A girl no older than herself, naked, squatting on an immaculately clean glass table, a porcelain… What was that exactly? Was it a –

“She  has  a  dildo  there!”  Hayley  said  mindlessly.  And  then  blushed realizing the girl was smiling back at her. The dildo seemed to be part of the table. It was deeply ensconced within the girl’s pudenda. Which itself seemed red and puffy. 

“Yep, you saw Tiffany. Tiffany – this is Hayley. Hayley – Tiffany.” Iago was still trying to get Hayley out of the room. 

“Hello,  Hayley,”  the  girl’s  voice  was  chipper.  But  there  was  something amiss. Terribly, awfully, amiss and then Hayley understood. Tiffany had no limbs! A quadruple amputee! Hayley’s mouth opened and then closed and for

a moment her brain just simply refused to provide words. If it weren't for the dildo  tightly  ensconced  high  up  in  her  belly,  Hailey  realized,  the  girl  would have fallen off the table! She was in effect impaled! 

“How? Oh no – poor thing, somebody must help you off. Here let me –“

“Don’t  you  dare,  bitch,”  hissed  Tiffany.  “You’re  late  remember?”  Her voice was no longer chipper. And then somewhere a gong went off – a clock measuring off time. The moment it struck the hour Tiffany’s body was almost instantaneously covered in goosebumps and…

Her belly was moving! She was sweating! And her breasts had engorged and… yes, she was cumming! 

Iago  chuckled.  “Tiffany  is  one  of  our  human  clocks.  She  cums  on  the hour,” he giggled, and Hayley felt like throwing up all of a sudden. She had to  be  dragged  out  of  the  room,  unable  to  draw  her  eyes  away  from  the convulsing girl with the amputated limbs climaxing and impaled on the table that was no longer so immaculately clean, her girl juices dripping off its edge. 

IAGO FEELING her budding hesitation took her firmly by the wrist and led her on. They were joined by two other women who held a door open and then two more as they entered a room that Hayley felt much more like a shrine. A bright spotlight shined on an altar at the center of the place, a large wooden structure that seemed robust and also terribly ancient. It was more than seven feet  long  and  about  three  feet  wide  and  covered  in  the  same  red  velvet material like the table she had woken up on. The door closed on Hayley, Iago and  the  four  women  with  a  resounding  thud  that  made  her  heart  leap  in  her chest. 

“Over here, Hayley. Get up on the altar,” Iago dragged her on by the wrist while his other hand pressed the small of her back forward. 

“On it?” Hayley was confused. If this was an altar, surely it wasn’t proper that she would have to get her herself on it. Was it? 

“Yes, let me help you, sweetheart. It is quite high, I know. But He is tall, and  it  is  built  to  conform  to  the  height  of  His  waist.  You  will  understand. 

Now get on, sit down with your feet over the edge.” Iago and one of the other women helped her up watching as she scooted back on the soft material. Her legs  were  hanging  down,  and  when  she  looked,  she  saw  that  a  trail  of  her excitement had whetted the cloth between her thighs. The women exchanged

words in a language she couldn’t understand. 

“Are  you  comfortable?”  Iago  asked.  Hayley  was  definitely  anything  but comfortable.  What  a  silly  question,  she  thought.  She  squeezed  her  thighs tightly together, trying to extinguish the heat and a longing that had somehow come  over  her.  She  was  feeling  very  aroused,  and  it  didn’t  help  when  the women took her wrists and ankles and helped her lie down. 

Hayley let her muscles relax as the hands pushed her legs spreading her wide open. 

Chapter 8

Somewhere  far  she  could  now  hear  drumbeats  start.  Or  was  it  the  sound  of her own heart? 

“Relax,  Hayley.  We  are  here  to  help  you  through  it.  Spread  your  legs wide open, and let us hold them for you.” 

When she did as told, Iago nodded at the women. “You may start. Bless her for your Lord,” his voice had acquired a deep solemnity. 

“What  do  you  mean,  bless  me?”  Before  she  had  a  chance  to  think  it through, she heard one of the women speak. 

“My  name  is  Guinevere,  and  I  bless  you  to  be  able  to  clench  on  your master like never before. From now on your cunt shall grow strong and you will  learn  to  use  your  inner  body  to  bring  Him  pleasure.  You  will  grow stronger  every  day  until  you  are  fit  enough  to  bear  Him  the  gift  He  truly deserves, the fruit of the seed He will plant in you today.” 

Hayley  craned  her  neck  this  way  and  that  but  could  not  see  the  woman whose voice she heard. The altar, she realized, was inclined backward at an angle so that her head was more than a couple of inches lower than her waist. 

Because  of  the  strong  hands  holding  her  pressed  down  into  the  table,  she could  see  nothing  of  the  people  holding  her  down.  Not  unless  they  moved over to show themselves to her. 

THE WOMAN HOLDING her right ankle came into view. She had piercing

brown eyes that seemed to cut to the very core of Hayley’s soul. The woman was  shaved  bald  and  was  almost  stark  naked  except  for  a  strange  leather harness  which  ran  in  a  single  strip  down  her  well-toned  belly  and  snuck  in between  her  legs  making  its  way  back  up  her  back  and  over  her  shoulders from where it came down in two skinny leather strips that joined again at a ring between her breasts. It gave her body the appearance of being bisected in half by the line running through its middle. 

The woman saw Hayley’s eyes scan her body and smiled. 

“I  bless  you  to  squirt  like  an  effervescent  spring  bubbling  up  from  the bosom of Mother Earth Herself.” Her voice was melodic and sounded exotic and foreign. “When you cum, you will bring joy to your master and drench him with your fluids thus showing him how much you love his cock in you and the gifts he has brought you.” 

As she spoke, the woman exchanged a nod with the other one holding her ankles, and they both moved sideways and forward stretching Hayley’s legs out wider, before bringing them up towards her chest, so that her thighs were now widely splayed much to Hayley’s growing shame and embarrassment. 

 Why is everything so sexualized? 

Hayley  blushed  violently.  She  felt  lightheaded  again.  Her  heart  was racing a million miles per hour, and for a moment Hayley closed her eyes and concentrated on her breathing the same way that Harry had taught her earlier. 

She was so embarrassed to keep coming so close to fainting every time like that. 

“I bless you to bleed for him every time he possesses you. For our master loves sacrifice.” A third voice added with heartfelt solemnity. 

Hayley was breathing in staccato little gulps, visible tremors making her entrapped  small  body  vibrate  like  the  wings  of  a  butterfly.  Her  toes  were curled into little fists, her face and eyes wet with emotion. 

“I bless you to bear him many sons,” said a fourth voice. 

Sobs  trapped  in  Hayley’s  throat  and  if  the  women  weren’t  holding  her legs  and  arms  spread  securely  out  on  either  side,  she  would  have  hugged them to her body and assumed a fetal position. 

Her  skin  tingled  as  if  sunburned,  and  at  the  same  time  squirmed  like millions  of  little  ants  were  crawling  up  and  down  her  body.  Her  thoughts were  too  shattered  to  form  any  cohesion.  An  omnipresent  feeling  of  self-loathing blanketed her emotions. Her very soul was unmasked, naked, and on

display. 

Without  being  able  to  consciously  understand  what  was  happening, Hayley  already  knew  her  subconscious  had  given  them  permission  to  do whatever  it  was  she  was  here  for.  She  welcomed  their  hands  holding  her wrists and ankles and felt grateful that they were helping her stay put and be disciplined  for  she  suspected  what  was  to  come  would  be  an  ordeal  unto itself. 

THEN SUDDENLY SHE FELT HIM! There was a presence amongst them! 

 Him! 

“Don’t  be  afraid,  sweet  baby  slave.  If  you  are  truly  meant  to  be  your master’s  consort,  then  you  shall  have  no  trouble  but  be  able  to  make  it through the ritual. Open your heart to Him. Feel yourself get wet for your one and only. Open your soul and accept that you love him!” 

 Love. How could a word like that be appropriate in a situation like hers? 

Then again how else could Hayley make sense of her racing heart, straining muscles and throbbing womanhood? 

“Mmmm,  He  can  sense  your  fright.  Your  Master  can  feed  on  it.”  The women were speaking in one voice now, and its sound made her heart thrill with  emotion.  Hayley’s  eyes  were  blinking  rapidly,  her  mind  almost  gone, lost in a semi-catatonic stupor as she stared at the odd and menacing symbols etched into the ceiling. 

“You are his bride. Ready for taming. Ready for fucking. Now you will be paddled so that you can learn about pain, about your Master’s essence, and about yourself.” The woman leading her subjugation said. 

“Oh, God," Hayley stammered. 

“God has nothing to do with it, bride. Call him Master, now." 

"Please, ma’am," Hayley could barely hear herself now. 

"Little  one,  He  is  not  like  other  men.  You  will  learn  much  more  very soon.  There  are  powers  beyond  your  comprehension,  and  tonight  you  shall bear  witness  to  some  of  them.  He  will  claim  you  and  then  breed  you.  Call him Master. Submit." 

Hayley wanted to protest, but her mouth simply wouldn't cooperate. Her pussy  throbbed,  and  she  shamefully  imagined  how  moist  and  shiny  it probably glistened right before him. 

Then she heard her own voice bleat, “Master, Master, Master!” 

She tried to sit up, but because of the angle of the altar and the way they held her tight and spread, her efforts proved futile. 

Then  she  felt  movement.  Hayley  gave  a  tiny  whimper  of  frightened anticipation.  Then  she  felt  a  flutter  of  air  and  the  sharp  gunshot  of  leather striking her skin. 

Then – searing pain! 

Someone had struck her pussy! 

Hayley arched her back gasping for air, convulsing and screaming against the  steely  grip  of  the  women  holding  her  down.  Inexplicably  she  knew  that her pussy was clenching and unclenching in earnest anticipation. And before she had time for a coherent thought, the man, the being, her Master delivered another punishing strike. She couldn't make out what he was using to punish her. Was it a cane? Or a paddle of some sort? 

Hayley  wasn’t  sure,  but  somehow  her  mind  was  already  rationalizing what  was  happening,  and  much  to  her  consternation,  she  found  that  her passions  grew  and  grew,  until  her  nipples  became  hard  with  a  lurid,  bittersweet pain. 

Tears rolled down Hayley's face while she listened to the sharp rapport of the  painful  implement  chastising  her  most  private  and  innocent  flesh.  All through  her  ordeal,  the  four  assistants  of  the  infernal  being  kept  humming what  sounded  a  lot  like  incantations  in  a  language  she  couldn't  quite  grasp. 

Soon  Hayley's  mind  started  to  drift,  and  she  found  herself  latching  onto  the foreign-sounding words the women kept reciting in one voice. 

In time, Hayley realized there was a cadence to the words, like verses, as they  were  repeated  every  minute  or  so.  The  gunshot  sound  of  the  paddle striking her quim, followed by her own scream, was like the period at the end of  the  mysterious  sentence.  Her  mind  became  overwhelmed  and  delirious with  pain,  and  inflamed  with  lust,  until  Hayley  heard  herself  start  repeating those same words, her voice joining that of the other four women in a chorus. 

It  was  as  if  her  tormentor  had  been  expecting  that.  Later,  when  Hayley would think back on this moment, she would realize that her Master had been waiting  for  her  to  grasp  the  rhythm  of  the  incantations,  and  once  she  had repeated them, he stopped swinging the infernal instrument of pain upon her writhing body. 

HEAT RADIATED from between her legs where only this morning she had still  been  in  possession  of  her  soft  girlish  triangle,  untouched  and  virginal still.  Now,  with  every  blow  of  the  vicious  paddle,  her  mastery  of  that particular area seemed to be slipping ever so further away. 

When he spoke, his voice was deep and reverberating. It made shivers run down  Hayley’s  back.  She  couldn’t  understand  a  word  of  what  he  told  the women, but it struck her that in spite of all of the obvious work the man had put  into  her  chastisement,  work  that  had  reduced  her  to  tears,  sweat  and reddened hurt, his voice was not strained or labored in the slightest. 

“Your  master  loves  your  piercings,  honey,”  one  of  the  women  said  in translation.  “He  says  you’re  a  beauty  and  humankind  ought  to  be  proud  to call you their daughter.” 

Hayley found it difficult to think with the throbbing pain that had settled down  into  a  permanent  blanket  of  fire  along  her  vagina.  Part  of  her  was grateful  they  were  still  holding  her  hands  and  feet.  She  was  afraid  to  move lest she increased the discomfort between her legs. 

"Don't worry, young bride. Your ordeal is almost at an end.” 

Hayley craned her neck and was amazed to see what she had only gleaned in the shadows earlier. 

He  was  naked.  Big  everywhere,  his  muscles  stood  out  in  thick  corded ridges  across  his  shoulders,  chest,  and  arms.  Hayley’s  pussy  squirmed  and ejected a trickle of wetness like it was eagerly anticipating his touch. 

“Now  prepare  yourself.  Your  master  will  claim  you  and  seed  you, sweetheart.” 

“M-master –" the word slipped her lips unbidden and with a whimper of resignation Hayley let her head fall back against the hard surface of the altar. 

She  had  meant  to  hurl  insults  and  scream  for  help,  but  somehow  her  mouth had done the opposite and acknowledged the mastery her owner had over her. 

Chapter 9

She felt him step closer to where her stretched and splayed center was placed at  the  very  edge  of  the  table,  held  immobile  and  waiting  to  be  claimed. 

Something way too big to be real touched her nether lips, and… the pain was gone! 

Just like that –it was no more! 

The  lingering  agony  from  her  chastisement  was  gone  so  abruptly  that  it left  a  vacuum  which  itself  felt  painful.  Slowly,  Hayley  welcomed  the heavenly  sensations  coming  from  her  body,  and  her  heart  bloomed  with gratitude. So what if her tormentor had brought her misery? Now that he had made  it  go  away,  she  felt  edified  by  the  experience  in  some  irrational, illogical  way.  Her  body  relaxed,  and  her  feelings  of  helplessness  and frustration  subsided.  Gone  was  Hayley’s  desire  to  flee  even  though  the women's hands were still holding her ankles and wrists. They were no longer squeezing her tight, but merely holding her there almost gently. 

Hayley felt emotions and sensations which she instinctively guessed were probably familiar to a woman during sex. 

She yearned to please Him. She blinked away the tears and looked up at that monster of a man who she now knew was to be her first. She was going to allow him into her body, and the intimacy of that fact made her want to cry and  laugh  at  the  same  time.  She  was  befuddled  and  conflicted.  And  in  this torrent of emotions, she felt her entire being reach out for him. 

Even  though  physically  restrained,  she  tried  lifting  her  butt  up  from  the

table,  offering  herself  completely,  utterly  submitting  to  his  will.  She immediately saw how her eagerness caused the Dark Lord's penis to suddenly start  growing,  and  with  little  mewling  sounds,  she  witnessed  it  swell  larger and  bigger,  and  it  started  leaking  precum  that  dribbled  all  along  her  tight lower abdomen, its crystalline droplets immediately bringing soft comfort to areas that just seconds earlier had been aflame with fiery pain. 

Impossibly,  the  monster  penis  grew,  and  grew,  becoming  thicker  and longer, until it jutted like a horn straight out from his body, majestic and fully engorged.  Hayley  looked  up,  and  all  she  could  see  was  the  ominous  dark silhouette  of  the  man  dominating  the  room  poised  above  her  prone  body, about to claim her vagina, which for its part suddenly seemed to have come alive  like  a  being  detached  from  the  mothership  of  her  soul.  She  felt  her womb  convulse,  and  throb  and  little  spurts  of  milky  liquid  oozed  out  from within her tunnel coating her lips in emollient softness which then transferred onto the crown of the monster pressing snugly up against her. 

"Umpfff!"  She  groaned  but  didn't  protest,  when  he  moved  a  fraction closer,  mashing  her  vagina  against  the  battering  ram  of  his  cock  with  the weight of his body behind it. He felt hot and searing, like a piston of red-hot iron had just touched her most sensitive area. 

With some leftover part of her mind from her previous existence, Hayley wondered  whether  his  precum  didn't  somehow  contain  analgesics  and  pain suppressants. It only made sense for a monster like the man about to deflower her to be able to secrete something that removed the pain from a girl’s little parts.  How  else  would  a  female  be  able  to  take  him  and  not  die  from  the experience? 

"Aiiie!" Hayley wailed. 

THE GIANT HAD APPLIED MORE of his weight behind his shaft. He had sunk  an  inch  into  her  all  the  way  up  until  her  maiden  flower.  Like  flowing honey, wave upon wave of her discharge curled around the head to gloss and mollify as much as she could the intruder about to unite their two bodies into one. 

“Oh  mercy,  oh  Lord!”  Hayley  helplessly  tossed  her  head  this  way  and that,  her  fingers  reaching  out  to  hold  the  hands  of  the  women  around  her, seeking  any  comfort  she  could  get.  Slowly,  with  a  preternatural  control,  the

man  withdrew,  and  Hayley  hissed.  Her  little  maiden  lips  clung  to  him  like they  hated  him  to  leave.  Hayley  took  a  deep  breath  knowing  he  was  to recommence her plunder soon. 

"Oh, oh, oh" she whinnied and heard the unsuppressible sounds of meek surrender in her own voice. "Please, please be gentle, Master," she looked up and saw into his dark eyes that seemed to lack the normal contours of white around his irises. It was as if he was wearing solid black contact lenses which glimmered down on her as he smiled. 

"Good  girl.  Suffer  for  your  master  so  that  you  may  remember  your sacrifice." 

Hayley  sobbed  miserably  realizing  there  was  to  be  no  respite.  She  was drooling,  she  felt  saliva  dribble  down  her  cheek  as  she  panted  in  little breathless gasps. Never in all her twenty-two years had she imagined her first time  would  be  anything  like  that.  Fucked  by  a  monster  of  a  man,  with  a battering  ram  for  a  penis,  held  down  by  four  of  his  minions,  seemed  like something straight out of her most terrible nightmares. 

EMBARRASSING, wet sloshing sounds filled the room as her master began shallow  pistoning  movements,  each  time  bottoming  out  against  her increasingly bruised hymen. Her hurricane of emotions made her heart want to escape and flutter its way out of her chest. 

Hayley squirmed with trepidation. 

But even though she was experiencing the most elevated and severe state of agony of her life so far, a secret part of Hayley’s most primal being sensed that respite was imminent. 

She looked up and saw how steady and preternaturally calm his breathing was.  Her  gaze  went  up  to  his  face  again,  and  again  her  pussy  squirted  out liquid.  Her  subconscious  was  treating  the  events  as  something  perfectly natural. Her body was acting as if she was making love to a much-cherished boyfriend.  Not  the  crazy  weird  plunder  this  giant  and  his  minions  were subjecting her to. Seeing the stern gaze of the man towering above her, and the way her little girl parts reacted to his giant frame, she wondered whether perhaps, maybe, her subconscious was correct after all. 

“Master,  Master,”  she  whimpered  meekly  feeling  the  kind  of  fear  that made  her  pussy  throb.  Something  about  his  presence  made  her  will  turn  to

mush  and  forget  everything  about  who  she  was.  His  hot,  terrible  manhood and  its  presence,  pressed  and  nuzzled  into  her  folds,  were  transforming  her into someone timid, desperate, and in the kind of need, only a true man like this giant could fill. 

Chapter 10

All at once she could feel all her piercings and the tattoo across her denuded triangle. She felt them throbbing with every heartbeat. 

HE BENT FORWARD and kissed her. His lips took possession of hers, and she opened to accept her master’s tongue in her mouth. He kissed her deeply, and Hayley felt her entire body turn to mush. The hard stone surface beneath the  velvet  on  which  she  lay  felt  warm  and  wet  with  her  juices  which  had pooled underneath her butt. 

His kiss transgressed all levels of gentleness and ferocity, kissing her like a lover one instant – slow and lingering, in terrifying contrast to the menace of his bulk hovering above her. In the next, he would press his mouth to hers, bruising her lips, his tongue – enormously long, choking, gagging her as he explored her throat. 

Edged on by her thoughts and imagination Hayley felt herself gush. She was  nearly  delirious.  She  felt  her  wetness  surge  out  of  her  body  to  coat  his staff.  Oh Lord, oh Lord, oh Lord, her mind whispered. He pulled back kissed her eyes, licked her cheeks, smiled. 

She  felt  his  enormous  hands  reach  and  take  hold  of  her  feet,  cradling them in his rough palms as he gently massaged her insole and toes. 

And he resumed the plunder of her mouth. She was hungry for him and eagerly  swallowed  his  saliva  that  he  happily  exuded  into  her  suddenly

parched throat. 

“Are you ready to fuck your Dark Lord for the first time, little girl?” The voice asked. 

And she heard her mind scream, “Yes, yes, yes, thank you, Master.” 

There  was  no  comprehension  to  be  had  here.  Just  lust:  powerful overpowering all-consuming. 

His  body  slid  in  over  hers,  blotting  out  the  world  from  her  view  in  one dark,  ominous  musk-laden  cloud.  His  cock  felt  like  hot  steel  inlaid  with velvet. 

Hayley knew that if she survived tonight, she would forever be scarred by the memories of this plunder. 

HER  BODY  WAS  POISED  on  edge,  greedily  beckoning  him  forth.  She could swear she could hear drumbeats. But were they real or was it the sound of her master’s heart? 

And then pain! 

Searing,  hot  agony  enveloped  her  like  a  blanket  from  hell,  blossoming from between her legs. 

Her muscles convulsed. 

Her heart stopped. 

And then started again. Her eyes shot wide. Her breaths choked her. 

He  had  plunged  all  the  way  in.  Her  wetness  aiding  in  her  own  fall  and despoilment. And now her virgin blood was added as a lubricant easing her mastering. 

His enormous column of man flesh had spread her wide, torn through her maiden barrier and pressed up painfully against her cervix. In only a fraction of  a  second,  the  beastly  man  who  she  now  would  forever  remember  as Master, he had taken away her innocence and brought her womanhood in its place. 

“AIIIIIIEEE!” She screamed into his mouth her throat opening wide until his tongue plunged deeper into it and stopped her voice at its source. 

He held himself in her, coalescing their bodies into one before he pulled back just a bit, and then plunged brutally into her again. Her eyes glazed over as the brutally exquisite pain slowly began transforming into pleasure. 

Hayley lost control of her bladder. The shame of her urine trickling down

the table adding to the ferocious vibrations flowing like magma through her mind. 

She  would  have  kept  screaming  had  it  not  been  for  her  master’s  tongue that washed across her vocal cords silencing, gagging, plundering. 

HIS COCK WAS like a spear of liquid fire: wet with his precum, her juices, and her blood. Her toes curled against the lips of the women who had started sucking  on  her  feet.  The  giant’s  thrusts  were  long  and  deep,  each  one different from the one preceding it. It was as if her vagina’s expanding walls made  it  into  a  different  organ  every  time  he  stretched  her  to  the  limit.  And slowly  his  speed  increased,  the  thrusting  impossibly  gaining  in  speed  and depth on every plunder. Her tight youthful breasts had almost doubled in size, engorged with her heat. 

Hayley  realized  she  was  breathing  through  him!  And  then  she  heard  his voice in her head again. 

 “Mine! Mine forever.”  Her master’s voice whispered into her mind. 

She broke into a sweat, and fresh blood erupted from her recent piercings mingling  with  her  perspiration.  Hayley’s  back  arched.  Her  pussy  no  longer hurt,  the  hunger  for  him  and  his  seed  masking  everything  else.  Helpless despair became lust, and her orgasm broke around her like a tidal wave. She had never cum like that before. It was one unending delirium that subsumed every single nerve ending from the tips of her toes all the way to the center of her mind. 

It  went  on  and  on,  and  suddenly  she  was  afraid  she  would  die  from pleasure. 

“Yes,  my  wife-slave,  I  feel  your  womb  opening  for  your  master’s  gift. 

Here it comes.” 

His cum was like molten lava, the piss slit of his cock pressed straight on into the winking opening of her cervix as it started jetting pressurized ropes of potent seed straight up onto her expectant egg. 

Hayley sobbed one last helpless despairing cry with which she knew her girlish past was suddenly over. 

This man, this thing, this monster from a universe all apart, had brought her  womanhood  and  motherhood  all  at  once.  She  knew  it.  There  was  no doubt in her. She could feel it with her ovaries. 

It was like they were singing a hymn of joy. 

With  that  realization,  the  dark  knot  of  arousal  that  had  coiled  like  a python in her tummy was snapped forever by the man's plunder deep within her. 

Chapter 11

He gently cradled her then and began to rock. Hayley was only dimly aware as the women let go of her hands and feet and held her up helping her into his embrace. He gathered her up like a child and gently took her in his arms. He held her close and kissed the top of her head. 

“You did well, my young bride.” 

“You will be a good wife and give me strong children, won’t you?” 

Hayley  nodded  slowly  as  if  absorbing  the  full  import  of  his  words  and searching  each  of  them  for  its  deeper  meaning.  The  giant  could  sense  the aroma  that  his  maiden  had  produced.  It  was  seeping  in  abundance  out  from between  her  silken  thighs.  He  felt  his  cock  slowly  but  surely  begin  to  grow and engorge again. Soon he would shoot his voluminous stream of seed deep in  her  again  eventually  bringing  life  to  her  blessed  egg,  even  if  he  hadn’t done so already. 

His  hand  gently  cupped  her  breast  as  he  carried  her  into  his  bedroom. 

This was to be her place of residence until she started showing with the fruit of his loins. 

“Please, Master, please.” 

“What, my honey blossom.” 

“Please…  I  need  you  to  take  me  again…”  He  could  feel  the  heat  of  her blush against his chest where she pressed her face. 

“YOU WANT me to fuck you, Hayley?” 

“Oh Master, that word is so dirty.” 

“But what you want from me is dirty too.” 

“I’m not taking anything… And you are not protected, Master. You will make me pregnant…” 

ALL  HAYLEY  GOT  in  response  was  the  sensation  of  his  relaxed  but  still enormous manhood shift and move and come to life again beneath where her thighs had wrapped themselves for purchase around his wide waist. 

“Who  are  you,  Sir?”  she  whispered  into  his  chest  unsure  if  he  had  even heard her question. 

“I am he who shall give you light and guidance forever now.” 

Hayley said nothing lost in her haze of want and need. He hadn't actually answered her question, but he had said what he was going to say and it was all she needed to know. She sensed he was going to fuck her and fill her with his  seed  and  he  would  keep  doing  it  until  she  would  grow  accustomed  to living from one climax to the next. 

“YOU  MAKE  me  proud  to  possess  you.”  The  tenderness  in  his  voice  was bittersweet after the painful session and the first monstrous lovemaking of her life. Hayley began to cry more out of relief than pain. The immediate ordeal was over at least. She felt him caress her back in long soothing movements of his  rough  hand.  “There,  there,”  he  whose  name  she  still  didn't  know murmured. “My good little girl,” and like a father holding his precious child he carried her out of the dark room. Turning her face, Hayley buried it into her master's chest and dissolved into sobs. 

Chapter 12

Her master’s fingers felt rough on her cheek. Hayley turned her face into his hand and nuzzled in the warmth of his palm. 

Her  master’s  bedroom.  She  wasn’t  allowed  to  leave  it,  and  in  fact,  they had  already  attached  a  long  chain  to  her  collar  and  fastened  it  to  a  hook somewhere  high  up  in  the  ceiling  thus  giving  her  a  limited  freedom  of movement only as long as she stayed within the close proximity of the giant’s bed. Even when she had to go to the toilet, they had shown her how to use an enormous copper pot by the side of the bed and made it clear that she was to close it firmly with the heavy stone lid provided. 

Now  she  was  sitting  in  her  master’s  lap  nuzzled  into  his  powerful embrace. 

“You’re his wife now,” the succubus whispered. 

“Your master has gifted you your womanhood. It is now his duty to mold and train you into what he wants you to become. You will learn to obey him, and this will please him immensely. Are you willing to accept?" 

For a horrible moment, Hayley felt like screaming at the top of her lungs: No. 

But  then  another  panic  squeezed  her  heart.  Would  she  ever  be  able  to accept the loneliness of being away from Him? Suddenly she felt an inkling of the gaping hole he would leave in her soul, the terror of it! No, she could never accept that! From now on she was forever bonded with him somehow. 

But that terrible thought slowly dissipated and vanished the same way it

had  materialized,  and  all  that  was  left  was  her  all-encompassing  need  to please the Dark Lord in whose embrace she now lay. The deflowered virgin thrilled at the way his giant manhood quivered like something alive beneath her bottom where she sat in his lap. She breathed in deeply and luxuriated in her  master’s  overwhelming  maleness.  Even  his  scent  made  it  so  difficult  to think. 

"Yes, I accept, Mistress." 

"Are you going to surrender your will to him and forget everything from before?" 

"Y-Yes."  Hayley’s  voice  surprised  her  with  its  solemnity.  Every subsequent  beat  of  her  heart  seemed  to  knock  down  her  insecurities  further until she was feeling ever so much more at peace with her new path in life. 

Earlier, when he had placed her on the bed, and when she tried to move, she  had  gasped  feeling  the  abundant  wetness  seeping  out  from  her  well stretched  and  punished  opening.  Her  delicate  little  flower  that  had  been virginal  mere  minutes  ago  was  now  just  that  –  a  gaping  blood  red  chasm pulsating with every heartbeat. 

A CREAMY, iridescent discharge of sperm, passion juice, and blood flowed hotly onto the sheets, and for a moment Hayley worried she was going to die for real. She had no time to say anything however when without explanation her master's head came down and he roughly pushed her back onto the bed. 

She squealed but instinctively opened her legs. She was still genuinely afraid of him but was starting to get used to his abrupt movements and the forceful change  with  which  he  executed  decisions.  He  moved  down  the  bed  and obediently she offered her little girl up to him. He had decided to eat her out, and  she  whimpered,  her  mind  effortlessly  gearing  itself  up  for  the  ecstasy ahead. 

HIS  MOUTH  LATCHED  onto  her  quivering  nether  lips,  and  his  tongue delved deep, oh so very deep, too deep into her chastened womanhood! 

HE  SUCKLED,  laved,  ate  her  out,  causing  her  to  feel  his  fangs,  her  heart lurching  like  a  rabbit  pursued  by  a  snake  as  he  wiggled  all  the  way  deep

tickling her cervix from within. 

TIME  SLOWED  DOWN  TO  A  TRICKLE,  and  Hayley’s  mind  entered  a state of trance. Her only sparks of consciousness were the incessant cascades of  many-orgasms  that  rocked  her  universe  while  the  infernal  monster between her legs made love to her vagina with his tongue. 

Chapter 13

Finally,  he  relented,  and  slowly  her  consciousness  started  to  return.  Hayley blinked  her  eyes  as  if  waking  up  from  a  deep  sleep.  One  of  the  female attendants from before was standing at the foot of the bed and smiling down at  her.  Master  was  there  too,  his  face  –  it  was  weird,  but  it  seemed  to  be shimmering in and out of focus all by itself: human and severe in one instant, and then preternaturally wild and bestial in the next. Hayley shivered. 

“Good.  He  has  claimed  you,  little  girl.  And  it  is  only  proper  that  you accept your new station in life. There is little you can do but accept and grow to own your true place in the universe. From this point on, you will worship your  Lord  as  your  God  for  that  is  precisely  what  he  has  become  for  you now.” 

“Yes, M-Mistress.” 

Hayley  found  it  incredibly  difficult  to  track  time  since  the  giant  had carried her into his bedroom and chained her to the ceiling. They had fucked many times since then, and now she felt a sense of trepidation every time his insatiable  cock  stirred.  She  was  very  sore  there,  the  little  wound  from  her deflowering  still  hadn’t  had  a  chance  to  heal  up  completely.  She  was surprised to feel a mild sense of joy seeing one of his succubi enter the room and address her. Perhaps they were done with the fucking for at least a while she hoped. 

“Start now. Go down on your knees and kiss your Lord’s feet.” 

The  succubus’  voice  had  acquired  a  deep,  throaty,  mesmerizing  lullaby-

like  cadence  that  made  Hayley’s  body  thrum  with  lustful  craving.  Slowly, with soft whimpers, she slid off his lap and bowed her forehead to the floor. 

Then,  she  looked  up  and  saw  the  large  gourd  of  her  master’s  cockhead ponderously  swaying  above  her.  A  shiny  droplet  of  precum  oozed  out  And lingered, and she blushed knowing she had caused it to appear there. 

Her master’s precum had a distinct scent, one she was already trained to respond to. She inhaled deeply and felt her mouth water and a gentle trickle of her female lubricant squirt out from between her flushed nether lips. 

“Go  ahead,  lick  your  master’s  nectar,  sweetheart.  Your  master’s  body produced it for you, child. Don’t squander it. You would be committing a sin against your master if you let any of his gift for you go to waste." 

Obediently Hayley opened her mouth and put her tongue out. She craned her  neck  forward  and  felt  the  precum  touch  her  hot  tongue.  It  was otherworldly. It surprised her how quickly the droplet was absorbed into her very skin. Its taste made the hairs on the back of her neck stand on edge. He felt like a beast of the wild, and his essence made her want more. 

With wonderment, she inhaled deeply. 

IMAGES OF SATYRS and forest nymphs frolicking in sunlit clearings filled her mind. She felt her neck grow hot with the realization of what she had to look like to her owner whose cock she was venerating Suddenly she wondered what her master thought of her. 

Her  master?  Her  owner?  What  was  happening  to  her?  What  was  she becoming? Those thoughts – were they even hers? 

Her master…

Did  he  like  her?  Why  was  it  he  had  picked  her  in  the  first  place? 

Apparently, he had pulled some sort of rank on Harry to get her. She never considered herself to be anything special. 

She leaned in and sucked on his piss slit and wondered why was it a being like  that:  so  powerful  and  potent,  had  chosen  a  girl  so  straightforward  and unassuming? Was she just another possession to him? 

His chest heaved, and a deep moan escaped his throat. Hayley had been leaning  in  against  his  powerful  thighs,  and  now  she  felt  him  quiver  with tension.  Her  hands  seemed  so  small  against  the  expanse  of  his  muscles. 

Naked,  worshiping  him  down  low  at  his  feet,  Hayley  felt  his  cock  convulse

and saw how his balls moved up against its base. 

“Oh!”  How  interesting,  she  thought.  So  perhaps  his  balls  going  up  tight against his base was indicative of something?  A tiny dollop of more precum jetted onto her waiting tongue, and she lapped it up like a hungry puppy. She remembered  her  instructions  and  gratefully  rewarded  the  shaft  of  manhood with a passionate kiss atop the tip of his cock. 

He combed his fingers through her hair and Hayley idly noted how long and  slender  and  beautiful  his  hands  were.  His  skin  was  like  dark  chocolate. 

Everything  about  him  was  both  soft  but  also  firm,  and  even  though  he  was obviously much older than her, he was also very powerful, and she could feel his  body’s  lithe  energy  as  he  moved.  Gently,  he  took  her  face  in  his  hands and guided her off his cock. 

"Sit back, baby girl.” The succubus who had crouched behind where she knelt  softly  instructed  her.  It  was  like  the  woman  was  her  master’s mouthpiece,  voicing  the  Master’s  intentions  for  her  to  obey.  Obediently Hayley did as told and wondered why it was that he didn’t order her himself. 

She  had  heard  his  thoughts  earlier.  Usually,  when  he  fucked  her,  and  their bodies  were  conjoined  as  one,  she  was  sure  he  was  speaking  to  her.  But otherwise, more often than not, he seemed to rely on one of his women to act as  instructor.  It  didn’t  matter  much.  All  Hayley  wanted  now  was  simply  to please  him,  and  she  genuinely  appreciated  any  help  she  could  get  in  that regard. 

Like  in  slow  motion,  Hayley  watched  her  master  reach  down  one  huge hand  and  place  it  on  her  chest  engulfing  one  of  her  boobs.  Not  quite understanding what it was he wanted from her, she looked up. 

“You have beautiful breasts, child. Your master will now make them feel his passion.” 

Hayley saw the being’s face slowly split into a grin, and she looked back shooting a curious glance at the woman by her side. Was she supposed to do something? Hayley's eyes drifted to her chest where the big black hand had engulfed the delicate white meat of her tit like a snake devouring a bunny. 

The hand which at first had felt gentle and exploratory, tightened its grip and  suddenly  Hayley’s  heart  leaped  as  he  began  to  squeeze  her  breast  with ever greater force. In the blink of an eye, Hayley’s pain became agony itself, and she screamed. 

Chapter 14

“It is okay to scream. You please your master when you scream your passion. 

Go ahead and do so again." The voice of the sycophant in Hayley's ear was like a dream. A dream she couldn't deny. Soon her vocal cords were hurting, and yet, miraculously, she didn't attempt to pull back from the molesting fist of her Master’s hand at her chest. 

“UNGHHH!”  Hayley  hissed  through  clenched  teeth  trying  to  breathe  away the pain. She looked up forcing herself to meet his eyes. She wanted him to see how hard she wanted to please him. His grip relaxed, the painful squeeze suddenly transformed into gentle caresses. 

He  unwrapped  his  fist  but  moved  his  stiff  fingers  to  her  puffy  little nipples. 

Hayley inhaled sharply. 

He wasn’t done yet. 

She  watched  as  in  slow  motion  his  fingers  took  her  by  the  nipples.  The contact  was  electrifying  where  her  skin  was  pressed  by  his  rough  fingers. 

And then he squeezed… Hayley’s eyes watered with pain. 

She inhaled sharply and heard her hapless, helpless squeak echo through the  room.  It  was  a  while  before  she  realized  it  was  her  own  strained  voice. 

She blinked away tears and looked up at her master. His face was inches from hers – big, dark, scary. 

It  was  indescribable,  and  for  an  awful  moment,  Hayley  realized  there were  no  words  yet  invented  that  could  convey  the  emotions  which  flooded her heart at that moment. Being so close to someone so vile and wild carried an intimacy within itself that was beyond even the act of lovemaking. 

She  could  see  him  gazing  at  her  as  her  puffy  tips  got  tortured  by  the power of his fingers. But she didn't pull back or protest. It was as if claws of steel had squeezed her most delicate peaks and she bit her tongue and tasted blood while she endured the pain. 

She blinked rapidly and looked up at him pleadingly. 

She  couldn’t  see  him  clearly  through  the  curtain  of  tears  now  clouding her  eyes,  but  it  seemed  as  if  the  being  in  whose  mercy  she  had  placed  her body  had  somehow  shimmered  out  of  his  human  form.  Hayley  blinked hastily  trying  to  clear  her  vision,  but  for  a  split  second,  it  seemed  as  if  the man  towering  above  her  had  suddenly  sprouted  an  additional  set  of  arms and… Horns? 

She  swooned  from  the  pain,  and  for  a  moment  her  consciousness wavered. She shifted her gaze to look down and saw her perfect little b-cups being  grotesquely  distorted  as  he  tugged  them  sharply,  pulling  them  away from her chest. 

When  he  finally  released  them,  the  contrast  was  like  a  song  of  joy.  Her breasts  bounced  gently  up  and  down,  and  she  could  breathe  again.  She sniffled  and  looked  down  to  see  a  rivulet  of  bright  red  droplets  of  blood oozing from her nipple tips. 

Drip…  Drip…  Drip…  The  blood  splattered  across  the  polished  onyx  of the hardwood floors. 

She felt one of the concubine’s hands on the small of her back urging her up and forward. “Stand up, girl. Sit on your master’s knee facing him. Milk will soon flow from your tits. But now, feed him with your blood.” 

Lightheaded  from  the  pain  Hayley  did  as  told.  Slowly  she  stood  up  on rubbery knees and shuffled forward. She was too ashamed to look her master in the face but demurely reached out to hold onto his powerful shoulders as she  sat  atop  one  of  his  large  thighs  placing  her  knees  on  either  side  as  she brought  her  chest  forward.  Before  she  knew  what  was  happening,  the  giant had engulfed her small breast taking all of it into his hot mouth. She felt him start  to  draw  her  blood  into  his  own  mouth,  the  suction  of  his  lips  causing him to make loud slurping noises that filled the room. 

Hayley’s mind drifted. 

His  thigh  was  so  broad  it  actually  felt  comfortable.  But  his  skin  was scorching,  particularly  when  it  touched  her  recently  deflowered  vagina.  She found herself hovering on the balls of her feet, as she strained to take most of her weight off while he suckled on her breast. 

Chapter 15

Later,  when  Hayley  would  grow  accustomed  to  that  particular  habit  of  her master’s,  she  would  learn  that  his  saliva  contained  a  protein  which  would naturally inhibit her blood from coagulating. Thus, all Azazel had to do was merely  suckle  and  her  body  obligingly  provided  the  sustenance  he  wanted from his new slave. 

However, experience had taught him to pace his feedings. He had to pay careful attention that he didn’t pull more blood than was safe for the girl’s life and  health.  As  he  took  turns  between  the  girls’  tits  that  he  hefted  with  one giant long nailed hand and luxuriated in the scent of her body and her taste, Azazel thought how this was perhaps the best part of claiming a human girl. 

In  his  experience,  every  virgin  tasted  different,  and  this  one  was  no different.  Her  delicious  hot  blood  made  him  think  of  flowers  and  youthful promises. This little minx was a tasty morsel indeed. 

She  whimpered  like  a  lamb  suddenly  afraid  the  teeth  she  could  feel  on either side of her breast as he engulfed it all the way down to her chest could snap shut and bite her innocent flesh right off. Hayley was afraid to breathe. 

His suction was such that with every pull of his mouth she could see stars as her life force flowed out through her tits and into her master. She could hear him greedily drinking at her breast. 

It  was  the  last  memory  before  darkness  overwhelmed  her  and  she succumbed to a gentle faint. 

Noticing  her  swoon,  he  forced  his  lips  off  her  chest  and  with  a  quick

swipe  across  his  precum-dripping  cockhead,  he  gathered  some  of  his  jism there  and  with  practiced  movements  rubbed  it  into  her  wounded  breasts. 

Within a minute the tiny little wounds he had sucked into her flesh were all healed up as if nothing had happened. 

WHEN SHE CAME BACK to her senses, Hayley immediately looked down and breathed a sigh of relief.  Both my boobs are here. Phew. Seeing that her chest was unblemished made her question her own sanity. Who in their right mind would bite their woman’ s tits off? If anything, her skin looked radiant and somehow healthier than before. 

Her  nipples  were  bright  red  and  twice  the  size  they  had  been  just moments ago. 

Then  she  saw  him.  He  was  lying  on  the  bed  with  her!  His  face  –  dark, severe, looming, and scary, and she almost screamed. 

He  stifled  her  moan  by  kissing  her,  and  she  whimpered  into  his  mouth feeling  his  abundant  saliva  overwhelm  her.  Maybe  it  was  because  of  her stress  and  anxiety,  but  she  was  parched.  He  was  pouring  much-needed sustenance into her mouth, and she gratefully swallowed it. 

Somehow  even  in  spite  of  her  mind’s  lugubrious  slowness,  Hayley  was struck at the symmetry of her predicament. After having just nursed him with her  blood,  her  master  was  seemingly  replenishing  her  now  with  his  own saliva.  She  was  like  a  baby  chick  being  fed  by  its  parent,  and  she  greedily swallowed the thick globs he was gifting her. 

Hayley lost herself in that kiss. She closed her eyes and swooned into it. 

Her bliss ended abruptly when she felt the gentle but insistent hand of one of the wives tugging at her ankle. 

“Mmmm, no leave me alone,” Hayley protested. 

"Come kneel, child. Master needs to punish you." 

“Punish? No! Why?" 

Then, she tried to speak directly to him. She grasped his arm and begged. 

“W-why, Master? I still hurt down there. I will be good, I promise.” She hated how pathetic her voice sounded, but she simply had to try. Maybe if he saw her angst, he’d change his mind. 

“But  it  is  only  proper  to  follow  tradition,  little  one.  Don’t  you  think?" 

Came the succubus’ voice. 

“N-no, why,” she stammered helplessly. Punished? “H-how… I-I don't…

No.  Why?  I  don’t  want…”  Her  heart  felt  like  a  trapped  forest  animal attempting  to  burst  out  of  her  chest.  Hadn’t  they  already  punished  her enough?  Her  pussy  still  smarted  from  her  first  initiatory  paddling,  a chastisement  Hayley  still  couldn’t  explain.  They  had  spanked  her  viciously before  claiming  her  forever.  But  why?  She  was  still  too  overwhelmed  with the  novelty  of  everything  happening  to  her  to  be  able  to  fully  analyze  and think  it  through,  but  she  knew  that  no  woman  should  ever  be  spanked  that way. It had made her very wet and excited, that was true. But still… She had been willing to let it slide that first time. Perhaps a custom of some sort that had to do with her about to be deflowered. But now he wanted to have them do it again! 

She saw him smile like a wolf about to have his lunch. “Tradition dictates that when a wife is first taken, she is to be spanked every time before she is seeded. It makes your blood run faster, and conception happen quickly.” 

Slowly,  wordlessly  Hayley  stood  feeling  the  pervading  weakness  shake her knees. 

Azazel sensed the girl swoon where she had come to stand at the foot of the bed. He reached out one long powerful arm and held her. He was sure that if he hadn’t grabbed her, she would have fallen to the floor. A vestigial sense of pity formed in his gut. 

Chapter 16

So  much  information.  All  of  it  new.  Every  word  like  a  dagger  through  her past.  He  saw  the  girls  scrunch  up  her  beautiful  features.  She  was  trying  to digest what she had just heard. 

“A baby," she blushed. “You want to put a baby in me?” 

He couldn’t stop himself. He bent forward and kissed her on the mouth. A gentle, tender kiss. 

“I most probably already have. Now be a good wife and submit. Tradition has to be followed.” It was the first time he had spoken to her for real, and he saw that this fact hadn't gone unnoticed by the girl. She was simply a novice and  new  wife.  It  wasn't  his  place  to  break  tradition  and  speak  to  a  girl spending only her first evening in his chambers. And yet her passion was so strong he couldn't stop himself. It was like he had known her for all eternity. 

He could see her innocent mind do little somersaults trying to digest and understand the words, the meaning, the reality of her life now. 

 His wife? Me? A baby. 

Hayley’s head felt like it was going to explode. 

 Too many questions. 

 Emotions like lava – engulfing me from everywhere…

Tears were pouring down her face. Azazel saw with the corner of his eye another  one  of  his  women  silently  walk  into  the  room  behind  the  girl. 

Guinevere  was  carrying  a  long  black  braided  whip  that  she  then  reverently placed on the floor behind the girl. 

The tip of the instrument of torture grazed Hayley’s ankle, and she turned to look at it. For the longest second, she stared at the implement on the floor. 

Azazel’s  cock  sensed  the  girl’s  distress  and  started  feeding  on  it,  and growing.  Hayley  saw  this,  and  it  made  her  squeal.  She  looked  around  this time hungrily eyeing the door. 

Azazel thought it amusing that Hayley, the future mother of his children, the one he was considering to name his Queen, was in the throes of a panic so violent that it subsumed the feelings he was sure had to be growing like vines within  her  heart.  He  could  see  in  her  dilated  pupils,  in  the  blush  that overcame  her  every  time  she  saw  him  or  thought  of  him  that  her  feelings were only growing deeper. And yet, here she was – contemplating flight. 

He gave her the time he knew she needed patiently waiting her out. Until, suddenly,  her  breath  grew  more  even  and  her  shoulders  relaxed.  She swallowed, cleared her throat and looked up at him. 

“I am yours, Master, to do with as you please.” 

Hmmm,  how  had  that  happened?  He  hadn’t  really  influenced  her  mind. 

No,  not  this  time.  It  was  against  the  rules.  Azazel  was  nothing  if  not  a  rule follower. The girl had potential. Maybe, just maybe it would be worth letting her roam out and about in the free world again. At some point in the future. It would, of course, be a test just like the one right now. 

“On all fours. Right now, bride. Show me your backside.” 

Hayley  didn’t  so  much  follow  his  order  as  she  actually  tumbled  to  the floor  and  then  righted  herself  back  up  sobbing  all  the  way.  Still,  she  didn’t protest.  Not  once.  And  this  impressed  Azazel  immensely.  Then  another thought: Perhaps he had in fact indeed seeded her already! But for the fetus to be having such an effect so early, minutes after its coming to life… He would have to consult his Overlord on that. 

Hayley  was  on  the  floor  for  a  long  moment  before  wondering  why nothing  was  happening.  Her  heart  was  racing  a  thousand  miles  per  second with  trepidation,  her  mind  roiling  with  indecision.  Perhaps  she  should  run maybe she should scream, but her pussy dictated she should stay, listen, and obey. Her master knew best. 

Then she saw him come around. “Look up at me, child.” Hayley couldn’t help but notice how his thick manhood was now growing stiff again. 

“Open  your  mouth,  crane  your  neck  and  give  me  your  throat.”  The moment his precum-covered head touched her lips, a sultry feeling of safety

washed over her entire body. 

Bliss. 

Azazel bent closer and gently caressed her breasts as if checking on their quality and suppleness. His tender touch was explosive in its contrast to the vicious attack he had inflicted just seconds earlier. Without thinking she knelt and  kissed  his  thigh.  It  was  fresh  and  clean  and  tasted  very,  very  different from anything she had expected. 

His  touch,  his  scent,  began  to  stir  her  with  a  degree  of  desire  she  had trouble understanding. It was the same excitement she had felt when she had first worshiped Viggo’s manhood a couple of days ago, but much stronger. A willingness,  a  forbidden  yearning  to  trade  her  very  soul  for  the  simple blessing  of  having  sex  with  the  Devil  Himself.  Instantly  Hayley  felt  shame and her body flushed. Was she freaking mad? Insane? A nympho? Would she ever be able to understand? Would she ever be able to forgive herself? Ever? 

He gently lifted her chin, and she was forced to look up at him. His eyes were  two  mesmerizing  pools  of  darkness  –  dark  and  sensual  and  felt  both unreal and more alive than anything else in the universe entire. 

A  convulsion  rippled  through  her  master’s  shaft,  and  her  tongue  was coated  with  a  generous  foretaste  of  his  cum.  An  explosion  of  taste!  Hayley closed  her  eyes  to  savor  it  and  actually  saw  colors!  Her  pulse  quickened, goosebumps covering her flesh all the way down to her chest. 

Suddenly her heart felt like singing. She wanted to sing an ode to joy to the  dark  Lord  who  had  claimed  her  so  effortlessly.  She  blushed  and swallowed.  I’m  not  worthy.  She  looked  down,  her  eyes  washing  across  the expanse of his chiseled abdomen and the thick forest from which sprouted the branch she was kissing. She bowed her head gently, and when he let go of her chin, she felt her mouth water in gratitude to have been chosen to minister in such an obscenely delicious way to this male monster. 

Chapter 17

She felt him collect her tears from the side of her face and saw him bring his hand up to lick them from his thick fingers. 

“I love the taste of your innocence.” 

Her  mouth  had  to  open  wider.  His  girth  grew  impossibly  longer  and harder. Hayley was no expert at blowjobs. In fact, this was only her second ever. But she knew what her master wanted. She breathed deeply and forced her sobs away. She had made her decision, and now she would have to follow the  path  it  would  lead  her.  Without  having  to  be  told,  she  reached  up  in  a grotesque semblance of praying and having grasped the broad staff with both hands  brought  it  down  to  her  lips.  She  kissed  it  again  and  again,  and  then carefully suckled the substance that was seeping out from the tip. 

She  peppered  the  broad  crown  of  his  manhood  with  the  sweetest  little kisses only a recently deflowered virgin could bestow. Then she crisscrossed her worship along the length of his staff all the way down to the gnarly mass of hairs by his steel-hard belly. She nuzzled her face into him loving his scent before  she  made  her  way  down  guiding  her  lips  to  the  thick,  heavy,  hair-covered big balls. 

Hayley hefted the monster up to give herself better access. She kissed his balls one at a time and then took them into her mouth. After she licked away the musk of his sweet skin and swallowed greedily, she sat back on her heels, looked up, and seeing his silent approval, collected her hands and clasped her fingers at the small of her back. 

Two  of  his  women  came  forth  then  and  took  her  hands  on  each  side holding her down where she was kneeling. Azazel nodded at her and, still on her  knees,  Hayley  took  a  deep  breath,  a  breath  she  knew  would  be  the  last one for many minutes and opened her mouth. Slowly she began impaling her throat on her master’s shaft. Two of his concubines held her wrists while two others had taken up small bamboo switches and started taking turns whipping her back. 

They  moved  her  long  curly  hair  out  of  the  way  throwing  it  over  her shoulder to cover her bosom as they began expertly whipping lines of fire all the  way  from  her  neck  down  to  the  curvature  of  her  buttocks  where  they quivered against her naked heels. They started light, but whether it was by an increase  of  force  or  because  they  kept  striking  already  chastised  slivers  of skin, Hayley soon felt like she was being skinned alive. She became aware of long  wet  trickles  rolling  down  her  back,  and  she  wondered  if  she  were perhaps indeed bleeding. But then she decided it had to be sweat, and through tears, she looked up at the tower of a man whose cock she was taking into her throat. 

An  unwelcome  queasiness  came  over  her,  but  she  was  too  distracted  by the  pain  across  her  back  and  concentrated  on  the  thick  python  of  manhood that was at the gates of her throat. Up above somewhere, might as well have been  near  the  rafters  of  the  ceiling,  far  for  from  where  she  was  suffering down near the floor, a powerful growl became like thunder. 

HER MASTER! He was enjoying her efforts and announced it to the world. It made her mouth water with joy. 

Other than his fierce roar, Azazel was like a statue, allowing the girl to set her  pace.  He  checked  her  mind  for  her  intent  and  was  pleased  to  see  how dedicated  she  was  on  her  task.  He  was  pleasantly  surprised  to  find  that  she had already learned to latch onto the pain of the caning as a means to distract herself  from  the  budding  desire  to  throw  up.  He  injected  thoughts  of  calm which she eagerly accepted. She understood that what was going to be, would be, and struggling would only make it worse. 

THE PRESSURE  of  his  large  crown  against  the  tight  opening  of  her  throat grew ferociously then, and suddenly it was in. 

Hayley’s  shock  was  such  that  little  farts  of  stress  escaped  her  clenched butt  even  as  it  was  punished  by  the  other  wives.  She  balled  her  hands  into fists, and her body shook with instinctive fear. 

“You’re doing well sweetheart,” Azazel reached down and gently washed his  broad  hand  along  her  face.  “Leave  it  in  for  as  long  as  you  can  and  then pull out and take a breath.” He was impressed when he saw the recent virgin attempt to nod up at him. 

Almost a full minute went by before she slowly drew back. 

Long strings of white saliva still hung like tentacles linking his tip to her quivering  chin  and  lips.  The  girl  was  crying  openly  now.  Long  rivulets  of tears sliding down her beautiful face as she tried to control her soul rendering sobs. Having allowed her a couple of gasps of air Azazel decided it was time. 

He nodded, and she understood and opened wide. 

His  cock  passed  through  the  circular  opening  that  was  her  lips  and implacably occupied the tiny space over her tongue before plunging into the back of her mouth. This time when he pushed her throat open and entered it, he went further than before. He kept it there a little longer and then withdrew again. He saw her belly quiver as if it was alive with his child already. She was trying to regain her composure and breathing precious air, air she would desperately need for she already knew that every plunge would be longer and deeper than the previous. 

Soon  what  had  been  first-time  exploratory  plunges  became  knowing journeys that reached to the very rim of her stomach all the way down in her chest.  His  speed  increased,  the  thick  carpet  of  his  pubic  hairs  absorbing  the brunt  of  his  pistoning  pelvis  where  it  hit  up  against  her  nose  and  chin.  His speed became a blur, and the women paused their beating dropping the canes to the floor. They let go of her wrists, and he reached down and took her head in his hands. 

LOUD  WET  SOUNDS  ECHOED  through  the  room  accompanied  only  by the Master’s heavy breathing as he felt his body tighten and his balls quiver. 

He never slowed down. 

NOT  EVEN  WHEN  he  started  cumming.  Long  fast  plunges  all  the  way down, holding her face firmly pushed in up against his loins on every stroke

as he emptied  his monstrous ejaculate  covering her entire  esophagus with  it dragging  a  lot  of  it  out  in  long  strings  that  covered  her  lips  and  face  and dribbled to the floor between her knees. 

She  was  irresistible.  The  epitome  of  angelic  purity.  Azazel  marveled  at the girl as he slid his hand through her long hair. A daughter of man, a credit to humanity itself. 

He  allowed  himself  a  long  tender  moment  gazing  down  at  her  as  she gasped  and  tried  to  gather  her  senses  on  the  floor  at  his  feet.  He  could  feel that any lingering selfishness that might have existed before had evaporated from  her  soul.  He  sensed  that  in  spite  of  being  so  roughly  claimed,  her emotions  had  combined  with  the  physical  sensations  he  had  allowed  her  to experience,  and  created  a  whirlwind  which  in  sex  had  given  the  girl  a  new way to find meaning in life. Her pain had interwoven with her natural desire to please and given birth to her submission to him. 

Yes, she was shocked and in tears, exhausted and afraid to disobey him, but  Azazel  was  sure  that  even  if  she  were  given  the  liberty  to  choose,  she would again redouble on her choice so far. She would elect life with him over anything else. Even freedom. 

Chapter 18

He  reached  to  stroke  her  face,  her  skin  as  smooth  as  silk  beneath  his  rough fingers.  He  caressed  her  cheek  and  then  across  her  lips,  imagining  himself slipping back into her, experiencing the hot pleasures of her mouth. 

Suddenly he stood up from the bed and took the young girl by the hand and gently guided her to take his place, on her back lying down her head in a pile  of  soft  cushions.  He  watched  her  look  at  him,  her  nostrils  flared,  her chest vibrating, her breasts quivering as she took rapid little breaths inhaling his arousal. 

Her eyes slowly but surely dropped from his face to his broad dark chest and then to his narrow hips. He could feel them like little hands as she gazed at  his  thick  manhood  that  swayed  like  a  sword  about  to  slice  through  her innocence. He saw the girl shudder. She was finding it almost impossible to look away. Her brown eyes were wide with expectancy, and her engorged red lips parted to reveal her snow white sparkling teeth. 

“Open your legs. Your luscious cunt is calling out to your master. Time to bed you again.” 

She whimpered but obediently spread her thighs wide open revealing her precious  center  that  was  glowing  an  angry  red  with  excitement  and  her previous chastisement. She was wet, little droplets of juice sliding out of her body and down her bottom cheeks to wet the bedsheets. Hayley squeezed her eyes  shut,  a  futile  attempt  to  block  out  the  universe.  She  took  a  couple  of breaths,  and  then  she  pleased  her  master  by  resorting  to  the  most  innocent, 

primal  way  to  soothe  her  angst  –  she  put  her  thumb  to  her  lips  and  started sucking on it like a baby. 

Yes,  she  was  the  one.  Most  definitely,  a  prize  beyond  jewels.  Azazel smiled and stepped forth to cover his wife. 

IT FELT SO good to be held in his strong arms and just be there, too spent to move. 

Her master…

The  monster  leaned  forward  and  kissed  her  forehead.  His  voice  was  a low, soothing murmur in her ear. 

“Do you know why you're crying, little one?” 

Hayley  inhaled  his  scent  and  wallowed  in  his  power  that  made  her  skin tingle.  He  had  fucked  her  again.  And  again,  as  per  the  blessings  of  the women,  she  had  gushed,  clenched,  and  bled  like  a  virgin.  She  was  sure  she was with his child by now. There was simply no doubt. 

“No, sir, I don't know,” she sobbed and sniffled back tears. 

“You  are  being  awoken.  It  is  a  painful  experience  not  unlike  childbirth. 

And just like a baby," he accompanied his words with gentle, soothing long caresses. "Just like a baby, like a newborn, you cry now. You're being born into your real self, and that's why you will grow to be very grateful in time. 

Do you understand, darling?" 

"Yes, Master," she replied turning her eyes to meet his stern face and then respectfully looked down. 

Chapter 19

Eight months later. 

THE  SHARP  CHIME  from  her  cell  phone  woke  her  up  with  a  start,  and Hayley  pushed  her  tablet  flying  across  the  bed.  She  was  only  just  able  to catch it before it fell and shattered on the floor. 

Ungh, it was getting more and more difficult to move with her huge baby bump.  Hayley  smiled.  She  looked  at  the  screen.  It  took  her  a  moment,  but then  the  meaning  of  the  text  alert  from  college  struck  home,  and  her  smile broadened. 

“As per the unfortunate news of Jeremy Smits’ tragic passing, all classes are  canceled  today.  Please  do  not  hesitate  to  check  in  with  your  academic advisor to schedule time for free grief counseling.” 

YEAH, whatever. Hayley swung her feet out of bed and stood. She had to pee like  there  was  no  tomorrow.  On  the  way  to  the  bathroom,  she  caught  a glimpse of her naked body in the mirror. Her scarification looked positively glowing now that her body had filled out. The drawings and deep scars in her skin  had  acquired  a  depth  and  beauty  they  didn’t  have  before.  Hayley couldn’t help herself but marvel at how her curves had filled out now that she was  pregnant.  While  she  sat  on  the  commode  her  hands  washed  across  her belly  and  came  to  linger  along  her  markings  there.  She  closed  her  eyes

feeling the thrum of sexual hunger start somewhere deep. 

WITH  A  SUPREME  EFFORT,  Hayley  drew  her  hand  away  from  between her legs. No time for that today. At least not yet. Her tongue played with her lip  piercing  as  she  made  up  her  mind  to  call  grandma.  It  was  time  to  tell sweet  nana  she  was  coming  back.  And  it  was  perhaps  only  right  for  her  to know that her great-grandson was on his way as well. 

It was so good to know that Master had kept his promise and grandma’s chemo had worked. 

Master… She closed her eyes. She could still taste him. But it was getting weaker  with  every  day  now.  She  had  to  do  something  and  invoke  him.  The baby kicked. Hayley smiled. Daddy wouldn’t miss his son’s coming into this world for anything. She just knew it. She couldn’t wait. 

THE END. 
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