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Catapulted from her world, Veronica Doe found herself trapped in a strange dimension beyond space and time. There, she shed her past and learned to embrace her new sexual adventures across realms of fantasy. Betrayed, and cast adrift in the currents of dimensional time, she searches constantly, seeking to return to her master. In her heart she remains…THE CONCUBINE.

Veronica woke in an elephant graveyard.

 Hollow-eyed skulls with heavy, curved tusks lay stacked like boulders in fields of ivory under a purple-black bowl of night sky. No sound but her breathing, no movement beyond the rhythm of her chest. Huge rib cages, like jail cells of bone, perched in clumps of long grass.

 The Hooded Figure stood motionless amid the Mastodon skulls. The form, indistinct, shimmered for a moment, as if standing behind a veil. Veronica felt hair along her arms and the back of her neck rise as the figure stepped forward, crystallizing.

 Robes the color of the veldt concealed an improbably tall silhouette while the deep pocket of hood revealed only darkness, vast as the midnight sky. The figure beneath the robe was supple and utterly masculine.

 “Spirits,” Veronica whispered.

 Since she began her journey through these dimensions, she’d held little idea of how strange things would become.

 “It is I, Bast,” the figure said. “I have drawn you here.”

 He reached up and lowered her hood, revealing the head of a cat, eyes large, inhumanly intelligent and feral.

 At first her heart leapt at seeing her ally and lover. This being had risked greatly to protect her. But everything felt different than it had before, wrong somehow. They were no longer in danger from a common enemy and his aura was disturbing.

 “What do you want?” she asked, feelings of apprehension growing.

 “I need you to fuck for the King in Yellow,” the demi-god answered.

 “I serve the Ogre Magi,” she protested. “I bear his mark, and of the little I’ve learned in my time here, it is they are enemies.”

 “Which is why the Yellow King wants you to serve him,” Bast replied. “It appeals to his sense of irony.”

 “If I fuck, I fuck for the Magi,” she replied. “Or in service of returning to him.”

 The creature dropped the cloak from its shoulders, revealing the naked, man-like form beneath the robe. With a powerful hand, it reached down and grabbed a rope full of cock. He grinned, showing curved, white fangs.

 “I disagree,” he told her.

 She inhaled sharply. They had lain together. She had felt that cock moving inside her while danger closed in, but those circumstances had been different, the stress one of living or dying, not of betraying her lord.

 “You said you were an agent of chaos,” she protested. “Not a servant.”

 Bast smiled, it was, perhaps, rueful. “Things change, Veronica Doe. In these worlds of grand power struggles and sadistic games…things…change.”

She turned and ran.

 Sprinting flat out, she dodged piles of bones, massive skulls, and the dangerous points of tusks. Her breasts, heavy and full, swung back and forth, bouncing painfully as she fled. Behind, her moving silent and easy, Bast followed in pursuit.

 Her breath came ragged in her chest and her stepped faltered. She tripped, went down, forced herself back up and tried running again. The sense of déjà vu to the last time she’d found herself in Bast’s company was strong, the sense of irony, bitter.

A whishing sound flew in from behind her and the bolos struck. Driven by the kinetic force of two weighted ends, the cord snapped around her in a flurry of circular motion, wrapping her up tight in a blurring, cyclone motion.

 Arms instantly pinned to her side, legs bound, Veronica went rigid, falling to the ground. She lay there, defeated and gasping as Bast casually approached. The feline creature stood over her. She craned her head and looked up.

 The creature’s heavy cock hung free and it was the first thing her eyes fell on. Despite her vast experience, she blushed and looked away, hating herself for her reaction to the sight of it. Instinctually, she wanted it. And, if she were honest with herself, she wanted it bad.

 Everything in this place was either sex or violence, she realized. Despite all the wondrous images and magical landscapes, at its essence, the lives of the powerful beings roaming these planes of existence boiled down to those two things: sex and violence.

 And the truth? Though Veronica Doe might have the soul of a warrior, her body was not built for battle.

 “I am a hunter,” the demi-god said. “I like it when my prey runs.”

 She cursed, defiant. Bast squatted down easily on muscular thighs, his dick hanging so low it almost brushed the ground. She found her eyes drawn to it again, despite her vow not to look.

 “I am the Magi’s,” she repeated.

 “You are tied up and at my feet, prey fairly caught, and far from your master’s realm,” he replied. “I’m going to play with you, then I’m going to mount you. You will be fucked hard, and you will be fucked well.” He paused long enough to push an errant strand of hair from her reddened face. “First you will need education.”

 At the word ‘education,’ she felt her pussy grow moist. She looked in another direction, pouting. “I won’t help you,” she vowed.

 “We’ll see,” he said, voice almost bored.

 A strong hand took hold of her arm in a firm, commanding grip, and she was easily hauled to her feet. Hunting bolos still wrapped tightly around her, she could do little but stand motionless and try not to fall.

 Looking around, Bast picked out a Mastodon skull of the correct size and stalked to it, casually throwing the human woman over one shoulder as he did so. She squawked at the indignity, trying to flail with her feet and jerk her body in protest.

 Lowering himself onto his seat, he rotated her off his shoulder and draped her in a flippant motion across one knee. Realizing what was about to happen, Veronica howled her protest.

 “No, no, no!”

 The hard paddle of the cat god’s hand came down on her tender buttock with an audible smack. “Ouch!” she shouted. Slowly, he lifted his hand and brought it down again. Smack. The tender skin of her ass cheeks turned bright red. He spanked her several more times as she wailed.

 “Ouch, ouch!”

 “You’ve been very naughty,” he explained, voice droll. “You’ve left me little choice.” He chuckled, voice turning barbaric. “Actually, it’s my first choice.”

 “Fuck you!”

 He spanked her, she cried out.

The blows did not come fast. He paused leisurely between each slap of her ass, letting anticipation build. Hot tears welled up in her eyes and spilled down her cheeks. She felt his cock growing until the long shaft brushed her belly and despite her resolve, she continued growing damper in response.

 Not wanting him to notice her arousal, she squeezed her thighs together. The motion massaged her swollen clitoris and she gave an involuntary shudder of pleasure. The stinging slap caught her at just that moment and intensified the sensation to a degree beyond any she could have imagined.

 “I hate you!”

 “I’m going to haft to spank you until you learn to behave,” he warned.

 “Go to hell!”

 Swat, smack. Swat, smack. Swat, smack.

 “Ow, ow, ow!”

 He paused to admire the scarlet glow of her ass. Her butt cheeks radiated heat. His cock stuck up, rigid and rock hard, pressing rudely into her belly now. Unable to keep her thighs squeezed shut tight, the juices of her arousal leaked out on his leg.

 They sat still for a moment, both breathing hard, though for very different reasons. Or maybe not so different reasons. Gently, he laid the weight of his palm down against her abused flesh. She moaned involuntarily at the touch.

 “Are you ready to be good, yet?” he asked.

 “No,” she answered, voice petulant.

 He spanked her again, but easy, as a reminder, and she trembled.

 “Now?”

 Voice reluctant, she nodded. “Yes.”

 “Good, now kneel.”

 He picked her off his leg and placed her on her knees in the soft grass. She remained helpless, trussed up and immobile. He stood and looked down. He reached out and lifted her chin, forcing her to look at him.

 Her cheeks ran wet with her tears, face flushed almost as red as her ass. She tried looking away but he forced her face back up at him. His cock was a rigid pole between them.

 “You’re really very beautiful,” he told her. “Look at what you’ve done to my cock.”

 He removed his hand from her chin and stood with his hands on hips. The bastard being was completely in command of the moment, and of her. She allowed herself to look openly at his erect penis. It was very pink in contrast to the midnight black of his fur and curved upward in a familiar Rhino horn of flesh.

 Unconsciously, her tongue found the full swell of her lips. She put a pouty a look on her face and looked away from the rigid truncheon of flesh. The nipples on her breasts, wrapped tight in loops of the bolo cord, stiffened.

 “Because you are so willful,” Bast told her, “I’m afraid you don’t deserve to feel my dick in your pussy. But you’ve caused me some labor here, some consternation and effort. And something must be done with this cock in its present state.” He sighed, then went on. “So I’ll use your other hole. You need to earn the pleasure of a good cunt fuck. For now, I’ll take you in the ass.”

 Veronica started to protest and Bast used his penis to slap her gently across the face in warning. “Hush, protest more, and I’ll spank you again until you’re ready. Save your energy for what is most important to you right at this moment.”

 “What is that?” she asked, sullen.

 “This big cock is going in that little asshole. If I were you, I’d make it sure I lubed it up as much as possible before it gets put in there.”

 Lower lip out, brow furrowed, she slowly turned her face back toward that great erection.

 “Untie me,” she demanded.

 He pushed his penis closer to her lips. “Suck it,” he told her.

 She gave a churlish look, but in the next instant seemed to relax, ready to capitulate for now. There was little choice, and if she were being honest, she wanted to do it. It was amazing what happened when the minute-to-minute needs of survival, for feed to blunt hunger, for shelter to relieve cold, fell away. Freed from those mundane constraints the body and mind adapted, changed, thought in different ways.

 Slowly, she opened her mouth. Arcing her back to sit taller, she lifted herself higher on her knees, fighting to maintain balance. Her breath, hot and wet, blew across the glistening pink head of his penis.

 Holding it by the root, he pulled it away from her mouth at the last moment, leaving her lips grasping at empty air. She pulled her head back in surprise and he leaned in and slapped her face with the prick.

 “Try again.”

 Again she rose up on her knees, struggling to keep her balance. Straining her neck, she reached out with her face toward his hard-on. Again he pulled it away at the last second, and she made an angry, frustrated little noise.

 “Ask for it,” he instructed, voice quiet.

 She looked up and met his eyes, seeing the vast power there. She met his gaze, expression suddenly coy, voice higher pitched and soft.

 “Please,” she whispered.

 “Please, what?” he asked, voice mild, but with the hint of an edge.

 “Please may I suck your cock?” she asked, making her voice prim.

 “Why?”

 Her voice grew husky now, raw with the wanting of it. “So that I can lube it up very well before you fuck my ass, Lord Bast.”

 He nodded, satisfied. “You may suck this Lord’s cock.”

 Once more she lifted her body up, straining against her bonds to get at the pink monster, alive with thick, full veins. Her mouth opened and she looked almost ridiculously eager. He stood before her calmly, letting her mouth envelope his erection.

 In some secret, analytical part of her, Veronica wondered if her need, an almost insatiable appetite really, was some aspect of the Magi’s mark. She had no need of sleep or sustenance now, but each time she was taken by one strange beast or another, she felt her energy grow, her acuity and insight strengthen, her body become more resilient and agile.

 They both shuddered in pleasure as her warm, spit-filled orifice closed over the straining flesh of his penis. Bast let his head fall back, white fangs showing as he growled out his approval.

 Veronica bent forward at the neck, taking more of the long phallus into her mouth. She let her mouth fill with more warm spit as she bobbed up and down along its length, smearing the salvia across the shaft, leaving strings of it dripping off.

 Her tongue swirled around the sensitive glans, licking and lathing the organ with her soft, hot tongue. Bast snarled in approval, the sound feral and powerful. Big hands closed on either side of her head, the points of his obsidian-tipped claws pressed against the sensitive skin of her scalp.

 Cold adrenaline leaked through her body in euphoric waves. He held her life easily in those powerful claws. She was utterly vulnerable.

 Curling his fingers in her hair, he looped strands of it around his palms until they formed reins for him to control her head. Understanding from what felt like long experience on her knees, Veronica prepared herself for what she knew was coming.

 Grunting heavily, he pulled on her hair hard and began shoving his hips forward, eager to put more of his dick into her. She felt the squat, broad head pushing past her uvula and she coughed as it triggered her gag reflex. Sputum coughed up from her throat in thick ropes and spilled out her mouth.

 His hips hammered her face until her nose bounced off his pelvis. Rivers of drool flooded from her mouth and dripped down over his big, swinging balls. Cords of it, thick as fingers, linked the front of his thighs with her chin. Her neck and tits ran slick with it as more flowed in streams down the outside of her throat. She was sloppy with it.

 He didn’t pause or slow at her gagging, instead increased his stroke depth, shoving his cock down her throat, yanking her hair roughly. With one powerful thrust, he sheathed his shaft all the way down her throat until her mouth stretched wide open, and his nutsack pressed against her chin.

 He froze for a moment in that position, fully impaling her face. She tried pulling back, but he yanked her hair, forcing her face toward him. “Take it, take it,” he warned. “You fucking take it.”

 She coughed against the invasion and more spittle sprayed them both. Slowly, he released his hold on her hair, allowing her to ease back on his long cock and catch a breath. Cock dripping and slippery with her spit, he pulled the organ free of her mouth.

 “That should do it,” he smiled down into her tear streaked face.

 Without explanation or warning, he picked her up bodily and bent her over the massive Mastodon skull, face down, ass up. He was behind her in a flash, cockhead already at the opening of her ass, even before she caught her breath.

 He rubbed the length of himself along the crack of her ass and over the puckered surface of her anus, smearing the spit in. She willed herself to relax, to open herself before him. That cock was going in, better she tried to accept it. She wanted it, wanted it in her ass, wanted it rough and hard.

 Is this desire also the Mark of the Magi? a small voice in the back of her mind had time to wonder.

 She felt the tip push against her opening and squeezed her eyes shut. He shoved it in, plunging down, his bodyweight driving the prick in balls deep on the first stroke. Her mouth and eyes flew open in shock, back arcing like a jumping fish as he slammed the big cock home all the way.

 “Ahhh!” she shrieked and her cry echoed past the bleached bones of long dead beasts.

 “Yes!” Bast snarled in triumph.

 Immediately, he began banging away, He didn’t ease her into, instead he pulled out almost to the tip, then slammed it home to the root. He steadily increased the pace on each stroke, fucking her ass faster and harder with each push. She felt her own spit spreading up and down her rectum, greasing the groove, but it was just barely enough lubricant. She would have traded her weight in gold for some good old K-Y jelly.

 The friction rub of his cock in her ass built, sending spasms of both pain and pleasure, each complimenting the other, through her. She gasped for a breath every time he pounded his cock until she was moaning a drum beat rhythm of grunts.

“Uh, uh, uh, uh.”

 Almost impossibly, she felt him growing even harder in the tight canal of her ass, the long penis lengthened, swelling, until she was utterly stuffed, and the shock wave of each thrust hammer up into her guts.

 “Ouch, ouch, oh god, ouch!” she squealed.

 Bast fucked her harder.

 With each heavy, gravid, thrust, the pain increased, but became transformational. Her head rocked under each penetration, mouth slack from the hypnotic sensation, so that even more drool trailed from her lips. Her eyes closed as she reveled in the experience. The pleasure was a molten current, accentuated by the pain-induced endorphins.

 Her orgasm hit her like a freight train rolling downhill. She sobbed, crying out wildly, head jerking back and forth. She made barking sounds, like a seal, as he pumped into her, spreading her wide. Her body convulsed in ripples of pleasure and wild passion, and somewhere in the middle of it Bast shot his load up her ass, spewing his cum up her pink channel with erratic, frenzied force.

 In the next moment the fever pitch of ecstasy was over and she sagged limp, melting into the top of the skull. Hot rivulets of cum rushed out of her ass as he pulled his dick free and ran over the back of her thighs.

 “God,” she whispered.

She lay still, soaking up the afterglow of the orgasm. Her abused ass throbbed and pulsed, still hot and tender. She looked up and found Bast standing before her, dick dripping with their mingled juices. She knew what he wanted, and eagerly submissive, opened her mouth.

He placed his dirty cock between her lips, allowing her to clean it, licking and sucking until the soft shaft glowed a tender pink. She felt him harden again, and she sucked harder, daring to bob her head a little. If he popped a second boner that meant a second fucking, and maybe now she’d earned one for her pussy.

He pulled his dick from her mouth and looked down, smiling the inscrutable, enigmatic smile of one who knew and traded in occult secrets.

“Very good,” he purred in that basso profundo. “Good girl.” He placed an indulgent hand on the top of her head. “Now we can talk.”

 “There is a great need,” Bast began. “There is danger. It happens now.”

 Veronica, untied, felt adrenaline splash her stomach in cold, greasy shots. If this deity needed help then the danger was terrible indeed.

 “It happens now, but you had time basically to rape me?”

 “Protocols must be followed. The universe works as the Old Ones deem fit.”

 “That seems convenient.”

 “Sometimes,” he acknowledged. “But the need is real and as much a threat to your Oni bastard of a Lord as to my own.”

 “How exactly can I help?”

 Without preamble he began speaking. His voice melodious, rich, almost lyrical, and his eyes glistened, hypnotic. But there was more than a small touch of the Cat there too; something predatory in his luminescent yellow eyes. She again noticed his teeth, ivory-white, curved like daggers.

 “Narlathotep, the Black Pharaoh, rises. Even now his servants, from the unclean creatures, to the spirits, to vile witch-men, are all on the march in his name. They attack at every hand to acquire his full emergence into this realm. There is no outrage they are not capable of and with each corrupt act, Narlathotep grows stronger.”

 “Why here?” she asked. “Why now?”

 “Veronica Doe, you fell wildly through the Well of Souls when you left the tower lord’s realm,” he told her.

 “What does that mean?”

 “It means that now, as before, time has not flowed for you as it would for another.”

 “And what does that mean?”

 “We are now, in a place on the torrent of time before you plunged through what humanity has named the ‘Devil’s Triangle’ and fell into the place where the Ogre Magi found you.”

 “Go on.”

 “You exist now in a time before your race lifted themselves from the caves and jungles of your planet. In this place, your Earth is much, much younger than the time you knew.”

 “Then how is this threat dangerous to you now?” she protested. Her head hurt trying to keep up with the myriad idiosyncrasies of what this strange being described.

 “The true realms, where cosmic power is decided for all realities exists outside of, and at all points of, your time line.”

 “I give up,” she said. “Just go on before I get a migraine.”

 “On an ancient island newly risen in the seas to the East, drawn by dimensional thaumaturgy of immense power, there is a terrible, ancient city buried deep in the cold marsh of its interior.

“It is a cursed place,” he went on. “Written of in antediluvian times by the Priests of Leng, the Scribes to the King in Yellow. It is the city R’yleh, which dreams as long as the Great Old One, Cthulhu sleeps. There, in the heart of the ruin, lurks an ancient guardian, the Hunting Horror, crafted by inhuman hands to open the doorway hidden in the city. Stop that demon and you stop The Crawling Chaos from waking its master, Cthulhu.”

 Veronica nodded. “I am not a powerful warrior, Bast. Why send me?” She was afraid, and she felt she had good reason to be.

 “The proclivities of the Hunting Horror and its minions are well known. You must lay with a creature and lie to it. When we are finished here, I shall put the Sigil of the Succubus upon you. It will transform your body, your womanhood into a lethal, soul sucking weapon.”

 “I’m a female James Bond?” she asked, dubious. “Licensed to kill and with a clever, deadly…uh, gadget?”

 “If a male of any species succumbs to your charms to the point of ejaculating, you will take his soul with his seed.”

 “Oh.” She felt queasy. “But what about afterward? And doesn’t the King in Yellow have his own servants who can do this?”

 “We can alter the mark later, rendering it neutral. But, contrary to what that hell-bitch Octavia may have told you, few females in all the realms touched by the Well of Souls are capable of pleasing Skavis, the Ogre Magi, to the point of earning a mark as his Concubine.” Bast paused. “Also, as a servant of the nemesis of my Lord, your loss will not affect the Yellow King. You are, to him, disposable, and thus the perfect agent.”

 “Oh. Of course.”

 “The protective geas-wards on that foul island are strong, strong enough to halt my own powers. In my own land of Egypt, Narlathotep is worshiped as the Black Pharaoh and he knows my ways and weaknesses from the Book of the Dead.”

 “He is stronger than you?”

 “He can counter my magic,” Bast admitted. “But his weakness is arrogance. His wards keep me from the portal, Cthulhu’s place of crossing, but they will not stop you, a creature beneath his notice.”

 “If I do this you will send me back?”

 “I keep the King in Yellow’s word.”

“Send me,” she said. She realized she had little choice anyway. Sooner started, sooner finished. “But if I succeed, promise to return me to my lord.”

 “So be it,” Bast agreed.

 She couldn’t tell if he was lying or not.

 Veronica woke gasping.

 Her lungs burned from near asphyxiation and she felt groggy, her thoughts coming slow and stupid. The air she gasped was putrid and stank of brine. She was near an ocean. Still blinking confusion away, she shivered violently and realized she was naked. Her skin was blue from exposure, flesh smeared with dark stripes of mud. With a shudder she yanked her foot clear of a black water bog.

 Her hair lay plastered to her skull, the dampness running down her back and limbs in icy threads. She huddled, tremors racking her body as she cast around.

 She gaped, amazed, as her vision cleared. But in the next breath fear seized her anew, crushing amazement with disorientating terror. Only the violent chattering of her teeth kept her from screaming. She sat on the edge of a cold, brackish fen, covered in slimy muck and frigid from standing pools of foul-smelling water.

 In front of her loomed an impossibility.

 The city was little more than series of dim stone shapes in the gathering gloom, the crumpled walls and collapsed buildings constructed from great limestone boulders of uncut rock. The architecture exuded antediluvian age, of timelessness so far beyond the ken of man it was utterly alien.

 Stone towers, stone buildings, stone streets, enclosed by the crumbling visage of a stone wall. Everywhere shadows lay thick as green lichen crept over surfaces in a slick fur and standing puddles gaped in black stagnant stretches on the ground. Window frames stared blindly out, empty and dark.

 A low chill wind breathed and sighed through alleys and avenues of strange geometry, moaning slightly and carrying the stench of seawater. Above her, perched on an obelisk of worn and cracked stone, a crow cawed, sending echoes through stone canyons. Twilight deepened into night. No hint of sun showed behind a ceiling of clouds gray as iron.

 Veronica rose, heart still pounding. Behind her, deeper in the fen, she heard something heavy splash. A temperate savannah of tall marsh plants stretched out of the alkaline groundwater, running across an indistinct, unbroken horizon. Isolation seemed absolute.

 She turned and looked over her shoulder as a sharp, shrill scream split the twilight. She jumped in shock. It rang out like a woman being tortured but she recognized the shriek of a hunting panther.

 Still shivering, she stepped toward the stone jetty running from the ruined city out into the marsh. She had no wish to face a 160-pound predator naked and numb from exposure. Or at all. But before she took two steps on the worn stone pathway, she halted.

 Her fear of the fen and the things that hunted there was natural. She understood that threat, but her fear of the city was an irrational, reptilian-brained thing. It was the terror of the dark, the apprehension of a graveyard, the irrational angst over a rotting corpse.

 It didn't make sense; the place was nothing more than silent, crumbling stone, but it felt real, and strong.

 She swallowed, forcing herself forward. The small of her back, where Bast had placed her tramp-stamp style dweomer tattoo, burned. The mark of the Succubus remained, for her, unseen. She could only trust that it would work as promised.

 It was hard to fathom how such an ancient site had survived so long abandoned. It seemed impossible. As impossible as how she'd gotten there in the first place.

 Forcing herself to breathe through her nose, she lurched up the cobblestone entry. Movement warmed her and she hoped to stave off the somewhat numbing effects of hypothermia as long as possible.

 How otherworldly must this cold be, she wondered, that the mark does not protect me? Her mind worried at the question and she sensed the cold was an effect of aura rather than temperature. Evil lay in these stones.

Her eyes darted as she neared the wall.

 The crow above her took wing at her approach, flying into the forest of pillars, columns, spires and towers.

 In the corner of the wall she saw the matted fur of a rat as it scurried through a hole in the stone. At first she was taken aback in fear by its size, but then quickly realized she had other issues at hand.

 As she came even with the cracked Barbarian some of the shadows lightened, revealing the hanging spikes of a rusted portcullis hovering like the fangs of an open mouth. A great chain of massive links ran tight as a bowstring to a heavy wooden winch.

 Uneasy, Veronica stepped forward. There was a claustrophobic sense about the entryway. She scanned the walls and curved ceiling as she shuffled ahead, noting the black pockets of various murder holes and arrow slits.

 Her gaze followed the line of decaying, mossy stone and stopped. She froze. She heard the tinny echo of water dripping into stagnant pools. She swallowed hard against the sudden lump in her throat.

 A gibbet hung from the ceiling, bars rusted and pitted, stained dark by the constant damp. Inside, the withered husk of a corpse crouched, crammed tightly.

 Tattered rags clung to the emaciated figure and tendrils of shriveled flesh rotted off grotesquely colored bones. Long, dully silver hair clung to a nearly fleshless skull. It was impossible to tell the sex of the prisoner, so far gone was the rot. The eyes were staring blank sockets. Holes were chewed through the ribcage and a handful of greasy looking rodents crawled curiously around the bottom of the cage.

 Queasy, Veronica turned away. She was not headed to any place good. It troubled her the body was fresh enough to be a complete skeleton and still molested by hungry scavengers.

 The first evidence of habitation she'd found was a corpse tortured to death by hunger and exposure. It didn't take the wisdom of Methuselah to draw frightening conclusions about the nature of these ruins.

 Suddenly, from out of the darkness of a crevice, a pair of eyes appeared. Veronica froze, mesmerized by the glowing yellow orbs. She felt the icy slush of fear adrenaline sluice through her belly as she realized how big the slit-pupils were; whatever crouched in that dark concave was much, much bigger than her.

 A soft, deep chuckle emerged from the darkness, mocking and mean. Shaking, she took a step backward. The voice came, inhumanly deep and, though it spoke in a whisper, obviously uttered from a mouth far larger than a human being’s.

 “Hello, pretty girl,” the creature rumbled softly. “What a tasty morsel you look.” Sensing her tensing in terror, the friendly façade disappeared instantly. “Run and I will catch you and kill you,” it warned.

Veronica froze in place.

 Slowly the creature eased out of the inky shadow between the ruins of the bailey wall. It was massive and she gasped as it came into view. Once more her slacker ex-boyfriend and his incessant World of Warcraft habit provide her with an answer to a question she never thought she’d have to ask.

 The beast emerged further, revealing a monstrous, crimson furred lion. The mane was a wild, terrible wreath around a scarred muzzle filled with fangs like knife blades and longer than her hand. Those horrible yellow cat eyes pinned her, hypnotizing her.

 The lion aspect was the least wondrous thing about the beast. From its back great batwings, leathery and demonic, sprouted, rising up and sweeping out like the hood of an angry cobra. The back end of the body was that of an eagle, brown-red feathered, with great yellow talons like a Roman short sword.

But most terrifying of all, sitting perched between the bat wings like a cocked and ready fist, was an armored and segmented scorpion tail, poised, ready to strike. Viscous fluid, amber as honey, collected in marble-sized beads on a stinger long enough to pierce her body straight through.

It’s a motherfucking manticore, she thought, incredulous.

Why it should be in more fantastical than any other creature she’d already met (or fucked) on this strange, wild journey, she did not know. But it was horrible and beautiful and capable of killing her in a single clean strike.

“You’ve come a long way to die,” the beast noted. The stinger bobbed. “Though I do appreciate the opportunity for an easy meal.”

She swallowed. Running was hopeless. Fighting laughable. The situation devoid of hope. The demonic beast was simply toying with her, the way all cats will with their prey. Then she saw the beast’s corkscrew cock, poking out from the soft, downy-fur of its belly.

She realized what she had to do. She didn’t want to. She didn’t see another choice and hesitation was certain death. Be a survivor, she told herself.

She wet her lips.

“Great lord,” she began, bowing. “I know I am fit only to serve as a meal for you, but I do have one request.”

A long pink tongue came out of the mouth and licked lazily at its whiskers. “This should be amusing,” it said.

Turning, Veronica dropped to all fours among the rubble, and presented the creature with her sex. She arched her back and thrust her pussy at the monster in a wild desperate gamble.

“Please lord,” she whimpered, playing the role to the hilt. “Before I die, let me know the magnificence of your cock. I beg you!”

There was a long, grim silence.

She waited, imagining those razor claws ripping into her flesh, the barbed stinger impaling her in a savage series of strikes too quick to follow, pumping its hideous poison into her.

Abruptly, she felt a gust of hot, wet breath on her naked backside. She shivered, sensing the massive presence looming above her. A long, rough cat-tongue licked between the legs, from clitoris to the crack of her ass. She shuddered in pleasure.

“Please,” she whispered. “More.”

The tongue lathed her again, hot saliva dripping down the back of her thighs. Jesus, the rough texture played hell with her nerve endings. The feeling of the powerful tongue was like nothing she’d ever experienced.

“Oh, god,” she moaned. The sound was part play acting, part honest amazement.

The feeling grew insanely intense, the sensation devastating. She couldn’t resist, or fight. It simply set her dumb, animal nerve endings ablaze.

It licked her a third time, slower, then two shorter, quicker swipes. It was enough; stunned, she shrieked in a fervor state, the experience almost euphoric. Her signature, powerful squirting orgasm geysered out her in a wild, aromatic spray.

The manticore snarled, and she trembled all over again, thinking that getting a face full of pussy juice had enraged the monster. The creatures front legs appeared on either side of her head as the bull-sized creature straddled her. Its hot animal belly slid along her back as it began yowling.

She realized the scent of her pussy, sprayed directly into the thing’s muzzle, had fully engaged its primal mating instinct. She was about to get a 900lbs fucking. The tip of the corkscrew penis reached the slit of her still dripping vagina.

In the next instant, a foot of forearm-thick animal cock rammed her. She screamed at the strange mix of pain and pleasure at what such a massive invasion did to her. Fully relaxed and dilated from her orgasm, she felt confident she could take the meat-pole, and perhaps even enjoy the experience.

Again, the small part of her mind, of her identity, that was still a flight attendant from Miami. Florida, gasped in shock and shame at her reaction. But right up in the front of her mind, where life and death decisions were made, where she learned to adapt to her knew existence—her resolve did not slacken. Her fierce decision to not be merely a victim, but a player, in these strange, savage, sensual world she moved through hardened.

She battled monsters, fought magicians, out maneuvered demons, fucked godling’s. She was so fat beyond the mundane woman she’d been she was a super hero by comparison. She steeled herself with a now indomitable will to endure this encounter. But the mythological monster wasn’t giving her time to entirely adapt, and her pussy, sloppy with her own cum-spray and lion spit, was forced open in a single, brutal thrust.

She grunted hard on the next thrust and felt the strange twisting structure of the thing’s phallus rub across her G-spot like a violin bow across strings. It rammed her again, she screamed again, but in the center of the pain there was a familiar building pleasure. She couldn’t believe it, but she was going to orgasm again.

It’s almost too bad this thing has to die, she thought. This time the small voice of her old self said nothing.

On each back stroke it seemed as if her pussy were being pulled inside out, and on each down stroke the erection punched against the cervix as it rubbed along her G-spot. She was being rode hard and when it was done, she’d be put away wet…mostly likely in the thing’s belly.

The manticore snarled wildly, the sound echoing through the weird, crumbling ruins of the city. She knew she had it. The strokes shortened, the rhythm tightening as it reached the brink.

Suddenly, inexpertly, wonderfully, the power of the Succubus filled her. The muscles of her vagina locked on the penis, pain gone, full dilation in effect. Clotted semen gushed into her, filling her vagina to the point of overflowing in a single, wild squirting gush.

The nature of the Manticore’s yowling changed and the thing suddenly fell over and lay very still. Shocked, she got off her bruised knees and looked at the once formidable enemy. It lay limp, eyes glass marbles, jaw slack, scorpion tail slack, wings droopy curtains.

Soulless, dead.

“That’s one badass pussy, girl,” she told herself.

And for how she felt—it was a rush of power, of strength and euphoria, rushing through her like cocaine. Manticore sperm leaked out of her. She turned to leave the guardian on the ground. She had more creatures to fuck.

And, if this was what taking monster souls felt like, then she was done for duty again. She felt like an evil angel, something much more than merely human. She had a feeling she was just getting started.

 Veronica walked through the Barbican and came out of the tunnel to stare in wonder.

 The crumbling architecture lay around her like overturned pieces on a chessboard: Towers fallen, houses caved in, walls collapsed and piles of rubble strewn in random heaps.

 She stood at the entrance to a square. In the center sat a cracked and ruined fountain holding vile-smelling greenish water so thick with filth that needles of falling rain made no ripples as they fell.

 The bones of a horse, long picked clean and now covered with moss, lay sprawled, the ribcage serving as perch to another of the ubiquitous crows. Behind it, crowded like crooked teeth, the buildings and monoliths of the city bunched together in tight warrens.

 She hardly noticed.

 The fountain's statue drew her eyes away from the remains of the horse. Despite the peculiarity of her ongoing experience she understood in that moment that fear can always grow worse.

 The black marble figures, slick with malachite scum, stood hideously crafted. The male was a massive brute with the physique of a gladiator, the curled wings of a bat and a head like the body of a squid -- domed forehead, bulbous eyes in a sleek carapace and a fistful of twisting tentacles for a mouth.

 At its hips a second figure jutted -- a human female bent backward, her legs around the first statue's hips in sexual congress, her arms flung out and her head canted oddly, thrown back, held by the waist in the creature's grotesquely outsized hands.

 Her hair dangled in a permanent wave of ebony and her mouth was so far gaped in an eternal scream it nearly distorted the face beyond recognition as human.

 Veronica stared at the horrific tableau in shock. She realized with sickening certainty that from the woman's mouth the fountain water would have streamed -- an endless liquid scream.

 What manner of people would celebrate such depravity not only in a public place, but as the very monument standing as the entrance of their metropolis? Who could idolize such an act? She swallowed hard. She was no longer sure she was the least disappointed anymore that the city stood abandoned.

 A chill, wet breeze carried a subtle, distant smell, a stink almost masked by the odor of the nearby sea. Veronica cocked her head. She knew that smell. It was the stench of death.

 Slowly she knelt and picked up a chunk of masonry. The putrid stench of rotting flesh suggested a death much more recent than the scattered bones of the dead horse. It promised danger. In a crouch she slowly scanned the square. Not every danger could be conquered by her vagina.

 The square wasn't large, about the size of a paddock, with the blasphemous fountain at the epicenter and three major avenues running off between densely packed buildings. In a sudden flurry, the crow leaped into the air and flew, wings snapping hard.

 A flash of motion flickered in her periphery and she spun, but saw nothing but the mouth of a narrow alley. The lane lay thick with shadow and falling rain did little to improve visibility.

 It was growing darker. Somewhere above the low ceiling of rain clouds the sun sank. Twilight arrived. The realization made her nervous in ways she was unwilling to articulate to herself. She hadn't feared the dark since she was a child.

 The building next to the alley held an empty square window overlooking the fountain square. For the briefest moment she caught another flash of motion dart past the opening, but she blinked and it was gone, lost in rain and gloom.

 Her mouth went dry. She knew the feeling of being stalked. She knew the feeling of a predator's eyes upon her. She wasn't sure what was happening, but she was sure she didn't like it. She turned, looking for a pathway to run if she needed.

 She heard a thunk behind her and spun, eyes searching the battlements. A stream of gravel poured out next to a cracked and weathered crenellation. The dribble petered out, spilling onto the cobblestone below.

 They were on both sides of her, she realized. She didn't know who they were but she didn’t attribute altruism to their motivations. That abomination of a fountain statute belied any illusion of that. The last of the Manticore sperm leaking from her well thrashed vagina reminded her of just how powerful the opponents here could be.

 Hey, Bast, she thought. Why don’t you go fuck yourself. You and the King in Yellow both.

 She broke into a jog, still unsure of how to proceed but overcome by the need to move. Blind flight wouldn't help her, but neither would being surrounded in the open. This labyrinth of a decayed ruins was the hunters’ territory -- but at least she would have some chance if on the move.

 She ran, breaking tight around the fountain. She dropped the stone. She didn't need the weight and replacements lay everywhere. She pushed her legs harder, cutting sharp toward the center of the three wide avenues running off the plaza.

 Once down a thoroughfare she'd pick a side street or alley to dart in.

 She breathed smoothly. She was in fine shape and she felt she could run a hard pace for miles if needed. High on mainlining a soul, and empowered by her Mark and the bloody gift Bast bestowed on her In The Place In between, she felt like an Android, machine-like.

 The avenue ran straight as a compass azimuth through endless ravines of leaning ruins and puddle-choked courtyards. The sense of history about the place was as appalling as it was ancient. The very eternal, timeless, mien of the structures frightened her. This place had stood for centuries, for millennium, and the lives of untold human beings had risen and fallen within its Cyclopean structures. It held no pity for something as brief and transitory as human life.

 High ground, she thought.

 It was vital. The lessons of jungle cats jumped foremost to mind and she wondered if it was influence of Bast. Again she caught motion out the side of her vision and turned to see a ragged banner of shadow pass by the edge of a room above her path. The movement flashed too quickly to determine anything more than a vague impression of humanoid outline.

 She looked up, trying to grasp some sense of perspective amid the waste. She hurdled a broken pillar, landed and slid over the ridge of a toppled column at a dead sprint. She was warmer now but her feet were bruised and bleeding from the broken pavement.

 Ahead, beyond an ocean of low roofs framed by taller buildings, she saw the sinister outline of a palace. Dark spires stretched toward a gray sky in skeletal fingers. It seemed distant enough for it to take days to traverse the ruin. She needed something closer.

 Panting, she cast about. Operating blindly, on the verge of panic, she spun on the ball of her foot and plunged into the narrow run between wildly canted towers. Behind her a whistle rang out, shrill and sharp.

 It was answered.

 Reaching the end of the alleyway where it opened onto a secondary street, Veronica looked around. To her right the lane widened where a tower of polished obsidian commanded the approach. A line of single stone steps wound around the top of the citadel to a doorway set in massive basalt blocks.

 It was as good as any other place, she realized. Wild, maniacal laughter emerged from the shadows of a low doorway across from her. They were on three sides now.

 She squatted down, snatched up another stone and winged it across the street into the doorway, cutting the crazed cackling short. She snarled with grim satisfaction, almost not recognizing herself, then sprinted toward the citadel, her stride long and confident.

 Her foot struck a slimy puddle and plunged into an uneven hole. Her ankle bent like a hinge clasp and she went down hard, hissing at the pain. Her knees and the palms of her hands struck the slick stone, scrapping flesh and leaving blotches of bright blood.

 She pushed up immediately, operating on instinct, then almost went down again as her injured ankle buckled. She staggered and stumbled forward, pushing past the hurt, casting looks over her shoulder. Seeing nothing, she gritted her teeth and turned back toward the tower.

 The child stood in the avenue.

 Veronica stopped, panting hard, as a wall of terror rolled into her. The child was small, almost skeletal thin, skin fish-belly white, hair so black it sucked the light around it. Scraps of rags hung off the figure’s bony frame as it stood, staring at the ground. Steam rose in streaming vapors off Veronica and her breath clouded silver in front of her face. Her teeth started chattering hard, beyond her ability to control, as cold and adrenaline mixed in a powerful cocktail.

 The sweat on her skin began congealing in frigid rime on her body. Tears built up behind her eyes, threatening to spill out.

 Slowly the child lifted its head.

 She still couldn't tell if she was seeing a boy or a girl; the features were too delicate and sharp, the body too emaciated. Thick, black tendrils of hair framed the face like theater curtains. There was a sliver of nose, slash of mouth and eyes so big and dark Veronica felt she could tumble down into them.

 The darkness in the eyes was complete and total between the lids, too deep, too severe to be possible. Somewhere in the back of Veronica’s nearly frozen mind a voice was yelling the word demonic over and over again. She stood rooted to the spot like a bird before a coiled snake.

 The child opened its mouth revealing black teeth and purple gums. Wider and wider the orifice stretched until she was sure the jaw would unhinged. A shrieking wail blasted out in a rush and filled her head, filled the street, filled the city, filled the sky.

 The note pierced, machete sharp, utterly relentless. Veronica screamed in agony but the sound was lost in the vast echoing cacophony. Her skull felt near exploding and she grabbed her head hard with both hands, dropping to her knees.

 Twisting her head, she looked at the screaming child, eyes bulging in shock. The child's skin faded into translucence, revealing a blackened skeleton. The dark eyes became the black pits of a grinning skull. Then the bones twisted into blackened mist.

 Putting a hand on the ground, Veronica tried dragging her gaze away from the horror but her eyes remained pinned to the apparition. Suddenly exploding toward her in a gust of foul wind, the screaming skeletal face rushed in, filling her vision until it blocked everything else out.

 A bitterly frigid cyclone struck her and ran through her like a saber. She gagged as she slumped to the ground. Her heart lurched and she thought for a wild, crazy moment that it was going to rip free.

 The Sleeper sleeps and dreams of being Awake, the Crawling Chaos comes, save us

 The words formed themselves as thoughts in her head, even as she felt something tear inside her mind and tasted the slick, hot rush of blood down her throat.

 The message was diamond hard and impossible to ignore. She didn’t understand what it meant as it branded deep into her psyche. She must fight.

 Abruptly as it began it ceased. The stillness, the quiet, was overwhelming and the only sound she heard now was her own ragged breathing. She knew she should worry about whatever was following her, but the ghost had taken everything out of her.

 She pitched forward onto the wet cobblestone.

 Her face pressed hard against slimy ground, her head spinning. She turned and retched onto the stone. She wanted to live. Even after all this strangeness, this inexplicable terror and impossibility, her basic urge to survive was stronger by far than her disbelief.

 What was happening wasn't just inexplicable, it was impossible, but if she didn't accept it she knew for sure it would kill her. The idea of dying without solving the mystery was utterly unacceptable, even if curiosity in the face of such lethality was ridiculous.

 Gritting her teeth, Veronica pushed herself up, forcing the fear from her mind to fuel her body. It was an old trick and it rarely failed, but she was exhausted and confused and, despite her mad sprint, her body, under supernatural attack, suffered a temperature dropped, eroding her heat, leeching her life.

 She made it to hands and knees, looking over her shoulder. She saw nothing but the endless ruins. She wanted nothing more than to huddle up and shut her mind down from the horror she'd just experienced, but she couldn't stay still, couldn't indulge fear. Something was chasing her; she needed high ground and a wall to her back.

 She rose, still panting. She needed shelter or warmth, and soon. Hypothermia was potentially her greatest enemy, and one she couldn't outrun or hide from. No matter where she went in this place it would find her. Again she wondered why the Mark of the Magi was so ineffectual here when it had served her well in the empty void of space.

 Resigned, she turned toward the citadel.

 As carefully as she could on her injured ankle, she moved. She didn't know if the ghost had frightened away her pursuers but she didn't sense them close now. Her eyes scanned rooftops and doorways, seeking motion.

 She was shivering hard by the time she reached the tower. Her teeth chattered uncontrollably, her skin splotched blue and it was difficult to even stagger. She put a foot on the stair and looked back.

 Red-eyed and snarling, the thing crept toward her. Adrenaline greased her stomach as she blanched. Horned and bat-winged, the green-skinned demon whipped its tail, stalking forward on all fours, belly close to the ground.

 "No." she whispered in horror.

 The demon grinned in response, revealing double rows of needle-like teeth in black gums. Its eyes were onyx marbles and its nostrils the slits of a serpent. Veronica climbed the steps backwards, hardly aware of her actions as she retreated up the cracked and crumbling staircase.

 The predator scuttled forward, grim claws clicking on the cobblestone and rubble. It watched the trembling human with an hypnotic gaze, eyes so deep and red that looking into them was like falling into hell.

 "Stay back!" she shouted.

 Instead, the thing coiled and exploded into motion, leaping forward like a hound on the chase. It covered ground amazingly fast. Veronica shrieked and spun, saw she'd made it halfway up the citadel. She ran flat out, legs driving hard as she bounded up the steps toward the door at the top.

 She didn't pause to think about what would happen if the door wouldn‘t open, she simply fled. She heard bestial snarling just below her, the scratch of talon on stone. She stumbled over loose bits of masonry and, without thinking, scooped one up in both hands.

 She spun, lifting the rough block over her head and hurtled it down at the demon. It screamed in outrage at the counterattack and dodged against the curved wall of the tower. The space was too narrow and a piece of the missile clipped its shoulder with a crunch like wood snapping.

 It screeched in pain, holding its arm tight against its body. The hit tore flesh open and blood ran in thick rivulets down the limb as it flexed leathery wings to balance. Veronica scrambled further up the staircase with it still close behind her.

 Reaching the top in a hand-over-hand scramble she jumped onto the small landing at the door. She took in the entrance in at a glance, noting the heavy wooden structure reinforced with brass hinges and iron lock housing.

 Its wood rotting, the door hung from a single rusty hinge, fallen into disrepair eons ago. Veronica lowered a shoulder and drove into the barrier. Wood splintered and she fell forward. That part of her mind she now began to think of as the Old Me marveled at her decisive actions, her raw physicality.

 Behind her the demon lunged off the stairs, good arm swinging wide in a deadly pendulum. Filthy, ragged claws sharp as glass shards caught Veronica across the back of her calf and she hissed at the quick, hot pain. She plunged into a Stygian darkness.

 Behind her the Hunting Horror shrieked as it followed. Veronica struggled to her feet, throwing herself forward, just escaping the swiping claws of the beast's strike. Her feet tangled up and she tripped. As she went down, it was on her.

It pinned her naked flesh to the ground. And laughed. As Narlathotep slowly rose he gave Veronica a direct order.

"Get on your knees" he said.

Veronica, rubbing tears from her eyes, quickly obeyed. Slowly crawling up to her knees, she noticed Narlathotep' thick cock at full attention.

"Grab it." Narlathotep instructed.

There is nothing else with these beings but the hunt for power and animal desire, she realized. It would be their undoing.

Still, she could do nothing but comply, noticing instantly as she wrapped her fingers around his cock, the feeling of it throbbing hard.

"Stroke it." Narlathotep commanded.

Veronica, looking up at the Black Pharaoh, slowly started to stroke his cock, then looking at her actions realized her hand only took up half of Narlathotep cock. She began reaching up with her other hand to cover the whole shaft.

Narlathotep seeing this, grabbed her other hand and said "No," pushing it away.

Veronica, confused, was not ready when Narlathotep instructed her to open her mouth. seeing her disobey his order, he grabbed Veronica's hair, snarling "I said open your mouth."

Veronica, startled back to her task at hand complied. Narlathotep's cock thrust in, forcing it to open. As she held half of him in her mouth, and the other half in her hand, she looked up.

"Suck it and stroke it" he said, still holding on tight to her hair.

She wrapped her lips around his cock, and slowly got into a rhythm of stroking while sucking hard on his outstretched demon dick.

She glanced up at the abomination as she worked her task, noticing the slit-eyed look of ecstasy contorting the demonic face. Along with Narlathotep's look of pleasure, Veronica, still in shock, was brought back to her own body, realizing how wet she was, once again, to the point of running down her leg.

My cunt is hungry for soul, she realized. I’m like a bad girl Wonder Woman with a golden, deadly, pussy, instead of lasso.

Narlathotep, grunting, obviously getting to the point of no return, stopped Veronica with a slap to the top of her head, and pulled her roughly to her feet. He grabbed her ass, lifting her up to an ancient plinth.

Fangs showing, Narlathotep ordered, "Spread your legs, and spread your pussy, human thing."

Veronica spread her legs, and reaching down with her left hand, spread her pussy wide. Exposed and vulnerable, she looked up at Narlathotep and asked, voice slyly meek, "Like this?"

Narlathotep looked down at her, rubbing his cock. He snarled, low in his throat and rustled his wings.

In the next instant he stepped forward and pushed his cockhead into her opening, parting the labia like curtains. The demon looked Veronica in the eyes. “When I’m done fucking you,” it promised, “I’ll wear your skin for a belt.”

Eyes still locked on hers, he thrust with his whole body deep inside her, pushing her ass across the top of the plinth. He didn't stop there; pulling completely out and leaving only the tip of his cock's head in, repeated the thrust, then again, over and over.

Veronica, still in shock and unprepared for this sudden invasion, inhaled deeply, giving a small cry of pain at her sudden fullness. She grabbed the edge of the countertop and held on under the sudden brutal assault. Narlathotep continued thrusting, her pussy flooding to grow wetter and more accepting of Narlathotep' inhumanly large cock. Once again, as always, when she adapted, the feeling becoming more enjoyable.

This was the work she was built for. It seemed an odd thing to realize about yourself, she knew. But there it was, just like that, an undeniable truth.

Narlathotep, near his fill of her slit, noticed her response, and slowed. Her own pussy juice held the very thing he needed for his final act. He thrust in deep a final time, then slowly pulled his wet cock out and took a step back.

Veronica startled at his sudden stop, one or two more thrusts away from his cock throwing her over the edge to an orgasm she hadn't realized she wanted. The beast growled. "Don't worry I'm not through with you yet, little lamb."

He lifted her and put her belly down across the plinth until she half stood, half clung to the squat pedestal, sure her legs would not support all her weight. Her ankle hurt. Tits pressed against the cold stone, the demon wrapped her hair in his hand.

He yanked hard, twisting her neck around, pulling her face up. She saw a small alcove to the room. Inside, like an altar in a shrine, she saw a tall, gold edged mirror.

"Look into the mirror, human bitch. I want you to see your face, to see me while I fuck you."

She couldn't help but smile in response, as the sound of his voice made her that much wetter with every word he spoke. It was a predator smile. Let him hammer away. She’d come, and then she’d steal his black soul.

"Spread your ass." Narlathotep barked

Reaching around with both hands, she grabbed her ass cheeks, pulling them apart, and arching her back to present the open gate of her very wet pussy as a sacrifice to the demon lord’s cock.

In the mirror, breathing heavily, Narlathotep looked down at her. The great, horned head turned to a side and suddenly a wickedly tipped claw poked at her perfect little asshole, tight and still untouched, ripe for the taking. Taking his cock in hand, he rubbed it up and down her opening, making his cock slippery with her juices. He grunted and pushed his penis forward.

 He smiled into the mirror. Panic rushed through Veronica. She thought there was something erotically sensible about her Succubus vagina eating a soul through the male’s cum. She had no such insurance her ass could perform in the same manner.

 On the brink of victory, she plunged headlong into sudden, mortal peril.

Narlathotep seeing the fear and confusion on Veronica's face in the reflection of the mirror, grinned, misunderstanding its source. Slowly, he started pressuring her asshole. Feeling this, she widened her eyes and made a peculiar "O" shape with her mouth. She squirmed as his fat cock slowly pressing in, her asshole refusing to give way and just accept him, no matter how much she wanted it to. The pressure mounted, and mounting, and with it the fear he would cum there and she would die in the next moment.

Every damn creature in these realms beside Skavis is infatuated with sodomy, she had time to think.

Just as she could no longer stand it, her asshole finally gave way, and she fully realized how truly thick the fiend’s shaft was. He didn't slow his pushing and Veronica lay, stuck with wide eyes and "O" face, as she felt each inch of the thing’s cock, slowly expand her asshole. This was a far, far different experience than when she’d lost her anal cherry on the plane over the Bermuda Triangle, or even Bast’s own, rough ass fucking.

She gasped out loud, clenching her teeth against the rippling pressure. Finally, she felt Narlathotep against her and knew she had all of him in her, leaving her waiting for the new sensation of the pull out, but Narlathotep stopped, looking at her in the mirror.

She became very aware of her own reflection, and closed her mouth and eyes in embarrassment, only to hear Narlathotep chuckle.

"That was my face, only meant for me to see, and only meant for me to treasure." His chuckle was sadistic.

Panting, she opened her eyes to look at his reflection. Finally, she could nothing but nod in agreement. Still unable to talk with all of him inside her, she had no choice but to acknowledge that this was to be their very intimate connection from now on.

For as long as either of us has left, she realized. In the end, it will be only you, or I.

Narlathotep slowly started rotating his hips in a clockwise fashion, working to loosen her up for what was yet still to come. Veronica felt his cock start making big circles in her ass and didn't know what to make of it other than it hurt good, like his cock was dancing in her ass just for the two of them.

After a few circles clockwise, he stopped, then began turning counter clockwise, sending a new shiver up Veronica's back. Slowing his rotation, he stopped, started to pull out, slightly faster than his push in. Veronica wasn't ready for this new sensation to end, and without thinking tried pushing Narlathotep back into her.

Narlathotep roared, "stop!" –the command so savage he sprayed sizzling hot spittle across her back.

He pulled out, then abruptly started thrusting again. With each brutal in and out he increased up the pace, toying with her. She felt little tears open inside her, knew despite the resiliency of her supernatural gifts, she was coming apart under the assault.

The experience grew increasingly transcendental, until she saw and felt her body from outside of its physical restraints. She heard herself grunting like an animal on each thrust, air pushed from her lungs with each impact of demon cock. To her dismay, she could hear for herself, as if from someone else, the masochistic pleasure she took.

Finally, feeling Narlathotep' balls slapping against her wet pussy, that familiar sensation started building inside of her. She was only a few thrusts away, and then she was going to cum. From the deep buildup it wasn't to be a normal orgasm. There was nothing she could do to stop it, and doubted even if Narlathotep stopped blasting into her ass, that it would halt its implacable progress.

“Fuck!” it was her turn to snarl.

Unable to endure any longer, she let loose as Narlathotep continued the brutal thrusting up her ass. The anal orgasm started in a small but screaming roar, quickly becoming an intense tremble that shook her to the core.

Her pussy exploded as Narlathotep' balls slapped it like hammers on a gong. She squirted across the nutsack, big as a woman’s clutch purse, soaking it. Her defiled asshole grabbed hold of Narlathotep' cock as he thrust, forcing her orgasm to stretch on in powerful waves, shaking her violently.

She lifted her head, saw her own orgasm contorted face, tears streaming, in the old mirror. Above her Narlathotep’s face twisted with its own pleasure, evil radiating from the demonic features like heat from a blast furnace.

She screamed out her anger and pleasure in one long guttural shriek straight into her own reflection.

Narlathotep, gave one final thrust, shoving his cock as far inside Veronica's tight ass as he could, howled, and then deposited his seed deep inside her. At each undulating wave of orgasm she felt his cock shoot another load of boiling cum deeper inside her.

“No!” he screamed, suddenly terrified.

The demon attempted to pull out, but to her surprise, her rectal sheath bore down hard, trapping it with an inhuman strength. In the mirror, Narlathotep looked shocked. She felt the return of the familiar euphoric rush and realized she’d deeply misunderstood a Succubus’s power.

It was not cunt-centered. It was core centered, she realized, feeling herself swell with stolen power. Her pussy was not the Succubus, she was the Succubus.

It was her turn to lock eyes with the demon and she saw the light fading from his infernal glowing eyes.

“That all you got, bitch?” she laughed.

Narlathotep suddenly dropped like a trip-hammered steer. His now flaccid penis plopped out of her ass and Veronica stood, filled with savage strength and wild, cosmic energy.

A great hand reached up and grabbed her.

Beneath them the floor gave way.

 She struck the floor and, with the sound of boards snapping, plunged through the rotted wood, the Hunting Horror falling with her. They plummeted into the dark as a miasma of mold and perpetual dank reached an overpowering stench.

 Veronica gripped the dying creature. The thing tried clawing free to break away and use its leathery wings. She slid her arms in tight under the Horror's shoulders and tucked her head beneath its dragon chin. The wet dog stink of the monster gagged her as she scissored her arms hard. The very power of its own soul filled her with the strength to fight.

 The Horror cavorted and bucked, trying to contort free. Veronica wrapped her legs around its limbs, anchoring herself, even as they plunged downward. Jerking quickly while pulling her arms tight, she spun the thing around half a heartbeat before they crashed into the next level.

 The impact came in a stunning shock.

 The hard, knotted form of the Horror reverberated with the concussion as Veronica spun clear. The vertigo felt sickening as she tumbled free, breath torn from her body. She rolled once to clear the Horror's reach. Head still spinning, she paused, fighting disorientation.

 The floor cracked like a gallows trapdoor falling open under the feet of a hanged man. Her stomach dropped so fast she wanted to vomit and she plunged downward again. Sensing the Hunting Horror adjacent to her, she struck, desperate to fend off any clawing attack.

 She missed a wild strike then felt the whip-like slap as the thing's leathery wings snapped out, trying to break the fall. Again, operating on instinct and the infusion of soul power, Veronica reached out and grabbed it.

 Remembering how quickly the manticore had succumbed, she had time to think, how is it still fighting?

 The Horror shrieked, twisting at the neck to bite free from the woman's clutch, but Veronica felt the shift and met it with a short, sharp head butt that snapped the thing’s face back like a cork shooting from a bottle.

 Amazed at her savage fighting acumen, she once more felt the hand of her master moving through her. Even now, in her darkest hour, the Magi was reaching out to assist her as best he could.

 Entangled, the unearthly predator she fought could no long use its wings and the pair crashed into the next floor, still closely locked together. Veronica tried rolling with the inertia of the fall, but her attempt was clumsy and she bit back a cry as she re-injured her weak ankle.

 The Hunting Horror was on her and this time the thing's fingers closed around her neck in iron manacles. The animal stink of the thing and its ghoulish breath choked Veronica even as her throat squeezed tight. Half sitting up, she threw a series of hooking blows, smashing the thing first in the ribs, then the head.

 Who am I? she thought, very near hysteria.

But, will to fight or not, it was like punching a stone post. She was good at fucking. Good at every aspect of sex. She’d never been in a fight in her life before now. A couple times jealous wives and girlfriends had come at her, but she’d always managed to get away.

 Snatching hold of the shoulder she'd wounded earlier with the rock, she tore at it, desperation lending her prodigious strength. The winged hunter arched in agony and Veronica locked her legs above the monster's narrow, human-like hips, giving herself leverage to resist the creature’s throttling choke.

 The boards underneath them groaned loudly. Again.

 Both combatants froze for a moment, then the floor gave way once more and they dropped into the darkness like stones down a well. Again, Veronica hugged into the sickening thing and rolled the bigger creature.

 Once again, the impact was stunning.

 It hurt with a numbing pain that jerked the will to fight from her even as the monster’s form softened the blow. Gasping for air from lungs emptied by the crash, Veronica tried rolling clear. Her vision swam until the inky blackness undulated in peculiar, disquieting ways.

 Under her body she felt unyielding stone.

 She winced and realized the creature wasn't moving, and she dimly realized that it lay slack as a corpse. Gasping for breath, she stopped, feeling the Hunter's blood congeal on her face, its semen still in her ass.

 Her chest hitched once and she sucked in stale, moldy air, fighting the dizziness caused by her exertion. She felt the thing sprawling out beneath her in the blackness, and she dared to hope. She slumped and fell to the floor.

She couldn't assume herself safe, not in this carnival of horrors, but she was too tired, too brutalized to care. She needed rest. She struck the cold stone of the floor harder than she intended and felt her head bounce cruelly.

 Brilliant points of light burst across her vision as splitting agony blossomed in her temples. Her ears were deafened by the sound of ringing. Then, like the cover of a book snapping shut, everything was dark and silent.

 She lay still on the floor in the gloom, unmoving as blood leaking from the slain demon spread in a slow, sticky wave, washing into her, staining her skin crimson. She heaved and vomited into the puddle of blood.

 She lay very, very still and did not wake.

 Veronica opened her eyes.

 There was no sense of disorientation or confusion. She understood exactly where she was and why she was there. She stood on a broken chunk of earth floating freely in an asteroid belt around a strange, massive planet. Overhead spun endless constellations. Her form was intangible, ethereal, and she felt no need for oxygen.

 Looking around, she saw the withered husk of some unknown Elder, eons dead and laying long forgotten. A translucent figure shimmered next to her and she took in the vision of the demi-god as it stood with brooding awe.

 "Bast," she whispered.

 "How do you fare?" he asked. “Your victory balanced cosmos scales.”

 Veronica regarded the feline god. She remembered the taste of its cock. She felt she deserved a rest. Maybe a spa-weekend.

 “I feel no pain, only victory.”

 “My world – the court of the King in Yellow -- is safe for now. It’s almost enough.” Bast said.

 “Good. Bargain kept. Return me to my Lord”

 Bast stepped in close. “Veronica, I am sorry, but something else must happen.”

 “What? What else must happen?” she asked, betrayed, outraged.

 “My lord, the King in Yellow,” Bast said, “desires your presence in his court.”

 She tried to shout, but in that moment, they were simply, gone.

End
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