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Chapter One
 
   “Highness, an envoy from Gennaíos approaches.”
 
   “A what?” Prince Óscheo turned and glared at the messenger.
 
   “An envoy, Highness,” he said, visibly shrinking beneath the prince’s scowl. “Bearing a message, perhaps, from Gennaíos.”
 
   “I know what an envoy is, you cretin,” Óscheo said. “What does he want?”
 
   “She, my liege.” The page pressed on, correcting his master and perhaps risking his life. “It is a girl, standing off beyond the archers’ range and holding the white flag of truce. I believe she wishes to convey a message.”
 
   The prince sneered and turned away. “An invaluable insight. Send out a rider and retrieve the message,” he said. “Have someone else bring it to me.”
 
   Little had gone well on this campaign. Dozens of warriors were lost in heavy seas and the fortifications around their staging point had taken days longer to build than they should have. With the sickle moon now waxing in the night sky, Prince Óscheo knew he had missed the last good opportunity for a surprise attack on Gennaíos. He was looking for any good excuse to retreat, but he knew his brother, King Dokimés, would only shame him by sending another regiment, which would probably conquer the Warrior Queen in a single battle. In daylight, no less.
 
   Óscheo’s military successes were largely against inferior forces with inferior weapons. His idea of a well-executed campaign was a moonless, midnight rampage through an un-walled city defended only by militia, murdering as many civilians as possible to create pandemonium. Prior to the unwelcome arrival of this envoy—suggesting a surprise attack was now an impossibility—he had hoped to execute this inspired battle plan in Gennaíos. 
 
   Although an army of career warriors defended Gennaíos, it was only a woman—Anja the Warrior Queen—who led them. Óscheo could visualize his own success over Anja. He saw himself victorious and unharmed, throwing her to his men to beat and rape—though not before he himself had taken the opportunity to spread her royal thighs. Delivering the majority of his force to the edge of her lands had been an excellent beginning to this dream, but now the remaining steps to victory seemed so very elusive.
 
   At least he could assure his own personal safety by wearing the Enchanted Armor of Ûşarmy. Its origins known only to the wizard Mágos, the light and flexible armor was impervious to swords, arrows, and spears alike. Óscheo would be dead five times over were it not for the magic woven into its threads.
 
   Curiosity got the better of the prince. He stalked out to the compound gates to observe this envoy. A girl! How dare they send a girl! Even he would think twice about murdering a defenseless girl beneath a white flag of truce.
 
   He was in time to see his rider exit the gates and gallop towards the figure at the top of the rise. Clad in a tunic of Gennaíoan colors—white and blue—she sat astride a chestnut pony and held aloft a white flag on the end of a lance. The contrast to his own approaching warrior bordered on the comedic; the burly soldier’s warhorse stood five hands taller than the pony, and it only served to accentuate the diminutive stature of the girl herself, who was slightly built and shorter still than her mount.
 
   No scroll was passed. The girl merely kicked her pony to a restless trot and circled the prince’s rider as she delivered her message verbally. Holding her position as the rider returned, she seemed to be looking into the distance beyond the rise where Gennaíoan reinforcements presumably waited. Óscheo made a mental note to make camp on higher ground next time, congratulating himself on such a shrewd observation; doubtless less capable leaders than himself would be overrun in their sheltered valley by an approaching enemy that they never saw coming.
 
   “Your Highness,” the warrior called, having astutely spotted the prince on his return approach. “Queen Anja would meet you to propose a peace offering. She waits yonder, over the rise.”
 
   “An offering? What kind of offering?”
 
   “I asked the same, my Prince. But the girl herself does not know,” said the rider, his horse snorting and wheeling impatiently, as if keen to return to the filly on the hill. 
 
   Óscheo felt a similar urge. The envoy was young, no doubt, but the modest swell beneath her tunic suggested she was of age—or if not then well upon her way. The prince felt he might enjoy a closer inspection.
 
   “Will you hear from Anja, Highness?”
 
   “I will,” Óscheo said, at which the soldier turned and signaled the girl by waving both arms, and she in turn signaled the hidden party beyond the rise. “Get me a horse and four guards, armed with lances and swords,” he ordered a hovering lieutenant. He briefly considered returning to his tent for the enchanted armor, but on balance, it seemed unnecessary. The Gennaíoans came under the white flag and Óscheo knew them better for their honor in combat than for any predilection to murder foreign royalty.
 
   ~~~
 
   Óscheo’s party approached the top of the rise with a vanguard of two warriors and a second pair flanking his own horse. He stopped them a stone’s throw from the girl and watched Anja’s approach. She was either courageous or stupid, for her escort consisted of just two soldiers—one on each flank—and a pair of unarmed civilian women following a safe distance behind. Óscheo congratulated himself again; bringing the superior force to this meet virtually assured him of the upper hand.
 
   Anja stopped beside her envoy and handed over the reins before dismounting and striding confidently to the midpoint between the two groups. Understanding that she expected him to do the same, Óscheo for a moment rued his decision not to wear the enchanted armor. Just a woman, he reminded himself. If she tried anything, he would slit her open. The Gods had already begun the job between her legs and he would be more than happy to finish it. He shook off his feelings of caution (cowardice?) and dismounted.
 
   Walking slowly, he took the opportunity to study her more closely. In person, she was every bit as beautiful as the legends had hinted. Compact of stature, the Warrior Queen was clad in a Valkyrie’s strap-skirt and leather battle corset that hugged her full breasts and smooth feminine curves, and the lean muscles of her shoulders and arms suggested a close acquaintance with the shimmering sword at her hip. Gleaming brown skin, glossy, long black hair, and piercing, dark eyes completed the picture; this woman was the very essence of both beauty and nobility.
 
   Óscheo halted a body’s length from Anja—just beyond range of her sword—and resisted the temptation to address her. Let her be the first to speak and perhaps reveal her strategy.
 
   “Prince Óscheo,” she said. It was neither a question nor a welcome, and the tone of her voice revealed nothing of her intent. Perhaps she had early intelligence of his arrival. Magic? Or a traitor in his midst? The possibility that she had placed observers at her borders never occurred to him. “You are far from home,” she finished, pausing perhaps to see how he might respond.
 
   “Akrovystans are a travelling people, Anja,” he said, deliberately omitting her title. Why bother to acknowledge a position that would cease to exist before the moon turned its next quarter.
 
   “I see that you travel with soldiers and warhorses,” she said, arching an eyebrow. “An unusual retinue for trade or diplomacy, don’t you think? Or perhaps you have some other goal in mind.”
 
   “These are dangerous times, I think you’ll agree,” he said. “I should not want my party waylaid by thieves in the night. These men afford me a measure of protection when I am far from home.”
 
   Anja sighed wearily. “No doubt,” she said. “It is in the spirit of diplomacy that I come to you, as well. I wish to make you an offer that I hope will strengthen the ties between our lands.”
 
   She negotiates surrender before the battle has even begun! Such a cowardly people. The legends of their courage and resourcefulness are doubtless only fables; children’s bedtime stories with no base in fact. Still, Óscheo reminded himself of his own thwarted battle plan and was interested to see whether he might salvage some military pride with a diplomatic arrangement.
 
   “State your offer, Anja,” he said. “For I have other important matters competing for my attention.”
 
   Anja eyed the heavily fortified camp in the valley. “I can see that is true,” she said. “I know that fate has dealt your people some cruel blows, with plague killing so many children and leaving your women barren.”
 
   Óscheo stiffened. “You are well informed of our affairs.” He was equal parts surprised and annoyed that she had such sources of information.
 
   “We of Gennaíos have our own problems,” Queen Anja said. “Our fair women and fertile lands are the envy of the Great Sea kingdoms, making us targets of many warlords who would have our natural riches for themselves.
 
   Óscheo smirked. “Really? I did not know.”
 
   “We are not a warlike people,” Anja continued, refusing to rise to his bait. “The only thing we gain from war is widows, and the staunch defense of our lands has produced too many of those. It seems that our troubles are complimentary: Gennaíos’ widows want the security of marriage and family, and Akrovysta needs women to bear their next generation.”
 
   “You offer me women?” Óscheo’s attention shifted from Anja to the two civilians on horseback standing behind her soldiers. They were fair indeed. Full of breast and broad of hip, they bore the luscious, womanly curves that promised many a happy evening of successful procreation. “And what would you take in return, Anja?”
 
   “We want for nothing more than peace,” she said. “The swift return of your army to Akrovysta is all we seek—that and your word that they shall not return to the shores of Gennaíos. These two women behind me are perhaps the first of many diplomats who will forge new and peaceful ties between our lands. In time, we would welcome them back along with their families to settle here and farm our lands.”
 
   Óscheo was intrigued. The offer of women had stirred some deep and animal instinct. He was not like his brother, the king, having never learned the easy smile and genial manner that had won Dokimés his choice of countless suitable mates. The only women he bedded had to be bought, so he found the idea of those who offered themselves freely to be deeply arousing.
 
   “Bring them forward, then,” he said. “Let me see these future brides of Akrovysta.”
 
   “Selena!” she called to the envoy. The girl dismounted, and as she helped the Gennaíoan women out of their own saddles, one of them carelessly snagged Selena’s wimple on a sandal and pulled it from her head, spilling free long, shining curls the color of buttermilk.
 
   The proximity of Anja’s leather corseted curves had commanded Óscheo’s attention so completely, he had not yet taken the opportunity to study the envoy, whose shape and movement had seemed so inviting from the distance of the camp. That hair! By the Gods, it was impossible to ignore! He had seen tresses of raven black and countless shades of brown, but Selena’s creamy white locks—lighter still than her golden skin—were the stuff of myth and legend.
 
   Óscheo was spellbound. The broad, leather belt cinched around her waist clearly showed her slender curves and the shelf of her small breasts—so she was obviously of age—but she was truly tiny, a full head shorter than the petite Anja. The noble part of him wanted to fold her in his arms and cradle her delicate body, protecting her from the dangers of this violent world. The rest of him was far less noble; it wanted to strip her naked, hold her down, and watch the awe-struck look in those captivating blue eyes as his bulging cock stretched open the silken bud between her thighs.
 
   “Thank you, Selena,” Anja said as the girl presented the two widows.
 
   Óscheo shuddered to hear her name spoken again. It felt powerful to know such a thing without an introduction, like an unshared secret. He said it to himself—Selena, beautiful Selena—and imagined whispering it in her ear as he pushed his thick manhood into her.
 
   “What say you, Prince?” Anja said. “Both took husbands on the eve of battle and have lain with a man but once.” 
 
   One of the women coughed into her hand and looked shyly downwards. “Twice,” she whispered, her dark eyes flashing briefly upwards to Anja. “’Twas our wedding night, my queen,” she finished by way of explanation.
 
   “Twice then,” Anja corrected herself unapologetically. She turned her attention to the other woman, who shrunk beneath her regal gaze, and after a moment of indecision, showed Anja a hand with four fingers extended. The queen’s eyebrows lifted in what might have been either surprise or envy. “In one night?” she gasped. “Still, Prince Óscheo,” she said, recovering quickly, “I think I understand the hearts of men well enough to hazard that this foreknowledge would hardly dampen the ardor of a prospective husband.”
 
   Óscheo felt short of breath. This talk of fucking while four beautiful women stood before him—one of whom might well be a goddess in human form—had made him lightheaded. He could think of nothing but the girl Selena. He longed to see beneath her tunic and touch her ripe, young body.
 
   “The oth—” his voice broke as he tried to speak and he had to cough and start again. “The other one,” he said, gesturing at Selena. “The girl. She is a widow as well?”
 
   “A widow?” Anja responded with surprise. “She is just barely a woman, Prince. She only commenced her training last harvest, after her eighteenth summer.”
 
   “Training?” Óscheo felt gutted. He could think of nothing but the girl, Selena—holding her, smelling her hair, feeling the beat of her heart behind those tiny breasts, and listening to the nervous flutter of her breath in his ear as she parted her legs beneath him. Take me, my Prince, she would whisper. For I am yours.
 
   “Selena is highly prized for the color of her hair,” Anja explained. “She is being schooled in the art of lovemaking, and then on her twentieth birthday, she will be matched to a noble from a neighboring kingdom with whom we already share the bond of peace.”
 
   “Lovemaking?” Óscheo felt barely capable of a longer response. He simply could not look away from Selena’s blue eyes.
 
   “You needn’t concern yourself with Selena’s virtue, Prince Óscheo,” Anja smiled. “I assure you that her maidenhead will remain intact until her wedding night. The techniques of marital congress are taught by one’s mistress in Gennaíos. It was a time upon which I myself look back fondly.”
 
   “Would you promise her to a mere noble?” Óscheo said, finally regathering the power of speech as a plan formed in his mind. “Surely such a jewel should fetch a higher price,” he suggested. “Perhaps … royalty?”
 
   “Royalty?” Anja mused. “That would be a pleasant dream indeed, but Selena’s blood is red, not blue. Perhaps if she bore a girl child with the same coloring, but I fear aiming for a royal husband would be setting our sights too high.”
 
   “I think otherwise, Queen Anja.” He began to use her proper title almost unconsciously, trying to ingratiate himself. “The girl could never take the throne, of course, but a union with a third or perhaps even a second prince …” He trailed off, allowing the Warrior Queen to complete the thought on her own.
 
   “Hmmm, yes, a prince with no claim to the throne,” Anja said, sounding thoughtful. “Your brother’s queen has just borne an heir, has she not? So you yourself are such a second prince!” she continued happily. “I fear you have been impaled on your own lance, Óscheo! By your own admission, a Gennaíoan peasant girl might be the next princess of Akrovysta.”
 
   “I stand by that assertion,” Óscheo said, his heart pounding in his ears. “A lack of nobility could be quickly forgotten in light of such a unique beauty.” Might he defeat this stupid, brutish queen in a battle of wits and win the exquisite Selena as his own fuck-toy? Princess indeed! Akrovysta would never accept a peasant princess, not even for a disliked, sulking, second prince such as himself.
 
   “If you are proposing yourself as a match, Prince Óscheo—”
 
   “I am,” he interrupted, allowing himself another lustful look at Selena’s ripe, virginal body.
 
   “—then I must humbly demur,” she said. “It is one thing to seek a mutually beneficial arrangement for these poor widows, but we have no treaty with Akrovysta. I should invite an uprising if I were to render you our most valued bride only to have your army invade beneath the darkness of the next moon.”
 
   Óscheo despaired. He must have this girl.
 
   “You would have King Dokimés’ name on a treaty long before this moon waned, Queen Anja,” he said, the hopeful lie coming as easily as breathing. “Until then you would have my word as his brother.”
 
   “Hmmm.” Anja seemed to consider this proposal. “I would need more than your word.”
 
   Óscheo leaped at the chance. “Name your price. I have both gold and silver in abundance.”
 
   Her eyes downcast, Selena watched him closely through her blond eyelashes and blushed to be sought so earnestly by a prince. He imagined that blush deepening with her virgin sheath stretched tightly over his bulging manhood. 
 
   “I was thinking of something more compelling as a promissory offering,” Anja said. “Like your sword.”
 
   “My sword?” He reeled as if struck and looked down at the jeweled and gilded pommel. It was a royal treasure of Akrovysta and was rarely off his hip. Dokimés carried their late father’s weapon, of course, but this blade had belonged to their grandfather. It was his greatest pride.
 
   “Only until such a time as a treaty is struck,” Anja said. “When I returned it, you would possess the two finest things of beauty in your kingdom and be the envy of your brother.”
 
   Óscheo’s head spun. Dokimés would never sign a treaty with Gennaíos, but that did not mean he could not retrieve his sword. Might he not accept her offer and then resume the invasion after feasting on the lovely, young Selena. How much sweeter the spoils of war when he thrust into Anja’s conquered body with the blond girl’s scent still drying on his cock.
 
   “I accept,” he answered rashly, drawing his sword slowly and presenting the hilt to the Warrior Queen. He had no idea how he would marshal his soldiers to defeat her without the element of surprise, but he felt certain that he would be able think more clearly once he had filled the blond girl’s slit with his royal seed.
 
    
 
   
 
  


Chapter Two
 
   “What would you have us do with these women?” asked a warrior as the prince’s now extended party approached the fortified camp.
 
   Anja had kept her horses, so the widows rode double behind the two flanking soldiers, while the girl Selena sat on the front of Óscheo’s own saddle with the tight peach of her rear pressed breathtakingly against his cock, which was now painfully erect and lifting at his leather skirt.
 
   “House them in the Adjutant’s tent for now,” Óscheo said. “Afford them every dignity you would a woman of Akrovysta.” He briefly considered allowing the soldiers to share them, but he did not yet want to reveal his intent to renege on the deal with Anja. He would spend the rest of the afternoon stretching Selena’s little rosebud over his cock, and unrest in the camp was the very last thing he needed.
 
   “Yes, Prince Óscheo,” all four warriors answered in unison. 
 
   As they entered the gates, the warriors peeled off to the stabling area while Óscheo rode straight up to his own tent. Let a servant deal with the horse.
 
   The girl twisted around and looked upwards into his eyes. “You have the stirrups, my Prince,” she said, her lips pursing provocatively so very close to his own. “Will you lift me down?” She raised her arms, inviting him to hold her there.
 
   He closed both hands around her chest with his fingertips trailing over the edges of her breasts, and with one athletic movement, she kicked her right leg over the horse’s head and slid down its left shoulder. Óscheo took an extra moment to measure the swell of her left breast—small and so wonderfully firm beneath the tunic—before reluctantly releasing her and dismounting.
 
   “Have my horse seen to,” he ordered the guard at his tent as he led Selena inside. “And ensure that I am not disturbed.”
 
   “Yes, Highness,” the soldier said, not missing the opportunity to gawk enviously at the small blond beauty beside him.
 
   “Now girl, let us see what you look like beneath that tunic.”
 
   “I understand my duties as a wife,” Selena said, looking shyly down at his feet. “But should we not be married before we lay together?”
 
   The prince laughed. “Child, you have much to learn about Akrovysta.” Then making up a harmless lie to ensure the girl’s compliance, “By our laws, we were married the moment your queen accepted my sword.”
 
   “Oh!” Selena flashed her blue eyes upwards with surprise. “I did not expect … I mean … would you have me now, then? As on our wedding night?”
 
   “Many times and in many different ways,” Óscheo said, lustily rubbing the tented bulge in the breechcloth beneath his skirt.
 
   Selena shuffled her feet nervously. “I have been taught how I should prepare to receive my husband,” she said. “Mistress says that it eases the path of congress. She says a good wife should always make herself ready, but—” She looked away bashfully. “—I did not realize I was to be married today.”
 
   “Does the earth need to be readied for the plough?” Óscheo asked. “Nay, you will find me ready enough for the both of us, my dear.”
 
   Selena pressed on bravely. “Queen Anja says that many men enjoy the preparation, and …”
 
   “And?” She had piqued his interest with mention of the queen in connection with lovemaking, for notwithstanding the pending conquest of sweet Selena, splitting Anja’s seam had raced to the forefront of his life’s ambitions the moment her lithe, corseted body swung down from her horse that afternoon.
 
   “I shouldn’t say, my Prince.” Her voice dropped to a sibilant whisper. “But she said that some men—some gentle men—like to join in.” She looked back up at him through her eyelashes. “Would you help me to ready the earth for my Prince’s plough?”
 
    Óscheo’s cock ached to be inside her, but she had intrigued him with the invitation. He gestured his assent and idly wondered how Anja would prepare her own body for his taking.
 
   Selena took a blanket from the bed and laid it on the earthen floor, and then she knelt with a washbowl of river water and a cloth beside her. She looked up again at the prince, and after a quivering breath and a moment of hesitation, she removed her belt and slowly pulled up her tunic—revealing her slender thighs, pointed hips, and her flat stomach—and then quickly lifted it over her head, exposing the most perfect round breasts that Óscheo could have dared to imagine.
 
   His heart raced. Now dressed only in a breechcloth, Selena’s beauty was stunning. Her golden skin seemed almost to sparkle, and the shadows cast in the filtered light of the tent lent a voluptuous depth to her slender curves. He watched transfixed as her small, pink nipples hardened to ripe peaks with thoughts of lovemaking, causing her to look down at them blushingly and massage the points back to softness with her fingertips.
 
   “Won’t you come to me?” she said, patting the blanket invitingly in front of her. 
 
   Óscheo felt an unfamiliar longing. He still wanted to lay with her—desperately so—but even more than that he wanted simply to watch (and maybe touch) the perfection of her petite, lean muscles working beneath that flawless skin. He knelt on the blanket in front of her and settled back on his heels, mirroring her pose. Then, unable to deny himself, he placed his open palms on her knees and stroked slowly up her thighs and beneath the breechcloth, stopping only when his fingertips touched the thin folds of linen covering her sex. Smoothing his fingers inwards along the line of that crease, he felt for a moment the soft pad of her vulva before slipping between her thighs, gently forcing them open them to form a wide vee before gliding his palms back down her inner thighs to her knees.
 
   “Your touch is so gentle, Highness,” she whispered, taking one of his hands in hers and fingering the smooth, un-callused skin. “Soft,” she said. “It makes me feel ticklish … in here.” She pressed his hand to her breast, which fit perfectly into the hollow of his palm. “And in here.” She guided his hand down and touched the backs of his fingers to the soft parting between her thighs. She held him there for a few moments until he felt her moist heat through the linen, and he realized with a breathless thrill that her rosebud was opening beneath his touch.
 
   Returning his hand, Selena wet the washcloth and wrung it out in the bowl, and then starting with her face, she began to wash herself. Óscheo simply watched, paying particular attention to the way her firm breasts reacted and molded to her touch; nothing he could do or say would make her actions more poetically sublime. Selena was a living example of the perfection of the Gods.
 
   She rinsed the washcloth after washing her upper body, and then catching Óscheo’s eye, she smiled demurely and untied the cord that fastened her breechcloth, allowing it to fall between her parted thighs.
 
   The prince gasped and his cock jerked with wanting beneath his already tented underwear. He had seen between the legs of whores before and had been disappointed to find the mysteries of female anatomy remain stubbornly cloaked beneath a thick bush of black pubic hair. He hadn’t guessed that Selena’s fair coloring extended beyond her head, and until he noticed the fine dusting of translucent blond fuzz, he believed for a moment of breathless excitement that she was in fact much younger than promised.
 
   Female anatomy was a mystery no longer though, for Selena was utterly exposed. With her knees shoulder-width apart, Óscheo drank in every detail. The mound of her pudenda where he expected to see her vagina was largely featureless, save for a few wisps of downy hair. Her slit sat lower between her thighs; not half the length of a finger, it was just a short gash in a puffy pillow of flesh that looked every bit as soft and inviting as her breasts. As he had suspected (fantasized?), it lay open, pointed at the bottom and cowled at the top, the pink interior glistening with readiness.
 
   Selena ran a finger between her open lips, collecting her juices and spreading them upwards, swirling around the pink fold that evoked distracting thoughts of the wizard Mágos’s cowl. Her mouth opened in a silent cry as she touched herself, and Óscheo looked up for a moment to regard her angelic face framed in silky blond curls. With her eyes softly closed, she was lost in the moment, her lips moving wordlessly over shining white teeth as her finger continued its seductive dance near the top of her slit.
 
   Had she invited him to take part? How could he not? Óscheo reached a hand between her legs and touched the hot, wet center of her sex, causing Selena to twitch and her eyes to fly open with surprise. Óscheo jerked his hand back, himself surprised by her reaction.
 
   “Do it again,” she whispered, smiling. “Please, Highness.”
 
   Selena sighed as he touched again in the middle of her slit. He pressed gently but firmly, however he could not enter her. Having never taken a girl’s virginity, he had no idea how much effort was required, only that it was said to pain her, so it could not be as simple as entering a whore.
 
    “Down here,” Selena whispered, holding his hand in both of hers and sliding it downwards until he felt the soft pink flesh yield and part to his touch. Manipulating his hand, she bade him to enter and he slipped the tip of his middle finger inside the warm, tight barrel of her sex. Selena rose off her heels to meet him, moaning softly with her head thrown back as she moved him slowly in an out of her entrance.
 
   “Inside is my soul,” she breathed. “It will be yours, but the way is narrow and protected by my innocence. Can you feel it?”
 
   Óscheo grunted wordlessly. It was not much of an answer, but he could feel it! Her opening was impossibly tight, squeezing his finger and making him force it through the tiny channel, but beyond that point, he felt a gentle, pliant softness—the warm and moist paradise that awaited his cock.
 
   “My heart and my soul,” she continued. “The heart is easier. You can touch it.” She withdrew his finger and glided it further up her slit, circling so he could feel the swollen bud beneath its hood. “Ohhh,” she groaned. “Can you feel it beating?”
 
   Óscheo could not, but he felt her hands clench when he touched her in that place and saw gooseflesh break out on her breasts, which lifted fetchingly with her shallow breaths. Taking control, he returned to her entrance and fucked more deeply with his middle finger—almost to the knuckle—while Selena rocked forward to meet him, her hips gently thrusting and working to impale herself more forcefully.
 
   Introducing the tip of his thumb, he used it stroke the bud she had called her ‘heart’, causing her to cry out with her head thrown back, the tips of her long blond hair swaying and dancing around her slowly pumping hips.
 
   Selena rose up on her knees and took Óscheo by the ears, guiding his lips first to one breast—where he kissed and sucked the tiny nipple to attention—and then to the other. They were wonderfully firm and the tips as hard as marble, so very unlike the soft, saggy breasts of Akrovystan whores. He licked them all over just to feel the springy texture beneath his tongue and was delighted to find that he could almost suck one entirely into his mouth.
 
   The girl’s moans had turned more desperate, almost pleading, as she thrust her narrow hips onto his finger with more force and crushed his face to her breast.
 
   “Kiss my heart,” she pleaded, her voice beginning to break. Óscheo kissed the bony cage of her sternum. “No, no!” she cried, pushing his head lower. “My little heart!”
 
   He understood immediately what she wanted. He had heard tell of men using their mouths down there, but he had also smelled the slick slime left on his cock after mounting a prostitute and had never felt the compulsion to try it himself—until now. He was in thrall to that small opening between her thighs and he longed to experience every pleasure it had to offer, so he allowed her to guide him down with her hands, kissing her flat stomach along the way and tracing a wet line with the point of his tongue.
 
   Rising on her knees to meet him and bending backwards to offer her sex, Selena began to whimper with anticipation as the prince’s lips and nose brushed through her short blond curls.
 
   Óscheo smelled her heady scent at the same time as his lips met its moist source. Without hesitation, he darted out his tongue to taste her, eliciting a delighted gasp from the girl as he touched her ‘heart’. Nectar of the Gods! This was nothing like what he expected. Sweet and salty and pungent, all in perfect measure; it was like olive oil and brine, but with some other exotic spice underneath—something raw, alive!
 
   He kissed her, coating his lips with her musky scent as he sampled the different textures of her flesh—the soft folds of her lips, the hard nub beneath its wizard’s cowl, and the moist, pliant lining around her opening. He dipped into that most intimate place with his tongue and found it to be the wellspring of her scent, replenishing her dripping juices faster than he could lap them up.
 
   “Oh yes!” Selena rasped, her narrow hips pumping in time with his tongue. “Now my heart, my heart! Take it!”
 
   He was not precisely sure what she wanted him to do, but he knew exactly where it was to happen, and he shifted his attention back to that hardened nub. Óscheo reflected for a moment that he had never taken an active interest in a woman’s enjoyment of lovemaking. He now thought he understood the reason: no woman had ever seemed to enjoy it. Without exception, all of his whores had simply lain there and docilely received his fucking. He found Selena’s tiny, writhing body to be exquisitely erotic, so much more exciting than merely a warm, wet hole for his cock.
 
   Her reaction when he sucked her little bud between his lips was both instantaneous and prodigious. “Oh yes!” She squealed, twining her fingers in his hair and bucking her hips into his face. Óscheo closed his hands around the small globes of her rear and squeezed her tight, sucking her pleasure nub and flicking it with his tongue while she twisted and writhed like a fish on the hook. Her excitement peaked with a volley of wordless cries, and pulling violently on his hair as she arched upwards, she unleashed one more scream before thrusting him away and falling backwards. Hugging her knees to her narrow chest, she grunted and moaned as a series of shuddering spasms wracked her lean body, clutching a hand over her sex and making the prince wonder briefly whether he had hurt her.
 
   The spasms abated after a few moments, leaving her gasping entreaties that Óscheo soon realized were grateful words of thanks. Laying back on the blanket, she swept some long blond locks from her face and smiled up at her lover.
 
   “Now my soul,” she whispered, opening her legs wide and wriggling towards him so that he knelt between them.
 
   Óscheo tore at his clothing and hurled it into a pile—taking him from clothed to naked in the space of a few heartbeats—and with his straining cock in one hand, he contemplated the small target in front of him.
 
   “Oh my.” Selena was propped on her elbows, nervously watching his tool bulge and throb. “Mistress never told me it would be so big. Will it fit?”
 
   If anything, Óscheo knew he was a little smaller than the average soldier under his command, but it was pleasant to hear she thought otherwise, even if she was mistaken.
 
   “I am certain of it,” he assured her, and he brought the tip to her glistening, pink entrance.
 
   “Let me hold it.” She placed a hand between her legs and took him in an underhand grip that maximized contact along the sensitive underside of his cock. He felt the muscles in his stomach contract with anticipation as she experimentally stroked him and touched the tip to her swollen bud, smearing it with a clear bead of his juices.
 
   With his own hands now free, he used them to explore the contours of her young body. Starting with his thumbs together over her mound, he stroked slowly upwards over her tummy, his fingertips curling around the sides and following her slim, hourglass curve. He stopped with her breasts cupped in the angles between each thumb and forefinger, lifting and pushing them together to lend her an ampler shape.
 
   Looking back down to her sex, he could see the purple tip of his cock glistening with their combined juices, and Selena was using it to tease the wet, pink lips around her opening. Óscheo pushed forward and the swollen bulk of his cockhead filled her entrance, bulging her engorged lips out to the sides. He could feel the narrow channel of her virgin sex squeezing and wetly shaping the soft flesh of his knob, straining in what would ultimately become a vain effort to deny him passage.
 
   Selena gazed with wide-eyed delight at the sight of his bulging shaft lodged in her opening. “Is that it?” she breathed, glancing quickly up to his eyes. “Are we one? But Mistress warned it would be painful.”
 
   Óscheo saw no point in an explanation, for it would not help matters. Instead, he took a firmer grip on her body and with a thin cry of pain from the girl, he pushed his cock into her straining sheath. That first stroke admitted less than half of his length before he could go no further, halted as much by her crushing pressure as by the lack of lubrication. He pulled out a small way, allowing her blood and their combined juices to spread around the point of their coupling, and then he pushed smoothly back in to the sound of a renewed cry of pain from Selena.
 
   This was what he had wanted. Oh, washing and stroking her young body had been exquisite, and the taste of her musky womanhood—taking her with his tongue instead of his cock—that too had been sublime. But this. This! He looked down in glorious conquest at the young girl impaled beneath him, his thick cock buried halfway inside her bleeding and once virgin cunt, and her angelic face an agonized rictus of combined pleasure and pain. He probed deeper, making her cry out and grimace again as her convulsing sheath clamped down delectably onto his erection.
 
   Straining under her crushing heat and pressure, Óscheo’s cock bucked and throbbed inside her and his balls boiled, preparing to fill her with his hot seed. Selena strained beneath him, lifting and writhing and gasping for breath, those movements allowing him to slip deeper until he felt the exquisitely tight barrel of her opening grip him firmly by the root.
 
   Óscheo had experienced nothing the equal of Selena’s sex. More than just warm and wet and tight, it felt as though it was alive, squeezing and slurping at his cock, tightening around the base and then rolling down his length in a sucking, wet embrace. He felt his manhood jerk and swell, preparing to ejaculate, but not wanting to finish yet, he pulled all the way out to regroup until his cockhead rested once again between her parted lips.
 
   He strained for what felt like an age against the need for release, and when he was finally able to relax, a thick pearl of cum oozed from the tip and dribbled down into Selena’s open cunt. It sat there at the threshold for a moment and then—stunningly—it streamed like quicksilver into her body.
 
   The girl stiffened and arched her backside off the blanket, reacting somehow to that one bead of cum melting into her slit. (Melting? It looked like some lurker beneath sucked it in!) Her mouth opened as if in a terrible scream, but the only noise to emerge was the sound of a thousand tortured souls sighing in anguish.
 
   Óscheo’s blood ran cold. What sorcery was this? Finally, that horrific sound abated but he was dumbstruck—torn between the urge to flee and the desperate need to stroke back inside and unload into her depths. As he steeled himself to take her again, Selena opened her eyes—no longer ice blue, but a burning, hellacious red—and froze him, trapped him, with the unearthly force of her gaze.
 
    
 
   
 
  


Chapter Three
 
   Selena felt the ancient magic within coming to life. It had been so very long since it was last unleashed—long enough for her body to regenerate the outward signs of virginity, at least. But that was the way of her kind, the way of the siren. Having taken the seed of a man, it was her power to wield control over his passions—not his body or his mind, but his lust, fear and anger. She had wielded that talent sparingly over her long, long life; it was a hungry thing that could leave a broad trail of destruction if she was not careful, but she planned to be so very careful indeed with her warlike prince.
 
   Having waited so long though, she must first sate her own needs. Óscheo was not an unhandsome man and his cock was young and so very hard—she had enjoyed worse, so why not use him a little before she put him to her real purpose? She locked her blood red eyes on his and commanded him.
 
   Take me! She spoke with her mind rather than her voice, and connected by both his seed and her gaze, he could not deny her call. Selena showed him a picture in her mind of how she should be taken, and she sat up and laced her fingers behind his neck to help.
 
   Positioning his pulsing cockhead between the soft, pink lips of her opening, Óscheo pushed effortlessly back inside, groaning with pleasure as her furnace heat enveloped his shaft. With their bodies now connected in this most intimate way, he hooked her trim legs over his elbows, and clasping his hands in the small of her back, he rocked back onto his knees and lifted her lithe young body off the blanket.
 
   Laying back in his arms with her legs high in the air, the angle was perfect not only for the deepest penetration, but it exposed her swollen nub where she could stroke it with her fingers. 
 
   Now fuck me, she commanded from her throne, mounted atop his cock. Oh, she had missed this. It was such a shame that she would have him just this one time. The prince was no stallion, but his modest girth was the perfect size for Selena’s forever young body, which felt pleasure and pain the same as any mortal woman. As he stood and began rocking her onto his thrusting cock, she felt utterly full, stretched in every direction, and she gasped with unaccustomed delight as the soft skin of his cockhead grazed deliciously over the entry to her womb.
 
   Selena hung her head back, and with her small, peaked breasts thrust upwards for the attention of Óscheo’s lips, she allowed her long, blond hair to fall and sway with the rhythm of his driving cock. Her fingers spread like a spider’s web over her pubic mound, the tip of the middle one centered on the sensitive bud that the prince had earlier teased to such an explosive climax. She could feel that warm sensation returning in gently building waves and she squeezed down on him with her secret muscles to feel its tingling path as it flooded her core.
 
   Óscheo gasped. “Gods! So tight!” He leaned back, using the girl as a counterweight to balance as he strained to go deeper, mashing the soft pad of her sex against the bony floor of his pubis. He was so far inside her that Selena could feel his balls against her buttocks as they lifted and swelled in preparation for that ancient imperative—to blast a hot gout of seed into her womb.
 
   No! She reached inside with her mind and stayed him at the final moment. “Finish me!” she screamed aloud, her voice quavering with undisguised lust. 
 
   Óscheo’s cock swelled angrily as the fingers of the siren’s mind tightened like leather bands around his balls, squeezing them mercilessly in her magical grip. She thrilled at the feel of his throbbing, swollen glans, pressing and stretching, straining deep inside at the gateway to her womb. With urgent fingers fumbling erratically at her sex, she arched and bucked on his cock, staying his release with her magical powers as she searched desperately for the path that would lead her once again into the ecstatic convulsions of orgasm.
 
   “Arrrrggghhh!” Óscheo groaned wordlessly, his face flushed and eyes bulging with the pre-orgasmic agony of denied release. With every muscle aching in resonance to the building pain in his swollen balls, he lifted Selena’s taut, thrumming body and drove her back down onto his cock, pounding the glistening meat of his shaft into her silky depths, only to drag back through her clinging, battered sheath to do it again. Unable to stand any longer, he fell to his knees, driving a gasp from the girl as his cockhead again pounded her innermost depths. Her small breasts rippled erotically with the shockwave and he leaned in to take one in his mouth, using his teeth on the stony tip.
 
   The red pain of her nipple struck lightning through Selena’s body, sparking off her swollen nub and filling her straining core with an explosive charge. Her eyes rolled back in anticipation of her climax and she finally released her mental hold on the prince. His pressure was so great that it didn’t wait for him to pump, steaming cum simply flooded in a dam burst, pounding her innermost depths and filling her core with molten heat and pressure. 
 
   With a feral cry, Selena came in a series of shuddering convulsions. She felt the heat of Óscheo’s seed coating the walls of her sex and filling her with a wet warmth that flooded back past his shaft, mixing with her own gushing ejaculation and plastering her blond wisps in a sticky mess. This fresh supply of the prince’s seed kindled inside Selena and her siren’s powers flared red again in her unearthly eyes.
 
   “Now, my Prince,” she whispered with a scheming smile. “I have another task for you.”
 
   ~~~
 
   “Anything,” Óscheo breathed. The pain in his balls disappeared immediately with his release and he now felt only the deep calm of post-orgasmic bliss. Not even Selena’s fiery gaze could disturb him; his only purpose now—his only desire—was to serve her.
 
   “Anja waits beyond the rise,” she said, never releasing him from her gaze. “She lulled you with her gifts and now waits for nightfall when she would kill you in your sleep.”
 
   Óscheo growled. “That lying hag,” he said, forgetting his own plan to destroy the Warrior Queen under the cover of darkness. He knew he had been right to take the girl for himself. See? Already she had saved his life.
 
   Selena smiled. “Bring me her head,” she said. “Secede from your brother’s kingdom and let us rule Gennaíos together as King and Queen.”
 
   Óscheo’s eyes filled with a greedy lust for power. Could he really take Anja’s conquered realm as his own and use her army and riches to defend against the wrath of his own brother? What could stop him? The plan was a thing of pure beauty.
 
   “Waiting for me is she?” His hands curling into fists as the heat of anger rose in his face.
 
   “Go and see,” Selena said. “Go now! Don’t wait.”
 
   Rising to her command, Óscheo stepped naked from the tent and almost bowled over his startled guard. He strode purposefully to the gate, seething with anger as he bellowed for the gatekeeper to open it for him.
 
   “Aaaaanja!” he roared, stepping outside the safety of his compound. “Anja you coward! Come from your den, vixen!”
 
   A few moments later, a head appeared beyond the rise, and to the sound of galloping hooves, Anja crested the hill and rode quickly down to the fortified Akrovystan camp, dismounting less than a spear-throw from Óscheo. 
 
   Leading her horse, she stepped forward fearlessly and surveyed the bloodied remains of Selena’s virginity on the prince’s cock with a grimace of disgust.
 
   “Your promise of marriage to Selena seems broken, as does her innocence,” she said with a steady voice. “And what of my virtuous widows? Am I to understand that you do not honor our truce, Prince Óscheo?”
 
   “It is you who is without honor, bitch.” His bare hands flexed with barely suppressed rage. “You, who would kill me in my sleep. Lay down your sword now and I shall spare your kingdom. Otherwise your villages will burn and your women will become whores for my army.”
 
   “You think me defenseless, Prince?” Anja said, smiling. She looked over her shoulder and a moment later a dozen heads appeared over the horizon. A dozen more followed them, and a dozen more after that, all marching forward and fanning out until a thousand soldiers covered the hillside, standing off beyond reach of Óscheo’s archers.
 
   “Perhaps it is you who should lay down your sword,” she said. “Though I recall you cannot, as it already belongs to me.” She drew his weapon from the scabbard on her horse’s saddle and threw it at him like a spear, striking its point into the ground at his feet, where it swayed pendulously back and forth.
 
   The prince pulled it free and held it menacingly in his fist. Anja still had not drawn her own blade.
 
   “Does Akrovysta observe the law of champions?” she asked. “Two warriors battle alone for their respective kingdoms?”
 
   “I need no champion,” Óscheo growled. “Your white-haired slut has asked for your head, and it would give me great pleasure to present it before I take her body a second time.
 
   “Do you challenge me then to a duel of champions?” Anja asked loudly, eyeing the growing crowd of Akrovystan witnesses gathering behind the compound’s walls. “A duel for my own kingdom?”
 
   “And when I kill you, your army will yield to me?” Óscheo said. This was too good to be true. Had he really worried about a battle plan against this feeble-minded, vain woman, when all he needed was to slay her and take everything for himself?
 
   Anja turned to face her warriors on the hillside. She drew her sword and held it aloft, where they could all see it, and then lowered it, pointing the tip towards the earth in front of her. As one, a thousand warriors bent and placed their weapons on the ground, and then stood at ease with their empty hands fisted in front of them.
 
   Anja turned to face Óscheo again. “They will not retrieve those weapons until the victor orders them to do so,” she said. “Will I have the same guarantee from your men?”
 
   Still naked, Óscheo turned to the camp and addressed them. 
 
   “Warriors of Akrovysta,” he called. “This scheming bitch has asked that I kill her, a request that I shall honor. I command you not to interfere!”
 
   “That is not the assurance I asked for,” Anja said, raising her voice to be heard by the watching hordes. “What is your order to them in the event that you lose?”
 
   Óscheo bellowed laughter. How could such a wealthy kingdom find itself ruled by such a stupid, vain bitch as this?
 
   “My warriors!” he yelled with amusement. “Queen Anja questions your honor. She asks me to give you your last orders in the event that she slays the Prince of Akrovysta.” Óscheo performed a slow turn to look at Anja and then back at his warriors, enjoying the raw power and courage borne of his nakedness. He laughed loudly again. “In the event that I am slain by a woman, I ask that you all to lay down your weapons and mourn the death of Akrovystan dignity. I further ask that you burn my body and scatter the ashes so that my homeland need never suffer the shame of bearing my corpse in its soil!”
 
   He turned back to Anja with a smile. “Enough talk, vixen! Draw your weapon and face me!”
 
   “Would you not … prepare yourself, Prince Óscheo?” Anja asked with a smile of her own, nodding at the thickening shaft of his cock.
 
   The prince’s passion was high, fueled by his coupling with Selena and the thought of conquest over the beautiful Warrior Queen. He planned to keep her alive long enough to rape her in front of her own men, first with his cock and then with his sword. He considered calling for his enchanted armor, but he didn’t want to lose the moment of triumphant expectation and power that he could still feel building in the watchful crowd.
 
   “I need no further preparation for the likes of you, Anja.” He stepped forward and stood in the ready position.  “Prepare to die!”
 
   “I don’t wish to defeat you with the advantage of armor.” Anja reached behind and deftly unbuckled her leather corset, pulling it over her shoulders and dropping it to the ground. It left banded indentations tattooed across the flat, golden skin of her stomach and around the richly swelling bounty of her breasts. She discarded her leather Valkyrie’s skirt with a similar lack of fanfare, exposing a neat bush of black hair that Óscheo longed to part and explore. He tried to ignore her nakedness, but the stiffening of his cock gave proof of his failure.
 
   Anja finally drew her sword and walked slowly towards him, her hips swaying and her heavy breasts bobbing gently with each step. As she drew closer, Óscheo saw her erect, pointed nipples and realized he was not alone in his elevated passion.
 
   The Warrior Queen stepped to within a body’s length and took guard against him, wearing only her sandals. Óscheo raised the tip of his sword and touched it to hers, relishing the clang of finely crafted steel. He judged his reach to be at least a hand longer than Anja’s, and his weapon exceeded hers in length by a similar margin. I might never need to step in harm’s way, he laughed to himself.
 
   Anja pushed the tip of his sword upwards and then stepped in, swishing quickly through a horizontal arc in front of his mid-section. She was fast—he would admit to that—but she was nowhere near close enough to touch him. Óscheo parried towards her neck but by the time he got there, the fast-moving whore had stepped around him and struck out again, nicking him below the right pectoral with the point of her blade.
 
   Bitch! He would cut off her tits for that! He stepped back to regroup and touched the short line of blood trickling down his chest. A scratch! A lucky one, at that.
 
   Anja beckoned him forward and he came, deflecting her first strike with the flat of his blade and then lashing out in a powerful rain of slashes, each one bringing him closer until he was within striking distance, whereby he lunged forward with the killing blow that would take off her head. The Warrior Queen ducked beneath his blade and let the prince’s follow-through take him off-balance. At the last moment before he regained his poise, she struck out at his head with a flick of her wrist and the razor sharp tip of her sword neatly severed his earlobe.
 
   Óscheo staggered backwards, screaming in a rage of frustration. There was no pain, not yet—his passion was too high. As he stood back gathering his breath, Anja picked up his fallen earlobe and studied the flat, crimson edge that had once connected it to his body. She looked up at him with a vengeful smile and painted a red line from her neck down between her breasts.
 
   “Now we are both bloodied, Prince Óscheo,” she said, casting his earlobe into the dirt.
 
   “You have marked the place where my sword will cut out you heart, you slut!”
 
   “Then show me.” Anja raised her sword.
 
   Óscheo advanced again, but this time he stayed out of her striking range and wore her down with powerful blows around her head that she had to defend with her heavy sword raised high. Relentlessly he circled left and right, using his superior power and reach to wear her down without exposing himself to further danger. With the last of a dozen consecutive blows in as many seconds, he struck her so hard that the deflection from her weapon turned the Warrior Queen around, exposing the soft curve of her side.
 
   Seeing his chance, he stepped forward to pierce through her ribs and into her lying, deceitful heart, but Anja continued her pirouette, dodging his blade, and then she swung back around to engage him. Stepping into danger, she touched the flat of her blade to his—right up near the hilt—and then with two lightning turns of her wrist, she circled his hand and twisted the hilt from his grasp, sending the sword flying.
 
   Heedless of Anja’s blade, Óscheo desperately tracked the flight of his own weapon and the Warrior Queen caught him off guard with a sandaled foot to his chest, kicking him sprawling to the dirt. Landing heavily on his back, his breath whooshed out in a startled gasp and his mind reeled. How could this have happened?
 
   He felt cold steel under his chin and a small sandal on his chest, and he looked up at Anja, her body aglow with sweat from her exertions, her breasts heaving as she sucked in air. The look on her face was triumphant. Óscheo moved to grab her ankle and twist her to the ground, but she warned him with a touch of pressure on his neck, drawing a trickle of blood. Too late, he understood that it was wrong to engage her in swordplay; he should have grappled her from the first and used his superior weight and strength to overpower her. 
 
   Even close to death, still he could not ignore her allure. His eyes dropped to her parted thighs and saw that she was open and wet behind that thatch of black hair. He realized with dumb fascination that this was every bit as exciting for her as his tongue was for Selena.
 
   “Your last chance, Prince Óscheo,” Anja panted. “Take your army and lead them back to Akrovysta. Let them bear witness to your disgrace.”
 
   Óscheo stared at her in furious silence for a few moments, the beat of his heart loud in his ears. If he could not have her alive, he would take her in death while her body was still warm.
 
   “Archers!” he cried.
 
   ~~~
 
   It was his final word.  Anja did not know whether his warriors had more honor than Óscheo, but prudence had always served her well as a battle companion. She leaned forward and pushed the point of her blade into his throat, cutting off his final duplicitous order. His eyes widened and his body jerked as blood bubbled out around her blade, but Anja pushed deeper and when her sword bit into the fragile bones of his neck, he fell back limply, dead before the last breath had seeped from his chest.
 
   “Your prince is dead, Akrovysta!” She pulled her bloodied weapon free and stepped away from Óscheo’s corpse. “Honor him by keeping to your bargain.”
 
   Hundreds of awed eyes looked on in silence from behind the compound’s gates. No one stepped forward to take charge—Óscheo had never favored the kind of leadership that might lead to a challenge of his authority.
 
   Anja heard a rustle from the back of the crowd, and a moment later Selena stepped through, carrying a grey-green bundle and leading the two Gennaíoan widows by the hand.
 
   “I came here in good faith.” Anja addressed the Akrovystan warriors again, confident now that there would be no repercussions from the prince’s defeat. “Gennaíos has fought and triumphed in many battles, but my armies are depleted. The widowed women of this land will welcome brave men to join us, to strengthen our numbers. We would willingly share our riches, and in return, ask only that you join us in defense from those who would take by force what we offer freely.”
 
   Still there was no answer.
 
   “You have the night to consider my offer, warriors,” she said as Selena joined her and stood beneath her protective arm. “Go to your boats if you will and return to Akrovysta, but any man holding a sword or a bow tomorrow morning will die.”
 
   “Come on,” she said to Selena, and they turned and walked away. “Let them consider my offer.” She eyed the bundle under the girl’s arm. “What do you have there?”
 
   “Enchanted armor, Mistress,” she replied. “I felt him wish for it in his final moments. I thought it might be valuable.”
 
   “Enchanted, you say?” Anja fingered the rough weave of the impenetrable fabric. “Can you feel its magic?”
 
   “Nay, mistress,” she said, considering the question carefully. “It’s not magic I feel. But it is not of this world, either.”
 
   Anja studied the markings on the grey-green armor. “Ûşarmy? Perhaps it is the name of the kingdom from whence it came?”
 
   “Perhaps, mistress,” Selena agreed. “Perhaps we will find out, one day.”
 
   ~~~ THE END ~~~
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   Please enjoy the first sizzling hot chapter of Heaven Can Wait, the erotic debut novel of Belinda LaPage, now available on Amazon.
 
    
 
   “Can we dispense with the blindfold now, gentlemen?” Djvonic asked.
 
   No response. He wasn’t completely sure these guys even spoke English. One of them said, “Put this on” about an hour ago, thrusting the blindfold against Djvonic’s chest, but that might have been a learned phrase. Since then he had been bundled into the back of a van and driven through endless back streets and into what felt and sounded like an underground car park. To the best of his reckoning, he was now in an elevator that was most curiously going down, rather than up. Secret underground lair? Who did this asshole Lazarus think he was? Fucking Blofeld or something? Resolution: if he has a white Persian cat, I’m outta here!
 
   “Congratulations, your secret lair is still a secret,” Djvonic sighed. “We’re about a fucking mile underground but otherwise I have no idea where we are, so can we put a lid on the fucking 1980’s cloak and dagger bullshit?”
 
   “Shut up.” That sounded like the same voice as Mr Put-This-On, or as Djvonic had come to think of him: The Man With No Neck. “Don’t make me kill you,” he finished. Must be feeling chatty. 
 
   He felt the elevator slowing and then glide to a stop. He was led down a corridor—long and empty by the hollow sound of their footsteps—and then one of them gripped him above the elbow, swinging him through a door and into a room.
 
   “Wait,” Neckless The Second grunted, then they both left and shut the door behind them. 
 
   Djvonic heard the lock engage after the door closed. He sensed that he was on his own and pulled the blindfold off.
 
   “Thanks for the lift,” he called, his voice laced with deadpan irony. “Can I have your card? I like a driver who appreciates the old-fashioned values like indifference and discourtesy.” No response; just fading footsteps. Probably just as well, he could maybe take Neckless on his own, but not his less loquacious friend as well.
 
   Was all this supposed to intimidate him? The blindfold, the goons driving him in circles, the secret location? It seemed more contrived to Djvonic than intimidating. Did Lazarus have any idea who he was dealing with? Surely he’d done his homework; he’d know that men have died for much less than the disrespect he was being shown. And if Lazarus didn’t live up to the rumours Djvonic had heard, then dead was exactly how he would finish up. Oh, but if those rumours were true? Well then, high-end prostitution was about to take a very exciting upward turn, my friends, and I’ll control it all. For that, he figured he could tolerate a couple of disrespectful goons.
 
   Djvonic looked around the room; it was some kind of post-modern waiting room, decorated in neutral tones with a few chairs and side-tables. There were artless geometric prints on all walls except one, where there was a huge, opaque glass panel. Two-way mirror? Probably not; the room wasn’t brightly lit and besides, the glass was opaque, not mirrored. More likely, it was that fancy privacy glass that turned clear at the flick of a switch. But when the glass cleared, who would be looking at whom?
 
   He checked the door (locked) and quickly scanned for security cameras without finding one. Didn’t mean there weren’t any though; damn things were just too small and easy to camouflage these days. Safer to assume that eyes were always watching. Djvonic sat down and checked his phone. No service, no GPS. Quelle surprise!
 
   He waited. Lazarus had better be a fucking magician.
 
   ~~~
 
   “Mr Djvonic, a pleasure to finally meet you. Has anyone offered you a drink?”
 
   A young man swept into the room; early twenties or thereabouts, tall and good looking with a shock of undercut black hair that was so bedraggled it must have been styled that way. The tailored t-shirt and slim jeans completed the picture: hipster. Great, Lazarus was employing his fucking nephew as an office boy. The fifteen-minute wait had done nothing to improve Djvonic’s humour, and this kid was not helping matters. Man, he hated hipsters. Fucking quinoa-munching, pot-smoking, organic gardening socialists who choke up the inner suburbs, sitting outside their fucking macrobiotic cafes in their fucking Dolce & Gabbana sunglasses, sipping fucking fairplay single origin lattes through million-dollar orthodontic smiles that their Baby Boomer parents gave up their retirement to fund. His daughter Mandy had just finished high school; God forbid she turns into another fucking hipster.
 
   “Please tell me I didn’t go through all this to meet Lazarus’s fucking cock-polisher,” Djvonic said flatly. “Turn around and go get your boss, son. There’s a good boy.”
 
   “I beg your pardon, Sir,” the smile slid off the hipster’s face as he turned back to the door. “I’ll be just a moment.
 
   He disappeared through the door as quickly as he’d arrived, but then a second later it opened again with the hipster back, his white smile beaming all the more brilliantly.
 
   “Mr Djvonic, a pleasure to finally meet you. Allow me to introduce myself; I am Lazarus, CEO and founder of Heaven Can Wait.” The hipster was holding out his hand in greeting, but Djvonic hadn’t taken it yet. He wanted to bitch-slap the precocious little prick, but an alarm bell from his subconscious—that intuition that had saved his life in a dozen bad deals as a teenager and countless turf wars as an adult—warned him to hold back.
 
   “Lazarus,” he said, inclining his head and raising one eyebrow sceptically. “Really?” He thought that showed the right amount of incredulity at meeting a twenty-two-year-old underworld boss without being overly rude … just in case.
 
   “Shake my hand, you fat cunt,” the hipster said mildly, his smile still gleaming. “Or I’ll strangle your daughter’s cat.”
 
   Figure of speech? Or did he know Mandy had a cat? If this kid wasn’t Lazarus then he had brass balls the size of grapefruits. But if he was, then now they were even for his “There’s a good boy” quip a moment ago. Playing it safe, Djvonic shook his hand. Neither of them tried any me-on-top mind fuck or macho bone-crusher bullshit, which was a positive step considering how this meeting had started out.
 
   “Marvellous!” the hipster beamed, his eyes dancing with a psychotic light that made Djvonic nervous. “I think we’re going to be fine friends, don’t you?”
 
   “Do you know who I am?” Djvonic asked in a low voice. He wanted the other guy to keep talking while he worked out who was in charge here.
 
   “Of course I do, Mr Djvonic,” he grinned. “That’s the third time I’ve addressed you and we’ve even shaken hands. I would say we’re well met, wouldn’t you?”
 
   Fucking smart-arse hipsters. Djvonic sighed and then opened his mouth to speak when the kid butted in.
 
   “Andrej Djvonic, 53, born in Balmain, Sydney to Serbian migrants Mladen and Petra. Grew up in the inner suburbs dealing heroin on street corners but never established a gang affiliation. Six months in juvie when you were seventeen, but no adult criminal record. Your post-juvie career in pimping around Kings Cross hit a snag immediately when New South Wales legalised prostitution in 1979, but you moved to Melbourne and peddled whores in St Kilda for another six years before they too legalised the industry. You used your bankroll to move back to Sydney and bought into a legal brothel in Paddington, which you stuck with long enough to collect and train four of Sydney’s most beautiful and exotic young whores, whereby you cashed out and started Australia’s most prestigious high-end escort agency.
 
    “Much to your parents’ disgust, you married a Croatian, Allessandra, in 1995 and fathered Magdalena the following year. You’re still engaged in mostly legal prostitution and mostly illegal human trafficking, and you spend three months of each year in Eastern Europe or South America looking for beautiful but disadvantaged young women whom you teach English, manners and fucking, in no particular order and then put them to work in your agencies.”
 
   Djvonic remained impassive through this, trying to hide his surprise so as not to give this cum-splat the pleasure of seeing him rattled.
 
   “And what about me, Mr Djvonic?” the kid calling himself Lazarus asked. “Surely you too have done your homework?”
 
   “Well Mr Lazarus, if that’s who you are,” Djvonic began, choosing his words carefully to mitigate his great lack of useful information. “With apologies to Winston Churchill, you are a riddle wrapped in a mystery inside an enigma. Beyond eight years ago, there’s no trace of you, but since then you’ve cropped up in identity theft and long cons. In the last year or two, rumours began to do the rounds on the subject of mind control and personality imprinting.” Djvonic was watching Lazarus for any signs that he was right or wrong, but the younger man was giving away no clues.
 
   “Which brings us to our current problem, Mr Lazarus,” he went on.
 
   “Just Lazarus, please,” he said, his smile so broad Djvonic wanted to punch it.
 
   “Which brings us to our current problem, Lazarus,” he repeated. “If my intel’ is right—and for what I paid, it’d better be—then I’d guess you were about fourteen years old when you came to prominence as a criminal overlord in Sydney, which I reckon you’d agree, warrants some kind of explanation.”
 
   “Oh, Mr Djvonic, I assure you your research is indeed correct, although it is lacking in my less recent history,” Lazarus explained, guiding his guest to a chair and taking the one opposite for himself. “I got my start in identity theft around the same time you got yours in prostitution, although back then I was mostly reselling stolen credit cards and passports. Notwithstanding my current youthful good looks, it’s true that we are in fact the same age.”
 
   “What if I told you I find that difficult to believe?” Djvonic replied casually. His subconscious alarm was still pinging; despite his words, he was half way to believing this man was Lazarus. Worse, he was also half way to believing the impossible story he was being told.
 
   “And yet it’s completely true, Mr Djvonic,” Lazarus shrugged, hands extended in a what-can-you-do gesture. “My most recent breakthroughs—to which you’ve already alluded—can be applied to solve problems we previously thought intractable. Like ageing, for instance.”
 
   “So how old are you?” Djvonic asked quickly.
 
   “As I said, the same age as you, fifty-three,” Lazarus replied indulgently. “Give me a hard one, Mr Djvonic.”
 
   “Who was Prime Minister when you were a kid?” Djvonic shot back. He watched the younger looking man’s eyes, searching for those telltale signs of deceit.
 
   “I was too young to remember Menzies, though he was much discussed,” Lazarus said. “But I do remember Harold Holt drowning and McEwen taking office. Anything else?”
 
   “Where were you for the Apollo 11 Moon Landing?” Djvonic asked, and then realising that one was too easy, he added, “and what time of day was it?”
 
   “It was a school day,” Lazarus sighed. “I was in Grade Two and Miss O’Connell left the television on for most of the morning. Armstrong and Aldrin came down the ladder at around lunchtime, Sydney time. I remember this because I had a crushed up ball of waxed paper from my sandwiches in my fist while I watched.
 
   “How am I going, Mr Djvonic?” Lazarus sat back and crossed his legs. “Convinced?”
 
   Some famous recollections from the 1960’s wouldn’t be too hard to fake, but why bother? What would be the point? More than anything, that convinced Djvonic that Lazarus was telling the truth … or at least some version of the truth. Could he really have reversed the aging process? And if so, why wouldn’t he sell the technology legitimately?
 
   “Maybe,” Djvonic answered. “So what else have you got? I’ve heard whispers, but they’re about as easy to believe as your age.”
 
   “What can’t I do, Mr Djvonic?” Lazarus sat forward, his eyes twinkling with mad light again. “That is the better question. What can’t I do? You’re a man who deals in fantasies, are you not? How is the market for them at the moment?”
 
   This was a subtle turn in the conversation, and it wasn’t lost on Djvonic. The introductions were over and now it was time to talk business.
 
   “A man who deals in fantasies,” he mused, warming slightly to the other man’s charisma. “A strange choice of words. Most people would say I traded in women or sex, but I like your description better. The bottom tier of my trade sells sex; nothing more than wet holes to be plugged for a reasonable price. Next up is kinks and fetishes; usually women who are prepared to suffer pain and humiliation—or maybe inflict it,” he quickly interjected, “to earn an extra quid.”
 
   “Neither of which are in direct competition with your business, correct?” Lazarus interjected.
 
   “Right,” Djvonic agreed. “Don’t get me wrong,” he waved an instructive finger, “there is a good market for masochism, but too often either the girls come back fucked-up or the client is pissed because they couldn’t fuck them up enough, both of which spoil the chance of repeat business, which in my book is bad business.”
 
   “So you deal in fantasies,” Lazarus stated. “Exotic fantasies.”
 
   “Beautiful, exotic, intelligent women. Exactly!” he said, checking off the points on his fingers. “Yours for no less than the full night, but more often for the weekend or the length of a holiday. The girls love those ones. ‘Companions’, is the word we use. Not just willing sexual partners, they’re for wealthy men who’ve had their fill of dumb blondes and gold diggers.”
 
   “I sense a ‘but’,” smiled Lazarus, leaning forwards with his fingers steepled beneath his chin.
 
   “But it’s changing,” Djvonic replied resignedly. “Fantasies aren’t what they used to be. Fucking liberalism and internet porn has made everyone a fucking expert; Johns are exacting in how a woman should look and act and fuck. I said ‘Repeat Business’ earlier; we make a decent dollar off individual transactions, but our customer base is so narrow, repeat business is crucial. We can’t afford to have these guys walking off soft, but they’re so bloody hard to please, there’s fuck-all we can do about it.”
 
   “Exactly!” Lazarus cried; Djvonic’s problems seemed to please him greatly. “Your clients have very specific fantasies in mind—very real fantasies, if you like—and they’re becoming increasingly difficult to fulfil.”
 
   “Real fantasies,” Djvonic nodded, pointing at the other man in agreement. “You don’t know how true that is. At least half of our Johns give us photos, videos, and even fucking names and addresses, for fuck’s sake, of their doctor or gym instructor or barista; women they know and fantasise about but can’t have. And we try to supply a surrogate, someone who looks, sounds, and behaves like what they want.”
 
   “And you’re here because you see this shift as an opportunity,” Lazarus actually rubbed his hands together in delight. “Tailored fantasies, a way to differentiate yourself from the competition.”
 
   Djvonic eyed him carefully. “So you can do something like this?” he asked slowly, beginning to get excited.
 
   “Tell me, Mr Djvonic,” Lazarus continued, ignoring the question. “What’s your tailored fantasy?” He rested his chin on his fist and studied the other man, awaiting his reply.
 
   “Ha!” he exclaimed. “I don’t do fantasies. I’ve been in this game too long. I learned a long time ago that they’re better kept than fulfilled.”
 
   “Very wise,” Lazarus smiled. “But not indulging them is very different to not having them. Come on,” he nodded conspiratorially, “just between you and me; two men talking. We all have a fantasy. Mine for instance is a beautiful young woman I see occasionally in the park. She knits, very nearly a lost art these days, don’t you think. In my fantasy, she’s riding me cowgirl style, knitting and whispering the pattern to herself while she slowly brings herself to orgasm.”
 
   Djvonic could see the attraction immediately. The juxtaposition of fucking and something prim and wholesome like knitting was a staple of his industry. Lazarus sat back and waited for him to reciprocate.
 
   “My daughter’s old maths teacher,” Djvonic said, waving his hand dismissively. “Young, slim, and hot, but the way she dresses and the way she carries herself make it look as though she considers herself plain. I imagine leaning her over her own desk and boning her while she’s teaching the class.”
 
   “And there you go,” Lazarus gestured widely with both hands. “We all have them, but we rarely get to indulge them.” Then he locked eyes with Djvonic and his face took on an expression of fierce intensity. “What if I told you that you could have your daughter’s Maths teacher? Not in front of her class perhaps, but in privacy at a time and place of your choosing.”
 
   “A look-alike, then?” Djvonic asked, but the rapid pumping of his heart belied the false innocence of that question. This was what he’d come for. What was this man really capable of?
 
   “Not a look-alike,” Lazarus said through a knowing smile. “The actual woman herself. Perhaps not behaviourally so; after all, your Maths teacher may not really wish to be bent over her desk and fucked by a man twice her age, so obviously there needs to be some personality adjustment.”
 
   “Mind control!” Djvonic whispered, eyes wide with awe.
 
   “Of a form, Mr Djvonic. Of a form,” Lazarus waited for these revelations to sink in.
 
   “But the fall-out …” he mused, mostly to himself. “Even if the women themselves don’t notice the change, their friends and family will.”
 
   “The process is completely reversible,” Lazarus offered. “Zero consequences. Or as close to zero as makes no difference.”
 
   “And you can do this now? Today?” As hard as it was, this was something Djvonic desperately wanted to believe. The possibilities … boundless! What might billionaires pay for the right woman who was otherwise unavailable?
 
   “That’s why I brought you here,” Lazarus explained. “I have the technology and you have the network. Prostitution is merely scraping the surface of my capability, Mr Djvonic. Once we’ve demonstrated the potential to your clients, I expect to sell them much more fantastical and lucrative services, but sex is the gateway. Have I piqued your interest?”
 
   “Am I interested?” Djvonic tilted his head questioningly. “Yes. Convinced? Not yet. You can sing in tune, Lazarus, but I need to see you dance.”
 
   “What florid imagery, Mr Djvonic,” Lazarus clapped his hands, laughing. “I was expecting just such a challenge, so I prepared a demonstration for you.” Lazarus stood and beckoned the other man to follow him over to the glass wall. He tapped on it three times and a moment later, it turned clear, confirming Djvonic’s earlier guess that it was electronic privacy glass. There was an attractive, middle-aged woman on the other side wearing a white lab coat, her finger still on the switch that cleared the window.
 
   Djvonic scanned the rest of what looked like a medical treatment room; it was mostly bare apart from a trio of large devices that looked like MRIs he’d seen on television, huge cylinders with a hole in the middle and a bed that slides in and out. The three machines were coloured green, white, and red respectively, and each one was occupied by a motionless woman, their heads inside the machines and not visible from Djvonic’s vantage point behind the glass. There seemed to be some kind of colour coding; the woman in the green machine wore a green hospital johnny, and similarly the one in the red machine was dressed in red. Although they had a healthy flesh colour, they wore toe-tags, and Djvonic wondered whether they might be dead. 
 
   The woman in the middle—the white machine—was the exception; she wore a pair of stylish pink heels and a pretty sundress. Even without seeing her face, Djvonic could tell that she was young and beautiful. Smooth, shapely legs. Full, firm breasts. And with her dress moulding to every luscious curve, the Y-shaped crease at the junction of her thighs formed a target that drew the eye and revved his ageing libido. Considering the conversation he’d just been having, Djvonic couldn’t help wondering who this young beauty was and what Lazarus had in store for her.
 
   “Crank it up, Ailsa,” Lazarus said, making a spinning gesture with his fist to the woman in the lab coat. Djvonic doubted she could hear them, but she nodded her assent and picked up a computer tablet from the bench beside the window.
 
   “What’s she doing” Djvonic asked as they watched her navigate series of screens that presumably controlled the machines.
 
   “Shhh,” Lazarus dismissed the question. “Just watch. It won’t take long.”
 
   The machines hummed to life with a low, cyclic beat. The woman, Ailsa, had her back to the window and Djvonic was able to watch what was happening on her screen. It showed a graphic of a human brain, and as the machines worked, small areas on the image illuminated like a heat-map before moving on to a new location. A progress indicator at the bottom slowly filled, but then when it reached one-hundred percent, the screen momentarily cleared and then started again from scratch. Djvonic had been holding his breath and released it with a shaky wheeze when he realised the process was still going. He was so keyed up. What the fuck was about to happen?
 
   The progress bar slowly filled again with the brain map firing light-bursts like a satellite stop-motion video of a thunderstorm.
 
   “Let’s go take a look-see, shall we?” Lazarus said cheerfully, clapping the other man on the upper arm and moving towards the door. Djvonic’s heart was racing; he wanted to think it was because of the enormity of this business proposition (mind control, fucking mind control!) but it was more than that; he could feel his cock hardening uncomfortably in his underwear, and he couldn’t stop thinking about what might happen to the gorgeous young woman in the middle machine. What would she be made to do?
 
   Lazarus led him to the adjacent room and held the door open, allowing Djvonic to enter first. The red and green robed women were still lying motionless in their machines, but the girl in the middle was sitting up, awake. The technician Ailsa was examining her pupils with an ophthalmoscope, blocking most of his view and only heightening the tension. All Djvonic could see was a corona of stunning, ice-blond hair, the tips of her breasts beneath tight bodice of her sun-dress, and her long, smooth, flawless legs, which looked trim and round, even with her seated weight resting on them. Good God, he was with beautiful women every day and he’d fucked more of them than he could remember, but the thought of this nubile young thing—giving her body in a way that would be utterly out of character—had him harder than he could remember being in the last ten years.
 
   “I think you’re good to go, honey,” Ailsa said, stepping away from the blond and putting away her ophthalmoscope.
 
   “Gabi?” Djvonic blurted, stunned almost beyond rational response to see his daughter’s closest friend in this underground criminal lair. Gabi and Mandy had been inseparable since kindergarten, and when she lost her own father at eight, Djvonic had become a kind of surrogate parent—a father figure. He sometimes thought the girl spent more time in his house than her own. 
 
   “What the blue fuck is going on?” he cried, turning angrily on Lazarus.
 
   “Andrej?” the blond girl asked, sounding just as confused as Djvonic. Then more excitedly, “Andrej!” She jumped off the bed and ran to him, barrelling into him as she had done as a child, rocking him back on his heels. She threw her arms around his broad chest and hugged him fiercely, her breasts swelling lusciously out the top of her dress as she pressed them into his body.
 
   Djvonic was doubly taken aback. Although she’d been a very tactile and expressive child, she hadn’t hugged him so heedlessly, pressing the full length of her slim, young body into his, since she began to develop breasts several years ago. Djvonic realised with mounting horror that the sweet softness bearing down on his hard cock was the delicate mound of her vulva.
 
   “Andrej, I didn’t expect to see you here,” Gabi said, kissing his cheek. “Oh my!” she smiled at him, leaning her chest back but pressing her pussy more firmly into his cock. “Is this for me?” Locking her eyes on his, she slowly ground her hips and opened herself up against his manhood. “It is for me, isn’t it?” she cooed softly.
 
   “Gabi, no!” Djvonic croaked, trying to prise the girl’s supple, young body away from him. As beautiful as she was, he thought of her in the same terms as his own daughter.
 
   “Gabi, yes,” Lazarus said calmly as he lightly pressed a scalpel to Djvonic’s jugular. “Please don’t move, Mr Djvonic. I wouldn’t like for Gabriela’s pretty dress to be blood-stained.”
 
   “What the fuck is your game, asshole?” Djvonic said through gritted teeth, conscious of the fact that even talking could cause the deadly scalpel to cut him.
 
   “A demonstration, my fine new friend,” Lazarus answered mildly, that psychotic light dancing in his eyes once again. “One you won’t soon forget.” Then to Gabi, “Go ahead, dear. Don’t let me interrupt you.”
 
   “Oh, Daddy,” she breathed. “Can I call you Daddy? You’re so hard.” She moved her hand to touch him through his trousers, his manhood straining and twitching beneath her delicate fingers. “Can I see it?”
 
   “Gabi, no,” Djvonic groaned miserably.
 
   “I beg your pardon?” Lazarus murmured menacingly into his ear, placing another ounce of pressure on the scalpel at his neck.
 
   “It’s reversible?” he whispered back.
 
   “Completely,” Lazarus confirmed. “Won’t remember a thing.”
 
   Djvonic contemplated resistance for a moment and then rejected it. Revenge was best served cold.
 
   “Yes, honey,” he sighed sadly to the girl. “Go ahead.”
 
    Gabi made an inarticulate squeal of girlish excitement. “Thank you, Daddy,” she breathed, and then she touched her soft lips to his and kissed him slowly, pulling away with a sigh. “I want to remember this forever.” 
 
   With a huge smile, she began to unbuckle his belt. Working slowly with sleek, manicured fingers, she popped the button and unzipped him, and then knelt and lowered his trousers to his ankles, the long, thick bulge of his erection straining beneath his underpants just an inch in front of her face. Gabi parted her lips and touched them to the cotton stretched over his cock, brushing them tantalisingly up and down his length while she gazed up into his eyes. Smiling mischievously, her tongue darted out to touch him, leaving a tiny wet patch on the fabric.
 
   Bringing one hand up between his legs, Gabi used her long fingernails to tickle his balls, and it occurred to Djvonic’s incredulous mind that these were exactly the sort of slow, teasing, erotic techniques that he made his escorts learn to prolong and heighten the experience for their clients. She licked him again and then closed her lips sideways over his shaft, taking his cock between her jaws like a dog with a bone. First, she blew hot breath through the thin cotton of his underpants, and then moistening it with her saliva, she sucked wetly on the side, her lips moulding to the hard contours of his cock.
 
   “Mmmm,” she groaned, looking up into Djvonic’s eyes once again as she tucked her fingers beneath the waistband and pulled his underpants slowly down over his hips. Despite the terror of the situation, Djvonic was rock hard. His cockhead became caught in the elastic and was pulled downwards with his underwear, then finally it sprang free, grazing the downy softness of Gabi’s cheek. “Oh, Daddy, it’s so beautiful,” she marvelled, nuzzling its bulging veins with her nose and lips, allowing his cock-head to swing aimlessly, leaving stringy trails of clear pre-cum over her beautiful face.
 
   “It’s so hard,” she panted, her voice edged with excitement. “I love it.” Stroking his balls again with her fingertips, she slowly kissed Djvonic’s cock all over, her soft lips smacking with delight as she moaned and touched her wet tongue to the throbbing, blue veins. Closing her slender fingers around his girth, she held him still, placing tiny, loving kisses all around the crown, before touching the eye to her lips. And with maddeningly slow strokes, she painted them to a pink glossy shine with his pre-cum.
 
   Even in his mounting horror at the inevitable outcome of this display, Djvonic had never been more aroused. Looking down at the vision before him, his eighteen-year-old daughter’s best friend, her soft and shining lips slightly parted and gently kissing his cock while she held the base in her tiny fist; he had to admit that it was the single most erotic thing he’d witnessed in his long career with sex workers. At this moment he wanted nothing more than to feel her soft, young body envelop him and to fill her with cum.
 
   “Tell me what to do, Daddy,” she breathed in the little-girl voice she used at his house to seek favours. “Tell me what you want.”
 
   “Gabi, don’t,” he groaned. “You can’t.”
 
   “Tell her, Mr Djvonic,” Lazarus said menacingly. “We’re just getting to the good bit.”
 
   “God help me,” Djvonic breathed to himself.
 
   “Now,” Lazarus husked, tightening the scalpel to his throat again.
 
   “Okay, okay,” he panted desperately, his heart kicking up another notch as a warm drop of blood trickled down his neck. “Open your mouth, angel,” he said to Gabi.
 
   “-ike -is?” she asked innocently, parting her lips and hovering them over his glans. The hint of a smile played at the corner of her mouth while she looked up at him with doe eyes, batting her long, black eyelashes.
 
   “Uh huh,” he gulped, unable to believe this beautiful blonde was about to suck his cock. “Now put it inside.”
 
   Gabi rocked slowly forwards and took half of his cock in her mouth, and then she softly closed her lips around the girth, allowing the length of his shaft to rest lightly on her tongue.
 
   “Mmmm hmmm?” she asked wordlessly, although Djvonic understood perfectly. And now?
 
   “Suck me, angel,” he croaked, his voice laced with a combination of misery and ecstasy.
 
   Nothing could have prepared him for what followed. Djvonic monitored both girls’ social behaviour fairly closely, and he was reasonably sure Gabi was a virgin. The few dates she’d been on were to the movies or to dinner, and she’d never dated the same boy more than twice, understanding intuitively that to persist longer—when there’s no spark—would be to lead the boy on. Even if she had taken one to third base, that wouldn’t explain the sublime lovemaking skills she was now demonstrating on his straining cock.
 
   With their eyes locked and her jaws yawning around his thick shaft, Gabi began to suck him in exquisitely slow strokes. Holding him still in her mouth, she sucked from front to back, constricting him first with her moistened lips and then rolling the pressure slowly back to his glans, using her powerful tongue to milk the trickle of pre-cum down his shaft and into her throat.
 
   Now that the deed had begun, Djvonic’s reticence melted away and he saw the girl for what she really was: a phenomenally beautiful, nubile teenager who at this moment wanted nothing more than his cock in her mouth.
 
   “Oh my God,” he breathed, still watching her eyes as her cheeks worked rhythmically in and out, tightly hugging his shaft. “Angel … you are amazing.”
 
   “Mmmm,” Gabi moaned, smiling at her surrogate father’s praise around a mouthful of throbbing cock. Letting go of his balls and the base of his shaft, she used her hands to stroke and squeeze her full breasts through her dress.
 
   “Oh angel, yes,” he whispered. This was the ultimate in erotic gestures for Djvonic, and something he tried to instil in his prostitutes with rare success. For a woman to suck him without using her hands meant one of two things: that she trusted him completely not to force his cock down her throat, or that she had conquered her gag reflex and wanted all of him. Whichever it was, it didn’t really matter (though he always hoped for the latter) because it was the sight that captivated him. He could feel the head of his dick deep inside Gabi’s mouth, but he could see another three inches of rampant cock projecting from her soft lips, ready to push forwards into the rippling tunnel of her throat.
 
   Gabi slipped the shoulder straps of her dress over her slender arms and pulled the bodice down to her waist, revealing a smooth, nude bra that perfectly framed the swell of her full, ripe breasts. Still sucking him with those luxurious slow strokes, she reached behind to the clasp and paused, looking questioningly up into Djvonic’s eyes.
 
   “Mmmm?” she asked. The implication was obvious; she was asking him what he wanted.
 
   “Yes, angel,” he encouraged her. “Take it off.”
 
   She made a delighted, purring sound and smiled again around his cock. Still moving slowly, she unhooked the bra and slipped the straps off her shoulders, but held the cups over her breasts with both hands while she watched Djvonic’s reaction, her eyes wide with feigned innocence.
 
   “Please, sweetheart,” he said slowly. “Show Daddy.” Djvonic was equally excited and ashamed to fall into the ‘father-daughter’ role-play.
 
   Moaning softly with approval, Gabi lowered her hands, pulling away the bra cups to reveal her soft, natural breasts, still riding youthfully high on her chest and swelling lusciously at the sides. Djvonic yearned to take her large pink areolae and upturned nipples between his lips. Dropping the bra into her lap, she cupped her hands beneath her breasts and lifted them higher for his approval, shifting the balance of their weight so that they bulged sensuously at the top.
 
   “Oh, my angel. You’re so beautiful,” Djvonic whispered, tears forming in his eyes; pride and lust for the girl he thought of as his daughter mixing in an intoxicating and unfamiliar cocktail. Cum began to boil inside his balls as he anticipated the beautiful moment when it would burst forth so that he could watch the expressions of shock and surprise as Gabi’s mouth filled with his steaming seed. His breath shortening, he closed both hands around her head, his fingers gliding through her silky, blond hair, and his thumbs tracing the smooth bulge of her hairline along the brow.
 
   Still, with his cock in her mouth and his hands grasping her head—in the perfect position to drive his manhood down her throat, still she sucked him, slowly, lovingly; her hands gently kneading her breasts and pinching her erect nipples but never thinking about returning to defend herself from choking on his cock.
 
   The eroticism of this trust and confidence was too much for Djvonic, he had to explore its boundaries before he exploded. Using Gabi’s head for leverage, he pulled out against the exquisite, wet suction until just the head was inside her mouth, and then allowed himself to be sucked back inside. A surprised gasp was forced from his chest as she took him an inch deeper and her soft palate closed divinely over his glans.
 
   “Mmmm!” she cried out with ecstasy, her eyes rolling back in her head as she pinched her nipples fiercely; the tips angry and red between her painted fingertips.
 
   The effect on Djvonic was transcendent. Lust swelled deep in his chest. She wants this. She wants to swallow my cock.
 
   He pulled slowly out and let her suck him back in again, holding his breath as the entrance of her throat worked over his cock head, squeezing and shaping it, preparing it to slide further down into the dark warmth of her lithe, young body.
 
   Gabi’s eyes flashed with excitement and her nostrils flared as she panted with seeming anticipation. “Mmmm!” she moaned pleadingly, staring up at Djvonic, desperation in her eyes. Releasing one breast, she lifted her hem and parted her thighs, slipping her fingers beneath the waistband of her little Hello Kitty panties. Her breathing intensified as she touched herself, and Djvonic watched as a wave of pleasure rolled upwards from her hips, her free breast bobbing sensuously as it surged past her chest.
 
   Almost reluctantly, Djvonic pulled his cock most of the way out again and held it there, watching the girl’s eyes for a sign. With her fingers working rhythmically beneath the tight, white cotton panties, Gabi asked the question wordlessly, using just her eyes. Do you want to?
 
   “Yes, sweetheart,” Djvonic husked, almost unable to breathe. “More than anything.”
 
   Gabi gave her consent with an almost imperceptible nod and tickled the sensitive arrowhead of skin on the underside of his crown with her tongue. “Then take me,” was the wordless invitation.
 
   Gazing down upon her, Djvonic rolled the tips of his thumbs over her silky hairline again. “Oh, my darling,” he breathed, his voice catching on the last word before he pushed his cock slowly back into her mouth. It felt like an eternity, watching her supple lips roll smoothly over the thick, bulging veins; her wet saliva glinting off his cock in the fluorescent light. As his cock head slid gently into the funnel of her soft palate, and he felt it close lovingly around him, Gabi dropped her shoulders and tipped back her head, opening her throat to him. Her cheeks sucked in tightly around his shaft as he penetrated her throat, her muscles convulsing and gripping him as she furiously swallowed to suppress her gag. She’s so tight! He had to brace with his fingertips at the base of her skull and push her face onto his cock with force, finally sliding past the resistance and easing the last inch home between her yawning lips.
 
   With one hand still working tirelessly beneath her panties and the other squeezing her swollen, pink breast, Gabi slurped wetly on Djvonic’s cock, working her powerful tongue up and down the sensitive underside and snaking it out between her lips to lick his balls with the tip.
 
   This was so far in excess of the best blow job of Djvonic’s life, he never wanted it to end; though his balls told a different story, swelling and lifting and preparing for the job that nature demanded: to inject his seed deep inside the body of a healthy mate. His hands shaking, Djvonic moved Gabi’s head forward and back, easing his straining cock up and down the rippling tunnel of her throat, fucking the girl’s virgin mouth with short, loving thrusts.
 
   “Ah!” he cried out through his teeth. “Gabi … angel … almost there!” His balls swelled massively again and lifted inside his sack as he strained against the orgasm, denying himself for a few more precious seconds to build up the pressure. Three … two … one , he counted himself in. “Oh, my darling,” he groaned with the sweet relief of finally letting go and pulled out of Gabi’s throat, back into her mouth.
 
   She sucked a quick breath through flaring nostrils and then squealed ecstatically as Djvonic came in her mouth; hot, powerful jets of cum, surging over her tongue and painting the back of her throat in thick, white ropes. With lips working furiously on his shaft to hold in the deluge, she slurped and sucked greedily on his cock, using her tongue to milk each delivery down the thick bulge beneath his shaft, and swallowing mouthful after mouthful of hot seed with low, contented moans of satisfaction.
 
   “Oh, good Lord,” Djvonic moaned as the last of his cum pumped weakly into her mouth. “What have I done?”
 
   “You’ve entered into a beautiful partnership,” Lazarus said indulgently as he slid the point of a hypodermic needle into the other man’s neck.
 
   Lazarus removed the scalpel as Djvonic’s knees began to buckle, and then caught him beneath the arms as he collapsed while Gabi shuffled backwards on her knees, making room for her semi-conscious ‘father’ on the floor.
 
   “How did I do?” Gabi asked Lazarus, getting to her feet and wiping her lips with the back of her hand.
 
   “You were sublime, my dear, sublime,” Lazarus praised her. “Choose your words carefully though,” he whispered. “He’s only paralysed; he can still see and hear us.”
 
   “I have a special treat for you, if you like?” she offered, her head tilted coquettishly and fingering her bottom lip. 
 
   “And what might that be, you sweet young thing? Lazarus asked with an indulgent smile.
 
   Gabi bounced lightly on her toes, making her full breasts bounce enticingly. She leaned forward and whispered excitedly in his ear before rocking back and lifting her hem to show him her panties, stroking her fingers lightly over the white cotton stretched across her swollen pussy lips.
 
   “Hel—lo Kitty!” Lazarus said, gratefully eyeing the ripened peach of her sex and unbuckling his trousers.
 
   Djvonic watched from the floor with a mixture of disgust and envy as his daughter’s best friend bent over the bed of the MRI, her young breasts bobbing and swaying pendulously as Lazarus lifted her dress and drew her simple panties down those long, smooth thighs. When she raised one knee onto the bed, he got a brief glimpse of her supple pussy lips opening, releasing a trickle of her juices, which beaded and then ran down her thigh.
 
   When Lazarus brought his cock head up to her entrance, Gabi snaked a hand between her legs and opened herself wider with her fingers, and just before the other man seated the tip of his manhood in her opening, Djvonic saw with yearning impotence but no real surprise, the pale crescent of her hymen.
 
   With one finger stroking her clitoris, she looked back, first at Djvonic and then up at Lazarus, and smiled happily.
 
   “Make me come,” she whispered throatily, and then cried out as Lazarus pushed forward and pierced her. Gabi sighed with relief as he pulled his cock back, streaked with her blood, and then moaned lustily as he drove it home, filling her young pussy and making her a woman.
 
    
 
    
 
   Keep reading Heaven Can Wait now available on Amazon.
 
    
 
   


  
 

Also by Belinda LaPage
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   Queen Takes Knight
 
   In an ancient land of raven haired, bronze skinned warriors, Rose's red hair and freckles mark her as a pariah. Impossible to love, she will never to feel the touch of a man, or so she believes until a stranger is brought to the prison where she tends the cells - a warrior from an alien land, his hair and skin like her own.
 
   Separated by iron bars, Rose and Mac talk and dream of a time when they will be free, and they build a lustful passion so desperate that not even the bars or Mac's restraints can contain it. But Rose is not the only woman who wants Mac, for the beautiful Warrior Queen who seeks his seed to father the chosen one - The Peace Bringer - would have him for her own.
 
   Queen Takes Knight is the sequel to Queen’s Gambit. These stories by Belinda LaPage are just two of the eighteen epic fantasy short stories collected and edited by Uruk Press in the Sex and Sorcery series, now available on Amazon.
 
   


  
 

Also from Uruk Press
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   The Squab Fiends by Victoria Arius
 
   (Book 1 of The Bête Noire Trilogy)
 
   Elizabeth Herbert is as free as any woman can be in Victorian England. An alluring widow with fortune, connections and an appetite for new experience, her search for her old lover John Maginn will lead her into adventures which stretch her credulity and sexuality. When two scientists pull Maginn from the side of a Channel steamship in 1862, he bears little resemblance to the dilettante who left England seven years before. Exiled by his Herbert’s husband, left for dead on a battlefield in India and battling constant pain and an addiction to opium, it seems the fates have conspired to make his existence intolerable.
 
   Damodar Rao has been raised to rule, every moment of his childhood and adolescence carefully controlled to prepare him for a great future. Arriving on English soil after his guardian disappears, a happy accident will open his eyes to becoming a prince among women, without violence or responsibility. Together the trio must keep transforming themselves by rejecting their dark pasts and dependencies. Determined to take control of their destinies and using progress as their weapon against superstition, they discover that to be truly free, they must fight an elite occultist movement, while warring against their own desires.
 
   A devilish blend of history and fantasy, The Squab Fiends is the debut novel from Victoria Arius. The adventures of Elizabeth, Maginn, Rao and the Lunar Society will continue in book two of the Bête Noire trilogy, The Demon Ape. Highly recommended for fans of the supernatural secret histories of Tim Powers, the steampunk Victoriana of Alan Moore and the Gothic romance of Edgar Allan Poe.
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   Fencing Academy by AW Freyr
 
   Destitute and alone, Lyza Dunwall returns to the city of her birth with one thought on her mind: vengeance. But when her fortunes change and she is enrolled in the prestigious Sara Sunderland Academy of Fencing, she soon finds the world is more complicated when you’re rubbing shoulders with the likes of the Duchess Adriana, the most powerful girl in the world. Seduced by the lifestyle of the Rotham elite, Lyza must reconcile her competing desires or die trying. Meanwhile, the Weeping Maiden stalks the streets, revolution is in the air and the malevolent River Blackwater flows slowly past the living and the dead.
 
   Fencing Academy is the darkly seductive debut from fresh talent AW Freyr. The start of a major new fantasy series, it begins the captivating Lyza Dunwall’s remarkable journey of moral, political and sexual awakening against a backdrop of murder, necromancy and swordplay. For fans of the erotic intrigue of Jaqueline Carey and the verbal cut and thrust of Scott Lynch.
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