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Hotel Palace di Roma

Rome

“Are you certain you’re well enough for this, Sara?” asked Baxter, his lips pinching with concern as he glanced back at Sara from the driver’s seat of the Jaguar.

She had been hypnotized by the drumming rain on the windscreen and the lights of Rome as they’d been driving. Lulled by the vibration of the car and her profound exhaustion. She realized she had been quiet too long and the car had stopped moving. Had Baxter been talking? Had she fallen asleep?

Pain pulsated in her abdomen, more intense than before. There was a living, growing emptiness inside her. An ache like hunger. But hunger for what? She rubbed at her midsection and sat forward, her fingers rumpling the tight black dress she was wearing.

“Fine, Baxter,” she said, forcing a smile. She saw herself in the rearview mirror. Pale and haunted looking. She cleared her throat. “Darvish knows where I can find Megan. I have to give him the scrolls and get answers.”

She picked up the case containing the forgeries of the Infernal Scrolls. Baxter looked at her with concern, like he wanted to say something, to stop her from getting out of the car, but he knew she was right. Or maybe he just didn’t have the courage to try to stop her. He reached out and took hold of the hand she rubbing against her abdomen.

“Be safe, Sara,” said Baxter. “Don’t take off your wire and don’t be afraid to ask for help. I’ll charge in shooting if you need me.”

He patted the pistol strapped into a shoulder holster. Baxter had never been the best shot, but he’d certainly put in the hours lately at the estate’s firing range to try to improve his skills.

“I know, Baxter,” she replied, her smile strained. “You’re the one I can… can always count on. But I must do this. Now.”

She impulsively leaned forward and planted a kiss on his lips. So warm. So soft. She could sense something throbbing inside him. His heart, pumping and circulating his life’s essence. Another pang and she shuddered and fell back into the seat, the kiss breaking like a spell. He reached out for her, to comfort her, but before his hand could find her, she had opened the car and stepped out into the rain.

She snapped her umbrella open. Rain drummed against it. The sidewalk glistened. Passing cars splashed through puddles in the street behind her. She made for the glowing lights of the hotel entrance. The Hotel Palace di Roma. Old and beautiful, the golden promise of luxury spilling out into the damp Rome evening. The lobby was empty. Dreadfully, utterly empty.

Electronic eyes watched her as she stepped into the lobby and made straight for the elevator. She shook the rain off her umbrella and fought the urge to lean wearily against the wall of the elevator. He was watching her. Royce.

Another pang, throbbing from her abdomen down to her loins. Winston had put this inside her. When he’d saved her life, he’d somehow transmitted his curse into her body. The Nulctus. An immortal spirit of negative energy. This hollowness that was seemingly eating away at her and threatening to break her open like house crumbling into a sinkhole. That horrible, gnawing emptiness had only grown worse overnight.

Worse, when she closed her eyes, Sara saw flashes of the nightmare she had experienced retrieving the scrolls. The sorcerer, the lamia, and the spiders. She shuddered as the doors to the elevator slid open.

The last time she had visited Roy Darvish, he had seemingly been almost alone. Tonight, he was not taking chances. The moment the elevator opened, four burly men in black military gear pushed into the elevator. One grabbed the scroll case. Two grabbed Sara. The fourth man held a sub machinegun aimed at Sara’s abdomen.

The darkness in Sara’s body throbbed as if it could sense the gun pointed in its direction.

“I’m here to see Darvish,” said Sara.

One man glanced at her with baleful eyes. None of the four men spoke to her. They manhandled her out of the elevator and dragged her to the room where she’d met Darvish last time. Where he’d introduced his man, John Keller, and watched her get fucked.

The always repulsive Darvish was clad only in a robe, the belt struggling to hold back his puffy midsection. He was unpleasantly pink, as always, his sneering face piglike in its ugliness. His cheeks and forehead redder than usual. Glistening with sweat.

“Sara Chambers, what a lovely surprise,” he said, his voice high and soft. “I was occupied when I saw you enter, but I shall drop whatever – or whomever – I am doing to see my lovely British tart.”

“Darvish,” she said, her arms held tightly by the two men flanking her. “I did what you asked. I brought you the scrolls. Where is Megan?”

“Yes, where is Megan Nakamura?” He drummed his pudgy little fingers against his belly. “Your Gal Friday, mmmmm? Lover and confidant? Oh, yes, I’m sure you were quite cross with me when you realized she was not where I had said. I apologize for the deception.”

“Megan,” growled Sara, her muscles tensing. “Where is she?”

“The scrolls first,” said Davrish, his sneer dropping. He snapped his fingers and one of the soldiers handed over the scroll case. Darvish alighted to his feet, surprisingly quick and agile as he carried the scroll to a reading table and carefully took the parchments out of the case. He spread them on the table. Studied them with a jeweler’s loop. “Yes, yes, very nice. Striations in the paper. The ink matches the fragments I have seen. This is very good Sara. But is it genuine?”

“What do you think?” She snapped, fighting to free her arms from the two men. They held her easily. A blond lock flopped over Sara’s face and she blew it aside with a puff of frustration. She glared at Darvish.

“I think you would be a fool to attempt to deceive me twice,” said Darvish, setting aside the loop. “So you will be staying with me for a little while. Once the authenticity is confirmed, I will give you the location of Megan Nakamura.”

He gestured and the soldiers released Sara and stepped out of the room. The door slid closed behind the last man, leaving her alone with Royce Darvish in his study.

“I see that look in your lovely brown eyes, Sara,” chuckled Darvish. “Now that we’re alone together, you are thinking of ways to hurt me. Ah, but those men will hear. The cameras will see. And if you hurt me, I’m afraid your friend will not be long for this world.”

Before she could snarl a reply, he pressed a button on a small remote control and a video began to play on a wall-mounted screen. Megan, seemingly on a ship. A yacht. Sipping tea. Laughing. Wearing a bikini.

“The South Pacific,” said Darvish. “Quite comfortable and safe. She thinks she is ‘getting away from it all’ with a beautiful young model I hired to be her lover.”

The camera panned over to show a shapely, toned blonde in a bikini. She had a long ponytail and features that were remarkably similar to Sara’s.

“She was in films, you know. Becca Golden. A very good actress, you see. They look like they are in love.” He froze the picture on a frame of Megan stroking Becca’s thigh. Both women smiling. Darvish turned back to Sara, grinning and enjoying her jealousy. “I’m sure Megan will be so relieved to see you. Of course, if the scrolls are fake…”

He pressed another button on the remote and an image appeared from overhead. A placid blue ocean and a white yacht resting at anchor. A target crosshair locked onto the yacht. A drone, ready to launch its payload of missiles.

“Impressive,” said Sara. “You’ve thought of everything. But did you think of this?”

Her fingers plucked the spaghetti strap from her shoulder and dropped it down her arm. The dress peeled down her body, revealing her pert, ample breasts and stiff nipples. Hung up on those sensitive buds for a moment before the dress dropped down her abdomen and her breasts were completely exposed.

Darvish’s beady eyes widened.

“I had not… anticipated that reaction,” he admitted. “I was going to suggest you wait in the other room while I take these to the lab, but I can’t say I’m not intrigued.”

“I’m sure you are,” she said, smiling at him as she wiggled the skirt down from her hips. Her hips were bare, slightly bruised from her ordeal in the infernal maze. No panties. Nothing to cover her waxed mound. Despite her hatred of Darvish, she was wet. Aching for it. She knew he could see the moisture on her pink cuntlips.

“My, my, Sara,” he murmured, coming closer. “What has gotten into you?”

“I respect a good bit of deception,” she said, running her hands over her body to entice him. “It turns me on to be outwitted.”

“Hmmmm, I rather doubt that,” he said. “But seeing as how one false move will get your friend killed, and you know it, I am willing to play along with your little game. I can’t say the thought had not crossed my mind before.”

Royce Darvish untied his robe, revealing his disgusting pink nudity. He was hairless from the neck down. Soft and puffy in a shapeless sort of way. His cock was fully erect and twitching red. Not much bigger than Sara’s middle finger. Glistening wet all over the shaft as if he had been fucking someone when she arrived.

Sara could not hide her disgust, but Darvish was no doubt used to women reacting to him with revulsion. He approached her, smelling of cloying cologne and the sourness of sweat. He caressed her shapely hip, one pudgy hand sliding around to her bum as his other hand followed her toned tummy up to her right breast. He sunk his fingers into her soft mound, squeezing roughly and eliciting a gasp from Sara.

That’s right, thought Sara, you disgusting prig. Have a nice squeeze. Before you know it, I’ll have you hogtied on the floor and begging for mercy.

She felt a powerful throb in her core. A tug of hunger that seemed to reach out to her clit and her straining nipples. She gasped and in that moment, Darvish planted his fat wet lips against her mouth.

Suddenly and thoughtlessly, Sara Chambers was kissing the most disgusting man she had ever met. She loathed him. Despised him. And she moaned as his tongue slid into her mouth and his hands groped her naked body. Her tongue moved against his. A wet, warm, sloppy kiss that was lewdly noisy as she sighed against his smacking lips.

Darvish’s fingers kneaded her bum. His other hand slid back down her body and pushed between her legs. He felt her wetness. He thrust his tongue around her mouth like it belonged to him. His fingers were against her clit. Were inside her. Two fingers. Three.

“Ohhhh,” she moaned, the ache returning. So powerful it made her thighs shake.

“You must really want it, Sara,” he laughed. “I almost believe this act.”

“Not an act,” she gasped.

“Oh?” He pumped his fingers into her pussy. Slapped the meat of his hand against her clit. Fingered her so vigorously that her tits jiggled with his moving arm. He kissed her again. Slurping at her lips. His tongue a fat, dominating eel in her mouth. It was vile. She couldn’t get enough of it. Moaning and whimpering as he kissed her and finger fucked her.

A little more, thought Sara. Oh, god, help me. It feels so bloody disgusting. But my body… it’s aching for more.

Darvish’s hands moved to her shoulders. He pulled back form his kiss, his lips fat and disgusting wet. Curled into a sneer. He continued to sneer as he pushed down on her shoulders. Not hard. Not enough to force her. But she responded to the push by dropping to her knees on the hardwood floor. Her face was level with his cock. As wet as his lips, as if he secreted slime like a hagfish. He smelled of sex. His fingers ran through Sara’s hair and cradled her head.

Her mind was reeling in disgust. Her anger a steaming kettle in her head. But that ache, that emptiness yawning inside her. The Nulctus inside her could sense what it wanted. Warmth and life and energy. The essence of the living.

Waiting to be devoured. Waiting to be sucked.

Sara moaned as she took Darvish into her mouth. His length slid over her tongue and his tip prodded the back of her throat.

“Gooood girl,” he panted as she began to suck.

Wet and hungry. Eager in spite of her hatred. Bobbing and slurping on the foul little cock of a man she wanted dead. Her spit dripping from his hairless balls. He rose on his tiptoes, fucking into her mouth, sliding his cock in and out to meet her bobbing lips.

“Yes, such a good girl,” he laughed. “I toyed with the idea of… hmmmm… fucking you. Claiming your cunt. But you were always so stuck up. I like my girls dirty. How wrong… oooohhh… how wrong I was about you. That’s it. Faster now. Tickle my balls with that naughty tongue.”

“Nnnnnnnn!” The elongated consonant vibrated out from Sara’s lips as she slid her tongue from her mouth and lashed it against Darvish’s horrible hairless bollocks. Sweaty and sour. His cock prodding her throat as she lick his satchel. Swallowing against him. Moaning around him.

This was not her plan. She had intended only to seduce him, make it look like they were in the throes of pleasure for the cameras, and then knock him out or maybe even break his neck. But… she realized she could stop.

She struggled to make sense of what is happening. His cock feels so good in my mouth. Throbbing and eager. I want more. I want to suck him more. I can’t stop sucking him. Slurping on him like an absolute slut. What is happening to me?

“Yes! Yesssss!” hissed the vile billionaire.

His cock pulsated and twitched. Hot, oily cum bathed Sara’s tonsils and she swallowed. And sucked. And tasted something else. Something sweet and delicious flowing with his pumping cum. She opened her eyes, and for a moment she saw Royce Darvish as a circulating network of glowing life force. The essence of his human energy traveling along his veins and throbbing in his nerve endings. Some of that energy was flowing into her mouth. Down into her belly. To nourish the Nulctus growing inside her.

Delicious. Addicting. She felt a wave of euphoria and found herself laughing as Darvish’s cock slid from her mouth. He looked down at her with a hint of confusion. He swayed from foot-to-foot.

“What are you laughing about?” he demanded. “Did you like swallowing my cum, you naughty girl?”

“Ohhh ha ha! Why, yes, Mr. Darvish!” She laughed and rose to her feet, pressing against him and pressing a kiss to his lips. He was caught by surprise as she pushed him back to the couchlike throne he had used the last time she had met him here. She climbed atop his lap, kissing him and rubbing her aching cunt against his cock.

“Perhaps a moment to recover,” he said, seemingly smothered by her kisses.

“More,” she gasped. “I need more.”

The Nulctus was almost in full control of her urges. She kissed Darvish as messily as he had kissed her, grinding on his lap and rubbing her tits against his puffy chest as her tongue swirled into his mouth. He recovered quickly from his climax when she began to suck on his horrible little nipples. This produced a whining moan and the sensation of being prodded in her quim by the billionaire’s little cock.

Each kiss was addicting. She could taste the life energy inside him. Feel it wafting from his cock as his stiffening tip parted her folds. She pushed down onto him with a cry of need, arching in his arms as his hardness invaded her tight cunt.

Darvish was in awe of her. The most beautiful woman he’d ever had. The best sex he’d ever experienced. She was like a drug to him and he stared up at her rapturously as she began to ride his cock with complete abandon. Her perfect tits heaving. Her face twisted in pleasure as she laced her arms around his fat neck.

Her pussy seemed to ripple and suck at his cock. Rhythmic, intentioned contractions like a slippery, silken hand was massaging his cock. Or… like her cunt had become a second mouth.

“Ohhhhhh,” he groaned, mesmerized by the sight of her heaving tits and the intense contractions of her pussy.

Sara’s ecstasy built with each ride up and down his length.

“Yes! Yes, fuck me!” she cried, though she was doing all of the fucking. Pleasure tightening in her core. The hunger of the Nulctus gathering at her womb.

Physically, there was no difference in Sara’s body, but deep inside her, a mouth was open. An evil spirt was drinking in little bits of Royce Darvish’s life force and it was anticipating a meal.

“Sara,” gasped the fat billionaire. “Ohhhhhh! You… you’re better at this than I even imagined.”

“Cum for me,” she panted, locking eyes with him and smiling wickedly. “Cum inside me, Royce. Ohhhh! I can feel your bollocks going tight. Fill me with your cum!”

His hands grasped her buttocks, but could not slow her moving hips. He whined, like a pig, and his head lolled as he submitted to her powerful thighs and sucking cunt. His cock jerked and Sara felt a pleasure she had only experienced with Winston. But this was different. More fulfilling. Her body, or the thing inside it, feasting on the life essence of Royce Darvish. His cock throbbed and her slick cunt contracted around him. As surely as her body drank his seed, the Nulctus within it drank his life energy. He grew pale and dark circles appeared around his eyes.

Yet he was still cumming, far longer than he ever had. Longer than any man should. Until the contractions of his orgasm became painful and he whimpered in agony, spurting out little droplets of his seed as the Nulctus sucked up great, swirling violet-black whisps of his life energy.

His clammy hands slid from Sara’s bum. His head fell back onto the cushions. She wasn’t sure if he was breathing or not. For a moment, she was horrified by what she had done. Then, a powerful wave of euphoria rewarded her for handing her body over to the hungry spirit.

Like a succubus, thought Sara. And like a Succubus, with the feeding, the Nulctus had become more powerful and Sara along with it. She felt no more pain. Her body seemed supercharged.

She leapt from Royce’s sunken body, looking down at his shriveled cock and his seemingly deflated fatness as she felt his cum dripping down her thighs. She picked up the robe he had been wearing and slung it over her body. She walked through the door behind Royce and into a small hallway. Two of the guards looked at her with surprise. The oversized robe hung open, revealing her luscious body. Dark energy crackled like distant lightning in her stormy eyes.

“What the fuck?” said one of the guards.

“Looks like Darvish is done with her,” said the other.

“That’s right, lads,” she said, sauntering towards them. “It’s your turn.”

Sara did not resist the control of the Nulctus. She had started down this dark path out of desperation. Her only choice now was to let it run its course. She leaped at the nearest man, bowling him over and planting a kiss on his lips. The other man stared in disbelief as Sara began kissing the man, overcoming his sense of self-preservation until he was fondling her bum and permitting her to fish his fat cock out of his trousers.

“That’s it,” she gasped against his lips. “Such a good boy. Time to have some real fun. You too.” Her eyes flashed as she glared at the other man. “While he’s stuffing my tight little cunt, why don’t you have a go at my arse. I promise it’s even better.”

“Ohhh, fuck,” moaned the other security guard. He couldn’t resist and moved behind Sara. She heard his belt unbuckling and as she plunged her pussy on the man beneath her, the other began rubbing his cock on her bouncing bum. Soon, he too was inside her, thrusting away at her tight arsehole with complete abandon. Their cocks were much bigger and their life energy was more potent, but the Nulctus made a feast of them. Soon, they were both spurting their cum and their energy inside her, and that dark void was growing bigger and more powerful with each pump.

She left them in a whimpering heap, her body pulsing with power as she glided through the door at the end of the hallway and into the control room for the drone. The poor drone operator stood no chance. She pinned him to the wall with one hand and used her other to guide the drone into the ocean. Then she turned to him and let the Nulctus take control again. One of her hands held the drone operator pinned to the wall with his feet off the ground. The other hand tore down his trousers and she leaned her head down to take him into her mouth.

“W-what the fuck… what are you… ohhhh my god!” It was the best blowjob the man had ever received. So warm and wet. So eager. Even if he was pinned to the wall by a hand on his chest, he couldn’t resist the sensation of the beautiful treasure hunter sucking him off.

Sara was done with him in less than a minute. His cock pumped his seed and his life energy down her throat. Gushing without end, until the man was crying out and pleading her to stop. She kept sucking. She felt his life energy dwindling. The Nulctus was hungry for all of him. It did not claim souls like a succubus, it shredded and devoured the very being of a living thing. It was oblivion.

At the last moment, Sara saved the man’s life. She threw him down to the floor in a crumpled heap. The Nulctus rebelled inside her, thrashing and crackling like a downed electric line.

“No!” cried Sara, doubling over. “No, I’m not a murderer.”

Although she had killed before, it had never been like this. Not with her permission. Not with her body as a hungry mouth devouring the very soul of a living man.

She staggered back out of the drone control room, at war with the angry spirit inside her womb. Feeding it had made it more powerful and while it had given her a taste of that power, it now used it to hurt her. She felt waves of nausea and painful spasms in her core. She pulled on her black dress and staggered barefoot to the elevator.

She remembered pushing the down button and then slumped against the wall. The next thing she knew, Baxter Honeycutt was helping her out of the elevator. She tried to stand by pushing herself off the wall.

“Bloody hell, Sara, are you alright? Look at you! What did he do to you?” He supported most of her weight, but it wasn’t enough. Her legs gave out and she dropped to her knees in the hotel lobby. He embraced her and struggled to get her back up. He stopped trying and instead picked her up and began to carry her.

She looked up at him and smiled.

“Have I told you lately how much I love you, Baxter?” she asked and promptly fell unconscious.

Chambers Palazzo

Naples, Italy

Sara was still recovering from her encounter with Royce Darvish. She was propped up in an oversized lounge chair on a balcony that overlooked the sunny courtyard of her family’s home in Naples. The floppy brim of a sun hat shielded her face from the bright late-morning light, but the sun felt good on her body in the silvery one-piece bathing suit. She sipped pomegranate juice through a straw as Baxter sat at the tea table beside her, tapping away at his laptop computer.

“Anything?” she asked, finishing the glass and setting it aside.

“Not yet, Sara,” he said, without sparing her a glance. “The South Pacific is a pretty large place. I’m working on an algorithm to sift the satellite imagery and the two pilots are fueling up now. Once I have some leads, I can send them out to find her.”

“Keep searching yacht charters and anything tied financially to Darvish,” said Sara.

This earned her a glance from Baxter. “I know, Sara. You need to relax and get well. Let me handle this part. It’s what I do best.”

“You weren’t bad as my knight in shining armor either,” she said, smiling at him.

“I would prefer not to be needed for that role,” he said, glancing over and grinning. Something beeped on his laptop and his attention was quickly drawn back to the screen.

Sara’s gaze drifted to the swim trunks Baxter was wearing and the bulge inside them. She pictured his well-trained cock rising from his lap. Like a beast when she wanted it. Oh, it would do her good to drain her favorite boffin’s bollocks. Her cunt throbbed and her mouth watered like a starving woman presented with a steak. The Nulctus stirred inside her.

Thankfully, Baxter was too focused on his job to notice Sara’s conflicted expression.

“It would’ve been nice if you’d pulled the GPS coordinates from the drone before you sent it into the ocean,” said Baxter.

“Was a bit busy,” said Sara. She felt another pang in her core. She got up from the chair. “Too much sun. I think I am going to lie down in bed for a bit.”

“Good,” said Baxter, his fingers hammering away at the keys. “I’ll wake you if I find anything.”

Sara did not go straight to bed. She went downstairs to the kitchen where she found Winston and Loretta, the house’s cook, preparing afternoon tea. Winston looked up as she entered. His bushy eyebrows knitted with worry.

“You should be resting, mum,” he said, shuffling towards her.

“I need to speak with you, Winston,” she said. “In private.”

“Yes, mum,” said Winston, following her slowly out of the kitchen and into a nearby sitting room. She closed the door and pulled the curtains. She switched on an antique phonograph that began to warble out some tune from the early twentieth century.

When Sara turned back to Winston, she felt an almost uncontrollable urge to shove the old man onto the sofa and grab his prick out of his trousers. The Nulctus inside her was churning in her core. It sensed a kindred spirit and tried to compel Sara join them together.

It was then that Sara caught sight of herself in the mirror. Her skin had gone pale. Dark circles surrounded her eyes and strange black veins had appeared on her forehead and cheeks. It was as if darkness had invaded her blood like ink and was pulsating through her veins. She gasped at the sight and the darkness receded. Control returned to her.

“Oh, dear,” said Winston. “You are barely able to control it.”

“That’s right,” she gasped, sinking back onto the couch. “I let it… let it take control of me, Winston. I don’t think it killed anyone, but… not for lack of trying. It’s getting worse. How do I… how do I control it?”

She looked at Winston with a pained, pleading expression.

“Oh, Miss Chambers, forgive me,” said Winston. “Time is the only remedy to the Nulctus. It must learn who controls the flesh. But yours is more powerful than mine ever was. You are at your sexual peak and it is drawing strength from your urges. If you continue this way, miss, the Nulctus and its hunger will consume you.”

She felt the truth in his words as the Nulctus ached and gnashed in her cunt. Obscene images flashed in her mind. Throwing Winston to the floor. Sucking him. Riding his cock. Allowing her Nulctus to join with the one inside Winston. The pornographic fantasies overwhelmed her senses. She felt her body beginning to yield to the control of the Nulctus.

Winston’s callused old hand stroked her cheek and brought Sara back to reality. He was standing beside the couch, gazing down at her with concern from beneath his bushy white eyebrows.

“How do I stop?” she croaked. “There has to be a way.”

Winston sat on the arm of the sofa.

“There isn’t,” he said. “Unless… no, it’s more likely to do harm than good.”

“What is it?” cried Sara, sitting forward. Her hand grasped his leg. Then began to move towards his zipper. “Shall we try having sex again? Or you could, could let me suck your cock. That would be good.”

He pushed her hand away from his leg. She growled and grabbed for his cock. Winston slapped her across the face and she drew back, ready to grapple with him and overpower him. Sara’s fury melted as she saw no anger in what he had done. She sagged back onto the sofa.

She took a moment to regain her strength and her sense of control over her own body. She locked eyes with Winston.

“Tell me.”

“I see there is little hope of healing you otherwise,” said Winston. “But I know a woman, or I should say I knew of a woman, who had control over the Nulctus inside her. It has been ages since I spoke with her.”

“Where is she?” asked Sara.

“The Carpathian Mountains,” he said. “She is a countess. Beautiful, willful, brave, and afflicted like you. But she somehow partnered with the spirit within her. It is a constant struggle, but when I knew her it was one she seemed to hold the upper hand. It has been 50 years but, but she is surely still alive with a Nulctus within her. Maybe… if she has not been driven mad… maybe she can show you how she controls the darkness.”

“Yes,” said Sara, excitement stirring within her again. “Why did you hesitate to tell me about her, Winston? This sounds like exactly who I need to contact.”

“Contacting her will not be easy. She is reclusive because of her condition.” Winston stood from the arm of the sofa and straightened his jacket. “Mum, I hesitated because her partnership with the Nulctus was exactly that. She controlled her body, but it had influenced her mind.”

“How do you mean?”

“I hesitate to speak in moral absolute’s, Sara, for there are shades of gray within the deepest, darkest shadows. However, in the case of Countess Anabella Demasiru, I believe I can say it clearly.” He looked Sara in the eyes. “She is evil. Dangerous and evil.”

Sara felt a tremor in her core. Her legs kicked out and she laughed reflexively.

“Evil?” Sara laughed again. “I’ve faced down a hundred evils. I’ve been to hell and back, Winston. Do you think some wicked countess in a castle is going to scare me?”

“She should,” said Winston. “That she doesn’t scare you only makes me question my judgment in tell you at all. I wish you would not go.”

Sara’s gaze once again settled on the bulge in Winston’s trousers. She remembered that disgusting, inhuman cock. The one that felt so incredible. The one that put this monstrous thing inside her. Sara’s thighs quaked. Her breasts heaved against the taut material of her bathing suit. Nipples as hard as bullets. Full lips parted.

“Winston,” she gasped, aching for his cock. “I can’t rescue Megan in this condition. I am a danger to her. To Baxter. To you…”

She reached for him and then fought back her urges. She looked at her hand as if it were not her own. Her gaze returned to his eyes as he began to shuffle backwards.

“I’m going, Winston. I’m going to meet Countess Demasiru.” She twisted on the sofa. Clung to the back of it and looked away from him. “Go. Leave me. Tell Baxter to keep up the search. I shall handle my travel arrangements and return here when I am able.”

“Yes, mum,” said Winston sadly as he retreated from the room.

Sara heard the door close and she was alone again with the hunger aching in her womb. Only one person in the world could save her from being consumed by that desire. And she was in the Carpathian Mountains.

An Unnamed Mountain Road

Romania

The Land Rover rumbled unsteadily as the road’s surface went from paved to unpaved. Rocks clattered intermittently against the underside and more than once she felt the four-wheel drive skidding across loose rocks and slewing the back end of the vehicle perilously close to a sheer drop.

Mists gathered the higher she went, making the twisting road even more dangerous. Encased in the mists, wheels struggling on the uneven road, she finally skidded off and was narrowly saved by a gnarled tree projecting from the side of the mountain. The side of the Land Rover crumple against the tree and two wheels left the roadway, hanging over the misty oblivion that yawned below.

Sara abandoned her Land Rover and tried a mayday transmission to Baxter. Nothing but static. Whatever anomaly had made the mist so dense also seemed to be blocking radio. She wasn’t far now. At least according to her last GPS reading and her map. There was a village somewhere nearby. She just had to find it in the mists.

Vorsec was the village’s name, though many of the Romanians she had spoken to believed this village had long ago been abandoned. She had almost taken an alternate route through the Carpathians, but a drunken old truck driver had persuaded her that trucks did occasionally drive into the mountains with supplies for the village. He described it poverty and isolation. He even mentioned the strange fear that hung over everyone in the small village. It seemed to radiate from a castle that overlooked Vorsec.

Then Sara had asked the old man about Countess Demasiru. His mood had turned in a flash and he had grabbed Sara’s jacket and screamed at her in a dialect she could not understand. Several patrons at the roadside tavern had been forced to pry her away from Sara.

Sara had taken that as a sign she was on the right track. Now, in the mists, she could barely guess at the track to take. According to her map, the roadway would twist and turn around the mountain and reach a bridge in a few short kilometers. If she reached the bridge, she would know she had gone too far. But then, Sara found the turn she was looking for. The slightest veering in tire tracks on the muddy road. A narrow passage into the mountains. Through a narrow valley that opened up into a space between the mountains.

The mist cleared. Vorsec and the castle that overlooked it were revealed, looming beneath a gray sky. Gothic and uninviting. The town was only a few dozen houses. Most of them so ramshackle that they appeared derelict. She slipped and slid the last few hundred steps down into the village, tumbling over a rock and banging up her shoulder nicely. Her trousers and jacket were covered in mud. She glistened like an amphibian as she limped towards the nearest house.

“Anyone home?” she called out as she approached what was barely more than a shack. “Hello?”

She tried Romanian and German. A little Russian. No answer. Her breath steamed in the cold mountain air and she shivered inside her damp clothes. She knocked at the door. It wasn’t latched. The windows were greasy and dark. The interior dimly visible. She pushed the door open and stepped cautiously inside, clicking on her pocket torch and shining its beam through the house.

It was a mess. It looked like every drawer had been pulled out. Every dish broken. There were muddy footsteps through the cluttered living room. A large, black stain that had soaked into the sofa cushions. The faint smell of decay.

“Well, this isn’t so inviting,” she muttered. Her boot hit something that tinkled and rolled away. She crouched down and her light caught a coppery flicker. She picked up a shell casing. Not fresh, but not too corroded. 7.62x25 stamped on the back. A Russian pistol.

She shined her light out from the back window and across to the nearest house. The paths between houses were jumbled, no room for vehicles, although there was a road and what looked to be a square with a stone church not far from here. She could make out the church’s steeple over the nearby buildings.

“That must be how the trucks got in when they were bringing supplies,” said Sara. “If anyone is left in the village, they’re probably near that church.”

Almost as if answering her, a bestial howl went up from the center of the village. It was answered by another, much closer to Sara. And another, somehow behind her. Just outside the house she had entered.

Her breath came with a fearful shudder. There were beasts in the village. She unslung the rifle from her back. Cleared some mud from the action and cycled a round into chamber. She clipped her flashlight to the rail of the gun and turned to face direction of the nearest howl. At that moment, a shadow passed across the window behind her. She turned, the laser sparkling against raindrops. The shadow moving away before she could line up a shot.

She heard a crunch close behind her. A growl. She turned slowly. Her gun raised to her shoulder and her finger on the trigger.

He was not a man. Not anymore at least. He was naked but for a great, thick mane of hair, though hair sprouted from his shoulders and arms. His eyes were wild and tinted red. His jaw worked from side to side, revealing a sharp row of teeth and a lolling tongue that dripped with saliva. His muscles bulged unnaturally and his hands ended in clawlike fingers and sharp nails. He was hunched forward and a long, flaccid cock dangled between his hairy thighs.

“Not a step closer,” said Sara, placing the laser on his center mass. “I’m not here to start a fight. Take me to the castle and we can all be friends.”

He snarled, almost as if he understood her, but didn’t care. He lunged at her, reaching out with his claws. Sara squeezed the trigger and put three rounds straight into his chest.

It didn’t even slow the beast man down. He grabbed her rifle and tore it from her hands, snarling with rage. She reached for her pistol, but he took hold of her arms and flung her across the room. The wall shook and her boot heels dented the plaster. She groaned, dropping face down to the floor. She pushed up onto her knees and the beast was on her again, flipping her onto her back and wrapping a clawed hand around her throat.

She fumbled for her pistol, but it had fallen out of its holster. She found a knife. Drew it from its sheath. The beast snarled above her, grabbing her wrist and pinning it to the floor. He released his hand from her throat and seemed to smile, saliva dripping warmly onto her face. His claw sliced through Sara’s jacket. His iron-hard fingers curled into the turtleneck she was wearing and tore away the fabric and her bra with one ripping yank. Her breasts bounced free and the beast man’s long tongue licked back and forth over his lips.

Sara had little doubt what was coming next. There was enough man left in this thing to have desires greater than food or carnage.

“Go on,” she hissed defiantly. “What are you waiting for? You’ve got what you want. Do it.”

The beast let out a low, threatening growl, its fingers curling into her trousers. It didn’t unbuckle or unbutton them. It simply yanked them down her toned legs. It stripped off her mud-caked trousers and her delicate panties in three pulls, twisting them off over her muddy boots. Then it pushed her legs back, her boots in the air above her as it pressed its body down atop her.

The beast man’s stiff cock thumped against Sara’s inner thighs. Its warm weight dragged across her bare cunt. She sucked in a breath as she felt the throbbing heat of its shaft pulled like a bowstring over her soft folds. She cringed from the steaming breath in her face. Raw and bestial. Those teeth so close they could easily tear out her throat. Coming closer. Closer.

The beast did the last thing Sara was expecting. It kissed her. Not gently, of course. It was rough and fevered, thrusting its thick wet tongue into her mouth and forcing it nearly to the back of her throat. She gagged helplessly beneath it, but its tongue pulled back and began to swirl in her mouth. Its body weight pressed her legs back and its cock shifted against her.

He’s lining up. He’s going to fuck me.

She shuddered with a mixture of fear and need. The Nulctus had been awakened by the stimulation as well. It seemed to growl in her core like a hunger pang.

The beast man broke the kiss and lifted his face, looking down at her, animal tongue lolling and dripping spittle onto her lips and chin.

“Do it,” she gasped. “Fuck me!”

He paused, sentient enough behind those bestial eyes to savor the moment as the head of his cock found Sara’s soft, yielding folds. His muscular hips worked back. Poised to enter her. Teasing her with his flared tip.

“Please,” gasped Sara, her mind already decided. She wanted his cock. She wanted him to plunder her tight cove like a beast.

His breath steamed above her. His bestial stink tickled in her nose. The scent of blood and death and savagery. Her cunt ached with need. She realized he was no longer pinning her wrists, but she did not try to fight him off. She locked eyes with him, her voice a whisper as she said again, “Fuck me.”

The beast man snarled and gnashed his teeth. His hips thrust forward and the hot, throbbing length of his bestial cock impaled Sara’s quivering quim. She howled as he sunk into her depths, inch upon slippery inch, stretching her and stuffing her full of his unwashed cock. The violation of it thrilled her and stirred the hungering Nulctus.

“Ohhhhhh!” she cried and when she opened her mouth to cry out the beast man kissed her again. He began to thrust deep inside her, hilting with each stroke, pressing her legs back so that her boots bounced above him. His fat tongue twisted and swirled inside her mouth and she kissed him in reply. Their saliva mingling. His sour taste slowly last in the sweeter wash of her own saliva, but his tongue dominating her completely. As forceful in its way as the huge bestial cock stretching her cunt with every stroke.

The sounds of animal rutting, of grunting and growling and the obscene slosh of the beast man’s cock plunging into her wet cunt, were accompanied by the whistling of wind through broken windows and the rattle of loose shutters.

“Oh! Oh! Mmmmmmmm!” Sara leaned her head up to kiss him. She clung to him and took his cock with growing fervor. Her cunt tightened around his throbbing shaft. His slick pre lubricating her and dripping down the crack of her arse. His heavy bollocks tightened.

He snarled atop her, throwing back his head and howling triumphantly as his cock swelled with each stroke. His pace became frenzied. Her tits bounced and splashed against her ribcage with every thrust. Her mouth hung open, their mingled saliva rimming her lips. It felt incredible. Like being fucked by a beast truly should. She surrendered herself to him and to the hunger of the Nulctus.

With a final, savage howl, the beast’s straining cock surged inside her. She felt the hot welter of his seed against her womb. The spurts that greased his thrusting shaft and overflowed her cunt with the force of each obscene pump. In that depraved explosion, the Nulctus began to feast. Swallowing the life force that the beast man released inside Sara’s quaking quim. His triumphant howl became a whimper of agonized pleasure.

He fell back, his cock leaving Sara’s creamy cunt with a lewd, wet slosh. He flopped beside her, panting and pale. She rose to her knees, more powerful than ever, her blood thrumming with the reward given to her by the Nulctus. She gazed at the beast with black eyes. Black veins pulsated in her pale arms. The beast man was on his back, looking up at her with exhaustion, his cock a flaccid hose across his thigh.

The Nulctus was hungry still. It wanted her to finish him. To drain his life force completely and shred his soul in the void that hungered within her.

“No!” cried Sara, pounding her fist into a corrugated metal wall. The metal dented and deformed around her fist. She stood, the black veins fading in her arms. The Nulctus receding into the darkness inside her. Beast cum dripped from Sara’s well-fucked cunt. His scratches marked her hips and breasts. She gazed down at the exhausted animal, only looking away to gather her clothing.

When her attention returned to the beast man, she was shocked to see that he was kneeling before her, his head pressed to the floor and a soft, submissive growl escaping his lips.

“W-what the bloody hell?” she murmured, zipping up her jacket over her torn turtleneck. There was no mistaking the sound nor the beast’s posture. He was supplicating himself before her.

Sara staggered past him, her thighs still aching from the rough fucking the beast man had given her. She stepped out into the misty village and stopped short. Several more beast men were kneeling in the muddy road. Their heads down and their bodies folded to their knees. One of them stole a glance at her and then quickly looked away again.

“The Nulctus,” she realized. “It must be.”

“Do you understand me?” she called out to the best men. They growled and whimpered like frightened dogs. “Any of you? Do you speak?”

“I… do…”

The beast man was a bit more man than the others. A few ragged scraps of clothing clung to his body and he stood leaning against the door frame of one of the ramshackle houses. There was the hint of a beard on his face. Tattoos visible on the hairy barrel of his chest.

“She did all this, didn’t she?” asked Sara. The beast man’s brow furrowed and he growled as if struggling to answer her with words. She took a few steps closer to him and said, “Take me to her. Take me to Countess Anabella Demasiru.”

The kneeling beast men whimpered fearfully. The one standing cringed from the name.

“Take me,” said Sara, raising her voice.

“Y-yes,” growled the beast man. “Yes. I will… take… to… there.”

He pointed to the shape of the castle visible as a dark mass in the gloomy mists that enveloped the village. He turned and began loping in the direction of the castle. Sara followed him through the streets and into the cobbled square. They passed beneath the church, which Sara saw from closer was partially in ruins. Beast men watched furtively from windows and holes in the masonry. They howled unseen from side streets. Word had somehow passed among them all and they were deferential and even fearful of her.

“Do you have a name?” asked Sara of the beast man leading the way.

“Name,” growled the beast, seeming to consider the idea as if it had not occurred to him in a long time. “Name. Yes… name is… Stefan.”

“My name is Sara Chambers. Stefan, can you tell me what happened here? What happened to the village?”

He stopped, his brow knitted and his eyes fearful. He pointed towards the castle. “She… she made us… better. We listen. Do… things for… countess.”

He turned back to the castle and loped forward. His hairy claws grasped the ornate wrought iron gate and pushed it open. It creaked loudly and Stefan stepped aside, his head bowed. Sara continued alone through the gate and towards the ominous castle.

Castle Demasiru

Romania

Sara climbed the steps to approach the castle’s ornate entrance. There was a stained glass pieced over the door and light glowed from within, illuminating the imagery of an angelic figure with dark hair descending upon the earth. The huge door began to swing open as Sara mounted the last few steps. She stopped, her hand resting on the hilt of her recovered knife.

The entryway of the castle was immaculate, with black marble floors polished to reflecting the gaslight flames glowing in lanterns. The entryway was flanked on each side by a trio of life size marble statues. Each depicted a beautiful young woman, similar in proportions and features, but clearly not the same woman in each statue. The craftsmanship was incredible. With each pose frozen in motion, the marble captured taut bodices over stiff nipples, the wrinkles of fabric at tilted hips, and the sweep of long hair over bare shoulders. A small golden nameplate was affixed to the plinth of each statue. Sara read the names as she walked past them.

Mia. Maritza. Carina. Briana. Sylvia. And, finally, Roberta. Six names for six girls, no surnames, and none of them the Countess Anabella Demasiru.

Curious, thought Sara. She continued past the last pair of statues and approached a second ornate door leading out of the entryway and deeper into the castle. She reached for the door’s handle, heard a soft shuffling behind her and stopped short. Her hand lowered to her hip. Her heart pounded. The Nulctus futtered in her womb. Something had moved well after the outer door had closed. Something that sounded distinctly like bare feet pressing against polished marble.

Sara turned suddenly, her hand drawing the knife from its sheath and holding it out in a warding, defensive motion. Her heart froze in her chest at what she saw. The six statues were gone. Their plinths were empty. Sara heard a hiss from above her and slowly looked up.

Six naked or nearly naked women – flesh and no longer marble - were crawling across the arched ceiling of the entry as if gravity had been inverted. They craned their necks and gazed down at her, six pairs of black eyes staring and six fanged mouths opening. They extended long pink tongues like those of the beast men in the village and saliva dripped on Sara’s face and pattered on the shoulders and breast of her jacket.

They dropped from the ceiling and fell upon Sara with the ferocity of animals. They bore her down to the floor and began to tear at her clothing. Their bodies warm and soft against her. Breasts heaving and thighs parting. Instead of growling and snarling the six beauties were cooing and whispering in Romanian. Four brunettes, a blonde, and a redhead. Their fingers slipped into Sara’s jacket and unbuckled her belt. Her boots were pulled off and Sara moaned as she felt a warm tongue sliding over her toes.

A moment later, lips were pressed to Sara’s mouth and a warm tongue slithered past Sara’s teeth. She moaned, the brunette above her staring with dark, hungry eyes. Sara cried out into the kiss, her arms pinned beneath writhing bodies and her legs stripped bare and forced apart.

“Lovely girl,” they sang in Romanian, their voices overlapping. “Lovely girl, you are a feast. Lovely girl, we will eat you up. With kisses. With sweet tongues. Lovely girl, we will eat you up.”

“Get… off!” cried Sara, momentarily managing to dislodge the woman kissing her. But it was only for a moment. Then another kiss, from another girl, silenced her with soft lips and a thrusting, dominating tongue.

She was soon stripped completely naked and the six pale women fondled her and kissed her and licked her body wherever they could reach. Sara cried out into the kiss that was smothering her as their warm bodies squeezed and slid against her. Thighs wrapped around Sara. Warm mouths engulfed her nipples. A tongue slid over her clit. Another writhed and squirmed into her crack and danced against the clench of her arsehole.

If this had not been forced upon her she would be in heaven, but at the mercy of these six beauties she felt her soul balanced on the precipice into hell. Tongues flicked at the straining buds of her nipples as two beauties sucked rhythmically at Sara’s tits. The one licking between her thighs began to suck upon her clit. The one with her tongue lapping at Sara’s bum began to thrust past the tight ring of Sara’s arsehole.

“Mmmmmm!” she cried, still struggling against them.

“Lovely girl, so sweet and so lively, we will lick the cream from your dish,” they continued to sing in Romanian, their tones girlish and mocking.

The Nulctus swirled in confusion. It was hungry for these six women, but it could not get at them when they overpowered Sara and held her down so she could not pleasure them in turn. The pangs of its frustrated hunger rippled up from Sara’s core and met the overwhelming sensation of the beauties licking and sucking at Sara’s quivering body.

She was close. So close. Slipping irresistibly into the embrace of those six women. Feeling herself pulled in six different directions of pleasure. Arching and twisting against their writhing bodies. Their soft lips. Their flicking tongues. Warm and wet. Soft and slippery.

“Aaaaaahhhhhhh!” cried Sara, her orgasm burst from within her and sending out a shockwave of black light from her body. The six beauties tumbled away from Sara, their bodies unharmed, but trailing whisps of vapor. Sara, still wracked by her orgasm, arched and bucked her hips upon the marble floor. Pulsating waves of pleasure radiated through her as the six beauties sat up and stared at Sara with confusion.

Sense returned to Sara Chambers just as the castle’s inner door opened and another figure stepped into the gas light that filled the entryway.

“Leave her!” shouted a loud, authoritative woman’s voice. The six beauties scrambled back from Sara, crawling up walls and over the ceiling like reversed video before dropping back onto their plinths. In moments, they had returned to their frozen postures, their flesh becoming white stone.

Sara scrambled for her clothing as the backlit figure loomed over her. Huge and voluptuous. Watching her with amusement as she pulled on her trousers and her torn turtleneck.

“Oh, dear, did my girls do that to you?” asked the woman. Her movement startled Sara, as it revealed that she was still standing a few paces away and not right over Sara. An optical illusion caused by the stairs and the woman’s immense height. More than two meters. Surely close to three. With pale flesh and generous curves. Her face was revealed as she leaned down over Sara to offer a hand up.

She was beautiful, though corpselike in her pallor, with plump lips that seemed almost black and smoky eyes that radiated malevolence. Her smile was similarly wicked. When Sara refused the woman’s hand and backed away, the giantess grasped Sara’s arm and lifted her up like a doll. She turned and set Sara upon the top step leading into the castle.

“Welcome, my lovely,” said the woman. “I am Countess Anabella Demasiru. Welcome to my home. I apologize for the behavior of my girls. They are so easily excited. You see, we do not receive many visitors.”

Sara stared in awe at the giantess. The woman’s beauty and scale were equally terrifying and alluring. The Nulctus stirred within Sara’s womb and, at that precise moment, the woman’s giant face contorted in a mixture of pain and fury.

“You!” she cried, turning her accusing eyes upon Sara. “I can feel it. The darkness is within you, yearning for me.”

“Inside you?” gasped Sara, feeling a magnetic pull towards the woman.

“You little harlot, where do you come from? What is this accent?” The countess took hold of Sara once more and shook her by her shoulders. “Tell me! Who are you!?”

“Sara Chambers! I come from London! Please… I wanted to see you! I need your… your help!” The countess nearly shook the sense out of Sara. She cried out and pushed her away, grasping at her forehead as if experiencing a terrible headache.

“Of course, of course,” muttered the countess, switching to accented English. “You know the old man. Winston. Did he do this to you, my dear? Did he bless you with the void?”

“Yes,” gasped Sara, barely able to control herself. The Nulctus was seething within her and trying to compel her to grapple with the beautiful giantess. To somehow force herself upon the enormous woman.

“I see,” said the countess, suddenly straightening up. She seemed to overcome her discomfort. “Come with me then, Sara Chambers. We will begin.”

“Begin?” asked Sara as the countess brushed past her. Anabella’s perfume was strong, her long white dress gathered tightly at her curves, and her heels rung loudly from the marble floor. Sara watched those giant hips swaying as she sauntered into the castle and imagined the countess crushing her head between those enormous thighs.

The countess stopped and glanced back over her shoulder, brushing a lock of dark hair from her face.

“Yes, Sara Chambers,” said the countess. “I shall teach you to live in harmony with what is inside you. Is that not what you desire?”

“Y-yes, but, um… yes…”

The countess gave Sara a mysterious smile and then turned away again to continue her extravagant walk into the castle. Though Sara was afraid of the giant, corpselike woman and her towering beauty, she could not resist the offer. After all, learning to control the Nulctus was what had brought her all the way to the Carpathian Mountains. She was not going to back out just because she was afraid of being eaten alive by Anabella Demasiru.

No, not afraid. That wasn’t why she wanted to run. She was tempted to flee not for fear of being eaten by the beautiful giantess, but because a part of her wanted to be eaten by her. Drained of life force and discarded like an empty packet of crisps. Oh, but to know the ecstasy of being devoured by such a beautiful giantess! It might well be worth paying that ultimate price!

Countess Demasiru’s Bedchamber

The gas lights reflected in the gilt that covered every fixture in the baroque bedroom of the countess. The furniture was constructed on a scale to suit her needs, with giant chairs, an immense divan, and a fourposter bed that seemed large enough for a game of cricket. Everything was ornate and carved with erotic images of nude women intertwined with one another or preying upon men. The air was thick with the perfumed scent of the countess. She whirled, her skirt flaring around her huge legs as she turned to face Sara.

“Welcome to my bedroom, Sara Chambers,” said the giantess, gazing down at Sara with something between amusement and contempt. “Few have entered this room and lived to tell the tale. Winston is one. My girls, you met guarding the entrance. Do you intend to survive my lessons?”

“Y-yes,” said Sara, her head tilted back to gaze up into those pitiless black eyes.

“Perhaps you will,” said the countess. “I do hope so. I could use the company, you see. The men of the village and my girls are ruled by their animal instincts. A touch of the darkness is all they could handle. It turned them and broke their minds. But not you, Sara Chambers. There is so much within you. Filling you up. Come here. Do not be afraid. Come here, Sara, and sit upon my lap.”

Sara stood before the seated countess. The beautiful giantess slowly crossed her legs, her right leg dangling over her left knee as she beckoned to her inviting lap with one hand. The Nulctus inside Sara throbbed with yearning. Sara staggered closer, entranced by the scale and grandeur of the woman. By the authority she exuded. By those long legs bared by a raised hem and those magnificent, monumental breasts straining the wrap of her dress.

Sara climbed into the lap of the giantess. The woman chuckled softly and it vibrated through her so that Sara felt it in her bottom as she sat down on her lap.

“My pet,” said the countess, stroking and supporting Sara’s back with one huge hand. “Tell me what it is you seek in this castle.”

Sara looked up at the giant beauty of the woman’s face. Twice the size that any woman’s face should be. She struggled for a moment to find words before she managed to speak.

“Winston… he saved my life,” said Sara. “When he saved me, the Nulctus entered my body. It has been growing more powerful inside me ever since. I can hear it now. Feel it almost all the time. It compels me to do things and I am afraid of what I might do to friends or loved ones. Help me, please, countess. Winston said you could control the Nulctus inside you. Show me how you do it.”

“Winston.” The countess smiled ruefully. “That old fool. Yes, he wanted to control his Nulctus. To bring it to heel like a dog. I think he starved his until it learned to obey him. That was foolish and cruel of him. But it seems he could not resist its power entirely if he granted you some of its essence. Tell me, Sara Chambers, how did you come to share the bed with the old man? I know of no other way for him to have imparted its essence into you.”

“I was dying,” said Sara, remembering that strange night. “It was radiation poisoning. Winston said he could save me by absorbing the energy that was poisoning me. We… we had sex. That was when it happened, although I did not know it for some time.”

Against all common sense, Sara felt oddly comfortable and at ease in the lap of the countess. The giantess continued to stroke Sara’s back. As Sara spoke, she found herself lulled and relaxed against the soft, pillowy expanse of Anabella’s chest.

“But I have become a danger to everyone I loved. He told me to seek you out, countess. That you could help me control it.”

“Yes, you said that before,” said the countess, in a low, soothing tone. “But search your heart, Sara Chambers. I do not believe that is why you are here. Controlling the Nulctus is a cruel act. Depriving the spirit within you of nourishment. Why, you might as well starve your own heart.”

“Is it cruel?” Sara looked up at her, feeling more and more like a little girl in the lap of the countess. “What should I do?”

“I could tell you, Sara,” whispered the countess, leaning her big face closer to Sara, “but it would be easier for me to show you.”

“Show me?” asked Sara, her gaze going from the deep pools of black in Anabella’s eyes to her dark lips spreading wide to reveal gleaming white fangs.

“Yes, I will show you,” whispered the countess. “Not to resist the Nulctus. But to join it. To unite with it and become one.”

“How?” asked Sara, her body aching and the Nulctus boiling in her womb. The countess brought her lips closer and closer, her smile seeming to fill Sara’s view.

A kiss. Huge and soft. Like no other kiss Sara had ever experienced.

A warm, questing tongue that tasted delicately, slithering between Sara’s lips and into the mouth of the treasure hunter. Sara moaned and embraced the countess. She could not resist her. Did not want to resist her. She pressed and nestled against those huge breasts, leaning up, stretching her body against the giantess and clinging to her as they kissed. Sweetly, deeply, and with growing heat.

“Oh, countess,” gasped Sara, riding a rising tide of lust and euphoria.

“Yes, my sweet, the darkness inside me reaches out to the darkness inside you. Tasting as we taste. Oh, my lovely little Sara, come to the bed with me. Come. I will carry you.” The countess kissed her again as she lifted Sara and stood from the chair. Then the giantess said something that sent a thrill of taboo lust pulsing through Sara’s core. “Come with mommy to the bed. Let mommy welcome you into the darkness.”

The countess spread Sara on the huge bed and undressed her with those big, powerful hands. The countess teased her fingers over Sara’s trembling breasts, her hitching abdomen, and the bare blush of her mound. Anabella stood at the foot of the bed and she shed her wrap dress from her voluptuous body. Her massive tits were held in the cups of a black lace bra and a lace-fronted black thong covered her mound and threaded between her pale buttocks. She reached back to unbuckle the bra and Sara found herself holding her breath.

“Incredible,” breathed Sara as those enormous tits were loosed from the lace cups.

Each of Anabella’s breasts was bigger than Sara’s head. Anabella’s areolas were dark against her pale breasts. Her nipples long and thick compared to a woman half her size. She smiled down at Sara as she slipped out of the panties as well, revealing the dark triangle of hair above her womanly cunt.

The countess went to her knees on the bed, her huge breasts dangling to the duvet as she crawled over Sara’s legs. The soft weight of her tits on Sara’s body, dragging up her hips to her thighs, swallowing up Sara’s own ample breasts beneath the smothering weight of them.

“Suck them,” murmured Anabella. “I know it is what you want, my pretty little one. Suck mommy’s tits.”

“Ohhhh, yes,” moaned Sara, reaching up to embrace them as the countess dragged those huge, fragrant mounds over Sara’s face. They surrounded her and swallowed up her head, engulfing her in the weight of them, the softness, and the warmth. Sara kissed them and wriggled her face beneath one to find the fat brown nipples. She moaned as she opened her mouth and engulfed that straining bud. Nearly as big as her thumb, but softer despite its stiffness. She moaned and began to suck.

“Yes, that’s it,” cried Anabella. “Good girl. Drink up, my lovely. Drink your fill.”

To the human eye, there was nothing happening, but the darkness was gushing out of Anabella’s breast with each suck of Sara’s mouth. Invisible, inky, bittersweet, and thick void nectar poured into Sara’s mouth and the treasure hunter drank hungrily. The corrupting nectar slid down her throat and seeped through her flesh. It gathered in the swirling Nulctus in Sara’s core. The void spirit tasted this nourishment with joy, making Sara euphoric and sending peals of pleasure through her body.

“Mmmmmmm! Mmmmm!” cried Sara, slurping and suckling from one huge breast of the countess before moving to the other.

She was lost beneath the smothering warmth of the giantess and her huge tits. Each suck of her bittersweet nectar was rewarded with another resounding pulse of ecstasy from within her core. The countess seemed to enjoy the suckling just as much as Sara and the giantess moaned laughed each time Sara drank from her breast. They began to writhe in mutual lust, with Sara’s right leg trapped between the immense thighs of the countess.

“Yes, what a thirsty girl,” moaned Anabella. “You have been neglecting that poor Nulctus inside you. Have you even fed it a soul?”

“Mmmmmmpphhmmm,” moaned Sara, continuing to gulp the bittersweet essence of darkness from those luscious breasts. She was lost in the act. A submissive babe suckling from her mother. Bursts of pleasure caroming through her body in response to each ghostly spurt from Anabella’s throbbing nipples.

“Yes, yes, but there is so much more pleasure to be had, my dear,” purred Anabella, lifting the weight of her smothering breasts from Sara’s face. Sara clung to her dangling tits a moment longer, sitting up and squeezing herself against them, her mouth latched to one nipple pulsing with her spectral nectar. “Shhhhhh. That’s enough now, Sara Chambers.”

She pushed Sara away. Back onto the bed. Sara looked up with eyes drunken on the bittersweet milk. The countess smiled and pressed Sara’s legs back with her powerful hands. Sara cried out, her position contorted and exposed as her feet reached back to her shoulders, her steamy cunt and the little clench of her arsehole completely at the mercy of the giantess.

“W-what are you doing?” gasped Sara, keenly aware that Anabelle could snap her apart like a wishbone.

“Why, it is so rare that I am presented with a lover already filled with a Nulctus,” she said, licking her lips with her long tongue. “I intend to taste you. To taste the sweet nectar of your inner darkness.”

With that, the countess leaned over Sara and ran her long tongue over the soft folds of her cunt. Sara felt a stirring of the Nulctus, as if it was reaching out towards Anabella’s mouth as the tongue of the giantess divided those folds and slipped inside Sara’s hot cove. The countess was in no hurry. She laved Sara’s cunt and the velvet divot of her arsehole. Her saliva dripped from Sara’s pussy and the giantess wriggled her tongue into that hot cove.

“Ohhhhh… god,” moaned Sara, lifting her head to watch, her toes touching the bed on either side of her head. “Your tongue… is huge.”

“Nnnnhnnnn,” agreed Anabella, thrusting that fat, slippery appendage deeper into Sara’s cunt. The tip of it seemed to reach all the way to Sara’s womb, gently tickling against her back walls as the much wider base of the giant tongue stretched her pussy. Copious saliva poured into Sara’s pussy and overflowed down the crack of her ass as Anabella tongue fucked her and teased her womb. Tremors of pleasure rippled through Sara and her cunt clutched at the giant tongue thrusting and squirming deep inside her.

“Bloody… bloody fucking hell,” panted Sara, the pleasure coming with increasing spasms. The Nulctus going wild in her womb. Suddenly, she felt a gushing, pulsating explosion from her core and Anabella moaned and lewdly slurped at Sara’s cunt. There was an orgasmic sensation of pressure being released as darkness spurted from Sara’s depths and was sucked into the eager mouth of the giantess. Wave upon wave, rising from the abyss in Sara’s core and gushing like liquid into that oversized mouth and those wet, slurping lips.

The countess sucked and licked at the depths of Sara’s pulsating pussy, drinking gushes of Sara’s nectar both real and spectral. Sara was entirely at her mercy, but the moment Anabella had her fill and released Sara’s legs, the huntress sprung into action. She rolled out from beneath Anabella, surprising the giantess with her sudden show of athleticism.

“What’s this?” Anabella raised an eyebrow. “Are you trying to escape?”

“Do you think I would come all this way to escape?” Sara grinned. “Chase me, countess. If you can catch me again, I’m yours.”

Annabella stretched out across the bed for Sara and the treasure hunter rolled off the edge of the bed and bounced to her feet. The chase was on! Sara ran and parkoured over the giant furniture, knocking over a double-sized chair and leaping onto a table. She was faster than Anabella, but Anabella’s reach was incredible. Laughing, pursuing Sara, the giantess reached out and grabbed Sara twice and both times the nimble treasure hunter was able to twist free.

The chase circled back to the bed and Sara went over it again. This time, Anabella was ready, and lunged at just the right moment, stretching her huge body out across the duvet and grabbing Sara by her slender ankles. Sara cried out, fell forward onto the bed, and then managed to twist free. Anabella went from laughing to cursing in Romanian as she tried to get her hands back on the wily treasure hunter. Sara, laughing the whole time, doubled back and leapt over the arched back of the voluptuous giantess. She smacked two hands on the massive cheeks of her bum and slid down the backs of Anabella’s thighs.

She turned back to taunt the giantess and found herself even with the round, onion-shaped bottom of the giantess. Staring at the massive pale buttocks and the womanly mound of her glistening cunt between those thick thighs. Anabella stood slowly, towering above Sara, looking back over her shoulder and smirking at the treasure hunter.

“It looks like you’ve caught yourself,” said the giantess and she reached back slowly to squeeze her own bum. Sara watched those big fingers press into the soft flesh of one cheek. Grasping it and spreading it to reveal the dark knot of Anabella’s arsehole and spread her cuntlips to expose the glistening inner pink. Her cloying perfume mingled with the thick scent of her arousal. “Go on then, Sara Chambers. Admit it. Admit what you’re thinking in that dirty little mind of yours.”

“I think… that bum…”

“Yes?” Anabella raised a dark eyebrow and smacked her own jiggling bottom. “What about it? Is it not lovely?

“Yes, lovely,” nodded Sara, watching it wobble. “And so big.”

“Hmmmm, it is rather, isn’t it?” Anabella smacked her other cheek and sent her bottom jiggling from the other direction. “Perhaps you should like to—Ohhh!”

Anabella’s surprise turned to delight as Sara lunged forward and grabbed two overflowing handfuls of her bottom spread it wide. Sara began to lick without hesitation. First, lapping at the soft ring of Anabella’s clenched arsehole, swirling her tongue over those delicate folds as they clenched tighter. Eliciting deep groans from the giantess as she rimmed her hole and licked the length of her crack. But this was only a tease, for Sara’s tongue was drawn to the hot, radiating center of Anabella’s womanhood. She stroked the huge thighs of the giantess and licked lower, pressing her face against Anabella’s ass as she began to lick her cunt from behind.

“Oooooh, yes, I see you’ve managed to catch me instead,” crooned Anabella, leaning over the bed and arching her back. “Go on then, my lovely Sara Chambers. Taste the cunt of a countess. Taste the darkness within me.”

“Mmmmmnnnnnnn!” assented Sara, parting those fleshy folds with her tongue and licking as deep as she could reach. The sweetness of Anabella’s juices were tinged with the bittersweet hint of the Nulctus lurking within her. As Sara licked and sucked at that giantess cunt, she realized that the darkness within the countess was almost indistinguishable from the countess herself.

She has merged with it, realized Sara as she tongued and slurped at Anabella’s pussy. She does not control it, she has formed a complete alliance with it. She is as much Nulctus herself as she is human. That explains her apparent youth and her giant stature. She is half spirit. Perhaps more.

But such analysis was forgotten as Sara began to taste pulsing gushes of the addicting bittersweetness of the Nulctus. Hot spasms from the depths of Anabella’s cunt sent spurts straight into Sara’s mouth, darkness overflowing her lips and dripping down her chin. She sucked and sucked, as eager for these forceful spurts as the flowing darkness from Anabella’s nipples.

The giantess pressed back and, finally, sat upon Sara’s face, smothering her beneath the weight of that giant bum. So soft and warm. Her cunt dripping and squirting into Sara’s mouth. Butt the smothering was much more complete than beneath Anabella’s breasts. No matter how she squirmed and licked, Sara could not get enough oxygen. First, she felt lightheaded, but kept licking, addicting to the squirming heat atop her face. Then the soft bum seemed to spread wider, her face buried between the cheeks, and Sara began to lose consciousness.

Her last thought was one of acceptance: Crushed beneath the lovely arse of a giantess. Not a bad way to end my adventures.

The Dining Hall

“You’ve had more than a taste of the darkness, Sara Chambers, but the Nulctus is not nourishing itself. You must feed. I mean more than a taste of that delicious living energy. I mean a full meal! Tonight, I have asked my girls to prepare a suitable feast for your first true meal.”

Sara sat in the chair to the right of the head of the table, next to the glamourous Countess Anabella Demasiru with her high-collared gown with its keyhole view of her huge, pale breasts and her dark hair piled up on her head. Sara was buttoned tightly into the black lace gown she had been given by the countess. It was so tight and well-suited to her figure that it felt like she was naked even though the gown was several layers of garments and undergarments.

For death had not come to her beneath Anabella’s lovely arse. She had awoken in a bathtub full of warm, soapy water and had been left a black gown to wear to supper. Sara had seen herself in the mirror as she dressed. Her skin was paler. Her eyes were darker. She was changing after a single afternoon spent with the countess. How much would she change in another hour? Another day? She stroked the lace choker around her slender neck and cleared her throat.

The door to the candlelit dining hall opened. Laughter and voices filled the room as the six women Sara had encountered earlier, still almost nude, entered with a group of men in military style uniforms. Two of them seemed to be slightly wounded, their uniforms ripped, but the other six men were unharmed. They were completely, bizarrely at ease as they walked into the room and took alternating seats at the table. The girls sat between each man, leaving the two most fit and handsome men for Sara and the countess.

“Hello, miss. How are you this evening?”

Sara glanced over at the young man beside her and was disarmed by his good looks. He had clear blue eyes, a strong square jaw, a military haircut, and features that seemed almost suited to an actor or model.

“I’m well,” said Sara, feeling the Nulctus stir hungrily within her. “How did… how did you come to be here?”

“These soldiers were attacked in the village,” said Countess Demasiru. “But my girls were fortunate enough to be there to help them out of their trouble. They will be our guests of honor tonight for our dinner. Isn’t that right, my lovely girls?”

The six girls began to coo, whisper, and kiss each man. The countess turned her attention to the handsome older man serving as the unit’s commander. “And you, lieutenant, would you care for something?”

“Oh, yes, thank you miss,” said the man, smiling and at ease as the countess picked him up from his chair and sat him on the table in front of her. She used only a finger and a single long nail to slice through his belt and the waistband of his trousers. He groaned as she peeled away his underwear. Sara met the eyes of the countess and Anabella winked at her before leaning forward and taking the soldier’s stiff cock into her mouth.

All around the table, similar scenes were playing out on a more normal scale as the six girls began to caress, kiss, undress, and suck the soldiers. Only the man next to Sara remained untouched. He smiled at Sara as though what was happening around the table was a completely normal dinner party.

The groans, slurps, and patting flesh of seven couples engaged in acts of lust filled the room like an obscene symphony. Sara glanced at the various pairings around the table. Some girls riding cocks, some bent over the table and being fucked by soldiers, others still on their knees and sucking, and one couple sprawled on the table in a passionate 69 position.

“Ohhhhhh! Blessed mother! I’m cumming!” cried the officer at the head of the table.

“Mmmmmmm,” replied the countess, slurping and bobbing her giant mouth on his cock. Darkness flickered around her lips as she drank the man’s life force along with his seed. A few swallows were not enough to kill him, but the man fell backwards onto the table as the countess stood and began to lift her skirt.

“Lovely weather we’re having,” said the soldier next to Sara. “But I feel a bit strange. I think… I think I had a dream of you, miss. Could that be? Yes. I had a dream of you last night. We were together. And all around us people were, well, making love. And I looked at you and you looked at me and I knew that we would make love too. Is that possible, miss? I don’t even know your name. I am Pietr.”

“Sara,” said Sara, her heart beating faster as the man leaned towards her for a kiss.

The Nulctus within her was growling, driven wild by the orgy taking place all around her and Sara’s own lack of action. She glanced at the countess, riding proudly atop the officer, his lower half swallowed up by her skirt as her tits bounced free of her gown. The countess smiled at Sara and murmured, “Don’t fight it, Sara Chambers. Let it happen naturally. Let the Nulctus take complete control if you are afraid.”

“No,” said Sara. “I’m not afraid.”

But she was weak in the face of the overwhelming atmosphere of lust. She leaned over and kissed the soldier beside her. Just a test of his soft lips.

“Like my dream,” he murmured and she kissed him again. More passionately and with her tongue slipping against his as their mouths opened and joined together. His hand caressing her cheek. Her hand, reaching on instinct for his lap. The heat built between them. The moans and grunts around them intensified.

Sara fell from her chair and onto her knees, still leaning up to kiss the man as her hands went to his trousers. To his zipper. Fishing out his stiff cock. Not as big as she’d hoped, but big enough. Uncut. Slipping back the head as she leaned down and moaned, taking him between her lips. The Nulctus stirred and swirled inside her. It throbbed in her core. She slurped the poor man’s cock.

“Miss… ohhhh… Sara, it feels so nice,” he said, gently cradling her bobbing head in his lap. His cock tensed beneath her tongue. Her expert lips dragging his tip as her hand eagerly worked his shaft. Her saliva slicked his cock and dripped from his balls. The Nulctus was practically snapping its spectral jaws inside her.

Sara looked up at the man. She could see nothing but pleasure in his eyes. No fear or pain. Nothing but the building ecstasy as his cock twitched in her mouth. She wanted it. The heat of the hunger in her core so intense that sucking his cock almost felt like he was fucking her.

Give it to me, she thought, gazing up into his eyes as she bobbed her head in his lap.

“Yessss,” the man groaned, smiling with his pleasure as his cock surged and began to pulse against Sara’s tongue.

Hot cum jetted into her mouth. Spurt after salty spurt landing against the back of her tongue. She began to swallow and as she did, she let the Nulctus have its meal. The man shuddered as the darkness within Sara began to feed. His cock continued to pulsate and spurt out his cum, far longer than a normal orgasm, as the man writhed in his seat and held Sara’s head as if he was in control.

Sara could feel the spirit within her drinking Pietr’s life energy. She could see it as his skin grew pale and his veins turned black. She couldn’t stop it. She didn’t want to stop it. Feeding on him. Devouring him. Letting every drop of his energy slide down her throat until he was at the very brink of destruction.

“No!” she cried, pulling her mouth from his cock.

It was too late. The last of his energy slipped down her throat, gathered by the invisible tendrils of the Nulctus. She had done something irreversible. She had consumed the life of a defenseless, innocent man and allowed the Nulctus to grow in her core.

All around her, the countess and her girls were laughing and wailing with ecstasy, feasting on the lives of the other soldiers. But Sara’s wail was not one of pleasure. She had not reached a peak. Even as the Nulctus within her tried to soothe her conscience with waves of euphoria, Sara was disgusted. Enraged.

The table was huge, no doubt weighing more than a ton, yet Sara grabbed one side and flung the table across the hall to smash into the wall. The lifeless soldiers and the girls were flung along with it, their bodies crushed by the table. They emerged battered from behind it as Sara rose to her feet and looked at the countess.

“Why, Sara Chambers, whatever is the matter with you?” asked the countess, swinging one huge leg and dismounting from the man she had drained of his energy.

“You tricked me,” said Sara, her skin sickly pale, but her body thrumming with the euphoric power of the Nulctus within her body. “You wanted to turn me into a monster.”

“Oh, my dear,” laughed the countess, rising to her full height and towering over Sara. “You could not be more wrong. I wanted you to realize your full potential. You are now part of a superior species. Be proud of yourself. Few can endure the transformation without… losing something.”

She glanced at her feral offspring, grown, lust-crazed and with minds somewhere between madness and childhood. Sara realized she must also mean the men in the village. Men being even less equipped to handle the power of the Nulctus. She had created savage beasts and wild women, but with Sara, the countess had found something like an equal. A kindred spirit.

“I killed him!” said Sara, gesturing to the shriveled body of Pietr in his chair.

“Life feeds upon life,” said the countess, licking her fingertips as if they were smeared with morsels of life energy. “Or should I say the void feeds upon life? For you are not some succubus, swallowing up souls for power in hell. You are something more, Sara. You have oblivion within you. Freedom from everything for those who will embrace it. You are so close now. Show that last bit of courage. Join me, Sara Chambers. We will rule together.”

Countess Demasiru held out a giant hand. Sara looked from the black-nailed hand up the arm of the countess and into those dark, glittering black eyes. She saw deep, dark evil there. An evil she would never – could never – embrace.

Sara leapt at Countess Demasiru’s throat, drawing the knife she had hidden in the folds of her gown. The blade flashed. Struck flesh. Not the throat. No. The knife had stabbed into the defensive hand of the countess. Anabella slapped Sara aside and drew the knife that had impaled her palm. She held up her hand and the wound, showing red for a moment, turned black at its edges and fused shut a moment later.

The countess smiled, revealing her terrible fangs.

“That was silly,” she said, gazing down at Sara. “But understandable. Winston has contaminated your mind even as he blessed your body with the pure spirit of darkness. I will ask you once more and never again, Sara Chambers. Join me, please. We will rule together.”

Sara wiped blood from the corner of her lips. She sat up on the floor.

“Never,” she said.

“Hmmmm. Then I shall be forced to consume your Nulctus and you along with it. Ah, but fear not, that darkness shall find a happy home inside me. And I will remember you for sharing such power with me.”

Sara snarled and tried to flip to her feet. The countess caught her in mid-flip and slammed her back to the floor with enough force to crack the stone beneath Sara. If her bones would have been crushed by the impact if it weren’t for the Nulctus inside her. Still, it knocked the air from her lungs and gave the countess plenty of time to do something very strange.

Sara writhed, gasping for breath as she watched in wide-eyed horror as Countess Anabella Demasiru lifted her long skirt up her legs, over her stockings and revealed her bare cunt with its thatch of dark hair. Sara stared as something moved between the cuntlips of the giantess. Something dark and glistening. It slid down from her folds, a squirming, inky black mass that spread tendrils around and over her cunt. The blackness became purple, red, and then the pale grayish-white flesh to match the thighs of the countess.

A huge phallus stood out from her mound, wrapped with black veins and dripping with unholy precum. It bounced erect as the countess knelt upon the floor and forced apart Sara’s pale thighs. Her gown tore and her garters snapped. The countess ripped aside Sara’s panties and pressed the huge cock to the entrance of Sara’s little cunt.

Sara’s struggling intensified, but the countess slammed her back down to the floor and pinned her with one big hand. Her other hand forced Sara’s thighs apart and in place as she rubbed her slippery cockhead at Sara’s cunt.

“This would be so much more pleasant for both of us,” said the countess, leaning over Sara so that her dangling breasts were nearly in Sara’s face, “if you simply give in to what must happen. I cannot allow this beautiful spirit within you to be wasted, Sara Chambers. But you can enjoy this. Enjoy giving it to me. Let your mommy take care of you.”

“Noooo!” cried Sara.

“Shhhhhh,” laughed the countess, leaning forward and causing her tits to swing against Sara’s face and smother her in that warm, perfumed valley. An instant later, the huge cockhead rammed apart the folds of Sara’s delicate cunt and stuffed her full of inch upon inch of throbbing, unholy cockflesh. It rammed to her womb and she howled in a mixture of pain and pleasure as it seemed to stir the Nulctus within her.

Each thrust hilted inside Sara and she felt the fat bollocks of the countess slapping against her arse. The cock stretching her nearly to breaking. The cockhead thumping against the entrance of her womb. She moaned and gasped for breath beneath the smothering tits of the countess. Anabella shifted and one of her fat nipples rubbed across Sara’s lips, spilling out a warm drizzle of her darkness that tickled bittersweet against Sara’s tongue.

“That’s it, suck them,” gasped the countess. “Suck mommy’s darkness. It will only make this so much better. Ohhhhhh!”

The countess cried above Sara as the treasure hunter latched her mouth to the nipple and began to suck. Though she could scarcely breathe, she drank gulping mouthfuls of the darkness from that spurting breast. It was perverse and strange, but she could not help herself. The cock hammered into her, driving her closer and closer to the black light flames that she knew would consume her soul.

“That’s it,” panted the countess. “You love it. You love your mommy. Cum for mommy. Cum for mummy and surrender… mmmmm… surrender your soul to be devoured!”

“Mmmmmmm!” cried Sara, gulping the warm essence of darkness bursting with each suck upon the breast of the countess. Sara’s core tensed. Her pleasure building to the brink. Her cunt stretched wide around that unholy cock.

Darkness surrounded Sara. She was still being fucked by the countess, still buried beneath those huge tits and sucking at one of the fat brown nipples, but Sara was outside of her body. In darkness. In shadow.

Within the void of her own Nulctus.

A shadow version of Sara stood before. Naked but as if her body was trapped in deep darkness. She reached up a hand to touch it and it mirrored her movement. Her fingers touched the shadow fingers.

“Sara,” said the Shadow Sara. “She will consume us both. The moment is very near now. I will join with her Nulctus. I will feed her power. She will be like a god. And you will be nothing.”

“Gone,” said Sara.

“Oblivion,” whispered the Shadow Sara. “But not yet. She is feeding you her power to excite you. This whole time you have been drinking the darkness. You power – our power – will exceed hers in the moment before your destruction and my absorption.”

“Why are you telling me this?” asked Sara. “Don’t you want to be a god?”

“Yes, Sara,” said the Shadow Sara. “But part of me is you. I do not wish to see you destroyed.”

A muffled cry of pleasure echoed through the darkness. Sara could sense her body tensing. Her orgasm nearly upon her.

“Then tell me, what must I do?” she asked the Shadow Sara.

The dark figure held out her hand as though offering a handshake. Sara looked at the fingers.

“There is no time to hesitate,” said the Shadow Sara. “You must join with me. We must become one and use this brief taste of power she has given us. We will defeat her and her daughters. And when they are beaten, they will be at our mercy. We will consume them all.”

Another cry of pleasure. The dark world began to shake and contract as Sara’s orgasm stirred deep within her core.

“Now!” cried the Shadow Sara.

Sara grasped the hand of the dark figure and light and dark melded in a strobing flare of light and dark energies. The Shadow Sara kissed her. Their mouths joined. Their tongues twisted together. Light melting and absorbing the darkness. The darkness suffusing the light.

Sara felt the moment arrive and ecstasy erupted from her core in colossal contractions. Her cunt squeezed the thrusting cock of the countess and Anabella howled in the throes of her own pleasure. A massive spasm wrecked the giantess and she threw back her head, her huge breasts swinging free of Sara’s face, revealing the treasure hunter with pale skin veined with black and glowing black eyes.

Sara drank the cum spurting into her womb and her Nulctus channeled it into dark strength. With a final spasm, Sara screamed with fury and threw the giantess from her body. The massive countess tore through a column and smashed stone on the far wall. The daughters, injured, but alive, charged at Sara and Sara tossed them aside with another scream that sent out waves of dark energy.

Scattered candles began to ignite the ancient tapestries clinging to the walls. The flames spread quickly, engulfing the room.

Now, said the Nulctus, speaking in Sara’s mind, devour her! Devour her daughters!

“No,” said Sara. “I have given you a place within me. But I will not kill the countess.”

Sara walked over to the dazed countess and hefted the giantess onto her back. Sara carried her with inhuman strength out of the castle as the fire began to spread to the upper floors. The girls began to scream from inside the burning castle.

“Please,” moaned the countess, lifting her lolling head to look at Sara. “Please do not let them die. Save them.”

Sara sighed, dropping the countess into the snow. She turned back to the burning castle and walked into the flames to rescue the first of the six girls.

Chambers Palazzo

Naples, Italy

“Yes, mum,” said Winston, shuffling towards the door. “So long as my disagreement is noted.”

“Noted,” replied Sara, her arms folded across her chest as she watched her faithful old manservant shuffle out of the storage room.

“I shall see to arranging transport and an armed escort,” said Winston as he began to ponderously climb the stairs.

She was glad to see him go. Though her Nulctus was bonded to her and seemingly under her control, being in the same room as Winston was difficult. She could smell the Nulctus within him and it took every scrap of her willpower not to tear open his trousers and climb atop the old man’s cock.

“It seems dicey, Sara,” murmured Baxter, taking off his glasses to rub the bridge of his nose. “But I’m with you all the way. I always have been. If you think that, um, woman can be trusted—”

“She cannot be trusted,” said Sara, glancing over at her favorite boffin.

“I mean to say, if you think that she can be contained, well, I’m with you on that,” said Baxter, smiling nervously. “Whatever you need. Let me know. So long as you are alright.”

Look at that cute little boy, hissed the Nulctus within Sara’s mind. He’s gagging for it. All he can think about is fucking you again. Are you going to let the poor boy go without?

“Quiet,” muttered Sara.

“What’s that?” asked Baxter, settling his specs back on his face.

“Thank you,” said Sara. “Always good to have you on my side, Mr. Honeycutt. Why don’t you go and give Winston a hand with making those arrangements for transport? I’ll pop in and check on you in a bit.”

“Very good,” said Baxter. He seemed about to say something else, but he thought better of it and hurried up the stairs.

Sara waited until she was sure he was gone before closing the door to the upstairs of the palazzo. She turned the to reinforced door to the climate-controlled vault. She entered the numeric code and let the sensor read her biometrics from her fingerprints. A moment later, the doors heavy locking mechanism disengaged.

The vault was a much smaller version of the massive vault she had installed in the basement of her rebuilt manor in London. The reinforced concrete made the room bomb resistant and, more importantly for Sara’s purposes, made it difficult for anything to escape. She was ready for an attempt as she pushed in through the doorway and into the dimmed lights of the interior.

Countess Anabella Demasiru sat atop a mound of cushions with her arms resting on her knees. Those pillows had been the best Sara could do for furniture for her on short notice. The giantess did not even look up as Sara entered the vault.

“Come to gloat over me?” asked the countess.

“Your daughters have arrived in London,” said Sara. “I have a team taking them to my manor now. They will be safe there, but they are dangerous, countess. They cannot be reasoned with. They will need to be kept sedated and contained.”

“Imprisoned,” said the countess, slowly lifting her head to look at Sara. Her face was mostly in shadow, but her dark eyes gleamed like black pearls. “They will starve in your cages.”

“I will not accept blame for what you did to those girls,” said Sara, stepping boldly closer to the giantess until she was standing between her feet and shins. “They sing songs and writhe around like they are on ecstasy, moaning for men to come and fuck them so they can feed. But I will not permit them to starve. I am working on a solution to keep them nourished without becoming dangerous. A sort of feeding hole for—”

“A gloryhole?” The countess chuckled. “Very naughty. And who will be feeding them their supper?”

“I will ask for volunteers among my staff,” said Sara. “Several know already, but I will be clear about the risks and the rewards involved.”

“Rewards? My girls are not sideshow attractions for you to relax your employees.” The countess folded her arms across her huge breasts. “And what about me, Sara? I’m already feeling a bit peckish. Or were you the one feeling a bit… thirsty?”

The countess pulled open the wrap of her bodice, revealing the massive mounds of her laden breasts. Her brown nipples jutted fully erect and the faint scent of the Nulctus milk hung in the air. Sara’s mouth watered and her Nulctus stirred within her.

“Or were you hungry for something else?” purred the countess, spreading her legs wider and lifting her skirt higher to reveal her cunt. Sara watched darkness well at the womanly folds of the countess. Inky black flesh slid from between Anabella’s cuntlips and began to ooze out into the shape of a huge cock. “Come closer, Sara. Have a taste.”

The inky black cock became fully formed as pale skin covered its length and black veins began to throb along its shaft. Sara felt a second and even more intense pang of desire.

“I appreciate the offer, countess,” said Sara, her voice sounding a bit hoarse. “But you were more than generous with your, ah, nourishment while I was visiting you in your castle. As for your food, I have a solution to that conundrum. But it must wait until we arrive in London.”

“When will that be?” demanded the countess, leaning forward so that her huge breasts were squeezed against her bent legs. “I am hungry now, Sara Chambers.”

Sara could sense that the countess was preparing to make a move. She was going to lunge for her and grab her in those giant hands. Spread her legs and bury her tongue deep inside Sara’s pussy. Licking and sucking until she had feasted on the Nulctus inside Sara and every scrap of her life energy. Then she would break free of the vault and devour the souls of every man and woman working at the palazzo. She would transform it into her new lair and begin to infest the surrounding countryside with her evil.

Most disturbing of all, Sara was tempted to allow it to happen. To let the giantess catch her and have her revenge. Those minutes or perhaps hours of pleasure would almost be worth the price of her life.

“No,” said Sara, stepping out of reach of the countess. “A fine attempt, countess, but I am at peace with what is inside me. When we arrive in London, I will be sure you are fed. Until then, you can remain hungry here in the vault.”

Anabella’s face contorted into a terrifying mask of rage.

“You should have killed me, you know,” snarled Anabella. “You won’t have a second chance.”

“I don’t want to kill you, countess,” said Sara, impervious to the anger of the giantess. “To be honest, I rather like you, and I hope we will learn to get along with one another. But first you will need to teach your girls some manners and learn the difficult lesson that eating people is wrong.”

The countess flew into a complete rage and began to scream and curse in Romanian. Sara was already stepping back out of the vault. The nice thing about steel-reinforced concrete walls was that they were soundproof. The vault door shut with a hiss and sealed off the sound of the countess screaming and beating her fists against the walls. Sara turned and almost bumped breasts-first into Baxter.

The hunky boffin was looking rather fetching in his cable knit gray sweater and snug trousers. He smiled at her, a lock of hair curling over his forehead.

“Sara, I’m glad we have a moment alone,” he said and surprised her by taking hold of her hands. “I wanted to say that whatever has come between us, with you and Winston or, eh, whatever else, I forgive you.”

“Forgive me?” She raised an eyebrow. “Baxter, I don’t recall asking or needing your forgiveness.”

“Ah!” Baxter blushed deeply and let go of her hands. “I’ve bollocksed it from the start. I get so twisted up inside when I talk to you. Might I try again?”

“Relax,” she said, guiding him over to one of the leather chairs in the basement library adjoining the vault. “Sit down. Tell me again.”

She perched on the arm of the chair and caught his gaze drift momentarily to her bum. She cleared her throat and his blush deepened.

“Ah, well, what I meant to say, S-Sara – Miss Chambers – is that I know we have had, ah, somewhat of a personal relationship in the past. And perhaps developed feelings for one another, although I might be mistaken, but I developed feelings, I mean to say. But I wanted to be clear that I do not hold any of the events that have transpired, eh, between, um…”

“You’re saying you’re not jealous?” she asked.

“I’m saying that I am trying my best,” said Baxter, smiling sheepishly. “Although you seem to have rather little time for me lately.”

“Oh, Baxter,” said Sara, sliding her arm around his shoulders and leaning against him. “Nobody likes a whinger.”

“S-sorry,” he said. “It’s just been a bit of a blow to my, ah, self-esteem to have you, ah, nevermind… Sorry I brought it up.”

“Oh, you’re adorable, Baxter,” laughed Sara. “You think I’ve forgotten about you?” She leaned her face down to his. “You think I’ve forgotten about the fun we’ve had together?”

“Um, no, aahhhh… that’s…” His words trailed off as he watched Sara’s hand reach into his lap and begin to unzip his trousers. “Sara?”

“Mmmmhmmm?” she said, smiling at him as she reached into his boxer shorts and wrapped her hand around his semi-rigid cock. “Something you needed?”

“Ahhhh, no, ha ha,” he said, leaning back in the chair as Sara, still perched on the arm, leaned her body sideways into his lap, wrapped her hand around his shaft, and began to lick the head of his cock. Baxter let out a gasp of surprises as her tongue traced his crown and flicked at the opening in his tip. She pressed a kiss to his cockhead. Another. Then let her soft lips open and slid him into her mouth as he began to grow fully erect.

“Oh, that’s incredible, Sara,” he said as her warm mouth bobbed and sucked at his hard cock.

“Mmmm?” She popped her lips free but continued to wank his stiff cock. “Do I detect a ‘but’ in your tone?”

“I want you,” he said, his eyes suddenly blazing with certainty. “I want more than that.”

“Oh, you greedy lad,” she chuckled. “Well, I have something to occupy your attention.”

Sara lifted her bum from the arm of the chair and slipped off her trousers and panties. Then she did something that she knew Baxter wasn’t expecting. In a few confident motions, she swung one leg across the chair to the other arm, then rose on her feet, her stockinged toes curled around the arms of the chair for better grip. She folded herself in half, leaning all the way forward over the chair and, bending her knees, placing her firm round bum directly in Baxter’s face. Her steamy cunt was perfectly at mouth level for him and her toned thighs and luscious arse filled his view of the world as she bent all the way forward and took his cock back into her chuckling mouth.

It was the sort of position that only a gymnast could pull off. All those physical treasure hunting skills put to good use as she began to lewdly slurp and moan around Baxter’s cock. Her tongue drove him wild as he wrapped his arms around her hips and pulled her quim and her bum onto his face. Sara let out a deep moan around his cock as she felt his tongue begin to lash her clit and explore her aching passage. Tasting her and breathing in the hot scent of her naughty holes as she sucked him.

Sara had to admit, her boffin was quite skilled with his tongue. It twirled against her clit and teased her arsehole. It explored her depths and found spots within her cunt that she hardly imagined a tongue on bring such pleasure. She moaned and whimpered around his rather big cock, tasting the first hints of his precum as she flexed her knees to bounce her bum against his face. His hot breath teasing her. His hot tongue invading her.

“Mmmmmm!” she cried, sucking him without pause, for the Shadow Sara within her was hungry for a taste of Baxter’s life energy.

“Oh, Sara,” gasped Baxter. “Nnnnnnn. Ohhhh… you’re going to make me… explode if you keep that up.”

“Mmmm?” She popped her lips free from him for a moment. “Perhaps that’s exactly what I want! Cum for me, Baxter. I promise I won’t miss a drop.”

“Ohhhh… bloody… oooohhhhh,” he groaned, and buried his tongue once in her quivering quim. He tried to hold out as long as possible. That magic tattoo surrounding his cock certainly helped. But Sara’s mouth was so exquisite, so warm and wet, sucking him so eagerly. Her moans of pleasure vibrating down his shaft to his tightening bollocks.

Baxter was on the brink, but it was Sara who succumbed to pleasure first. What began as a deep, pulsating throb in her core seemed to race through her body in warm waves. She felt it from her head to her toes, but it was centered in the deep spasms of her cunt, fluttering against his tongue. Spilling her sweet nectar into his mouth. She cried out around him, pausing in her sucking, but not taking him from between her lips.

“Mmmmmm! Nnnnnnnnnnhhnn!” cried Baxter, feeling her contractions and knowing she was cumming by the sounds she was making.

He wasn’t far behind. The moment Sara’s climax had receded enough for her to resume sucking, she began to wantonly bob and slurp upon his fat cock. It strained against her tongue. It twitched and released tantalizing dribbles of his salty precum. Then, with a tightening of his arms against her hips, he let out a ragged cry into her smothering cunt and exploded bollocks-deep into her mouth. His pulsating spunk shot straight to the back of her throat.

She tried to swallow. Tried to keep up. Her contorted posture made it difficult. She sucked and gulped, but his cum began to overflow her mouth and slide down his twitching shaft. By the time she finally slid her lips from his cock, Baxter had made a mess all over his lap.

“Oh, dear,” said Sara, looking at the smears of cum. “It seems I’ve missed a few drops.”

“That won’t do,” said Baxter. “I’m sorry, Miss Chambers, but you shall have to be punished.”

“What? Oh!” She cried out in surprise as Baxter lifted her into his arms. She hadn’t remembered him being so strong and forceful, but he tore open her blouse and roughly fondled her breasts as he rolled her onto her back. He smiled as he kissed her. Tasted a bit of his cum on her lips, but that didn’t matter to either of them.

His cock was still hard thanks to that magic tattoo on his cock. With its help he would be hard through several more orgasms. He pushed Sara’s legs wide and positioned his cock against her slick folds. His kiss slipped past her defensed. His cock thrust into her core.

“Ohhhhhh, Baxter,” she gasped against his lips. “Please, forgive me. I’ve neglected you terribly.”

“I’m sure I will forgive you,” he said. “In time.”

His next thrust hammered into her even harder than the first. He took her breath away and when she could manage to find a breath, he was kissing her and thrusting his tongue into her mouth. His hand held her left breast tightly, but her right jiggled and bounced with each stroke of his fat, slippery cock. His balls swung against her arse and his cum provided a fragrant lubricant for the hard fucking he was giving Sara.

“Yes, that’s it,” cried Sara. “I’ve been a very bad tart! Punish me, Baxter! Punish my tight… tight little pussy!”

“Fucking all those dirty monsters and terrible men,” he snarled and kissed her again. “I should fuck your arse instead.”

“Ooooooh!” she cried, tightening around him. “You promise?”

“Ha! Such a slut!” He stopped kissing her and fondling her and pinned her arms above her head. He fucked her hard and fast, his cock churning inside her and his bollocks tightening as he pounded into her pussy. He once again drove Sara over the edge before he reached his peak. She wrapped her legs around him and her arms around his shoulders, wailing with ecstasy as her spasming cunt gripped his cock. She couldn’t hold onto him. Couldn’t even slow down that massive cock for a moment. It felt as if it was getting bigger with each thrust and it was driving her mad with pleasure.

“Here it comes,” growled Baxter. “Where do you want this big load, Sara? Where should I punish you with it?”

“Inside me,” she hissed. “I’ll drink every drop this time. I promise.”

“I’ll be certain of that!” laughed Baxter, thrusting rapidly into her. Sara cried out beneath him, driven almost submissively to the edge. Shadow Sara could taste the life energy welling in his cock. Sara’s womb throbbed with need.

But Baxter drew his hips back suddenly, his cock popping free of her clutching cunt and sliding onto her flat tummy. He stood and grabbed a handful of Sara’s hair, wrapping it around his fist as he rammed his cock into her gasping mouth. Her eyes went wide and tears sprung out as Baxter throated her with unexpected force. He was a beast! Her neck bulged and she choked around his cock.

Shadow Sara could taste it though. Feel it pulsating in his bollocks as Baxter erupted straight down her throat. Sara gulped spurt after spurt of hot cum with Baxter’s cock shoved to the bollocks in her mouth while Shadow Sara began to siphon out his life energy.

The pleasure of the feeding Nulctus prolonged Baxter’s orgasm and nearly choked the air from Sara. Finally, the Nulctus released him, and he staggered back. He looked paler, but he was still hard and still on his feet.

“Good girl,” he chuckled, looking down at her as she gasped for breath.

“You brute,” said Sara, returning his gaze with an accusing look in her eyes.

“Don’t pretend it isn’t what you wanted,” he laughed, finally releasing his hold on her hair.

“No, it isn’t,” she said crossly. “I told you exactly what I wanted.”

Sara turned, grasping the arms of the nearby chair and leaning her tits against the seat. She arched her back and stuck out of her shapely bum.

“I told you I wanted you to fuck my arse,” said the treasure hunter, looking at Baxter over her shoulder. “Punish it with that prick of yours, Baxter. I’ve been a very naughty girl, just as you said.”

“Y-yes, right,” he said. He was exhausted, but his cock was still hard and he couldn’t refuse her offer. As Baxter’s hard cock slid into Sara’s tight pink pucker, he knew he was going to punishing the naughty treasure hunter for most of the night. In fact, he was so busy plundering her bum, and Sara was making so much noise, that he failed to notice his phone vibrating in his trousers.

It would be several hours before he saw the notification from the operations center in the house. The geolocation AI scanning satellite data had completed its search. Megan Nakamura had been located.

In the Bermuda Triangle.


[image: ]

cover.jpeg
SARA CHAMBERS

TREASLIRE






OEBPS/image_rsrcH8.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




