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Chapter One

Ruth shrugged in her leather halter top, uncomfortable at how it chafed. She wasn’t used to wearing such garments, and disliked how exposed she felt.

There wasn’t much choice in the matter, however. Showing some exposed skin would be necessary to provide verisimilitude for her role. Otherwise, there was no way they would believe she was a goth woman slumming it in Mulberry District.

Reaching into her spiky leather purse, she pulled out a small mirror and cracked it open to check her face. Her black lipstick was impeccable, eyes accented by extra dark eye shadow that faded onto her cheeks to make her look like she was crying.

Dyed violet hair with long front bangs, shaved sides, and twin tails dangling down her back lent her a crazy affect. Fake earrings dangled from her ears, a spiked collar around her neck. She wouldn’t have recognized herself if she hadn’t been staring at every detail the last couple of hours to get the effect perfect.

She turned her head to take a closer look at the spider web tattoo. It was still as tacky as she had feared. At least it was henna, and would fade away in a few weeks. By then, this operation would be complete, and most of this would be a hazy memory. Hopefully.

She had to confess she was rather looking forward to this mission, though she suspected it probably wasn’t going to be worth her time. Garden variety kidnappings rarely ever were. It was the hint of magic they had picked up from this place that had attracted their attention, however, and they needed to make sure there wasn’t something more sinister at work.

Not to mention that if she solved this one on her own, she’d likely be promoted. She couldn’t ignore her burning ambition to be in charge. She’d do anything she could to scratch that itch.

The gap between storefronts was just ahead, the side passage down which she would find the club she sought rapidly approaching. It was late night, when the lights began to shine more brightly, and the criminal element began to creep about.

An unaccompanied woman might fear for her money or her life in this section of downtown, but she wasn’t worried. She had bear spray in her purse, and brass knuckles if things got a little scrappy. Worst case scenario, she’d vanish, and there’d be no-one the wiser.

Foot traffic had dropped off, leaving the faint whispers of vehicles rolling past for company. She walked past the display window of a closed bakery, front shelving hidden behind an iron cage.

She spun on her heels, making a quick left on the platform boots. At least she was used to those. Her eyes sparkled as the night became darker, scattered dim bulbs barely illuminating the narrow pathway ahead of her.

The darkness of the alley attracted her, like the shadows always had. She liked to keep this side of herself hidden, lest her teammates question her motives, but she couldn’t hide it from herself. She always shivered with pleasure when the shadows settled about her shoulders like a mantle. It was a natural response given the dark power she possessed.

“Are you in yet?” crackled a deep male voice in her earpiece.

“Not yet,” she whispered, trusting the microphone hidden in her collar to pick up and magnify her words.

Tilting her head back and forth, she scanned for an entrance. Nothing yet. Maybe Ceres had more information. He was supposed to be the brains of the operation, after all.

“I can’t see a way in. Can you ask our guest where she was planning on going?”

“No can do,” replied the voice, loud in her left ear. “The dosage appears to have been wrong. It was a little too strong, I think they changed the formula we’re using. She’ll be out for at least another hour. See what you can do. She was supposed to meet someone. You’ll have to make yourself conspicuous.”

Ugh. That was the last thing she wanted to do. It was much warmer, much safer to stay hidden within the shadows. She sighed. “Okay. Just don’t say anything to distract me, this is going to be rather delicate.”

Damn. She would have preferred to infiltrate the club without anyone spotting her, but it looked like that was a forlorn hope. She would have to make contact with a member of the cult, and hope she could find out enough to inform their next moves without giving away too much.

Just remember, she wasn’t Ruth, she was the goth chick, Jillian, looking to join their cult to ‘find herself.’ She just couldn’t tell them exactly what it was she was really trying to find.

Looking around, she darted down next to a dumpster, letting go of her cloak. A smoky cloud receded behind her back, being absorbed into her shoulder blades. The tint of her vision changed, becoming sharper.

This indicated that she could be seen again, spotted again. She felt naked, a gust of wind swirling down the alley and caressing the fishnets that decorated her thighs. This outfit definitely wasn’t practical.

But it certainly was eye-catching, and fit the proper profile. Unless the cultists knew Jillian well, it would be difficult for them to detect that she was a fake under all this makeup.

Clenching her hands against her sides, she stood, scooting around the side of the dumpster. There was only one way forward - to act like she owned the place.

Tilting her hips, she walked confidently down the alley, making sure to avoid the wet crease in the concrete running down the center. Ah, the wonderful smell of rotting garbage, and other detritus. A perfect place to get mugged.

A dark figure stepped out from behind an alcove of the building in front of her, and for a moment, she thought that was exactly what was going to happen.

She changed her mind when the woman stepped into the dim light, revealing a rather tawdry outfit. She was wearing a strict corset, with slim flaps of rubber extending upwards to barely cover her nipples. Her head was shaved, nose and lower lip pierced, sporting a tall mohawk on her head with fluorescent pink tips.

Nothing about her looked natural, including her breasts. It might be unfair to call her slovenly, but the adjective wouldn’t be far from the truth.

“Jillian?” croaked the woman, staring at Ruth with dull, white eyes, her voice hoarse from heavy smoking.

She nodded, pushing down her revulsion.

“You’re expected,” continued the woman, her lined face creasing into a smile. “Come with me.”


Turning towards the building, she swayed her hips as she walked directly towards a blue metal door built into the side of the building, pressing her hand against the surface. A single, faint light mounted to a rusty fixture on top flickered as the door creaked open, the dark interior vanishing into shadows.

As the woman’s bare back disappeared inside, Ruth hesitated. This was her last opportunity to change her mind. To tell Ceres that this mission wasn’t for her, that she didn’t have it in her to proceed without knowing what she would be facing.

Her resolve hardened. If she did that, then she’d be giving up on her plans, and that was intolerable. The others would pity her, and she would firmly stay in her position as ‘that new recruit.’ That just wasn’t going to happen. She wouldn’t play second fiddle to anyone!

It wasn’t that the darkness ahead of her was scary. To the contrary, she felt a strange attraction to the lack of light, as though she was being drawn into the gloom.

This was actually more worrying, as it felt similar to the familiar warmth of her cloak of shadows. If they had a power similar to hers, then they might know how to counter her abilities.

She brushed off her fear. If they liked to keep things dark inside, that would work to her benefit. If she needed to escape, she could fade away into the ethereal world only she had access to, and nobody would be able to lay a finger on her.

Her unease spiked as she took a step inside, noting the stairs that led downwards after a short hallway. The door clanged behind her with a solid thunk, reminding her that this wasn’t a place she was familiar with. Yes, she might be able to disappear, but could she escape if that door was locked shut?

She needed to remain calm - her purpose was clear. If she panicked, her cover was blown.

“We’re headed downstairs,” she whispered to Ceres. “I won’t be able to give you another direct report.”

Her earpiece crackled, Ceres giving her a grunt in acknowledgement. His presence helped to firm up her resolve. She would find out what was going on here, and she would escape if she needed to. A handful of cultists couldn’t stop her.

The woman in front of her halted at the bottom of the staircase. Dim light winked off her pallid shoulders as she turned towards Ruth. “Do you always find that you’re talking to yourself?” she asked, her painted black lips looking skeletal. “It sounds like buzzing gnats.”

She could hardly tell the woman why she was whispering. Best to be bold and bluff her way through.

“Of course,” she said, smirking. “When I talk to myself, nobody talks back.”

The woman’s painted eyebrows rose. “Is that because you don’t have anything interesting to say?”

Touché. She bit her lip, searching for a snappy reply, but her mind was far too distracted by the spooky vibes for her to be a proper smart ass.

When she said nothing, the woman appeared to reconsider. “I must apologize. I didn’t mean to be so blunt. Our goal here is to welcome newcomers, not drive them away. There are many here who were like you, and we have been able to help them find a purpose. I am sure it will be the same for you.”

Ruth fluttered her eyes, pretending that she was holding back tears. “Thank you,” she whispered. “It’s been pretty hard for me lately. I got fired a month back, and I’m still searching for a path forward.”

It was true. They had researched Jillian extensively before committing to this approach, and Ruth had spent the last week studying every facet of the woman’s life before their plan had been put into motion.

They had made the swap out just last night. They would have done it sooner, but the longer they kept the woman captive, the more likely mistakes would be made. Imagine the scandal if the general public found out a superhero guild was kidnapping people off the streets!

There hadn’t really been a better option, however. Interdimensional invasions had been increasing in regularity, and despite the fact that the heroes had been able to keep a lid on them so far, that wasn’t going to be the case forever. At some point, something dramatic would happen that they wouldn’t be able to cover up, and then shit would really hit the fan.

There were already rumors spreading of enormous, rabid creatures stalking the city. Some of them were described as tentacle horrors, while others had sharp teeth and ruinous claws.

Many homeless had outright disappeared, and junkies were changing their routines to avoid being alone late at night. Sometimes streaks of blood or body parts were the only signs that an attack had occurred, and in other cases, nothing.

That was why this operation was so important. Someone had to infiltrate one of these cults and find out what the heck was going on. Why were the invasions happening with increasing regularity, and what could be done to stop them?

As local registered heroes, it fell to them to perform the investigation. Technically, they were a division of the government, as the government didn’t like having supers working outside their control.

However, in their current position, they didn’t have the luxury of the special dispensations the local police departments enjoyed. Any hero who didn’t toe the line would certainly face the full force of the law, and no insurance companies would cover their activities. That limited their effectiveness, as property damage and personal injuries would come directly out of their operating budget.

Heroes who did their time with a local guild might eventually move up to the national branch, which dealt with national security and world ending threats, but there weren’t many who were that ambitious or outright crazy enough to want to take on that job.

Ruth had the requisite ambition, but she was happy enough where she was, for now. She didn’t like the idea of having a handler breathing down her neck, which was why it was so annoying that she had to keep checking in with Ceres.

She gulped, bringing herself back to the present, watching the other woman carefully to see if she had bought the half truth.

The cultist’s mouth creased, showing off the piercing in her lower lip. “I get it. You’re just looking for a place to belong. Well, welcome to Club Red, sister initiate. We’ve got just the place for you.”

Spinning around, she swung open the door behind her, revealing a dark room filled with hazy smoke. A thumping beat was playing, with multicolored christmas lights strung over the ceiling. Small spotlights shone down onto tables, where groups of men and women were enjoying their drinks.

At the back of the room, there were several round platforms spread in a semi-circle, each of them containing a different set of performers. The first platform had a tall, silvery pole mounted in the center, around which a svelte woman spun and twirled in a dazzling display to the beat of the music, her long ponytail dangling towards the floor.

The next platform had a bondage seat, a masked woman chained on top. A man with devilish horns was paddling her ass, her red face and shouted cries indicating that she was highly enjoying herself.

The next performers appeared to be having sex with each other, dressed in full rubber outfits, their faces hidden under restrictive hoods. She assumed that this was highly illegal, but none of the patrons appeared to mind. She was quickly changing her estimation of this place - it was a secret club, filled with hedonistic delights.

Although she normally had a high sex drive, she was far too nervous to indulge the arousal tickling her loins. She had heard about secret societies and bondage clubs before, but she had never been in one.

It was getting difficult to think, a vague, red haze settling over her vision and thoughts as the musky smell of sex infiltrated her mind.

A group of hooded women approached from her right, one of them pressing a drink into her hands. She took it, bemused, staring at the radioactive red liquid filled with ice. A small, curly green straw had been stuck in the top, hanging over the edge.

Frowning, she held up the drink to examine it further, feeling a sudden urge to take a drink. Before she could stop herself, she wrapped her lips around the tip, taking a mouthful from the glass.

It fizzed on her tongue, carbonated, and it was pretty sweet. She couldn’t taste any alcohol, if that’s what the drink contained. Taking a swallow, she sighed in relief. It certainly was refreshing.

“What is this place?” she asked, a cool mist flowing from her mouth, following her words.

She frowned at the swirling vapor that expanded towards the ceiling. What a strange liquid. But nice. She took another mouthful, savoring the taste.

The gothic woman who had led her down the stairs whirled about, a bright smile on her face. “It’s Club Red, of course, a fantastical place where all your deepest desires are fulfilled. Girls, show her your faces.”

A set of giggles came from the hooded women, and they lifted their hands, pulling the hoods off their heads.

Ruth jerked backwards, feeling woozy as she took in their faces. They were bright, but vicious. Tiny fangs decorated their smiles, their skin a ruddy red color. Their most surprising feature were the horns that sprouted from under their hair, in two different varieties.

The one on the left had horns that curled, like a ram’s head, while the one on the right looked more like a bull. They definitely didn’t look human.

“Cosplay?” she burbled, an embarrassing burp erupting from her lips.

The women crowded around her, taking her by the shoulders. “We’re so happy you came,” babbled the one on the left. “We’ve been actively looking for a new sister for quite some time!”

“Don’t allow them to overwhelm you,” chuckled the pale woman. “They’re easily overexcited.”

One of the demonic looking women tugged at her arm. “Don’t listen to Solissa,” she complained. “She’s far too serious. She never wants to have fun.”

Ruth took another sip from her drink automatically, trying to process everything she was seeing. None of it made sense. She burped again, her brain rebelling.

She wasn’t going to try to figure it out. She was just going to roll with it and watch what they were planning passively.

She hadn’t heard anything from Ceres in her earpiece for some time, so he must not be alarmed. He would monitor the situation and send backup if she needed it, so there was nothing to worry about.

Solissa fluttered her fingers and shrugged, showing off the skull shaped ring on her left hand. Was the woman wedded to death, or something? The silly thought drifted through her mind, though it found little purchase. She was feeling a bit flighty, but good.

The demonic women pulled her with them, while Solissa stared at her intently. Her gaze was a little spooky, but she was quickly left behind as her new friends rushed her through the center of the room.

The chattering voices surrounding her seemed curious, but welcoming. Everyone seemed to be having a good time, with scantily clad servers delivering appetizers in risque outfits. Costumes definitely seemed welcome here, as some were wearing bunny suits, while others had devil tails and horns.

That made her feel better about her new friends. They were just playing dress up, like the rest of them. She almost felt embarrassed at her own outfit until she spotted some of the other patrons. There were a lot of leather, collars, and fishnet stockings just like her. She wasn’t out of place. Good.

She was getting increasingly self conscious as they approached the front of the room, however. They were closing in on some of the lewder displays, and she could hear the wet smacks and grunts of satisfaction more clearly.

She averted her eyes away from the latex couple, not interested in being a voyeur. Perhaps her drink could distract her. She tossed the glass back, but nothing came out.

Staring at it, she frowned. Empty. When had that happened?

A server grabbed the glass from her, taking it away. She giggled, allowing her new friends to drag her forward, past the platforms where the performers continued their erotic displays.

They brushed past a hanging curtain decorated with a glowing symbol that she barely registered, bringing them to a set of tall, arched double doors. The women stepped forward, seizing the large, rounded handles on either side.

She looked around, wondering for a second whether she should try to leave, but one of the two dropped her grip on the door handle and approached, her glowing red eyes framing a curious smile. “You look gorgeous,” the woman exclaimed, taking her by the hand. “I can’t wait to see what the Goddess will think of you.”

Goddess? Was that the person or being running this establishment? Was she a metaphysical entity, or a supervillain who had gotten a little too big for her britches?

The woman tugged at her hand, leading her through the door as her mind spun, bemused. This seemed like an awfully large production. Where was this goddess getting all the resources she needed to maintain this place?

In this frame of mind, she barely noticed as the door clunked shut behind her. “Ceres?” she whispered. “I think we’re onto something.”

Ceres didn’t reply, a faint crackle in her ear. She hoped he was paying close attention.

The demonic woman dragged her forward into the dark room. Ruth’s steps were hesitant, as she could sense that something momentous was about to happen, and she couldn’t see. If she were to duck into the shadows for just one moment, all the mystery would be dispelled, but her secret would instantly be laid bare for all to see. She had to hold on, just for a moment longer.

The woman stopped tugging, stroking her arm instead. “You’ve finally arrived, initiate,” she said, her voice a little distorted. “The glory of our Goddess will soon be revealed.”

An ominous thunk came from above, a bank of bright spotlights coming online. Blinded by the sudden light, she blinked heavily as she tried to clear the afterimages from her vision. Through the haze, she could see a circle of hooded figures kneeling on the floor, surrounding a platform.

They began to speak, their words tickling her ears as they bowed, their hands outstretched in front of them, palms up. Her brain tried to turn the mishmash of sounds into words, but none of them made any sense to her. What were they saying?

Ash’tar grovnishy loa’na broshintaranta Raemonica!

At the last word, they arched their backs, raising their hands towards the platform. The spotlights tilted, the lights running over the ground as they gathered together to highlight the low, wooden table situated in the center.

A woman was sitting perched on top, breasts bared. Feet pressed together, her hands were outstretched like the other supplicants, palms up.

A militaristic cap was perched on top of her head, but the circular emblem on the front looked like nothing she had seen from any earth world military. There were sharp, spiky projections, arrows circling around the perimeter, with an alien skull situated in the center that had a multitude of horns projecting from its head, ears, and chin.

Her painted violet lips stopped moving, and she opened her eye to stare at Ruth, for she had but one, the other hidden behind a black eyepatch. “Welcome, initiate,” she proclaimed, sitting lazily. “You have journeyed far and long to find the answers to the questions in your soul, and now you have found us. Here you are.”

Ruth wanted to say something, her lips moving to action, but nothing came out. The urge quickly faded. She simply wanted to understand this spectacle.

The woman rose to her feet, revealing the strict corset clasped about her waist. A golden chain ran between her breasts, a solid weight dangling from the center. She didn’t appear to feel the pain, spreading her arms wide to encompass the room. “Sing for her. This is her time.”

A new set of lights snapped on from somewhere behind her, highlighting a draping curtain that waved gently behind the woman’s back. The same symbol on her hat was embossed on the surface, glowing a fluorescent red color as the light caught the ruffles.

The chanting began again, defusing any questions she might have had. She gasped as the woman next to her nudged her forward. “This is all for you,” she whispered. “Take your place.”

Yes. She needed to walk up to the altar and sit down in front of the cultists. That’s what Jillian would have done if she had been in her place.

She frowned at how strong the urge felt, but this was all a part of the mission. A fire in her belly pushed her forward, nerves tingling in anticipation.

Climbing up the stairs to the platform, she began to feel as though another presence was in the room with her. An oppressive presence. She tilted her head up, but could see nothing through the blinding glare of the overhead lights. She must be imagining things.

The woman on the platform stepped down, providing an unobstructed view of the glowing symbol on the curtain. Light sparkled around the edges, catching her eyes. It was extremely strange how compelling it was.

The glowing lines fixed themselves in her mind. She tried to convince herself that she was filing the image away as evidence, but that was a lie. It was simply too interesting to ignore.

As she climbed onto the table, hands helped to turn her around. She was staring right into the eye of the mysterious woman, studying her eyeshadow and pierced lip. A gemstone dangled from her neck, ruby red, with a dark slit in the center. It looked like a cat’s eye.

This symbolism was not lost on her. They were all clues to whatever so-called goddess these women claimed to serve.

Her escorts surrounded her, hands prying at her clothing. There didn’t seem to be much use in resisting, so she allowed them to remove her leather jacket, though she balked a little when they unhooked her bra, allowing her modest breasts to spill free.

The one-eyed woman’s gaze immediately dropped to look at them, and she sensed that there was lust in her eyes. She didn’t touch Ruth, however, which she was thankful for. She wasn’t certain she could restrain her combat instincts if her body was personally violated.

Another cultist arrived, wrapping a jacket around the woman’s back. Skulls were mounted on the shoulders, like pauldrons, held in place by extremely long spikes. She lifted her hands, putting on purple latex gloves with a snap. “She looks like a delightful piece of flesh. I look forward to harnessing this one to the Goddess’ will. One never quite knows what She will come up with.”

Suddenly, the pale woman who had greeted her at the entrance to the building was standing next to the cultist, her hands wrapped around a golden goblet. She had changed in the interim, breasts bared over the top of a strict corset.

Her nipples were pierced with shiny jewelry that looked similar to the symbol she had seen on the curtain. A tight collar was clamped around her neck, glowing purple symbols flowing around the back.

“Aventra,” she hissed, bowing her head slightly in supplication. “I have the cup. It has been filled to overflowing with Her essence.”

“Excellent, Solissa,” replied the cultist, her lips parting to reveal a pierced tongue. She moved towards her, retrieving the jewel encrusted goblet from her hands. “We shall begin.”

She turned to Ruth. “Kneel, initiate, so that we may baptize you in Her name and show you the truth of your existence.”

This was the crucial point. If she decided to participate in this ceremony, she had no idea what would happen next. On the flip side, if she vanished into the shadows and tried to escape, she would never know what they were trying to accomplish.

Being nude wasn’t helping her decision, ramping up her discomfort. She flicked her eyes between the cultists, trying to make up her mind.

She licked her lips, the buzzing in her brain becoming mightily distracting. The dark style of the cultists was just so attractive. If this wasn’t such a dangerous situation, she wouldn’t mind dancing away the night with them.

The latent darkness within her wanted to give in, to experience their seduction. Her control began to slip. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad?

Hands were on her shoulders, pressing her down. Her knees buckled, and she dropped to the table, blinking at the sudden movement. She hadn’t really intended on doing that, had she?

Not making a decision was turning out to be a decision in and of itself. She smiled and giggled at the cultists, staring at the goblet that was being lowered to her lips. Why was she feeling so fuzzy?

The chanting became louder, filling her ears as she tipped her head upwards, staring into the deep pools of red in Aventra’s eyes. There was something supernatural going on here that she didn’t understand. Wanted to understand.

A hand scrabbled at her mouth, prying her jaw open. The goblet tipped, the red fluid spilling past her black lips. She was soon filled to overflowing, excess fluid dribbling around and over her chin, splashing onto her chest.

“Drink,” ordered Aventra, the cultist’s breasts heaving with excitement. “Drink, and enjoy the blessings of your new Mistress!”

She didn’t really want to drink any of the fluid. It looked far too much like blood for her taste.

A certain level of reluctance was probably expected, but if she outright refused them, it wasn’t going to go well. Her decision firmed up. Yes, she was going to go through with this. She would find out what they were doing and stop them.

Working her throat muscles, she took a swallow of the iron tinged drink, realizing a bit late that it tasted an awful lot like sweetened blood. It was too late to stop now, however, as more kept coming, filling her mouth once again.

She took another swallow, the liquid streaming down her throat. Why couldn’t she stop herself? It tasted weird, sure, but it wasn’t that great.

She closed her eyes as the goblet was tipped further, shuddering as the remaining contents of the cup splashed over her face.

“Here she is, consecrated by the Goddess!” shouted Aventra. “Rejoice, for a new sister will soon arise!”

Shuddering, Ruth blubbered,  trying to clear her eyes as cultists grabbed at her shoulders. Confused, she allowed them to shift her body around, laying her back on the wooden table until she was looking up at the ceiling.

The spotlights were blinding, but they soon dimmed, allowing her to see the markings on the ceiling for the first time. At first, she could barely make out the painted marks, but they soon coalesced into an enormous female figure.

Her skin was red, and she had a long whip strung between her clawed fingers. Wings spread wide, her fanged mouth hissed in relief as her golden eyes stared down at Ruth. A pang of fear sprouted in her chest, her spirit quailing at the prospect of facing the creature’s anger.

Cool metal bands clicked shut around her wrists, pulling her attention away from the raw brushstrokes of the mural. “What are you doing?” she blurted out, tugging on the attached chains that were secured around the sides of the table.

The cultists said nothing, moving around to her legs. The chanting in the room became louder as Aventra passed her hands over Ruth. “An initiate of the Goddess rarely accepts her gifts willingly,” she admitted, ducking her head as the piercings in her nipples glimmered. “Such reluctance must be overcome so that the truth can be revealed.”

“Truth?” Ruth shouted, tugging uselessly at her restraints as she flailed her feet. “This is a kidnapping!”

The cultists grabbed her legs, holding them down with their weight. Aventra moved around her side, picking up a silvery manacle. She grinned as it clicked open, the lock nestled in her hand. “No, this is a revelation. To be held by our Goddess’ chains is a mercy compared to the grinding day to day life of this world. In time, you will understand this as well.”

Leaning over, she secured the restraint around her right ankle, quickly moving over to the other side to lock the second manacle in place. With all of her limbs secured in solid metal, there was no escape.

Of course, that wasn’t strictly true. She could go ethereal at any time she liked, so her struggling here was simply for show. She could escape any time she liked. She just had to keep reminding herself of that fact so that she wouldn’t panic.

It was getting harder to keep her head, however, as things were moving faster than she had anticipated. What were the cultists trying to accomplish with her? They couldn’t expect that she would immediately convert to their side after being chained to a table.

She lifted her head, trying to get a better idea of what was going on in the room. The outer walls were cloaked in darkness, a hazy black that seemed to roil if she looked at it too long. The cultists had not moved from their positions, though they had knelt again, their foreheads pressed against the floor, arms outstretched.

They rolled their fingers up into fists as the sound of their chants increased. Flipping their hands over, they began to scratch symbols into the floor with sharp talons, their heads popping off the floor. Deep within their dark hoods, she spotted blood red eyes and flashes of white teeth.

Raemonica dollarum olangerous fortissium!

She shuddered at their mad hissing, her body tense as she laid her head back against the table. She couldn’t bear to watch what was happening to them. They had somehow been transformed by their devotion, disfigured at the pleasure of their Goddess.

A frisson of fear trickled up her spine. She hadn’t gotten a clear look at them, but she suspected the horns and teeth she had spotted on the other cultists weren’t just a form of cosplay. She had managed to step into some really dark shit here. She was starting to get worried that somehow this ‘goddess’ of theirs would be able to change her at some fundamental level.

No, that was crazy talk. She was just hallucinating from whatever they had made her drink. Transformations like that weren’t really possible.

She frowned as the world seemed to spin around her. Squinting, she pressed her head against the table, hoping the associated nausea would pass.

She stared at the painting above, dazed. Their goddess was a finely formed specimen, for a demoness.

Her body was svelte, her breasts large and voluptuous. A tail darted up and around her back, a thin whip-like cord with a sharp tip. Her feet were hidden in thick, combat boots, studs running along the shined leather all the way up to her thighs, within which her slick, inner lips were barely visible.

She didn’t seem to care about her nudity at all, her clawed hands resting regally on her hips, framing an elaborate tattoo over her mons. It was the same symbol she had seen before, and there was a matching one on her forehead, nestled below a crown of thick horns that writhed over her head.

Was the painting glowing, or was she getting even more woozy? She couldn’t possibly be in her right mind, as she was imagining the figure moving, her smile growing as the creature’s hands stroked over her thick thighs.

It wasn’t particularly threatening, but it was frightening. Her name was on everyone’s lips. They were worshiping her. Raemonica.

She found her own mouth curling as the syllables crawled across her tongue, unbidden. She choked. She would not ascribe any power to this imaginary being that she did not possess. Whatever hold she had over these cultists must be broken.

“No!” she shouted, seizing control over herself. “You cannot have me!”

“Why not?” asked Aventra, her solitary eye shadowed by her purple cap. “There isn’t anywhere you can escape to. Embrace the Goddess. Be imbued with Her purpose. Serve Her faithfully, and be rewarded.”

She grasped her chained nipples, tugging at her piercings. Tilting her head back, she moaned in pleasure, enjoying the pain. There would be no help from that quarter.

A great anger boiled within Ruth’s belly. The cultist thought that she had no other choice but to obey. That she was a slave to her so-called goddess’ whims. Never.

There wasn’t anything more to be learned here. It was time to make her escape.

Retreating deep within herself, she embraced the shadow within, sinking into the depths of the darkness that lived just under her skin. It felt good, better than it usually did, but she ignored the crawling sensation over her arms as she activated her power.

A sharp pinprick of pain sprouted at her neck, disrupting her concentration. She jerked as the pain blossomed further, spreading through her veins like wildfire. Surprised, she tilted her head, spotting Solissa standing above her, a ghoulish grin on her face.

Her teeth gritted together as Ruth began to thrash, adjusting her grip so that the hypodermic remained embedded in her neck. She caught a sparkle of red liquid in the syringe, and decided that she definitely didn’t want the rest of that in her body.

Her heightened sense of fear was preventing her from relaxing properly, however, and the shadows were being annoyingly skittish. She would have to try again.

Putting together a major force of will, she relaxed, the familiar ripple of the shadows appearing at the corners of her vision. It was going to work, she was going to vanish, and whatever strange drugs they had been dosing her with would become ineffective. The illusions of this cult would vanish into the ether, and she would be free to escape and make her report.

Her adrenaline peaked as the shadows finally rushed over her. Yes!

Her heart plummeted as she realized that she was still chained to the table, the needle sticking out of her neck. This couldn’t be!

The cultists standing around her appeared to be frozen, rippling blackness overlaying their forms. Their features had no definition, a static fuzz blurring their bodies from view.

She shuddered. This had never happened to her before. The shadows had always treated her kindly, wrapping over her body like a warm cloak. Here, she felt cold, oh so cold, as if a sudden frost had wrapped over her skin.

A shadowy figure stepped around a blurry cultist, her hips swaying. “Oh, so foolish,” the woman hissed. “Look at what you’ve gotten yourself into this time.”

Ruth frowned, unable to understand what had just happened. The figure’s shadowy form looked vaguely like her, but that couldn’t possibly be the case.

“Who are you?” she asked, her back taut. “Are you this so-called Raemonica, come to taunt me?”

“Oh, no,” replied the shadow, lifting up a hand to examine her fingernails, as if she was already bored with the conversation. “I’m a physical representation of the dark side of you. You know, the part of you that you’ve tried to suppress all this time.”

The shadowy form suddenly looked up, eyes glowing a deep red. “Oh, but that’s right. You can’t ignore me any more.”

She took a step forward, looming over Ruth as she grew in size, climbing over the side of the table and straddling her hips, setting her rump over Ruth’s mons. Ruth tried to draw back from the shadow’s ice cold body, but the chains were frozen in place, leaving her no room to move.

Unable to look away, her heart thumped wildly as she studied the shadow’s face. The darkness roiled, and suddenly she was looking at a mirror image of herself, without all the makeup.

The shadow’s skin was smooth, with no blemishes, her nose a cute little button, eyes soft. Her irises glimmered red as she bared her teeth, spiked fangs belying her comforting appearance.

This juxtaposition was enhanced further as the shadow set her hands on top of Ruth’s breasts, giving them a rough squeeze. “Don’t lie to me,” the shadow breathed, her words sibilant. “You’ve wanted more from life than life has been willing to give, haven’t you?”

Ruth furrowed her brow. If this was a manifestation of her darkest desires, she should be able to banish it, as she always had before. “Where does virtue lie?” she asked the shadow. “Should I allow myself to indulge in all the hedonistic glory of this culture, or should I control myself, and do only those things that are morally acceptable?”

The shadow barked out a laugh, her mouth deforming in a disturbing way. “Look at what that has gotten you! Pining after a man twice your age, who barely notices that you exist. What a foolish woman you are.”

A surge of distress twined about Ruth’s soul. “I’m not being foolish. Thebe is still a young man. He needs Ceres’ strong will to find his place in this world, and I don’t want to ruin the relationship between them.”

The shadow scoffed. “They’re both grown, horny men. Haven’t you seen the looks Thebe has been shooting at you? He’d jump in bed with you without a second thought, and all the while, the one you love is ignoring you, while you can’t even get up the gumption to tell Ceres how you really feel. You’re all old enough to know better.”

Ruth pressed her lips together, miffed at what the shadow was saying. She wasn’t wrong, but there was no way she wanted to admit it.

“Seriously,” hissed the shadow. “If you let go of your morals for one hot second, you’d probably find that you physically desire both of them. You can’t admit that, though, because then you’d have to face the fact that you want to jump Ceres.”

She leaned over, her mouth full of teeth. “And despite how distant he seems, he would be perfectly willing to participate if you pushed the issue.”

“But I wouldn’t!” declared Ruth, straining against the chains. “I couldn’t get in bed with him, not without hurting his brother!”

“Ah,” said the shadow, her red eyes swirling as she leaned back. “And therein lies the crux of the issue. You have far too many hang ups. It’s fortunate for you that the Goddess has taken an interest in you. Otherwise, you’d be sexually frustrated for the rest of your short, pointless life.”

Her fingers clamped more tightly around Ruth’s breasts, talons pressing into her chest. Her heart throbbed as a sickening cold sank into her body, numbness spreading up and over her collarbone. “Never,” she hissed, gulping as her body began to betray her.

The shadow chuckled, velvety seduction dripping from her voice. “It’s not as though you have a choice. You will belong to Her. That has already been ordained. It is only for me to take up the mantle of power She has bestowed upon me.”

Ruth stared at the shadow, drawn into her deep, red eyes. They were glowing in a strange pattern, swirling in ways she didn’t understand. It was oddly addictive. She couldn’t look away.

Her body was laboring under the spreading cold, her limbs becoming increasingly heavy. “No,” she whispered. “I can’t lose.”

“What are you mumbling about?” asked the shadow, her swirling eyes looming closer. “There are no losers here. We are both going to win this together. You’ll see. Our power will be great and terrible. The Goddess will reward us for our efforts. You’re going to love being her huntress.”

She paused, her features dancing as the darkness expanded, blanking out the rest of her vision until all she could see was the shadow’s porcelain face. “I am you. You are me. We will do great and terrible things together. The world shall tremble at our presence.”

Her jaw opened wide, wider than any human as she pressed her mouth over Ruth’s, locking their lips together. Ruth screamed as a torrent of blackness gushed down her throat, choking as the cloying presence of the shadow overlaid her body.

Her limbs rattled with a new strength, inhuman strength, her back rippling against the wooden table. The shadow was invading her, changing her, the terror of the assault blanking out her mind.

Her consciousness swirled as her body began to levitate off the table, held down only by the chains fastened to her wrists and ankles. Through the mist of the shadow, her eyes fixed upon the image of the demoness above, her horns twinkling in the light as a knowing smile grew over her face.

Her remaining thoughts were shattered by sudden nerve pain that tingled throughout her body. A hissing whisper sounded in her ears. “Welcome.”

She blacked out as a sultry laugh filled the room.


Chapter Two

“How long are you going to hold me here?” asked Jillian, crossing her arms below her breasts.

She stared daggers at the elderly woman sitting on a leather chair outside the bars of her cage. She was paying little attention to her captive, knitting what looked like a scarf or a sock. Either she was hard of hearing, or she just didn’t care.

Giving up for the moment, she looked around the enclosed space, taking stock of what had been provided. There were basic amenities, like a bed and a sink, but there was no privacy. Nobody in their right mind would use the chamber pot while anybody could wander by and watch.

Her belly gurgled. Unfortunately, it didn’t look like she was going to have much of a choice if things continued like this. She would have to change her tactics.

Ignoring the minor upset, she got up from the bed and grabbed a wooden chair, perching herself on an embroidered cushion. It was gaudy enough that it had no doubt been stitched by this woman.

“Who are you?” she asked, squeezing her arms through her legs, careful to avoid stabbing herself with her spiked bracelets.

“Ooh?” grunted the woman, adjusting herself in the plush red seat. “Are you awake now? Would you like a little snack?”

Her wrinkled lips pursed together, a small dribble of saliva rolling over her chin. Her eyes were filmy with cataracts, her grin blank. The old woman might be senile, but this was her only link to the outside world, and possible freedom.

The old woman set her knitting aside on an end table, hopping onto her feet with surprising agility. Reaching out to a plate set next to her cup of tea, she picked up a cookie, shuffling over to the dull, metal bars of the cage.

Holding it up, she began clicking her tongue. “How about a little something sweet for the young girl?” she asked in a singsong.

Frowning, Jillian got to her feet, a little annoyed at the supposed kindness. She was acting more like she was feeding an animal, not a human being with thoughts and desires.

Even so, she was feeling rather hungry. She could use a drink, too - she had no idea how long she had been unconscious.

Thrusting out her hand, she grabbed the cookie. Her fingers drifted too close to one of the jail cell bars, and it began to glow a malevolent red. She yelped as an electric spark jumped to her fingers, causing her to drop the cookie onto the floor.

“What the shit was that?” she cried out, pulling her hand away and taking a step back.

She examined her polished, black fingernails, looking for evidence of burn marks. They were okay, thank goodness.

A high pitched laugh exploded from the old woman, taking her by surprise. “I’m sorry, dearie, but the look on your face was too good!” she exclaimed, her laughs turning into a wheeze.

She retrieved a handkerchief from her pocket, hacking up a wad of mucus before tucking it away. “My body isn’t what it used to be,” she confessed. “Colds take a bit longer to clear up. Don’t worry, I’m drinking plenty of fluids.”

She toddled back over to her chair, sitting back down and taking a sip from her tea cup.

Eyes bulging, Jillian pressed a hand to her chest, trembling as she took a seat. She stared at the fallen cookie as if it was possessed, unwilling to try to retrieve it from between the bars.

This wasn’t working. She needed a new plan. If she could ingratiate herself with the old woman, perhaps she’d do something useful for her other than tease her with cookies.

She touched the thumb ring on her left hand, giving it a nervous spin. Clearing her throat, she crossed her legs on the chair and pulled them towards her stomach. “You still haven’t told me your name,” she said, working on sounding bold. “Who are you, and what am I doing here?”

“Oh, dearie, it’s probably best if you don’t know too much about this operation,” said the old woman, her voice crackling. “It wouldn’t be healthy for us, or for you. Although we’re the good guys here, we don’t need you leaking too much information to outsiders.”

She paused, crinkling her eyes. “You can call me Nana, though. That should be safe enough.”

Picking up her knitting, she began moving the needles, her hands moving fluidly from experience. Jillian furrowed her brow. Despite her appearance, there was something about the woman that gave her a sense of danger. She couldn’t quite quantify it, but she knew it was there.

That wouldn’t prevent her from pushing for more information. She was locked up in a jail cell! There wasn’t much she could lose by offending the woman.

“Okay,” she said, choosing her words carefully. “The last thing I remember, I was about to go visit a new club in town, Club Red. They said they had a position for me that I had the right skills for. I was on my way there, when I was kidnapped off the street by men in a white van. They tied me up, drugged me, and now.. I’m here. That doesn’t sound like something the ‘good’ guys would do.”

The old woman grunted, turning over her knitting to examine the stitches. “Nothing in this world is ever really black and white, honey,” she explained. “The line between good and bad blurs all the time. Suffice it to say that we believe that we’re working towards the greater good.”

“By kidnapping people off the street?” snapped Jillian, her voice strained. “No, scratch that, I’m obviously not going to change your mind. Your belief in your goodness is what sustains you, I get that. But who decides whether your cause is objectively ‘good?’ There have been true believers throughout history that have done terrible things.”

Nana chortled to herself, pausing her knitting to gather her straggly white hair together. “What you say is true. ‘Good’ is subjective, and for many people, they are working for the good of the group. I can’t say that we’re any different.”

“And what group are you working for?” asked Jillian, pouncing on the statement.

The elderly woman raised her head, spearing her with a dull look. Her lips worked, as if she was deciding whether to reveal something momentous.

Finally, her gaze moved towards the floor, picking out the cookie. She whispered something, and her eyes glowed orange with power. A faint glow appeared around the outline of the cookie, the same color as her eyes, and the small object began to levitate into the air.

Jillian gaped as the cookie spun violently, dipping as it moved toward the old lady, her hands outstretched to receive it. As it dropped into the palm of her hand, she stared at it, the glow disappearing from her eyes. “Age and experience isn’t what it’s cracked out to be,” she grumbled, taking a bite.

“You’re a Super!” exclaimed Jillian, eyes wide.

The old lady winked at her, finishing the cookie. “That’s right. Bonded and insured, like the rest of them. Here to save the day, and all that balderdash.”

“Ah, but that’s great to hear!” exclaimed Jillian. “I was worried I had been kidnapped by a drug cartel.” She narrowed her eyes. “You supes haven’t taken up human trafficking on the side, have you?”

The old lady snorted. “That might be lucrative, but it is also evil. So no.”

“Well then, I can’t imagine you’re doing this on your own,” riposted Jillian. “I don’t recall seeing you among the group that kidnapped me earlier.”

“No, dearie, but I didn’t say I belonged to a group, did I?” Her eyes crinkled.

Jillian rolled her eyes, starting to get a feel for this woman. She liked to verbally joust, but didn’t seem that worked up about operational security. If she prodded her a little more, she suspected she’d be able to get somewhere.

“Look, the fact that I ended up here after being kidnapped, with you being the de facto jailor, means that you belong to their group. You’ve already admitted to being a licensed Super, which means that you’re working for a local guild. So, which one is it? The Blue Triad? The Purple Dawn?”

The woman picked up her knitting and began to work the needles, nodding her head. “Surprisingly level headed and perceptive. Not what I would have expected from someone wearing such a gaudy getup.”

Jillian snorted, her spiked collar snug about her throat as she leaned forward, bracing her wrists against her knees. She spun the thumb ring, trying to figure out a way to steer the conversation to another topic. “My fashion is none of your business, old woman. I’d never be caught dead in cardigans and corduroy.”

“When you get old, you start to value comfort over fashion,” sniffed Nana. “It’s always for the best when your enemies underestimate you due to how you look.”

“You’re not the only one,” muttered Jillian, staring at her fishnet stockings.

She lifted her head. “I’m not just a walking fashion statement, you know. And I’m not one of those poseurs. I’ve been in the scene for years, and this is what you have to wear to fit in.”

“Ah yes, the society nonconformist who has to dress a certain way to conform with the group,” grinned Nana, deftly weaving another loop. “A tale as old as time.”

Jillian was starting to think she should be offended by the old woman’s comments, but she shrugged. It wasn’t different from how anybody else in society acted. They were all uptight, high strung society fools. Sooner or later they would all face a downfall they never saw coming.

She clasped her hands over her knee, jamming the blocky heel of her polished, black boot against the chair. She would have to change tactics again. While interesting, this wasn’t getting her to where she wanted to be as fast as she liked. She was going to have to push the old lady a little.

“Supes usually like spandex, don’t they?” she asked. “I bet there’s at least one person on your team that likes to dress up and look flashy.”

Nana narrowed her eyes. “Definitely not. Ceres wears suits, and there’s no way he’d allow his brother to wear something so obvious.”

A faint hint of a smile quirked at Jillian’s lips. “Do tell. Is Ceres’ brother not a hero, then?”

Nana threw her head back and made a hearty laugh. “I like you. You never give up!” she exclaimed, wiping her mouth with her handkerchief.

Jillian raised an eyebrow, but said nothing, waiting as an uncomfortable silence settled over the room. Interrogation one oh one: let the pressure build up on the person being asked a question until they break under the pressure. Would it work this time?

The old lady set down her knitting, giving Jillian another look. She sighed, pressing her wrinkled hands into her thighs. “I suppose it wouldn’t hurt to talk about them. It’s not like it’s a huge secret.”

Jillian kept her face neutral, though excitement began to bubble in her chest. Excellent. The woman’s guard was down, and she was saying things she wouldn’t have dreamed of saying just a few short minutes ago. She spun the thumb ring on her left hand, this time with enthusiasm.

“Ceres is my grandson,” she admitted, a bright smile warming her face. “He’s a good boy, but sometimes he tends to get off track. It’s that fiery temper he inherited from his dad, God rest his soul.”

She shuffled in her seat, sighing. “Well, not everyone can be good. He was an alcoholic, and tended to beat his wife anytime she tried to withhold it. I suppose it’s for the best that he can’t hurt anyone anymore.”

Her lips drew into a frown, tears welling up from within. Jillian remained silent, not wanting to interrupt this moment of grief. She needed to hear all this, anyway. This was the information she had been trying to acquire since she had woken up in this cage.

The sadness faded as she settled back in her seat, the memories washing away. “When his mother died, I took up the responsibility of taking care of the two of them, but really, I am in my dotage, not able to do as much as I’d like. I have to confess that it’s really Ceres who’s stepped up. He’s a natural born leader.”

“So, then, Ceres commands this outfit?” she asked, twisting her ring as she waited with anticipation. Would it be enough?

“Of course I do,” came a stentorian male voice from off to her left.

She turned, taking in the new arrival. He was immaculately dressed in a pinstripe suit, with a red cravat tucked neatly about his neck. She hated him already, and she didn’t even know him.

That wasn’t a fair impression, but overall, he looked like the very definition of a stuffed shirt. If she brought him to bed, would he squeal for her as his moral responsibilities were plucked out of him, one by one? Or, possibly, was he hiding a dark layer underneath, just waiting to be exposed? A nascent villain?

She prodded at the idea a bit, but just couldn’t square it with his neatly pressed slacks and polished boots. This was a goody two shoes, if she had ever seen one. Corrupting him sexually wouldn’t be impossible, but it would take far more effort than she liked. She had bedded his type before, and it always took a nauseatingly long time to break them down to a level that appreciated what she had to offer.

Still, she couldn’t stop herself. A girl had to try.

Leaning over to give him a good view of her supple breasts held tightly by a leather corset, she gave him a wide smile. “Then you’re the boss! Can you tell me when I’ll be free to leave this dump?”

Yes, she wanted to put him off kilter. If she was in control of the conversation, then he wouldn’t have the chance to get her measure.

The man’s lips stretched thin. “This dump is what is keeping you out of the hands of an extremely dangerous cult that has swallowed one of my best operatives whole. You should be glad we kidnapped you before they could. Who knows what they might have done to you?”

Her brow furrowed. “What do you mean? They run some kind of sex club.”

She set a hand on her waist under her breasts, thrusting her chest out to give him a better view. “I’m not that naive. I knew what I was getting myself into, and I’m not very pleased that you got in my way.”

His eyes lingered on her assets for a second, long enough that she knew she had sunk her hooks into him. Gotcha.

He swallowed, carefully adjusting his gaze, a vein at his throat throbbing. “It’s not simply sex they wanted you for, my darling, though that seems to be the only thing you’re good at.”

He turned towards Nana. “There’s some kind of interference. I lost my connection with Ruth after she went underground, and I’m getting a vague headache about this whole thing. I think my powers of Premonition are trying to warn me about something, but I’m not sure what I should do. Whenever I Look, all I find is a blank wall.”

Nana shrugged. “You know she’s a perfectly capable operative. She can take care of herself. I think you just need to relax, have a cup of tea and a cookie.” She lurched to her feet, giving him a sly grin. “You worked all night, didn’t you? Time for a rest.”

She toddled up the stairs, vanishing from view behind a counter. Ceres wrapped his hands into fists, pacing to and fro.

“If it’s not just a sex club, and you sent someone to check it out… then what the hell is going on here?” asked Jillian sharply. “You’re acting like they were going to butcher me for my organs or something!”

Ceres shook his head, pressing a knuckle against his temple. “You’re just a civilian. You shouldn’t be involved. If you knew the truth, you might panic, and then we’d be in real trouble.”

Jillian scoffed. “I’m a two bit gothic whore. Who’s going to believe anything I say?”

Ceres slowed his pacing, grimacing as he took in her outfit. “You have a point.” He shrugged. “Are you sure you want to know what’s going on? You might not be able to sleep at night.”

Jillian hugged her legs, spinning her ring. “I already can’t sleep,” she claimed. “You should tell me. It’s the right thing to do.”

The man’s eyes glazed a little, but he shook it off, wincing from the pain of his headache. “I’m not so certain what’s right anymore. I’ve been running off of necessities for too long.”

He straightened, bracing his hands behind his back. “Alright. The gist of it is that we’ve been detecting unknown portals popping up throughout the city, and we’re afraid that they’re going to spread further. Mysterious disappearances have been happening and strange beasts have been spotted. We need to contain this before a large-scale invasion occurs from another plane.”

Jillian sat back in her seat. “Oh. Do you have a plan to solve this, or are we all screwed?”

Ceres began to pace again. “The leader of the Power Squad, Artur, seems to have figured out a way to close the portals, but it requires the use of his legendary sword and all four elementals. Unfortunately, they can’t be everywhere at once, so we’re stuck cleaning up the messes once they appear. We have to figure out the root of the matter so that he can make a preemptive strike and shut down the invasion for good.”

He grimaced. “Why am I telling you all this again?”

Jillian spun her ring, deciding that she had pushed her luck as much as she could. “Because you kidnapped me, and I want to know what kind of hole I should disappear into once you let me go free. If you’re planning on releasing me.”

He shook his head and waved his hand. “You’ll be free to go once we get our operative back.”

“What if she doesn’t come back?”

He swallowed, looking wan. “We’ll get her back. Either way, I don’t expect it to take more than a few days. Just sit tight and you’ll get through this.”

“Okay,” said Jillian reluctantly, staring at his chiseled features.

She could push him now, but she doubted he’d be interested in a fling with her. She’d need more time to work on him if she intended on taking that route with him. The elderly woman seemed like the better bet at the moment, but she liked to keep her options open.

She dropped her feet onto the floor, spreading her legs to show off her thighs. The tight shorts she wore were purposefully a size too small, clinging to her privates like glue. She pressed her fingers into her bare midriff, parting her painted lips as she took a deep breath.

He was interested. She could tell. He was too much of an upstanding man to take advantage, though, his expression closed off.

There. That was as much as she dared at the moment. Hopefully this would speed up his decision to let her go free.

“How is that headache, dearie?” asked Nana, her arms crossed as she worked her way down the stairs.

A large tray floated behind her, a teapot situated on top, with several teacups and cookies arrayed neatly in a circle.

Jillian’s eyes narrowed. The old woman was far more spry than she had been pretending. This was not one to underestimate. She would need to make quite certain that her hooks were sunk deep before she made her move.

Ceres blinked, looking wistfully at the teacup. “You used the birthday blend,” he said blandly. “It’s not a special occasion, though.”

“You’re always special to me,” declared Nana, setting the tray on her end table. “Now, eat something before you crash. I can tell you haven’t gotten enough sleep. You should take a break. There’s nothing you can do right now, anyway.”

Ceres closed his eyes as he lifted the teacup to his lips, taking a shallow sip. Closing his mouth, he savored the taste, sniffing the steam as it rolled over his face. “It’s perfect,” he admitted, his face becoming sallow as tension released from his body.

He screwed his eyes shut, setting the tea cup back down. “Fine. I’ll go take a shower and get some rest.” He stared daggers at Nana. “Don’t let me sleep through anything important.”

Nana shrugged, unconcerned. “You consider everything important.”

She returned his gaze, the same amount of steel in her eyes. “I’ll only wake you up if it’s something you can address.”

“Alright,” he sighed. Reaching out, he grabbed a cookie. “One for the road?” he asked rhetorically, slipping it into his hand.

Turning to leave, he paused. “You’ve been staying up too late, gran,” he said. “Don’t exhaust yourself on my sake.”

Nana chuckled, fondness seeping into her words. “Don’t you worry about me. Angelica is scheduled to relieve me soon, and then I’ll get some sleep myself.”

Ceres grunted, munching on the cookie as he mounted the stairs on the other side of the room, preoccupied. Nana picked up her knitting and began to work again, ignoring Jillian.

Well, wasn’t that rather interesting? Quite a loving relationship the two of them had. There might be something she could work with there.

“He’s all grown up, isn’t he?” she remarked idly. “He doesn’t really need you anymore.”

Nana’s fingers paused. “Isn’t that the case for any parent?” she said wryly. “Eventually, everyone needs to learn how to let go. No matter how… painful it might be. It’s necessary.”

“Is it?” Jillian asked, twisting her mouth into a grin. “Tell me, how much time does he spend with his favorite grandma these days?”

Nana was silent for an extended period of time before her fingers began to move again. “I thought so,” said Jillian with satisfaction.

She pulled her legs onto the chair, rapping her knuckles against her polished boots. “I’m not so convinced that it is necessary,” she continued, looking at the jail bars, tracing their lengths all the way up to the thick welds at the top. “Even a busy man should spend some quality time with his grandparents.”

She looked surreptitiously at Nana. “Excluding hero business, has he visited with you or taken you somewhere in the past six months?”

Nana’s wrinkled lips pressed together and she said nothing, but Jillian thought she caught a faint hint of sourness in her demeanor. This was her opportunity.

Getting up from the chair, she folded her arms behind her back, squeezing them against her sides to emphasize her bust. “Even a lady of your age must have needs,” she pressed, twisting her thumb ring further.

Nana made an uncomfortable noise, her nimble fingers slowing down. There. One more push.

“Tell me, what is it you desire?” she asked, doing her best to look innocent.

A horrid anger seized the old woman’s face as she looked at Jillian. She could almost feel the wave of rage washing over her as she was speared with an evil eye, but she took it without trembling. Perfect.

“You’re only angry because you know I’m right,” she said in a low voice, imbuing her words with a velvet purr.

Nana trembled as she stood, her knitting dropping to the floor. “I’m going to pretend we never had this conversation,” she said harshly, her knuckles white.

“Nana, is everything okay?” interrupted a soft, high pitched voice. “I’ve never seen you like this before.”

The anger dropped away as Nana turned towards the new arrival, her lips stretching into a fake smile. “Ah, Angelica. I’ve been waiting for you. I think I am getting a little more emotional than usual because I’m tired.” She shot a glare at Jillian.

Jillian smiled sweetly, though her own emotions were roiling inside. What an annoying time to be interrupted! Right when she was finally making some serious progress!

This new entrant seemed rather promising, however. She was dressed in a tight, red leather suit, with ample room given to show off her cleavage. Just like a modern hero, she thought with amusement.

Her hands were gloved, and two large whips were mounted on both of her hips. She probably used them for attacking or restraining her victims. They could be used for… other purposes, too, but she suspected the woman was far too uptight to consider such things.

Her face was just as bright and golden as the pair of wings that sprouted from her back, though they were currently folded to allow her to get through the door. She was young, her face as soft as a baby. In a word, she seemed naive.

First impressions weren’t always correct, however, and Jillian knew better than to assume anything about this hero until she had a proper conversation with her.

Her heart swelled at how graceful the woman’s movements were as she stepped down the stairs, and she marveled at how much control she had over her wings. She definitely wouldn’t want to face this hero outside, while she was in her natural element!

They weren’t outside, however, and she had no idea how much trouble she was in. Jillian stopped herself from clapping her hands together in glee, instead spinning her ring again.

She had known reaching her goal was going to take some time. She wouldn’t allow her frustration to interrupt her plan.

She did smile a little inside as the old woman trundled up the stairs, helped by the angelic woman. She was doubly pleased when Nana shot her another dark look before leaving the room. The woman’s pain points had definitely been exposed. It wouldn’t take much effort to twist her further. She was rather looking forward to it.

Now, she had to refocus, however. This angel woman, Angelica, was an unknown quantity. What tactics would work on her?

Taking a seat again, she splayed out her legs, letting her arms dangle over the sides to make herself look less threatening.

She wasn’t too concerned. Everyone had an emotional blind spot. She just needed to do some digging.

When Angelica returned, she smiled at Jillian, her face beaming with radiant sparkles. “I know she’s crotchety, but she really does have a heart of gold. I don’t know what happened between you two, but I’m sure it will work out.”

Oh, she was that kind of person. Kind, naive, and stupid. There was going to be plenty to work with here. She touched the ring, but decided against another push. Not just yet.

The woman leaned over to pick up Nana’s dropped knitting, giving Jillian a good look at her ass. Her tight shorts dug into her ass crack, spreading the woman’s butt cheeks apart. Combined with how her thigh high boots crimped her flesh, it was quite the lewd display.

She probably had no idea what this looked like, or she would have avoided exposing herself in this way. Another situation ripe for the picking.

“Do you consider yourself a sexual being?” Jillian asked, nonchalantly, studying the woman carefully as she turned back around.

A blush blossomed on the woman’s face, making her golden skin look ruddy. She pressed a hand to her cheek, her wings shrugging cutely. “Oh my, no!” she exclaimed. “I am a pure dispenser of justice!”

Folding her hands together, she sat daintily on the edge of the chair, her wings preventing her from scooting farther back. The way she wiggled her hips screamed innocence, giving Jillian another idea.

“Do you have a sexual partner?” she asked bluntly, watching the heroine’s face for more clues.

The woman flushed again. “Given your mode of dress, I assumed you were going to be crude, but I must admit I wasn’t fully ready for it,” she admitted. “My personal life is none of your business, thank you very much!”

Hmm. Jillian spun the ring, thinking of another approach.

Before she could pursue her line of questioning further, the entrance to the room dimmed again, this time filled by an enormous, bulky form. She paused, trying to understand what her eyes were telling her as it trundled into the room, giving everyone a craggy smile.

“I’m back,” he announced, his claws curling into fists.

Angelica turned, clapping her hands. “You look breathtaking!” she sighed, a smile dancing on her lips.

Jillian gulped. The creature was clearly male, but he could barely be called human.

His skin was filled with large scales, his legs hinged like an ungulate, with enormous, powerful thighs. His wings wrapped around his back, running over his shoulders and elbows to terminate at his wrists. Overall, he was colored green, with a thick, yellow belly that probably couldn’t be penetrated by anything short of high velocity rifle rounds.

All of this would have made him an impressive specimen, but the most amusing thing was the skimpy loincloth strung about his waist, barely hiding his enormous erection. Jillian suppressed a laugh, looking back to Angelica as the monstrous creature descended the stairs.

“Are you telling me… you’ve never experienced that?” she asked, incredulous.

The woman’s blush was deepening. There was definitely something going on here.

“Hello, Drako,” Angelica said steadily, trying to retain control over herself. “Did you have a good flight?”

“It was good,” grunted Drako, looming above the smaller woman, his grin growing wider. “Better to see you.”

He rested his palms on her shoulders, taking in a deep breath through his blunt nose. “You smell good!” he declared, pressing his nose against her forehead.

Angelica took this behavior with aplomb, stroking her fingers down one of his wings. “I’m glad you’re safe. Did you see anything during your surveillance?”

“Nothing,” the draconian man proclaimed. “Bad wind. Forced higher aloft. Need better magical detection.”

“Yes, I’ve been asking Ceres if the new detection devices are ready yet, but he said something technical to me that flew right over my head.” She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. “We should go on a vacation together when this is all over.”

Drako wrapped a hand over her shoulder, giving it a squeeze. “I would very much like that. Show you dragon breeding grounds.”

Angelica’s eyes snapped open and she gave Drako’s arm a light slap. “Stop it,” she said, her blush returning. “You know we’re not ready for that yet.”

Drako leered, flexing his wings. “No? You will be,” he promised.

Turning away, he trotted back up the stairs, but not before Jillian took a good look at his crotch. His manhood was barely contained by the loincloth, a thick cock hidden inside.

Angelica cleared her throat, looking embarrassed as she stared after the draconic man until the door slipped shut. “I wish you hadn’t seen that,” she declared primly, laying back against her wings and staring at the ceiling.

“Did you see how your eyes sparkled when he made that innuendo?” asked Jillian. “There’s definitely something there. Are you sure you haven’t done the horizontal boogie with him?”

“No,” said Angelica, rubbing her fingers together. “We’ve been saving ourselves for marriage.”

Jillian made a rude sound in her throat. “What a waste! You’re falling right into the stereotype of being a sexually repressed hero! This is what everyone in public thinks about you guys, you know!”

Angelica’s head snapped down, sudden anger in her eyes. “We’ve both agreed to this,” she said harshly. “We won’t bend, break, or change our plans at the behest of anyone else.”

That was it. She spun her thumb ring, dropping her boots to the floor as she leaned forward for the kill. “Who is we? Who is the first person who suggested you both wait? Was it you?”

Angelica froze, her anger fading as a burst of fear lit up her eyes. “Yes,” she said softly, looking down.

“Ha! That’s rich!” chortled Jillian. “You’re making him wait, and for what? It’s already affecting his performance. I guarantee you that he’s hot to trot, and the more sexually frustrated he gets, the worse off things will be for both of you. It baffles me why you’ve both waited this long.”

“I wanted to have a big, grand wedding, with all the relatives,” whispered Angelica, tears forming in her eyes. “It’s supposed to be a special occasion. I can’t defile that goal by giving in to my base desires!”

“See? It’s distracting you, too,” argued Jillian. “You’re not able to think rationally while you’re worrying about your relationship with him. It’d be far better if you dealt with that sexual tension. Then, you’d be able to focus again.”

“Focus,” murmured Angelica.

“That’s right. Focus. On sex,” Jillian hissed, clicking her tongue ring against her upper teeth. Standing, she set her hands on her hips. “Don’t you want him to take you, right here and now?”

“I... want,” hissed Angelica, trembling in the chair, her hands flexing as they dipped towards her crotch. “Oh, but I don’t think I can accept this!” she whined, looking away.

The door clicked open again, and three figures filtered into the room. Jillian cursed herself. Just one more push and she would have seen some real results.

She shrugged internally. She knew this wasn’t going to be an easy task, and it would behoove her to learn something about all of the heroes in this guild. She sat on the bed, studying the new arrivals, dangling her wrists over her thighs.

Two twin women entered first, hand in hand. Both were wearing skimpy outfits that showed off their sculpted bodies, but their eyes were hidden by large goggles, ponytails sprouting from the top.

Swaying their hips, they stalked down the stairs with a silent whisper, their spindly legs clicking as their chitinous feet scrabbled on the floor.

Most inhuman superheroes derived their powers from some form of mutation, but these looked too alien for that method of enhancement. They probably descended from fae stock, or perhaps there was a demonic bloodline involved. Interesting.

A big man followed close behind, enormous hands propped on his belly. He was wearing small sunglasses with rounded frames that barely sat properly over his bulging ears. A big grin was on his face, his biceps flexing with barely restrained power underneath his red spandex suit.

As the light illuminated his shoulder, she caught a gaudy heart tattoo with an arrow through the center. On top was a dark, embossed… loaf of bread? What kind of a joke was this guy?

She carefully smoothed her expression. If it was a joke, she wasn’t laughing. The guy could break her back over his leg without even trying. She’d have to be careful when working with this group.

“How’s it shaking?” asked the big man, grinning wide to show off a mouth full of gold teeth. “Me and the Sisters just had ourselves a great time out on the town, and I got some intel for the boss man.”

The twins looked at each other, a faint blush on their cheeks. The three of them were definitely an item. She could use this, perhaps.

The big man slowed his strutting steps as he spotted Angelica’s crestfallen expression. “Is everything all right?” he asked, his voice sounding rough. “Was Drako rude to you? Has that dragon man made you cry? Do I need to sort him out?” Lifting his ham sized hands, he cracked his knuckles.

The twin ladies wrapped around his back, stringing a threaded rope over his exposed belly. “We could string him up,” they whispered with sibilant voices.

Angelica wiped a tear from her eye. “Thank you Mr. Bun, Sisters, but it’s quite alright. We’re having some relationship issues, but it’s personal. I need to sort them out myself.”

Despite her tears, there was steel in her words. The larger man relaxed, apparently confident that she could handle her own messes. There was trust between them. Trust that could be exploited, given the right circumstances.

He wrapped his arms around the twins, holding them effortlessly against his sides. “Just look at us! Relationships don’t have to be difficult,” he declared, his voice sounding like a rock tumbler. “You just have to be assertive.”

His hands slipped down the women’s backs, pinching their asses. They both hissed at him, but nestled into his sides as they pressed their bodies into his hips. One of their hands slipped down to his crotch to give his privates a solid squeeze.

His abs jumped, but otherwise he didn’t react, the smile remained fixed to his face. A single, solitary tear streaked down his cheek. “See? If everyone knows what they want, there’s no problem.”

“Oh, Mr. Bun, I just wish everything was that simple for me,” sighed Angelica. She smiled warmly at him. “I don’t think our relationships work the same, but thanks for trying. It is appreciated.”

“You’re welcome, angel girl. If you change your mind, call on me anytime. I’ll knock his block off for ya.” He flashed a grin, flexing his biceps as a thumb jutted out, pointing at his chest. “This guy’s gotta fill up his tummy and spend some more quality time with his honeys.”

“We’re not made of honey,” hissed the woman on his left.

“She’s Shard. I’m Splinter,” said both of them in unison. “We’re the Shard Sisters.”

The big man barked out a laugh. “So you are. That psychic connection sure does come in handy. Come on, let me introduce you to a nice, sloppy PB&J.”

“We like the P,” declared the sister on the left.

“Let us supply the BJ,” said the other one, smirking as she massaged his chest.

The man rumbled out another laugh, giving Angelica a jaunty wave as they swept past her, proceeding up the stairs on the other side of the room. The twins wiggled their butts shamelessly as they paraded up and out.

Before the sexual tension faded too much, Jillian decided to seize the initiative. Leaping from the bed, she spun her ring as she shuffled as close as she could to her jail bars. “Why aren’t things that simple?” she asked, staring at Angelica. “Look at those girls. They’re all over Mr. Bun, and they’re having a lot of fun with each other. Why are you so stuck up?”

Angelica crossed her legs, squeezing her knees together. “That’s because they have no standards,” she explained. “Mr. Bun will eat anything that’s sandwiched between two slices of bread, and, to put it simply, I just don’t trust the other two. Ceres has vouched for them, but they just look weird.”

Jillian wrapped her fingers around the thumb ring, waiting patiently. “Are you discriminating against them because of their looks?” she asked. “That’s not very charitable of you.”

The woman pounded a fist against her knee. “Should I be? In a world where bloodlines can determine everything? I don’t know where they’ve come from, or who they’re beholden to.”

“They couldn’t join your hero guild without the proper accreditation, surely? You’re just being harsh on them because they don’t mind putting out. You think that they should be prudes. Like you.”

“That’s not it. That has nothing to do with it!” her eyes flashed, and she got to her feet. She raised a fist, shaking it at Jillian. “Being a hero is damn serious business. You have to trust your partners to do the right thing, just as much as you trust yourself! Our lives are on the line every time we step outside of these walls. We can’t be betrayed by our own. Can’t.”

“Then… is it safe to say that you don’t trust them?” She spun the ring, ready to pounce. “By extension, does that mean that you can’t trust Ceres, either, who has told you that you should be able to trust them? And if you can’t trust them, can you trust Drako either, who is allowing you to flounder while he toys with you emotionally? How can you trust any of them?”

Her smile grew as she watched the heroine’s fear grow, her mind being battered by Jillian’s words. She was right where she wanted her.

Angelica’s eyes went blank, the rage flowing out of her. Jillian tasted the air, finding it to be the perfect mix of disillusionment and betrayal. Yes, finally.

She popped off the ring, grinning as a faint hissing shadow exploded from the tip of her thumb. She watched Angelica warily, her eyes glowing with power.

“Take a seat,” she commanded, the vibrations of her voice ripping through the air.

Angelica blinked, doing as she was told, her wings crammed into the back of the stuffed chair. Her mouth burbled, but she said nothing, licking her lips unconsciously.

“Now,” she said, modulating her tone, “Let’s talk more about your deepest fears and your hidden desires. What is it that you’ve been hiding from me?”

The superhero choked, her chest wobbling as she tried to resist. It was a nice attempt, but her eyes were changing, a shimmering black invading her irises. As they coalesced into shiny, black orbs, her struggling ceased. Her lips parted as a sigh of relief exploded from her chest.

“I’ve been avoiding Drako,” she admitted. “I can’t bear to be with him if I can’t have him.”

“Why are you being so stubborn?” Jillian asked, her words hissing from her mouth. “Wouldn’t it be easier to give in to your desires? To take him roughly and proclaim him as yours?”

“Easier?” her lips turned up as she considered the idea. “But then I… would lose my moral high ground. He tries to act like he’s superior, and that’s the only thing I can use to keep him at bay.”

“Girl, that isn’t going to matter once you two are fucking like rabbits,” chuckled Jillian. “You’re putting too much stock in the idea that the two of you will still be adversaries once you’re an item.”

“Oh.” Her brows furrowed, her mind working slowly as her lips creased into a frown. “Then what should I do?” she asked, tilting her head up to look at Jillian.

Excellent. Her mind was captured, and it hadn’t even taken that much effort! Perhaps corrupting this guild wouldn’t be as difficult as she had thought. Weak minds, weak superheroes.

“All you have to do is listen to me,” said Jillian in a firm voice. “Listen to my words and drop to the next level.”

“The next… level?” asked the angelic woman, her eyelids drooping. “What’s that?”

“It’s the next level of knowledge,” explained Jillian. “Where you come to understand how little you know, and how much more you want to become.”

She tilted her hands, manipulating the forces of shadowy energy that now surrounded the angelic woman’s head like a profane halo. Twin vortices formed above her ears, twisting the shadows around and around into thin spikes. Almost.

“Yes, feel yourself falling. As you descend, new realizations will blossom within your soul. You never needed to wait for Drako to take the initiative. You should have taken him. Forced him to declare his undying love for you.”

“Forced him?” she whispered, her lips going white. “I’m not assertive like that. I don’t want to force him to do anything.”

“Of course you do,” claimed Jillian, overriding her objection. “On the surface, you act like you’re oh so innocent, but deep down, you have a darkness inside you. Just like everyone else.”

“No,” whispered Angelica, clutching at the arm rests. “It can’t be true. I’m not… evil.”

Jillian chuckled thickly. “Everyone has a touch of evil inside them. Only those who embrace it can have confidence in their actions.”

“Embrace…?” asked Angelica, thoroughly confused.

“That’s right. Keep listening to my words, listen, and drop deeper. Discover your true self. What is the next level?”

A strange smile lit up the angelic woman’s face. “Dissolution,” she whispered.

“That’s right. You must learn to let go of the walls you have built to keep others out,” proclaimed Jillian.

She twisted the streams, forming the shadows into a helmet that fit over Angelica’s head. The hissing energy caressed her lips, prying them open. She couldn’t hurry this step, but she was getting nervous. What if another hero interrupted the process?

She stiffened her resolve, letting the grace of the Goddess flow into her limbs. If that happened, she would start again from the beginning. That would not be a problem for a true believer like her. She would start over and over again, as necessary, battering down their spirits until they believed.

While she was struggling with her own demons, Angelica appeared to have let go. She breathed out in a long sigh, a whisper of glittering lights beaming from her mouth. Her skin darkened, taking on the hue of the black shadows, violet veins glowing just under the surface.

Her lips trembled. “I am ready,” she hissed, her voice filled with dark undertones. “What shall I do next?”

“Embrace the emptiness,” declared Jillian. “Feel the hole inside you, waiting to be filled up. But with what? Can you tell me? What is it that you are lacking?”

Angelica choked, spittle flying from her lips. Her chest heaved as she took a deep breath, her body writhing as the shadows wrapped her tighter in their embrace. “I…” she began, frowning as she swallowed, her lips working. “I want to be loved,” she hissed, finally settling down.

“Excellent. You are now ready to fall further. Your body relaxes as you descend, approaching the next level. The emptiness inside you aches. It needs to be filled, but before that can happen, you must submit.”

“Submission,” hissed the woman, her palms curling up, legs spreading wide. Her head tilted back towards the ceiling. “Please, fill me up. I can’t take these desolate feelings any more.” Her voice trembled. “Do what you will, but don’t leave me here. Please.”

Jillian twirled her fingers, wrapping her hands into fists. “As you desire,” she proclaimed, smashing them together in front of her.

The spinning threads of shadow waiting at the superhero’s ears jabbed inside, a great whirling rush happening around her body as she was encased in darkness. She trembled as her head snapped around, being filled by shadows.

“Yes, yes,” she hissed. “More, more!”

Her hands dipped to her thighs, pressing against her privates. She moaned as the shadows roiled, shifting under her clothing and pressing into her core. She cried out in pleasure, then collapsed, her resistance crushed under the weight of the unending gloom that had her in its thrall.

“Now, for the final level,” announced Jillian. “The level beyond which there are infinite more levels. Obedience.”

The superhero gurgled as her lips were pried apart, a wedge of shadow jamming inside. Her wings were tied back, chained to the chair as the darkness ravaged her. There was no possibility of escape. In her current mental state, there wouldn’t be any way for her to work up the desire to escape. The woman was right where she wanted her.

Sitting on the ground, she crossed her legs, propping her elbows on her knees. Hands in the air, she clamped her thumbs against her forefingers, concentrating on the embattled heroine. “Now, listen to what I have to say, every bit of it, and commit it to your mind, so that you may not forget what the Goddess can offer you.”

She cleared her throat, and began to chant, her eyes glowing deeper as her Goddess’ power draped over her shoulders like a mantle. She had prayed to the Goddess like this many times before, conscripting multiple lost souls to her cause. That this was a superhero would matter little.

Under the thin veneer of her superpowers, she was still human. She would submit, just like the rest of them. She was weak, while the Goddess was strong.

It behooved her to explain this properly, so that the heroine would accept the changes happening to her body and mind. Her voice rose, sibilant with hissing syllables that circled around the angelic woman’s throat, like a collar.

The purple shadows solidified into a solid ring, then faded away. It was invisible, but very real, a reminder of the chains that linked them to the Goddess.

Now, the real work began. Her words twisted, following the track of the shadows that had speared the heroine’s ears. The will of the goddess funneled inside, pushing out the woman’s spongy thoughts. She would be rebuilt, a devoted icon of the Matron of Shadows. It would only be a matter of time.

Ash’tar grovnishy loa’na broshintaranta Raemonica!

She sang out praise for her Goddess, pleasure suffusing her loins as she worked to corrupt yet another initiate. The Goddess’ will was spreading, bringing more into the fold. There was very little that could be done to stop them.

She chuckled to herself, feeling the thick warmth of the Goddess’ regard coiling in the back of her mind. Everything was as it should be.

She sighed, cooing as she spotted the telltale sign of the woman’s submission, her neck tilting as she gargled around the shadowy gag. A hand had slipped under her panties, fingers prying at her pussy, while the other groped at her chest. She had been reduced to a wet mess.

Jillian grinned. She had brought the hero down more quickly than she had anticipated, and she was mindful that there could be more interruptions. This was as far as she wanted to go, for now.

“Though the Goddess’ presence may fade, you shall feel Her upon your heart and mind in the days ahead,” she announced. “Think of Her often, and give Her the full measure of your devotion.”

She snapped her fingers, and the shadows ravaging Angelica’s body swirled, hissing as they vanished into thin air.

Angelica gasped and sputtered, the thick black layer dissolving from her eyes, leaving behind a dull stare. She gurgled, unable to say anything as the assault ceased.

Jillian clasped her hands together and bowed at the heroine, then stretched her arms out in supplication. “I thank thee, oh Raemonica, for Your gifts. Bestow upon this woman Your blessings, and take her in Your arms. Deepen her submission unto You. Rae’shown!”

She pressed a hand against her mouth as she was suddenly seized with a hacking cough, droplets of blood collecting on the palm of her hand. There was always a cost associated with drawing too quickly on her Mistress’ power. Damn.

She would have to back off next time, be a little more subtle with her corruption. She swallowed the iron tinged blood, regaining control over herself.

Well, at least the intended result had been achieved. Angelica was comatose, her mind wandering in the maze induced by her Goddess. She would eventually find her way back out, but she would be forever changed by the experience.

It wouldn’t put her completely under the Goddess’ thrall. A quick session like this was no substitute for months of constant reinforcement. She had been shown the path necessary to achieve enlightenment, however, and even without her direct influence, the heroine would eventually find her way to Raemonica. As so many more humans would.

She had no intention of leaving the woman alone, however. The longer they kept her captive here, the more she would work on all of them, pushing them into her Goddess’ loving arms. The best part was, they didn’t even know that they had a Devotress in their midst!

She smiled darkly. That was the last mistake they would ever make.

Her belly grumbled, and she groaned as she took a glance at the chamber pot. Unfortunately, her body still had needs. At least the angel girl was too wrapped up in her own mind to pay any attention.

A pity. The show was all over.

For now. There would be plenty more fireworks once the heroes found out what sort of creature they had kidnapped, though she would of course keep herself hidden as long as possible.

A dark laugh exploded from her belly as she slipped the thumb ring back on, masking her true nature once more.


Chapter Three

Darkness surrounded Ruth, a hissing mist coiling about her limbs. A solitary light shone over the gravel pathway she was standing on, fence rails constraining her on both sides.

She took a deep breath, tasting the cool air. Twisting her head, she tried to find a landmark to get her bearings. Where was she?

Frowning, she marched up to the fence, her feet feeling as though they were treading through thick mud. She was dressed in her everyday outfit, but if she stared at her legs for too long, she got the impression that they were fuzzy.

She blinked, looking away to banish the sudden dizziness that threatened to overwhelm her. Weird.

She’d have to worry about that some more once she had a better idea as to what was going on. She remembered descending into the club, the cultists, and the so-called goddess Raemonica.

Had she managed to escape into the shadows? No, her shadow had been subverted by them.

A tickling shiver ran up her spine. She gulped. This was turning out to be a far more dangerous situation than she had signed up for. She needed help.

Wrapping her fingers around the fence rail, she vaulted it, her feet sliding into the muddy field beyond. She froze as a long, drawn out howl sounded from somewhere off to her right. She wasn’t alone!

Shoulders stiff, she looked around, marking every shadow as a potential assailant. Teeth chattering, she laughed at herself. It was probably just a wolf, right? Nothing to be worried about.

Shivering, she rubbed her hands together. She didn’t have any weapons, and if she proceeded further off the path, she’d quickly become lost.

Turning around, she vaulted back over the railing, choosing the direction lit by the lone streetlight. Wary, she strode forwards in a fast walk, not wanting to break into a run until the danger was apparent. She’d make way more noise if she panicked.

The tension rose as the light faded behind her. She was forced to grab onto the fence rail for stability, her heart thumping in her chest. If a beast appeared, she would stand and fight, using the fence to slow down its attacks.

Plan decided, she set her shoulders, straining her ears for any evidence of an approach. For the next few minutes, there came nothing, ratcheting up the tension further.

Fortunately, there was another light ahead, looming out of the misty skies. A small figure was crouched next to the pole, a cloak over its shoulders.

Frowning, she slowed her pace, not at all eager to greet this new arrival. There was something about this place that was unnerving, and she couldn’t seem to put her finger on it.

It might have something to do with the shadowy mist, which seemed to intensify as she approached closer. “Is everything okay?” she asked, trying to understand what she was looking at.

The figure turned, the cloak wrinkling about its head as it stood, its body formless. A whispering shudder assaulted her ears as the shadows lengthened around them. “Have you come to help me?” the figure asked in a child-like voice.

“I don’t know,” she said softly. “Are you in trouble?”

“Trouble?” the figure asked in a distorted feminine voice. “No, no trouble. The Goddess has provided for all my needs.”

There was something eerily familiar about that voice. She took a step back as she spotted a set of glowing, red eyes within the hood. “I was mistaken,” she said quickly. “I won’t bother you further.”

“Bother?” asked the figure, the voice distorting again as her outline blurred. She patted her belly, moaning as she leaned over. “Being pleasured is never a bother.”

Her back lurched as something distorted the cloak, a second figure growing inside the first. The cloak covered them both, wreathing them in shadows as the bottom kicked up a cloud of dust from the path.

The figure cried out, arching its body as the cloak rippled, growing taller as wet, stretchy sounds gurgled in Ruth’s ears. Dismayed, she couldn’t look away, rubbing her shoulders as the cloak fell away.

The figure thus revealed was her, but not her, blazing red eyes staring out at her from within a smirking face. Her delicate cheekbones were in the right spots, but her flesh was sunken, making them stand proud, tiny spikes decorating the ridges. A vertical stripe was painted from her lower lip over her chin and all the way down her neck.

If this wasn’t shocking enough, her nude body was almost unrecognizable. Her hips were wide, and her breasts were pendulous, golden piercings winking from her nipples. Glowing red tattoos decorated her shoulders and her bare mons, overlaying a familiar birthmark.

She hissed when she recognized it, grabbing at her belly. There was no mistake. This shadowy demon was her, but its body was far more voluptuous. This woman had been built for sex.

Her eyes swam as she took in the second figure that mounted shadow Ruth from the rear. It had spindly limbs, red skin, and a flat nose, flush with its face. Horns extended from either side of its mouth, and its lips blazed red, more horns extending from its forehead. A demon, or something very much like one.

Its crotch was pressing into the shadow Ruth, and her doppelgänger moaned, twisting against the creature’s body. “See how the Goddess takes care of her servants?” she asked, her words dripping with pleasure. “She loves rewarding those who have given everything to Her.”

As the creature thrust into her, it leaned back its head, howling to the shadowy sky. She shuddered, recognizing the drawn out sound as similar to the cry she had heard earlier. This place was not safe. It was infested, and the sooner she escaped, the better.

Shadow Ruth cooed, her inner thighs glistening with arousal, her breasts swinging back and forth as the creature reamed her pussy. “Obedience should be treasured,” she chanted, her words following the rhythm of an invisible beat. “Obedience should be rewarded.”

She sighed, making a face. “Obedience is my pleasure,” she hissed, her body twitching in orgasm.

The creature fucking her grunted, white semen spurting from the shadow woman’s pussy and spilling out onto the ground. Shadow Ruth froze as ecstasy rolled over her face.

She gathered some of the white ejaculate from her thigh, spreading her glossy black lips wide as she stuck her fingers into her mouth, making a production of licking them clean. “You should be grateful,” she hissed, arching her back to emphasize her pierced nipples. “She doesn’t like seeing her servants suffer. She’s brought one here for you, too.”

Ruth gasped, realizing that she had been mesmerized by the lewd display, to the detriment of paying attention to her surroundings. She whirled about, frantic as she caught a glimpse of a dark figure standing in the shadows beyond the ring of light.

A howling cry came from the monster’s lips as it stepped into the light, revealing its feral eyes. Its legs were spread, its erection spearing the air with its jutting cock. Spikes ran up its length, circling the bulbous head. Getting pounded by this creature would be an adventure.

She couldn’t stop herself from getting wet down below, a thick thread of desire winding through her loins. Her fear spiked, and she took a step towards the fence. Making a run for it didn’t seem like it would work, but her mind was spinning, devoid of any other ideas.

Taking a deep breath, she spun and leaped, clearing the fence in a single bound. Smoky laughter sounded behind her as her legs whirred, her spongy feet sinking into the muddy soil.

A smoky mist whirled around her as the light from the lamppost faded, her steps leading her further into the blackness. She couldn’t see where she was going, but it didn’t matter. Not when that horror was somewhere behind her.

She could hear its grunts as its taloned feet slapped against the ground, a howling roar escaping its lips. It was gaining on her!

Cold sweat tingled down her neck. She couldn’t see anything now, not even her swinging arms. She was lost in the mist, with no possibility of escape.

This was bad. If she couldn’t see where she was going, she could trip and injure herself. She could fall into a pit, or bash her head against a post. She needed to slow down. She needed to control her fear.

She rubbed her hands together, trying to tamp down her emotions. She couldn’t see anything, couldn’t hear anything. If the monster was nearby, there was no sign of its presence.

Her panicked breathing hissing in her ears, she turned her head, trying to make sense of the situation. She could see nothing, and if not for the tactile sensation of her feet on the ground, she might very well believe that she had been transported to another plane of reality.

Wiping her sweaty hands on her thighs, she froze, spotting a series of red lights out in the distance. They were approaching closer, but weren’t bright enough to dispel the shadows surrounding her. They were small, round, feral. They were eyes.

She took a step back, and a hot, clawed hand wrapped over her shoulder. “The Goddess sends her regards,” whispered a raspy voice.

Adrenaline shot through her legs as its obscene dick pressed into the small of her back, an arm wrapping around her waist. She trembled, a curl of desire tickling the back of her brain.

She struggled, trying to pull away from the monster, but its strength was undeniable. There was nothing she could do.

There is nothing you can do. The hissing thought spiraled into her brain, the shadows shifting all around her. Give in. Accept it. Become it.

Crying out, she smacked her hands against her face, unable to handle the unmitigated terror that had seized her body. “No!” she shouted. “It can’t have me!”

A spike of pain burst through her temples, and then there was nothing.


Chapter Four

Ruth woke, bathed in sweat. The muscles in her arms and legs were still taut, her body ready to fight. Letting her breath go, she relaxed back, wiping off her forehead. It was just a dream, damnit!

She hated those nightmares. She had been having them off and on for at least a year, but had never really been able to understand what was triggering them. Until now.

A crackling noise sounded in her right ear. “Shade, Shade,” hissed the voice. “Are you picking this up?”

Her heart lurched as she sat up, pressing a hand over her ear. “Yes,” she whispered. “I’ve penetrated their enclave. They’re a cult, worshiping a so-called Goddess named Raemonica. Do you have anything on her?”

“Mmmh,” mumbled Ceres, the sound of keyboard keys clacking through the uplink. “There’s an entry here - Raemonicus Matron De Ornatus. It reads like an ancient legend. Some kind of obscure Pagan Goddess, blood sacrifices, yadda yadda. A typical old world style religion before any of the reformations came along.”

“Huh. It doesn’t sound like there’s much there that could help us.” She groaned, pushing off some of the blankets as she leaned over, a medallion dangling between her naked breasts.

Frowning, she gathered it in her hands, examining the intricate bronze casting. “Is there any symbology in there containing a woman’s… butt?”

She ran her fingers over two pronounced humps, shivering as she discovered a long, whip-like tail flowing out of the woman’s ass. This reminded her of the demonic creature she had just dreamed about, molten heat flooding her core.

Her body was acting odd, but there was no time to deal with that now. She got the sense that she was in real danger, and she wanted to know as much as she could before facing any more cultists.

She turned the medallion over, reading the phrase embossed on the back.

Ash’tar grovnishy loa’na broshintaranta Raemonica!

The words flashed in her mind like molten metal, bringing her back to the chanting of the cultists from the day before. Her mouth opened, forming the last word unconsciously. Raemonica.

“It’s not unusual for titillating markings to be used to denote the divinity of a goddess in a cult,” rattled off Ceres, engrossed in his explanation. “Sex has been used throughout the ages to recruit and enforce the rules of cults. We still hear about such behavior in the modern world.”

Sudden dizziness seized her, Ceres’ familiar voice fading into a buzz as glowing words danced in her mind. Matron. Raemonica. Rae’shown!

Ruth groaned as the whispering voices faded into the back of her head. Somehow, she knew they were still lurking there, ready to jump back out whenever the Goddess next deigned to make her presence known.

As she regained control over herself, she noted that Ceres had gone silent. “Are you still there?” she whispered. Nothing.

Apparently, there would be no more help from that quarter. She’d have to figure this out herself.

She let go of the medallion, letting it sway between her breasts. She’d love to take it off and toss it away, but that would provide evidence to the other cultists that she wasn’t buying their indoctrination.

Their ritual might have failed to get her on their side, but it had done something to her shadow powers, and now she was afraid to use them. She would have to find another way out of here before they did something even worse.

Why hadn’t she asked Ceres to send in a rescue team? That would have been the most rational thing to do. She frowned, a faint hum buzzing in the back of her brain.

Shrugging, she stood, looking around for her clothing. They had put her in a small bedroom, with basic accommodations. There was a dresser in front of her, with a floor length mirror next to the only door.

The walls were filled with tapestries interspersed with hand painted symbols. She squinted as she took in the figures. What were they doing? Oh, of course. They were fucking.

Her eyes skittered over various submissive women servicing horrifying beasts, shuddering as she settled on the final painting. A demonic woman had her hands spread wide, an elaborate crown perched on her horns. Below her were a group of figures in shadow, wearing cloaks, a dark mist hissing about their feet. Raemonica, Rae’shown!

Gritting her teeth together, she pulled herself away from the imagery, afraid of how attracted she was to the scene. To be in Her presence must be equal measures of awe and fear. She never wanted to be in that position. That’s why she was here. To prevent that goddess’ reality from colliding with her own.

She swallowed, tasting bile in her throat as she shoved back the warmth of her arousal. It was getting harder to figure out what success meant. She couldn’t escape to the shadows, so she would have to guard her mind as best she could, balancing her need to know more with her opportunities for escape.

Her fear was growing, however. This ‘goddess’ had an unnatural aura of attraction about her, and she had a sinking feeling that not even she was immune to Her powers.

Her imagination began to drift, curious about what it would be like to be Her creature. To belong to Her and do Her bidding. How much pleasure would it bring to serve? To say Her name, and believe.

She shook her head, banishing the thoughts. The atmosphere of this place must be getting to her, but she was still in control of herself.

Though, if that was the case, why hadn’t she removed the symbol of this goddess from around her neck? She touched the burnished medallion, the warm circle feeling as though it belonged.

The door cracked open, pulling her out of her thoughts. She wrapped her hands over her breasts as a pair of women stepped into the room, dressed like bondage harlots.

She took a step back, taking in their latex outfits and corsets, stunned at how tightly the material gripped their bodies, emphasizing their assets. They were wearing chunky boots with platform heels, spikes embedded on the sides, with tiny skulls attached to the zipper pulls.

Fingerless gloves covered their hands, and their nails were polished black, enhancing their gothic style. Their makeup was done to match, with dark, shadowed eyes, lip gloss, and long, thin painted stripes that ran over their chins. Their lips, noses, and ears were pierced, and their eyes were a liquid black, outlined with a faint, red glow.

While they were identical in most ways, the one on the left had dyed her hair a fluorescent blue, spiking it up into a mohawk, while the one on the right had a shiny, red ponytail. The effect made them both look toxic, as if they were warning others of the danger they represented.

Solid rings jangled at their collars as they approached her, their hands filled with clothing. “Sister, this one is awake,” said the one on the left, her sultry voice smoothing over the words.

“The new Chosen is ready for dressing,” agreed the one on the right, a strong, male undertone threading through her words. “Raemonica, Rae’shown!”

Ruth hesitated, not sure how she should react to all this. She paused, but the two of them appeared to be waiting for her to say something. “Uh. Raemonica, Rae’shown?” she said in a dull voice, her lips tingling as the words tickled her mouth on the way out.

“Very good,” said the one on the left, her hips shifting as she slinked closer to Ruth. “My name is Vice. We are so glad that you have chosen to join our cult.” She grinned, turning to drop a glossy black outfit on the bed.

“We are here to dress you and prepare you for your new life,” continued the other woman, hefting a corset. “You may call me Lust.”

Ruth creased her brows, studying the slick catsuit on the bed. “Those can’t be your real names,” she protested, touching the shiny fabric with curiosity.

“Why not?” asked the one known as Vice. “We have been devoted to our Goddess for cycles, since she has elevated us from obscurity. I have been blessed with Her body.”

“She deserves our devotion,” continued Lust. “We will do anything necessary to help Her to restore Her empire, which was taken from Her by treachery. I have been blessed with Her body.”

She stopped touching the catsuit, her mind churning. This was the sort of information she had been looking for, and she would have to pretend that she was on their side to keep them talking, though their cultish behavior was seriously off putting. This was no time to be squeamish.

Putting together a major force of will, she stood up straight, showing off her breasts. Leaning over, she quickly picked up the catsuit, pressing it against her nude form to preserve some modesty. Blushing, she looked at Vice, who smirked as she waited patiently. “How do you put this on?”

Lust took a step forward, grabbing the suit by the neck and stretching it wide. “You go in here.”

“I do?” puzzled, Ruth stroked the rubbery material. “I don’t think I can fit.”

“Nonsense,” smirked Lust. “It stretches more than you might think, and you are abnormally skinny. Spend some time praying to the Goddess with us, and She’ll make sure you have curves in all the right places.”

“Okay, then…” murmured Ruth, trying to figure out how to proceed. “Do I stick my foot in there?”

Vice chuckled, taking the suit from Lust and kneeling on the floor. “For someone into alternate fashion, you certainly seem to be quite the novice with latex.”

On the back foot, Ruth’s mind spun as she tried to come up with a reason for this. “It was too expensive!” she sputtered. “I was working myself to the bone, and could barely find the time to have any fun at all. I certainly couldn’t afford a full catsuit, much less anything made to measure!”

Lust nodded seriously. “Money is a serious problem in this world. It is a good thing that you have joined us, Sister, as it will no longer be of concern to you. The Goddess provides, as we provide Her. Rae’shown!”

“Rae’shown,” replied Ruth unenthusiastically, rather distracted by the feeling of the slippery rubber as Vice stretched it over her knees.

It was restrictive, tight, and gave her the sense that she was being bound. That was silly, of course, but she couldn’t seem to stop the low level fear thrumming in the back of her brain since she had woken in this place.

The interior had been impregnated with a slippery fluid, which helped Lust to slide the bulk of the suit over Ruth’s hips. The sensations were getting rather distracting, and she needed to ask more questions while the cultists were amenable.

“What is the Goddess planning?” she asked, trying to figure out the best way to qualify the question to avoid making them suspicious. “I mean, having a cult is great and all, but what is she planning on using you… I mean, us, for?”

“It’s hard to get together the resources needed to reclaim an Empire,” grumbled Lust, tugging on the catsuit’s seams until the fabric settled properly over her knees.

“That’s right,” nodded Vice, pressing her hands over her latex covered heart. “The more followers we recruit, the more powerful She becomes. There are many rivals for Her realm, however, and we must always be on our guard.”

“Rivals?” asked Ruth, her eyes hooded. “Who is craven enough to stand against… Her?”

“Oh, there are many,” remarked Lust, stretching the neck of the catsuit wide enough for it to fit over her breasts. She grunted as she tugged it farther up, Ruth looking at her in askance as she lifted her arms up.

“The Mistress of Pain, Alish’tan,” hissed Vice, a shadow dropping over her face. “Korn’kran, Lord of Despair. These are but a few of those who wish to see her fail. To drag her down to the Pits of Sacrifice.”

Good to know. This realm of the ‘goddess’ was sounding more and more like just another banal political arena to her. There should be plenty of opportunities to manipulate the players once the heroes knew more about how they operated.

Lust lifted an arm of the catsuit. “Stick it in here,” she said cheekily, giving her a wink.

Ruth groaned, bending her elbow as she tried to stuff it inside the small hole Lust had stretched open. It was amazing how far the neck of the suit could stretch, but that didn’t make this any easier.

She grunted as her fingers caught against the material, but Lust was patient with her, waiting as she curled over her nails just far enough to get inside the armpit area. From there, it seemed fairly simple, until her hand got stuck halfway down the sleeve.

“Just leave it,” ordered Lust. “Get the other arm in, too, then we’ll get you straightened out.”

Ruth craned her neck into an awkward position as she tried to cram her hand into the other side, but she eventually gave up and allowed Vice to help her out. “Are catsuits always this difficult to get into?” she asked, exasperated.

“No, but it takes practice,” sighed Lust, smoothing out the latex around her right shoulder as her hand popped free of the sleeve. “Being sexy takes work, it doesn’t come for free.”

The latex creaked as her other arm pushed down the latex sleeve, the neckline snapping into place. “That’s tight,” Ruth exclaimed, grimacing as it pinched her skin.

Before she could complain further, Vice unwrinkled the area where it had bunched up, giving her some relief. It was still incredibly restrictive, though. She felt like a rubberized mannequin, put up for display on a store shelf.

After Vice and Lust had finished smoothing out the latex on her arms, she wrapped her hands over her breasts, giving them a good shove to test out how they were supported by the stiff material.

She was surprised to find that they were held high and tight within the breast pockets, with very little give. The slick fabric tented over her nipples, making it extremely obvious that she was somewhat aroused. She felt both exposed and sexy at the same time.

“That feels… kind of amazing,” she remarked, making a little jump to see how it would behave.

There was very little bounce, her body squeezed tight by the thin material. It felt way different from the gloves she used for washing dishes.

She ran her hands down her sides, amazed at how sleek it made her body look. “I guess I… kind of like it?” she said, shivering as her inner muscles clenched with arousal.

“Of course you do,” said Lust, smirking. “There isn’t anything else quite like it. Smooth, sexy, smoldering. With just a few more additions, you’ll be ready for primetime.”

Additions. They wanted to change her further, turn her into a carbon copy of them. A slave cultist for the Goddess.

She froze, pressing a hand to her sternum as a circle of heat burned on her skin. The medallion!

She needed to remove it, needed to get it away from her, needed to… relax. She took a deep breath, sighed, and stood up straight, waiting for Vice to bring up the corset that would be secured about her waist.

It, too, was made of rubber, the vertical bones squeezing her harder as both ends were wrapped around to the front, where it was secured with a large, rectangular clasp made of burnished metal. Vice slid around to the rear, pulling on the laces to secure it tightly about her waist.

The strange heat pulsing between her breasts was spreading, wrapping her in a cocoon of warmth that increased as she stared straight ahead, her chest expanding and contracting in a regular rhythm. Her lips parted as the two cultists grinned at her, holding each other’s hands as they pulled in for a wet, sloppy kiss.

As they parted, she spotted the barbell piercings embedded in the center of their tongues, wet saliva dribbling down their chins. She frowned as they closed their mouths. Had she seen twin tips at the ends of those tongues? Were they forked?

Her curiosity faded as the heat became more intense. Her body needed something, but she was a little confused, because it wasn’t telling her exactly what.

She was hot, she was aroused, but it was ill defined. She certainly didn’t want these harlots putting on a display for her. What she really wanted was a thick, hard, cock in her pussy, ramming into her until she squealed for climax.

She licked her lips, legs squeezing together as she tried to suppress the heat, but it refused to be denied. Her mouth parted, a phrase hissing from her lips. “I need. Raemonica, Rae’shown!”

For whatever reason, this time the salutation escaped her mouth with genuine force behind it, and the two cultists responded in kind. “Raemonica, Rae’shown!”

Lust moved her body sinuously, dropping to the floor in front of Ruth, her hands outstretched to grab at the zipper pull right above her crotch. Ruth trembled, unable to escape the arousal washing through her body. This was so wrong!

Then why did it feel so right?

She groaned as the zipper was pulled down and under her privates, revealing her swollen inner lips to the cultist. What was she planning on doing to her?

Her muscles jerked as Lust pressed her head into her mons, her tongue curling around and up to tease her clit. Vibrating in place, her hands opened and closed, her mind exploding as all her thoughts short circuited.

She was a sexual being, being rewarded for her obedience. She felt.

Vice circled around her back, hands touching her shoulders. They creeped around her neck, fingers curling under the latex collar. Stretching it wide, she inserted her hands underneath, settling them over her sternum, where the medallion was burning against her chest.

A finger traced a circle around the edge. “You don’t know how lucky you are,” hissed the woman. “She has blessed you already, but you haven’t yet accepted Her presence within you.”

Her hand wrapped around the medallion, tugging it downwards until a red hot line ran around Ruth’s neck. “I feel envy that She has Her eye upon you. You will do great things for the Goddess. Horrible, but great.”

She gave the medallion another tug, letting it go as she set her sights on a new target. Latex creaking, she shoved her arms farther down, wrapping her hands around Ruth’s breasts. She jerked as her body was pulled back, the woman’s breasts pushing into her back.

“If I cannot be granted another measure of the Goddess’ power, it feels almost as good to make sure you embrace what She has to offer!” said Vice in a harsh voice, fondling her breasts. “Internalize Her pleasure. Seize the corruption. You’ll never feel as good anywhere else on this planet!”

Lust’s tongue had moved on, spiking inside her pussy. She moaned and writhed, the combination too much for her. “Oh, no. I can’t!” she screamed out, creeping darkness coloring her thoughts. “I don’t… oh, Raemonica.”

She was still struggling, but it was a losing battle. There was something inside her that wanted this! A cloying, sweet darkness that was pulling her down, down, down into a pit filled with desire.

Whispers licked at her ears, shadows coalescing into a form standing in front of the door. “You,” she whispered, terror tickling her spine as the shade solidified, a smirk on her face as her eyes glowed a malevolent red.

The shade folded her arms, wisps of smoke rising off her ill defined figure. She was still clearly recognizable as Ruth’s doppelgänger, but she exuded a confidence that Ruth didn’t currently feel.

She lifted twin ponytails over her shoulder, grinning to show off her fanged teeth as light winked off the piercings in her nipples.

“With every passing moment, you become more like me,” said the shadow, her voice oscillating as it tickled Ruth’s ears. “It’s almost amusing watching you struggle so, when all you really want is to give in.”

“That’s not true!” she exclaimed, her breath hitching as Vice tweaked one of her nipples. “There’s no way I want to give up everything I’ve worked for to worship some run of the mill ancient god!”

“Matron Raemonica,” hissed the shadow, taking hold of the cloak she was wearing. With one swift movement, she tossed it aside, revealing her entire body for Ruth to examine more clearly.

The shadow’s skin was a dark red, her breasts larger than Ruth’s, but pert. She could imagine a porn star getting surgery to look like this, but her attributes were clearly supernatural in nature.

Curious tattoos wrapped over her shoulders and bare mons, intricate details glowing a fluorescent pink. Hearts within hearts, curling lines to show off spankable butts, and long, spiky tails. Very similar to the imagery on the medallion about her neck, when she thought of it.

Of course, that all made sense. They were all connected to this ‘goddess,’ after all. This shadow was Her creature.

“You’re not me,” said Ruth, baring her teeth. “You’re barely a shallow copy.”

The shade nodded gravely as she approached, a feral grin on her face as she watched Vice and Lust working on her body. The two cultists either hadn’t noticed the apparition, or she had been catapulted to another plane by their lustful actions.

The latter seemed more likely, as they weren’t paying any attention to what she was saying. It was as if they couldn’t hear her at all.

On edge, she could do little but wait for the shade to approach further, the looming smile growing in front of her as her doppelgänger lifted an arm, brushing her lips with glossy black fingertips. “Look at you,” she whispered. “You’ve already given in, you just haven’t realized it yet.”

Ruth frowned. “Nonsense. I’m still here, rebuking you. Go away, you ephemeral nightmare. I’m still in control here.”

The figure dropped her hand, her smile fading. “Yes, but for how long?”

The glow in her eyes pulsed. “Raemonica, Rae’shown!”

Her mouth gaped wide, showing off the forked tongue braced against her lower teeth, twin piercings running through each side. Ruth pulled back, repelled as she spotted the distorted tonsils in the back of the woman’s throat.

A crusty substance leaked from them, turning rapidly into a dark mist that began to flow towards her. As the shadow’s mouth hinged open wider, the mist expanded in volume, velvety voices whispering to her. Raemonica! Raemonica! RAEMONICA!

She clutched her hands over her ears, squinting in horror as the mass rammed itself into her mouth, pressing against her lips and cheeks like a solid gag. Gurgling in alarm, she shook her head as it thrust down her throat, filling her lungs.

Her vision flickered with pinpricks of light as the figure dissolved into shadow, a growling rumble in her ears. “I am you. You are me.”

When she took another breath, her dopplegänger had vanished, leaving behind a faintly sweet residue in her throat. She began to cough, her eyes tearing up as the terrible weight of the situation fell upon her shoulders.

It was pretty clear that her power had somehow been subverted, making it impossible for her to use without raising the danger of further corruption. She didn’t really need to use it to get out of here, though. She could get through on the strength of her own convictions. She was resourceful, astute.

This fake confidence fled as she came back down to earth, her body held in the clutches of the cultists. She was shaking, muscles straining as Lust plumbed her depths with her unusual tongue. She could feel a barbell piercing dragging against the side of her tunnel, enhancing her arousal.

This was so wrong!

Her hips shook as an orgasm took her, skin on fire as Vice massaged her breasts. The two of them had taken her on a ride, and she didn’t know how to thank them for the pleasure they had given her.

Wait, why was she thinking about thanking them? They were a part of this, too, a toxic mix of subversion, their influence spreading throughout her dark thoughts, making her more like them with every moment she submitted.

And why did that thought seem so damn exciting? There was something seriously wrong with her, and she was finding it difficult to care.

Not when her body was experiencing such ecstasy, pushed further by the wriggling tongue inside her. Why couldn’t she just let go?

Letting out a breathy growl, she tilted her head back, squeezing her eyes shut as the pleasure hummed throughout her body, Raemonica’s medallion burning at her chest. Yes. Just forget everything, and belong.

How could anything that felt this good be bad? She was finding it increasingly hard to separate the two.

The cultists were pleasuring her in the name of their Goddess, and she was accepting that pleasure. What could be more natural than that?

A smoky laugh chuckled in her ears, and she opened her eyes, staring at the ceiling. This was bad. The more she accepted the corruption, the worse it was getting. Her thoughts were already being twisted down the pathways their Goddess desired, and she didn’t think she could stop them.

Raemonica, Rae’shown! Glory to Raemonica!

Her lips were already moving, her thoughts turning into actions before she even realized what she was doing. Her breasts wobbled, squeezed and teased. Her tunnel throbbed, taunted and tormented. Wasn’t this what she really wanted?

No. She wanted even more!

Eyes blazing, she looked down at Lust, whose head was buried in her snatch. Grabbing her bare skull on either side of the blue mohawk, she pushed the cultist’s head into her throbbing pussy, angry at what she had done to her. She had turned her into a whore!

“Yes,” hissed Vice, slowing down her ministrations. “I can tell that you have succumbed to the first stage of the Goddess’ blessing. Let it flow through you as Her chains tighten upon your soul. Give yourself unto the pleasure and submit yourself to Her control. A greater purpose you cannot find in this world.”

Head buzzing, Ruth didn’t bother responding, grinding the cultist’s head into her crotch over and over again. Lust didn’t stop, her tongue continuing to swirl as it rotated around her tunnel, pressing in and out, that devilish tongue ring scraping at her sides.

Her muscles throbbed a second time, sending her into another crescendo of pleasure. Uplifted, she grinned down at the cultist below her, her head bobbing as she was serviced. That’s right. That’s where she belonged. Always at her thighs, providing her with what she needed.

She sighed in pleasure as another long tongue licked at her ear, the hot body of Vice pressing into hers as they shared the glory of the Goddess. Hands tickled at her breasts, fingers fluttering around and under as she vibrated against the cultist.

The hands slowed their strokes as the ecstasy eased. “This is only the beginning,” confirmed Vice, her voice growling with dark, masculine energy. “As each part of your mind submits to Her leash, more and more of you will be Hers. Your power will increase as your independence shatters, broken upon the rock of Her will.

She pulled her arms out past Ruth’s neck, forming a collar with sweaty fingers. “She is boundless; you are not. She is pleasure; you are wroth. Let your anger increase at her desire, then unleash it upon Her enemies. You shall serve, forgetting all your past wants and alliances. That is what it means to be truly Hers.”

Lost in the afterglow, she barely acknowledged the cultist’s words. The darkness within her was responding, cloaking her thoughts in sudden rage.

She gasped as Lust pulled her tongue from her pussy, clicking her tongue ring against Ruth’s clitoris as she drew back. Reaching out, she zipped up the suit, hiding her engorged privates within. Hidden, but not forgotten.

Shocked at her sudden aggression, she stood there stupefied as the cultists rose to their feet. Had she really just allowed them to do that to her? The lustful desires spinning in her chest seemed foreign, too.

Now that the afterglow was fading, she noted that her skin was still on fire with lust, the catsuit gripping her body without cease. The lubricant! They must have coated the interior with a powerful aphrodisiac. None of this was her fault!

This burgeoning hope was soon crushed as she realized the totality of the situation she was in. This goddess, ‘Raemonica,’ had somehow corrupted her shadow, teasing her, changing her into a form that was closer to Her liking. Then, she had allowed the cultists to have sex with her, and she had liked it.

She was dressed in this beautiful catsuit which had set her body on fire, and her libido was still boiling like a furnace. She would accept something, someone, anything inside her to fulfill this lust, and it was only going to grow worse.

She had to ask herself the hard question - did she really desire to escape? If she stayed with the cultists, the Goddess was sure to reward her further. That this might come with extra strings attached was starting to matter less and less to her.

In a haze, she watched with bemusement as the cultists wagged their butts at her, noting the long, spaded tails that extended from their asses. They can’t be human.

Did that matter? Who better to induct her into the service of their Goddess than creatures from Her realm?

When they turned back around, they had a few more accouterments to add to her outfit. Lust brought a collar up to her neck before she could object, but she quickly subsided as she realized that although the leather band had a series of rings, there was no apparent locking mechanism.

She was forced to raise her head as the thick collar was strapped into place, the band reminding her of how far she had already fallen. She couldn’t really excuse her behavior so far, and the more time she spent with them, the less she wanted to. Somehow, she had already decided that she was enjoying herself too much. Escape was getting farther and farther from her mind.

She frowned as Vice examined her ear. “These are just clip-ons!” she exclaimed, removing the fake jewelry. “This will never do. Lust, bring the piercing kit. She must proudly wear the sign of our Goddess’ blessing.”

Ruth’s lips parted, but before she could say anything, Vice stared her down with glistening black eyes. “Raemonica, Rae’shown,” she said, squeezing together her glossy black lips in anticipation.

“Raemonica, Rae’shown,” repeated Ruth, her objections subsiding.

Yes, of course, wearing gifts from the Goddess was only right. It would show the rest of the cultists how deep her indoctrination was becoming. She would fit in with the rest of them, worship the Goddess as they did. Become like them. It was the right thing to do.

The shadowy darkness licked at her thoughts, approving. Excellent. Her shade agreed, so she agreed. It was much simpler that way.

This détente almost crumbled as Vice lifted the piercer to her ear, but a quick pinch of pain, and it was all over, the cultist moving to the other side. Lust lifted up a red studded gem. “The fire inside your heart shall never go out while it is stoked by the Goddess’ desires,” she proclaimed. “Wear this proudly, and know that you are Hers.”

Scooting around to her side, the cultist pressed the stud through her ear, fastening the back in place. She could feel the weight of the gem as it glowed in her mind, the reddish color seeping into her thoughts.

There was something uncanny about the jewelry, but she was too far gone to care. “Yes,” she whispered, as the pain of the piercer struck her other ear. “Decorate me as the Goddess’ slave.”

The dirty talk made her thighs juice more, lust glowing in her core. It was all she could do to restrain herself as Lust fastened the final earring, making the set complete.

“You are almost ready to present yourself,” declared Vice. “Put on these boots, and we can go.”

She held out a pair of glossy knee high boots, identical to the ones the cultists wore. “Are these… standard issue?” Ruth asked, suppressing a laugh.

“Of course,” replied Vice seriously. “We must all look our sexy best for the Goddess.”

Ruth subsided, getting down on one knee to unzip one of the boots. The skull charm on the zipper burned in her hand, just like the medallion on her chest and the earrings in her ears. Another source of the Goddess’ influence, seeping into her body and mind, changing her into another suitable member of Her cult.

It was as effective as it was addictive. She couldn’t stop herself now, securing first one foot, then the other inside the corrupting boots. Her whole body was aflame, controlled by the Goddess. She was changing into an instrument of Her will, and it felt so good.

Once she was finished, she looked up at the two cultists, feeling the collar around her neck. She truly felt submissive, ready to do whatever the cultists demanded of her next.

They grinned as they took her hands, pulling her to her feet. “Look, Vice, she’s already most of the way there. A little… push, and she’ll accept the Goddess, completely.”

“Let’s take her to the club,” hissed Vice. “Bathe her once more in the Goddess’ lust so that she won’t want to break away.”

They tugged at her hands, and she followed, feeling strangely passive. “What does She want with me?” asked Ruth, feeling muddled as they drew her out into the hallway.

Sure, she would be a valuable recruit, especially as a former superheroine. But why were they bothering? They surely knew that other superheroes wouldn’t take this lying down. If they were trying to avoid attracting attention, this surely wasn’t the way to go about it.

The cultists led her down a medieval looking corridor, lit by flickering sconces mounted to the stone walls. She got the sense that they were in a crypt, or a dungeon, by the way the arched ceiling was split up into multiple sections. Where was she?

“She has declared that you will become the instrument of Her will,” explained Vice, squeezing her hands. “Once your initiation is complete, we shall bring you before Her, and she will explain further.”

“Won’t that be exciting!” exclaimed Lust. “An audience with the Goddess? Both of us would kill to be the center of Her attention!”

Ruth got the sense that the cultist wasn’t exaggerating, though her statement seemed only appropriate. If one had devoted oneself fully in servitude to the Goddess, how could they deny Her anything?

“As for now, She will not see you,” continued Lust. “We must prepare you to be Her tool. You need training before you will be properly able to comprehend Her majesty.”

“Oh,” said Ruth, feeling disappointed that she would have to wait to see the Goddess. “What kind of training are you talking about?”

“Service,” hissed Vice.

“Sex,” grunted Lust. “These are the two tenets of our faith. Once you have trained in both, you will be ready for Her.”

The two of them began to chant, but this time she didn’t recognize the words and couldn’t follow along. Feeling strangely passive, she allowed them to pull her along, through a heavy wooden door blocking the end of the hallway.

Darkness enveloped her like a cloak, and suddenly they were climbing a set of metal stairs, the kind you’d find in any office building. She craned her neck, looking behind them, but all she saw was a modern, metal door.

She frowned, trying to understand. It was clear that they had passed through an interstitial area, and now they were… somewhere else? What if she tried to go back through the door? What would happen then?

Fear pulsed in her heart, but it was dulled as the twin cultists led her up and out into the alleyway. She had seen this place before! This was where she had first infiltrated the cult!

She was very certain the place she had visited down the stairs was different the first go around. A buzzing realization struck her. That place down there couldn’t be natural. Instead, the Goddess had installed a portal to elsewhere, where the cultists could practice their corruption in peace. Very clever of her.

It would be impossible for the superheroes to beard Her in Her den if she didn’t exist in this plane of reality. She had no doubt that if they were to try, they’d find nothing more than a dusty basement.

Her lips began to move, unbidden. Raemonica, Rae’shown!

The repetitive phrase fell off her lips so easily lately, and she felt so good every time she said it. Shadows began to encroach on the lights in the alley, and she embraced their presence. They were a part of her, not a foreign entity to be feared.

A chuckling voice sounded in the back of her mind, and she smiled. Yes, she was growing to accept that the doppelgänger was not a separate entity, but another side of herself. Through her, the Goddess’ corruption ran rampant, spreading its tendrils into her soul. Soon they would be rooted deep enough that they could not be removed, and she couldn’t find it within her to care.

Her body was on fire, and the Goddess wanted her to be happy. These cultists would train her to be a good servant, and her needs would be met.

A strained voice crackled through the device hidden in her ear canal. “I’ve made some adjustments,” whispered Ceres. “Is everything okay on your end?”

“Everything is more than okay,” she replied in liquid tones. “The situation is under control. I will be radio silent for some time, but I expect I will be able to give you a full report in a few days.”

“Okay,” he said, hesitant. “You’re not under any duress, are you? Try to work ‘socks’ into a sentence if you’re in danger.”

“No, of course not,” she said, purring as the cultists stopped to give her pleased grins, their hands touching her sides. “Everything so far has been quite… pleasurable. Don’t contact me again unless I contact you. Otherwise, they might get suspicious.”

Reaching up to her ear, she grabbed the tip of the earpiece, extracting it and handing it to Vice, darkness thrumming in her soul. “Please, dispose of this. I won’t be needing it any longer.”

“My pleasure,” hissed Vice, crushing it in the palm of her hand. “You appear to have progressed further along the path than we had anticipated.

“Yes, we thought it was going to take longer before you rejected your past to take up the Goddess’ mantle,” echoed Lust. Her eyes looked like black holes. “It’s even more important that we finish your training. The Goddess will be most eager to remake you into a powerful servant, perhaps one of her inner circle.” She lifted a hand, stroking one of her sharpened fingernails over the tip of Ruth’s breast.

Her flesh tingled in response, arousal rising. “I would very much like that,” Ruth choked out, unsure whether she really meant it.

She was doing all this to keep her cover, right? If they thought that she was one of them, they wouldn’t be looking for a dagger in the back.

Yet, the more she said these things, the more right they sounded. The shadows roiling within her soul certainly felt so.

She blinked. It was not a problem. She would continue to do as they asked. That was the easiest path to take at the moment. She needn’t worry about her future. It was all taken care of. Ceres would help her. He always had.

Vice patted her on the shoulder. “Come. Let us show you the work She is doing to promote Her presence here.”

“I would like that,” she said, the words slipping from her mouth before she could think.

There didn’t seem to be a lot of thinking that was necessary lately. She just needed to feel. If she did what felt good, everything would turn out okay.

The cultists chuckled to each other, wrapping their hands around her upper arms as they kept moving. “It’s so much fun to show Her glory to a new initiate,” hissed Vice. “She has had a hand in this, surely, as there are few who are willing to embrace Her so quickly. You have been blessed.”

As they stepped out onto the sidewalk, she couldn’t help but feel that this was true. There was extra energy in her step, her body was alive, and she was incredibly eager to tackle whatever they were planning on showing her next. It was going to be spectacular. If only she wasn’t so horny.

The cultists gently turned her leftwards, bringing her around the side of the building. They pranced by a set of onlookers, who stopped to gape at their polished latex outfits. The old Ruth would have been embarrassed at being the center of attention, but now she derived a perverse sense of superiority from their gawking. They only wished they could look so erotic.

And, perhaps, some of them would, if they entered the club and partook of the hedonistic delights the Goddess surely had in store for them. There were definitely a few that looked curious enough to check out the club later.

She smirked, pressing a finger between her lips, sucking on it suggestively. One of them, a middle aged man with graying hair, gulped. She gave him a seductive wink, freezing him in place.

Damn, it felt good to let herself go. She was hot, she was erotic, and she was tired of hiding it!

Strutting on her platform boots, she almost regretted having to leave the street watchers behind as they maneuvered her into a brightly lit entrance.

A big man stepped out of the shadows, blocking their way. He grinned at them, gold teeth dotting his wide mouth, a faint yellow glow in his eyes. “Ladies,” he announced, spreading his arms wide. “Welcome to Club Red. Do you have gold membership?”

He paused as he examined them further, going pale as recognition bloomed. “Mistresses,” he continued, bowing low as he stepped aside. “It is good to have you back. The Goddess welcomes you.”

The cultists rustled at her shoulders, caressing her skin. “There’s no need to fear, Geordie,” chuckled Lust as the bulky man remained horizontal. “But do continue to be careful about discerning who the Goddess wishes to taste Her pleasure.”

Vice strode over to the man, patting his bald head. “She is pleased with you,” she hissed in her strange voice, moving her hand to tickle the bottom of his chin. “As one of Her faithful servants, your reward is not so far off.”

When the man lifted his head, Ruth was stunned to see how grateful he looked. He dropped to his knees, pressing his hands together. “Please, Mistress, put in a good word for me with Her. Raemonica Rae’shown!”

Ruth shuddered. It was almost pathetic at how he was groveling. She shuddered at this demonstration of the cult’s power. He was acting as if Vice somehow had the Goddess’ ear.

Lust leaned in, giving him a long kiss on the cheek. A look of ecstasy ran across the man’s face. “Could I… have another taste?” he asked, his voice husky.

Lust frowned. “Continue to be faithful, and I shall consider it,” she replied, stroking a fingernail down his shoulder.

He shuddered, but stood, straightening his body. “I will do as She asks, always,” he said, solid like a statue.

“Very good,” whispered Lust, licking her lips. “I will be watching you.”

The man dipped his head a final time. “Yes, Mistress.”

Whatever hold they had over him was quite powerful. She almost wanted to stop and question him about his experience, but Vice pushed her past them. Together, they strode through a curtain and an arched entryway, past a solid wooden door.

The heat licking against her skin grew as her vision twisted, resettling as they stepped into the club proper. The lights above were bright, but they were muted by a smoky mist rising off a large, rounded stage in the center of the room.

Two female figures were kneeling on the floor, hands spread in front of them as they arched their backs. Black hoods covered their faces, golden collars about their necks. Fishnets extended down their thighs, naked breasts hanging low.

An imperious, masked woman stood behind them, grasping twin chains that were linked to their collars. Her bright, red lips were lit with malicious intent, pierced breasts bared without shame. As she gave them a tug, a long whip held in her right hand swung down, crashing against their asses.

They moaned and writhed, enjoying themselves as their butts smacked into each other. The crowd cheered, glasses clinking as loud music thumped through the venue.

A blush took over her face as she spotted another chained woman being led down an aisle with a red gag jammed between her lips.

Vice was looking more vivacious than before as she took in the scene. She was truly in her element.

Ruth gulped, but she couldn’t help but feel aroused. Her slippery catsuit wouldn’t allow otherwise, and the dark whispers in her mind were making wicked suggestions she badly wanted to try.

Vice lifted an arm, pointing out the bound women on stage. “We’re not forcing them to do this, of course. They came to Her completely of their own volition. We simply provide the venue for them to explore themselves… thoroughly. And when we ask them to pledge themselves to the Goddess, they come willingly. It’s almost too easy. The Goddess is so wise and kind, far more than I would ever be.” She licked her lips, tongue ring rattling.

“If they come willingly, then why do you need to recruit people… like me?” she asked, confused.

Vice turned to her, pressing her voluptuous breasts into her side. “Not everyone who comes has the talents she needs. There’s always room for recruitment of those with special abilities. They just need a little more convincing.”

She pressed her mouth against Ruth’s ear, her tongue extending to give it a sultry lick. “The one she has been looking for… is you!”

Ruth jumped as a hand wrapped around her breast, giving it a soft squeeze. She looked down in confusion as her libido roared to life. “Tell me now that you don’t want this,” hissed Vice. “That you don’t want to be collared and led into Her presence as a subservient slave.”

She didn’t want that. Did she? Then why did the idea seem so enticing?

She frowned, unmoved. Reaching up, she pushed Vice away. “Don’t… distract me,” she said, darkness coiling in her mouth as a venomous hiss escaped her lips. “Only I get to decide how or when I submit.”

Vice looked a little shocked, but she quickly reclaimed her aplomb. “I see. The Goddess has chosen well.”

Lust suddenly appeared on her other side. “Since she doesn’t feel like joining the display, perhaps she would be okay with sampling some of Her gifts?”

“And what would those be?” Ruth asked, the darkness rising further as a murderous wrath stirred within the core of her being.

Lust didn’t seem to be afraid of her. “Come, let us show you the back, and then you can decide how you wish to proceed.”

Ruth hesitated. She was still in control of herself. She could refuse anything she did not wish to do. She should at least see what they had to offer. “Very well,” she said smoothly, her words choppy through the thumping beat. “But I’m not interested in becoming your slave, like them.” She nodded towards the women on stage, who had turned and were licking their Mistress’ boots.

“Oh, no, it’s very clear that She has far greater ambitions for you,” replied Lust, her black eyes glistening as she patted her shoulder. “Though many of us like to dabble sometimes. It makes the sex taste… spicier.”

Ruth made a noise in acknowledgement, not deigning her comment with a reply. Lust couldn’t know that there wasn’t a submissive bone in her body. That’s why she was having so many issues with her relationships in the guild. Although Ceres was the de facto leader, she found herself questioning his decisions far too often. It was a bad habit of hers, one which she hadn’t been able to break.

He had been tolerant with her, up to a point, but she sensed that it was coming to a head. They needed to sort it out, but not here, not now. Why was she getting so distracted?

The lights above were flashing, the hazy mist pulsing to the beat. Vice was leading her down a passageway, circling around the center stage past a series of booths. She caught glimpses of the patrons sitting within, brazenly performing sexual acts.

In one of the booths, she spotted a collared woman being made to eat from a dog bowl. In another, a man’s head was completely hidden under a horse mask, his hands covered with hoofed gloves that rested on the counter.

Near the end, she spotted a woman under the table, her head bobbing back and forth. It took her a few moments to figure out what was going on, but when she did, a shiver of arousal ran through her loins.

She definitely wasn’t interested in getting down on her knees, under the table, and servicing a man. Was she?

No, absolutely not. She was in control. She was in charge.

Rattled, she looked away, concentrating on the wispy strands of Lust’s mohawk. That seemed like the safest choice with all the grunts and moans reaching her ears from both sides.

There must be something about the atmosphere of this club that was removing everyone’s inhibitions, allowing their true selves to show. With the masks ripped away, the human animal was on full display.

What was it that the two cultists had told her earlier? Service, and sex. Both of them, combined. That was what Club Red was about.

There was a swinging door ahead, which the cultists led her through. She sighed in relief as the thumping music of the club was cut off. They were marching down a brilliant red velvet carpet, past framed images of people dressed in latex, having fun in various compromising positions. Why did everything here have to have so much sexual tension behind it?

It was a rhetorical question. This was a bondage club. Of course the patrons would come here to play with each other.

“How much does it cost for a membership?” asked Ruth, morbidly curious.

“Why, are you planning on joining?” asked Vice, flicking her head around to give her a predatory stare.

“I just… mmm, no!” said Ruth, her brain short circuiting as she tried to reconcile her desires with the vague feeling of wrongness in the back of her mind.

Vice chuckled. “Well, too bad, you can’t join. You’re not a patron, you’re staff.”

“That’s right,” hissed Lust, continuing to stroke her arm. “As a servant of the Goddess, no one would stop you if you stepped out onto the dance floor and demanded that they service you. That is your right.”

“My… right?” repeated Ruth, tasting the idea as she considered what the cultist had said. “I have that much power?”

“Of course!” exclaimed Lust. She frowned. “The Goddess was right to assign further training. You have yet to accept your sexual prowess and unlock your true power.” She squeezed her shoulder, letting her go. “At first, I thought you were like the others, but I was wrong. I should have trusted more in the Goddess’ judgment.”

She trotted up next to Vice, who had stopped in front of a shadowy door. Turning, she pressed her hands together. “Enter this chamber, and find yourself. Raemonica Rae’shown!”

Vice replicated her posture, nodding at Ruth. “Here, you will find the training you need. Once you leave here, you shall be blessed by Her presence. She shall never abandon you. Raemonica Rae’shown!”

Feeling bereft, Ruth repeated the phrase back at them, feeling unencouraged. Taking a step forward, she touched her fingers against the handle, giving it a soft push.

The door opened with a long, drawn out creak, the arched top vanishing into the shadows above. She hesitated, looking into the blackness. “Is this really the right place?” she asked, but the cultists were gazing at the floor, their lips moving as they chanted to themselves.

Frowning, she turned to look down the hallway they had just taken. It was… gone, as if it never had been there at all. A flat wall closed off any exit, elaborate wainscoting covering the bottom. A single, large painting took pride of place, dark purples and reds swirling together to form the figure of a voluptuous woman, who gazed out at her with ambition. Horns graced her head, a cloak about her shoulders, tucked in at the front to hide her assets.

As she moved her head, the woman’s glowing, red eyes appeared to be staring directly at her, but Ruth shrugged it off. Just an optical illusion, but disturbing nonetheless.

Shivering, she turned back to the dark room, banishing the disturbing image. She suspected that if she were to stare at it too long, the figure would begin to move, and she didn’t relish the idea of being startled by a simple image.

There were far greater things to fear, and this darkness was one of them. She had to prove to herself that she was still in control. That the Goddess could not scare her with parlor tricks or illusions.

Her boldness faltered as the door creaked shut behind her, cutting off all light. “Show yourself!” she commanded, displeased by this attempt to shake her resolve.

A howling growl rattled her spine and she froze, adrenaline pumping through her veins. She had heard that cry before, in her dreams.

The overhead lights snapped on, and she gasped. She was standing in the middle of an arcane symbol engraved onto the floor, red paint covering the marble surface.

Several lengths in front of her, a second symbol was embedded into the first, a narrow pathway between the two. The monster from her dreams was crouched in the middle, its furry head tilted to look at the floor. Its manhood jutted out from its crotch, the obscene length twitching in the air with each growl it made.

A woman was petting its head, stroking her hand down its neck, around a thick, leather collar. She was wearing a collar, too, rings jangling as her painted, black lips pursed.

“What is going on here, Solissa?” hissed Ruth, her hands curling into fists as she crouched, looking around for an exit.

The pale woman flicked her fingers through her pink tipped mohawk, showing no concern at the fact that she was mostly nude, her pierced nipples bared. Her eyes gleamed like white marbles, purple stripes running from her lower eyelids over her cheeks. “The Goddess has decided that you need more training,” she announced, wrapping her arms around the male creature. “We are to be Her instruments in this task.”

The trickle of fear in her chest mixed with the unwanted desire that seized her loins. It was strangely intoxicating, putting her in an odd frame of mind.

Deciding that they weren’t going to assault her, she straightened her pose, crossing her arms and schooling her expression. “I haven’t agreed to any such training just yet.” She tilted her hips, frowning as she watched the creature. “What is that?”

“Oh, him?” Solissa said idly, wrapping her hands around his neck and lifting his head until the flat nosed face was staring right at her. “This is a Ma’ghoul. The inevitable end result for those who cannot stop struggling against Her leash.”

She clicked her tongue, and the creature stood, grunting as it extended its spindly limbs, careful not to spike itself with the sharp protrusions at its elbows. His pallid chest exposed, he clicked his teeth together as he stared at her with obvious desire.

Solissa lifted her hands and unbuckled the collar around its neck, giving it a short pat on the shoulder. The creature grunted, turning to show Ruth its back. She gaped, trying to understand what she was looking at.

A pulsing mass sat on the creature’s upper back, thick tubes extending from either side to wrap around his neck. This was previously hidden by the collar, but it was now obvious that the creature was somehow plugged into his body.

The ma’ghoul grunted as the being on its back vibrated, standing up to give her a better view. It was yellowish, the color of sand, in the shape of a manta ray. Slits ran around its sides, almost like gills, but it had no eyes. It tickled the ma’ghoul’s back with tendrils that extended from the bottom.

More tubes ran from the creature’s body, connecting directly into the ma’ghoul’s spine. He lifted his head and made that unnerving cry again, his penis flexing as he dug his claws into his hands.

Ruth licked her dry lips. There was some kind of symbiosis going on here she didn’t understand. “Does it control his body?” she asked, her desire to flee increasing.

“They are bound together, as one,” explained Solissa, replacing the collar to hide the connection points. “As it rides his back, it passes to him Her commandments, though in a subtle fashion. The two are merged as one, the ma’ghoul unable to determine which thoughts originate within the harguest.”

She folded her hands, her eyes brightening as she took in Ruth. “Your transformation is coming along nicely,” she said, ebullient. “Such things as these will not bother you, in time. You shall know and understand that all must submit to Her yoke.”

Ruth snarled, taking a step back. The symbols below her feet glowed blood red, the air becoming stiff around her shoulders. The more she shoved at it, the more it pushed back, leaving her under no illusion that she was free to go.

She pressed her foot against the floor, experimenting with how far she could push it. The first step was fine, but as she tried to move it over one of the lines on the floor, it flared brighter, her toe slowing to a stop. It was some form of containment barrier, and she was stuck inside.

Solissa clapped. “I applaud your curiosity, but this training is not negotiable. The Goddess wants you to experience what she has to offer, and I am here to give it. I promise you that it won’t be too distressing.”

The fog that had descended over her mind since she had woken in the underground room seemed to have faded, giving her more control over herself than she had felt in days. Unfortunately, there didn’t seem to be any way for her to leave. That ugly monster was going to ravish her, and there was nothing she could do about it.

Unless. She hesitated, worrying at the odd idea that pricked her thoughts.

She didn’t have to accept this passively. She could embrace the shadows, and take control of the situation.

The only problem was that she had no idea what would happen when her other self took over. She already had evidence that the ‘goddess’ had corrupted her shade, and giving her more power seemed like exactly the wrong thing to do.

She didn’t want to face this reality completely sober, though, and using her shade as a cloak would keep her shielded, for a time. She was rather worried that she was coming to like the goddess’ corruption a little too much, but surely tasting of it once more wouldn’t be too harmful.

Sighing to herself, she let go, allowing the shadows to gather around her. Whispers licked at her ears, tickling at the canals as they slipped deeper into her brain. Giving in was so much easier than worrying.

A sultry chuckle escaped her lips as her stance changed. She was more aggressive. More assertive. She knew what she wanted and she would take it.

“Oh?” remarked Solissa, surprise gracing her lips. “Now, this is a change I wasn’t expecting.”

“And why not?” hissed Ruth, her voice taking on the characteristics of her shade. “Wasn’t it the Goddess who did this to me?”

She lifted her hands, curling them into claws. She lacked the talons of the ma’ghoul, but with the rage pulsing in her chest, she felt powerful enough to tear it limb from limb.

Her anger was only overpowered by her lust. Her pussy was wet, and whose fault was that? The Goddess.

If the Goddess demanded her service, shouldn’t she be rewarded for her obedience? Pinning Solissa with an imperious stare, she lifted the corners of her mouth. “Make him submit.”

Solissa’s surprise faded into a smirk. “As you desire,” she hissed, tugging at the ma’ghoul’s collar.

She barked a command, and the creature growled, dropping to its knees and splaying its legs apart. Throughout all this, his erection was maintained, an obscene reminder of what he was there to provide.

Ruth slid across the floor like a phantom, her eyes fixed to its throbbing head. The oily slickness of the shadow moved within her, suppressing her other self. Oh yes. This would be glorious.

She slipped a hand under her privates, seizing a zipper and pulling it open slowly, ever so slowly. Savoring the heat of her arousal, she slipped a finger up and into her pussy. She was so wet. So ready.

The idea that this was wrong skittered through her mind, but she barely gave it any consideration. This creature had been provided by the Goddess, and it clearly wanted her. Just as she wanted him.

Kneeling, she grasped the creature’s legs, wrapping her hands around his warm flesh. The ma’ghoul growled as she swung her ass over, sitting against the floor with her crotch pressed into his, the warm length of his penis trapped between them.

She ran her hands up his sides, touching the bony protrusions at his waist, admiring his muscled chest. There was a certain amount of charm to his figure, despite his rangy appearance.

He started to purr like a cat as she moved her gaze to his face, studying his appearance. Take away the jutting horns, the emaciated face, and the mottled, red flesh, and he would almost look handsome.

There might have been a glimmer of human intelligence behind the red pupils, but it was soon drowned out by eager lust.

She batted his arms away, snuggling herself even closer against his body, squeezing his dick. He groaned, grinning at her with his sharp teeth. Yes, there was a tiny bit of fear there, too. He could not throw her off and take her as he wanted, because to do that would be to disobey the Goddess, and he could not do that.

That didn’t mean he had complete control over himself, however. His dick twitched with excitement, a small dribble of white cum spurting from the tip. “So excited,” murmured Ruth, running her hands over his shoulders, stroking the strange creature perched on his back.

“A harguest, is it? It’s warm, like a small pet,” she exclaimed, tracing her nails around the edge of its body.

The ma’ghoul moaned, rolling his eyes and hissing as it stood up, the thick, ropy tendrils expanding under his collar.

Solissa cleared her throat. “Don’t tease him too much, or there won’t be anything left in the tank for you,” she warned. “While the Goddess has many resources, they are not inexhaustible.”

Ruth cooed, shifting her hips so that she could lever herself over the hissing creature. Grabbing his dick, she tucked it through the opening in her latex suit, sliding herself down in a short, but sure motion.

The creature grunted, wincing as he laid back against the ground, letting her take over. Just as she wanted. Perfect.

“Where do they come from?” she asked, holding back a moan as she rocked against him, taking it slow and steady.

“Ma’ghouls?” asked Solissa rhetorically, folding her arms as she waited for Ruth to nod in assent. “They are obstinate creatures who have rejected the Goddess’ blessing. Due to her influence, they cannot stop themselves from needing to rut, and without extra restrictions, they would run amok, disturbing her realm. To prevent this, they are mated with a harguest, which works to regulate their baser instincts. In this way, they too can become useful members of Her empire.”

“Mmm, but you haven’t answered my question,” pointed out Ruth. “Where did this one come from?”

“From the club, of course,” chuckled Solissa, leaning over to press her pierced breasts into the monster’s back. “It’s a natural progression for men who become a little too interested in our operation. They imbibe of Her corruption every time they visit, and if they refuse Her blessing, we harness them for Her, growing her army.”

“So this one used to be… a partygoer?” asked Ruth, frowning as she slowed down her thrusts, gazing upon the crazed face of the ma’ghoul.

If she used her imagination, she could kind of see what he must have looked like before being transformed. A strong chin, swept eyebrows, and fine boned cheeks, all of them twisted into a parody of what he once was.

Yes, he might look grotesque now, but she was hardly one to judge. Not when her body appeared to be changing, too.

She lifted a hand, glaring at her reddish skin, which appeared mottled, like the ma’ghoul’s. “Am I going to change into one of them?” she asked abruptly, pointing at the grunting creature as it thrust its hips up into her wet snatch.

“No,” said Solissa, turning to sit on top of the ma’ghoul’s head.

She prized his mouth horns apart as she settled her ass into place over his mouth, biting her lips as his tongue slipped into her snatch. “You’re slated for something much better. You won’t have to settle for being one of Her thoughtless slaves.”

“Good answer,” hissed Ruth, pumping her body into the ma’ghoul to increase the pleasure in her loins. “I would hate to have to betray Her to get what I want.”

Solissa moaned, the piercings on her breasts sparkling as she ground the ma’ghoul’s head into the floor. “And what does a fallen heroine demand from the Goddess?” she asked. “Why shouldn’t She force you to do what She desires?”

“Because if She does that,” moaned Ruth, “She’ll never get what She wants.”

“Why not?” grunted Solissa, her breasts jiggling as she ground her pussy into the creature’s mouth. “From where I’m sitting, it looks like She already has what She wants from you.”

Ruth pressed her hands against the ma’ghoul’s chest, rubbing her fingers over its muscled belly as she worked her hips, thrusting his dick deeper into her. Yes, that felt fucking awesome!

“Her hold over me is more tenuous than She knows. There are two sides to the coin of this personality of mine. The goody two shoes superhero, and the depraved slut of darkness you’re seeing now.”

She sighed in disappointment as the ma’ghoul’s penis began to jerk and spasm inside her. Sliding all the way down its length, she waited as the creature began to ejaculate, tensing her pelvic floor to milk as much cum from the monster as she could.

A coolness spread inside her, crawling corruption spurting into her womb. She spread her lips into a horrific grin as heat pulsed at her mons. Looking down, she spotted a glowing symbol appearing, curved lines swirling around a heart pierced with twin daggers.

Stroking the lines, she shivered with excitement. “I love these changes She’s making to me, but the other me won’t. If She wants to have all of me, She’s going to need to make a deal.”

“Very well, then,” grunted Solissa, resting against the ma’ghoul’s face as her body tensed in orgasm. “What is it that you want?”

Ruth gave her a cagey look as she began to hump the ma’ghoul again. “I don’t want to be a piddly little grunt. I have more worth than that. I want a place at her side.”

Solissa levered herself up on her knees, her teeth clenching as the ma’ghoul’s tongue worked her interior. “I think we might be able to come to an understanding.”

The two of them stared at each other with vicious grins.


Chapter Five

Jillian hummed to herself as she watched a pot of tea finish brewing, tracing her fingernails under the counter in a specific pattern.

Everything was going well so far. Angelica seemed to be adapting to her dark influence faster than she had anticipated, and she had managed to imbue her Goddess’ symbol into multiple discreet places all over the room, increasing her influence on anyone who stepped inside.

Now that her words had entwined themselves throughout the heroine’s brain, it was child’s play to convince Angelica that she didn’t need to confine Jillian to the cage. After all, where would she go? And what damage could she possibly do in the midst of a hero guild? Any or all of them could so easily overpower her small, frail form.

She had spent the next hour whispering new truths into Angelica’s ears, twisting her thoughts to turn her into a true supporter. She hadn’t yet embraced the Goddess, but it was only a matter of time until Jillian convinced her that it would be best for her to go visit Club Red. What happened after that wasn’t up to her.

She mustn't get ahead of herself, however. Her hold over the woman was still delicate, and could be removed if she wasn’t careful. That’s why she was brewing this wonderfully corrupting drink for them both to share.

Hot, wet, tea leaves, and a hint of sweet milk. She grinned, tugging at her leather bra, rolling back the black fabric underneath that covered her nipples. Just a little squeeze, a dribble of darkness, a tidy stir, and the drink was complete.

Moving the fine teacup to a saucer, she replicated the process, pouring a drink of her own with a second hint of added milk. Although this wouldn’t deepen her devotion to the Goddess, of course, she rather liked how her own milk tasted. It was a sign of how the Goddess had adapted her body to support her new role in life. As Her Devotress.

Moving the saucers to a tray, she moved swiftly around the counter, trotting down the stairs towards the plush sitting chair. She had brought up a second chair next to the first, sandwiching an end table between them.

Bending over carefully, she set down the tray, smiling at the dull eyed superhero. Her lips were working, but her consciousness was elsewhere.

While it was amusing to see her struggle so, it was time to bring her back to reality so that she could deepen her devotion further. “Angelica,” she said in a strong voice, lifting a teacup to her lips. “Let Raemonica remain within your mind and upon your lips. Rise to the occasion. Rae’shown!”

The confusion decreased in the woman’s dim eyes, and she perked up a little when she spotted the tea next to her elbow. Grasping the handle delicately with her fingertips, she brought it to her lips and took a sip.

A red glow flashed within her pupils, and a soft sigh escaped her lips as a hint of red remained behind. The blackness of her initial corruption had faded away, but the farther she fell into the Goddess’ grip, the more obvious the change would be.

Jillian noted this with satisfaction, glancing at the pristine white wings sprouting from the heroine’s back. If one looked closely, black streaks had infiltrated the center of each feather, indicating the woman’s slow slide towards corruption. Right on schedule.

Jillian set her cup back on the saucer, savoring the sweet aftertaste of her milk. “How are you doing?” she asked neutrally. “Have you completed the exercises I have asked of you?”

A gentle smile lit the woman’s soft cheekbones. “Yes, of course. I don’t know why I ever resisted. It’s so calm and warm in the depths of Her love.”

Her lips parted, and she stared off into the distance, mouthing words of worship. As it should be.

“Very good,” nodded Jillian, “but you must learn to hide your desires until the time is right. Her faithful will only be duly rewarded if they are not discovered before the mission is complete.”

A troubled frown settled on Angelica’s brow. “I do not know how to do this,” she complained. “How could we not share the delight of Her worship? So many are out there who do not believe!”

Jillian leaned over and pressed a finger to her lips, stopping her from saying more. “And they never will, if we cannot learn to teach them in a way they will accept.”

Angelica subsided, taking another drink of tea. She still seemed disgruntled, but at least she wasn’t actively resisting her suggestions. She was pleased. An overzealous recruit could cause just as many problems as a reluctant one.

Perhaps there would be a chance to ensnare a few more in her net before they were discovered.

“Give me your phone,” she ordered imperiously, holding out her hand.

Angelica looked a little confused for a moment, then her hand slipped into a pocket, producing a smartphone with a pink backing cover. Jillian tapped the screen, frowning when it came up with a lock. “What’s your password?” she demanded, waiting impatiently.

“Drak,” replied Angelica, blushing. “Three, seven, two, five.”

Of course she’d choose something like that. The woman was smitten. How useful.

Opening up the app store, she typed in the name of what she was looking for, humming with satisfaction as it appeared. “Club Red Relaxation.”

The app store approvers had no way of knowing that the soothing patterns the app provided also had the secondary function of bringing the user deeper into a suggestive trance. How could they? They had no concept of how the Goddess’ magic worked.

Triggering the install, she handed the phone back to Angelica. “Use this nightly,” she commanded. “It will help lead you towards a deeper understanding of the Goddess.”

“Rae’shown!” Angelica chirped. “Can I try it out now?”

“Of course,” replied Jillian. “But first…”

She spun the thumb ring on her left hand, concentrating. The darkness spreading out onto the angelic woman’s wings wavered, disappearing, her eyes returning to normal. With this, the others would have no idea how corrupted she had become.

This was trickier than disguising herself, and the projection wouldn’t last as long. She couldn’t hope to hide the changes happening to the heroine forever, but the longer she could stretch out this infiltration, the better.

Angelica hadn’t noticed her efforts, sighing as she stared at the screen. Her lips began to move, following the prompts on the display. She would be occupied with this for some time, her thoughts unraveling as her indoctrination was deepened.

Very good. She had other things that needed doing.

Rising from her chair, she climbed back up the staircase. It would be child’s play to find an exit or to confront the guild’s captain in the ops room, but taking on the boss man right away was a foolish idea. She would spread Raemonica’s corruption as far as she could before he caught on - that was the best way to win.

If all of one’s body has been subverted, what can the head do but follow what the body desires, into submission? He would fall, quicker than the rest.

It wouldn’t do to get ahead of herself, though. She was intent on examining the kitchenette further, looking for other ways to spread her Goddess’ influence.

Stepping around the counter, her eyes slid to the end, where a laptop was sitting closed. Well, now, that certainly had promise.

Shuffling over, she lifted the lid. Which victim owned this one, she wondered? There were no stickers or other adornments. Very utilitarian. Could be the boss, Ceres, or that fat muscled idiot, Mr. Bun.

Either way, the login name was generic enough. “MasterBlaster69.”

Juvenile and boyish. Hmm, what did that tell her?

At any rate, there was no point in trying to guess the password when she didn’t know who this user was. Fortunately, she didn’t need to.

Tucking a hand into her bra, she shifted it aside so that she could get access to the bottom. Glued to the interior was a small memory card, which she retrieved with a polished fingernail.

Superheroes would probably have searched her more thoroughly if they had known her true nature, but they had been lax. They would only come to understand how wrong they had been when it was too late, their minds caught in the traps she was sowing for her Mistress.

A tingle of excitement ran up her arms as she slipped the card into the laptop, waiting with glee as the screen buzzed with Her power. A command window opened up, text scrolling past as the necessary programs were installed.

The text box flickered, a series of dots appearing, then vanishing as the system automatically logged on with administrator rights. Hacking was so much easier with magic.

The apps rearranged themselves on the left side of the screen, a swirling logo appearing at the bottom of the list. “Club Red Relaxation.”

Of course there was a desktop version of the app, meant to entrance and subvert whoever used it. Sliding her cursor over, she opened it up, turning up the sound.

A pulsing, spinning circle appeared as the screen began to twist, soothing, new age music playing from the speakers. Frowning, she sighed, wishing wholeheartedly that she had time to keep watching, but there was much more to do.

“What is going on here?” croaked a harsh voice, a large, scaly green man standing at the entrance to her right. “Angelica?”

Jillian tapped off the music, spinning the laptop as she considered how to deal with this new threat. Drako had arrived sooner than she had hoped, and she didn’t know how Angelica would react to his presence.

Angelica sighed, clutching her phone as she tore her gaze away from the swirling screen with a force of effort. “Yes?” she asked, a mercurial smile on her face.

Slipping it into her pocket, she lifted one leg, showing off her svelte thigh. “Were you looking for me?”

Drako frowned, his wings flexing as he stepped down the stairs. “You seem a little frisky tonight,” he announced, his neck flushing.

Jillian leaned over the counter, watching the two of them with amusement. It didn’t look like she was going to have to help this encounter along. Angelica was too far gone, and Drako was far too clueless.

Angelica got out of the seat, leaning over to give the dragon man a good view of her assets. “I’ve been thinking,” she said, folding her hands together and squeezing her shoulders inwards to enhance her bust. “Why are we so awkward together? Why can’t we explore what we have? Together.”

“Explore?” asked Drako, slowing his stride as an uncertain smile grew over his face.

Jillian groaned. It was a strong move, but Angelica’s behavior was only confusing the man. Perhaps she did need to step in.

“She wants to fuck you, dragon man. Are you going to turn her down?” She imbued her words with a challenge, watching his face carefully.

The large man lifted his wings into a gigantic shrug, his blue loincloth shifting with obvious desire. “It matters not to me,” he growled in a low tone. “If she wants to mate, we mate. It is a simple equation.”

Angelica wrapped her hands around his shoulder, pressing her body into his. She got onto tiptoes, whispering into his ear. He titled his head to hear her better, the bright flush spreading over his scaly face.

Grunting, he grasped her body, tossing her over his shoulder, his left wing tilting so that it would clear her head. Turning, he began to climb back up the stairs, fixing Jillian with a piercing yellow glare. “I suppose I have you to thank for this,” he rumbled, his steps slowing as Angelica leaned in to give him a kiss on the cheek.

His lips twitched, eyes blinking sideways. Shaking his head, he carried her out of the room, the amorous angelic woman working her way down to his chin, peppering him with more kisses.

Jillian stopped herself from pumping a fist in the air. This was a mighty success, but she didn’t want to look too eager. There was far too much to go before she could declare success.

Returning to the laptop, she closed the lid, retrieving her memory card and hiding it away. She had a larger goal in mind, and digging for information wasn’t her primary goal.

She began to open various cabinets and drawers, looking for more supplies. Knives, cutlery, plates and cups, nothing useful. The rolling cart in the corner held promise, however.

Pulling open the top drawer, her mouth drew into a grin as she spotted paint and various drawing supplies. Perfect. Just what she needed to start building the portal.

Raemonica, Rae’shown!


Chapter Six

Sexual dreams chased Ruth in circles, hissing monsters penetrating her, again and again. She was no longer afraid of their inhuman features, reveling in the erotic attention. They were servicing her body, pushing her more towards the Goddess, who she would soon meet.

Once there, she would declare her obedience, worshiping Her presence along with all the other cultists. Her voice would be lost in theirs as they all praised Her equally.

The throbbing darkness parted, and suddenly, she was awake, the haze of adoration fading. She shook her head, trying to shake off the faint unease that had seized her body.

This wasn’t her. The longer she stayed here, the worse it was getting. With each day, more and more of her was being lost to this cult, and she was afraid that the process was only accelerating.

Tossing off the covers, she stopped at the chest of drawers, examining herself in the attached mirror. Her eyes were a bit red, bloodshot, but otherwise seemed more or less normal until she leaned in closer. Her pupils were definitely glowing a faint red. That was odd.

Black eyeshadow had been applied to the corners of her eyes, but it didn’t look like makeup. She ran a finger over the ridge of her eyelid, but it didn’t smudge. Either this was a special type of makeup, or it had been permanently secured in place by means she didn’t understand.

She couldn’t remove the black gloss from her lips, either, and what about her canines? Were those longer, too?

Gritting her teeth, she took a step back to examine the rest of her body. She wasn’t imagining it. The skin on her chest was turning a dusky red, and her arms and neck weren’t far behind.

Her breasts had been enlarged, as well, blackened veins leading outwards from her nipples, which had become tight, dark, prominent spots.

She had to admit that overall, the changes gave her a shadowy allure, but this wasn’t her. She wasn’t a temptress of the night, selecting a victim from the club to show off the hedonistic delights that were now dancing through her brain. Especially not when she was completely nude, wearing only the Goddess’ jewelry in her ears.

She gasped as the red gems glowed brighter, a thrumming whisper tickling her ears. “Who’s there?” she asked, her voice wavering as she looked for a speaker.

She was alone. There was no one there. This was bad. She was starting to hallucinate, too.

The easiest way to escape all of this was to wrap the comforting shadows of the night around her shoulders, and show herself out. She had gathered as much information as she could. Ceres would just have to be satisfied with what she had found so far.

Lifting her hands, she reached out with her mind, shivering as the darkness gathered within her soul. A flaring heat licked over her aroused nipples, her loins tightening in response. Yes, accept me into you, hissed the whispers, but she was too far gone now to respond.

Her mouth opened, a maniacal laugh escaping her lips. “She never saw it coming,” whispered Ruth’s shade as the Goddess’ corruption settled over her body like a mantle.

She lowered her arms, wrapping her palms over her breasts to give them a satisfied squeeze. “Now, to make sure that weakling never comes back,” she said harshly to herself, squeezing her thighs together.

She would give almost anything for another round with a ma’ghoul at this moment, but when the door creaked open, it was only Vice and Lust, their faces filled with glee.

“We’ve been watching you,” announced Lust, sliding her hands over her hips as she shivered with excitement.

“It takes a special person to accept the Goddess so quickly,” nodded Vice. “You know what you must do next.”

“Yes,” she hissed, turning to the two cultists, unashamed at her nudity. “Bring me to Her.”

Neither of them protested her demand, simply turning and walking into the dimly lit hallway. Taking this as her cue to follow them, she swayed her hips as she stepped out onto the stone walkway.

With the shadow cloaking her form like a second skin, she didn’t feel the cold. She didn’t feel anything but the erotic heat tickling her loins, urging her to submit to the Goddess. Not just yet. She wouldn’t give in without a few demands of her own. The Goddess owed her.

She followed the cultists to the end of the hallway, passing through the same set of doors as before, but this time there were no stairs beyond the open door.

Instead, she was in the large sanctuary she had visited the first night, concentric circles surrounding the table perched on the center platform. It was as she remembered it from before, the banner of Raemonica rippling in the rear, but the area was deserted but for the three of them.

She followed the cultists up to the platform, her gaze searching the gloom for anyone else. There, next to the banner. A glowering, slitted red eye was watching her with envy and lust.

“Who are you again?” she asked, crossing her arms as she stepped onto the platform, shadows whirling behind her back.

Hidden spotlights turned on, highlighting the woman’s figure with red light. Her military cap gleamed as she stepped forward, the light kissing her pierced nipples, breasts held upright by half moon cups. She chanted, raising her arms, elbows squeezing against her breasts as she curled her fingers inside her purple latex gloves. A plain, wooden box sat in her palms, the twisting logo of the Goddess embossed on top.

“Hae’binger sithvasteress bornotith Rae’monica!” she said in a low voice, bowing her head.

A gust of wind whirled through the room, a sudden shout coming from all around her. Cultists ran in from the shadows, bearing metal rods with hooked ends. Leaning over, they stuck the shafts into the floor, giving them a quick twist to pull off curved covers.

Her heart thumped as a big trench in the shape of a circle was revealed, bubbling with an unknown, red liquid. The cultists retreated as quickly as they had arrived, taking the covers with them.

The woman took another step forward, beginning a new chant. Uncertain, Ruth didn’t know what to do. The shadows were a comforting presence, and this was obviously a ritual in service to the Goddess.

What the cultists intended was not clear, however, and she didn’t like that. Was the Goddess going to bring her full power to bear, force her to submit?

Lust and Vice pressed their bodies into hers, sliding their slick catsuits against her sides as they linked their hands around her waist. “The Goddess wants to meet you,” they hissed like snakes. “She has looked upon you with Her favor. The final ritual is at hand. Will you deny Her?”

The pulsing thump of her heart sounded in her ears. This was the tipping point. What she decided here might be permanent.

A trickle of fear ran down her neck as her other self strained at the bondage she had been placed under. She was being held down by the slick wetness of the pleasure the darkness had brought, however, and there was no chance of her escape. Not now.

Her eyes lit up with barely suppressed heat. “As the Goddess wills it.”

Her legs trembled as she briefly lost control over her body. The two halves of herself were at odds, but with the shadows ascendant, what little remained of her heroic self couldn’t stop this. With the Goddess’ help, she never would.

The cultists were running back in with their hooks again, pulling off more covers, revealing a second concentric circle around the first. The arcane symbol glowed with the Goddess’ power, the rings brightening as the ritual quickened.

“Can you feel Her lust, Her desire for you?” hissed Lust, running a hand over her inner thigh. “She wants you to be Her creature. You are already halfway there.”

She was right. The changes she had seen earlier in the mirror were her. She had embraced her darkest impulses, and it felt good. This was what she had always meant to be.

“Yes,” she lisped, her tongue feeling odd inside her mouth. “Imbue me with Her essence. Make me Hers.”

The cultists chuckled with excitement as the chanting woman stepped over the concentric circles of red fire, choosing her steps carefully. She stopped in front of the table, bowing her head as she lifted the box upwards.

Vice stroked her shoulder, moving sinuously to open the box. Ruth caught a glimpse of long, sharp objects, and red gems nestled within its velvet interior. Confusion reigned until the cultist turned to Lust, handing her what looked like a golden, double ended icepick.

Before she could react, Lust turned and grabbed her right breast, squeezing it roughly until her nipple protruded. With one quick motion, she jabbed one sharp end of the metal rod into her flesh, pressing hard until the thicker portion of the rod was embedded inside her.

Ruth gasped, but beyond a sharp spike of pain, there was more pleasure, the heat spreading from her nipple through her darkened veins into her changing body. She hissed as the cultist pinched the ends, bending them around into a rough U shape.

She was distracted again by the thin rod being jabbed into her other breast, but Vice was just as proficient as Lust, and the pain was soon gone, replaced with an aching desire. They were turning her into a pierced slut, and she loved it. The only thing missing was a thick, meaty rod between her legs.

Grunting, she looked out at the room beyond, but there was no sign that a ma’ghoul was waiting in the wings. A pity.

“This is physical evidence of Her presence within you,” proclaimed Lust. “Wear them proudly as a sign of Her favor.”

Vice returned again, this time bearing a golden chain, with hooks at each end that she wrapped around the golden piercings. “Wear Her harness as proof of your devotion,” she declared. “Bind your thoughts with devotion and please Her with all that you do.”

As she let go, the chain swung towards Ruth’s belly, rattling against her skin as it tugged at her nipples. It was a line of fire, jerking desire. She had never felt this ready for sex before in her life.

The woman bearing the box closed the lid, setting it at her feet. Finally, there was silence, her chanting finished. A ring of cultists had surrounded the outside circle, their hands joined. This was an exciting moment, the calm before the storm.

The cultist lifted her head, staring at her with that sole, slitted red eye. “As Her Goddess’ First Devotress, Aventra the Arcane, it falls to me to bring you into the fold. I cannot think of any more desirable duty, to see the downfall of her former enemies and to transform them into Her faithful servants.”

She nodded at Lust and Vice. “The preparations are complete. Elevate her.”

The two cultists grabbed her shoulders, lifting her into the air. Aventra stepped forward, grabbing a set of polished wooden handles at the edge of the table, pulling them towards her.

A hiss of red flames tickled at her toes as heat ran up her legs. Gulping, she looked down at the inferno below, stoked hot by the power running through the circles.

“Within the Goddess’ fire, you shall be forged anew, given a new name in Her service. Your old identity, Shade, is no longer an appropriate name for one such as you will become. From this time forward, you shall be known as Strife, an avatar of Her wrath, Her lust, Her will.

“You shall do great and terrible things in Her name. Rae’monica, Rae’shown!”

The cultists dropped her, and she fell into the fiery pit of despair.

Warm liquid surrounded her, covered her, drowned her, and all she could see was molten yellow. She hadn’t even had time to close her eyes, and now it was too late, the liquid pouring into them, into her.

It wasn’t caustic, it wasn’t even hot. Just a pleasant warmth, filling her up, caressing her body. She felt strangely powerful, as if she could take on the world.

This was soon followed by an unbearable arousal that seized her loins, heating her up in a different way. She slipped a hand towards her crotch, but suddenly she was pulled backwards, thick ropy tentacles wrapping around her limbs.

Panic seized her chest, and she tried to struggle, but within the morass of the pit, there was nothing to push against. She was being dragged, and was helpless to resist!

The quality of the light bombarding her eyes changed, the opaqueness clearing up. She was sinking, falling, with craggy cliffs all around her.

Normally, the deeper one dove within an ocean, the less light would infiltrate the depths, but here the light seemed to be increasing, glittering gold beams playing against the steep walls as she was dragged deeper.

Tilting her head, she caught a glimpse of obsidian black ropy tentacles wrapped around and over her body. There was no way she’d be able to remove them herself.

Resigned, she stopped trying to pull away, her curiosity taking over. What kind of a place was this? There must be a bottom, surely, and what kind of creature would she meet once she reached it?

Her stomach heaved at that thought, but the darkness in her soul swirled, comforting her. The shadows had not deserted her. She would be fine.

Besides, this was Raemonica’s realm, or one of them, at least. The Goddess wanted her as a servant, and was unlikely to allow her to be eaten by one of Her creatures.

This was completely logical, but it only eased her stress a little. Her other self was just below the surface, ready to break free and regain control if she lost her concentration.

She gritted her teeth. It was so frustrating being like this! Somehow, her personality had been split since her initial encounters with the Goddess’ influence, and she wanted nothing more than to combine them again into one whole - preferably with her darker self on top.

A lumpy surface appeared below, rocky and dusty. Circular pits dotted the surface, making it look somewhat like an asteroid.

Extending from several of the pits were long tentacles, chitinous purplish black things, lazily drifting back and forth in the viscous fluid. Golden light sparkled from the palm of each ‘hand,’  leaking out through slotted surfaces.

She recognized them as being similar to the arms that were wrapped around her body. They must be pulling her towards one of those pits!

She didn’t feel very good about that. Twisting her body, she tried to get a better view of what was below her.

Yes, it was as she expected. A black, cavernous maw loomed in front of her, growing larger and darker as she approached. A gleam of light bounced off triangular surfaces deep inside, and she could easily imagine them as teeth. She shuddered, instinctively reaching out for her power.

A cloak of shadows rolled over her, the darkness below conversely brightening as she borrowed some of its intensity. The arms around her body immediately tightened, pulling her downwards faster than before.

As the floor opened up in the crater, she spread out her legs, digging her heels into the rock faces. Grunting, she pushed against the surface, her back creaking as the tentacles drew taut, rippling with tension.

They didn’t appear strong enough to pull her down, though. They were at an impasse.

But only for so long. She couldn’t keep this up forever. Eventually, she’d run out of strength, and then the beast would have her.

A flickering red glow above the lip of the crater drew her attention. She squinted as she breathed in another mouthful of liquid, the heat of her arousal almost distracting her enough to give in to the squeezing tentacles.

A voluptuous form loomed above, cast in shadow by flickering golden lights beaming over her well built body. A bright smile was on her face as she examined Ruth with glowing, yellow eyes, the slits running down the center of her pupils looking like daggers. “Why do you struggle?”

Ruth opened her mouth, gaping as she tried to understand what she was looking at. Her perspective was skewed, but the woman’s body was massive compared to hers.

She was wearing a thick posture collar about her neck, studded with sharp spikes. Her leather corset was similar, giving her a dominatrix vibe, though there was no whip attached to her belt.

What struck her the most was the sheer size of the horns protruding from her forehead, giving her a demonic affect. This was enforced by the glowing skull symbol on her forehead, and the violent red hue of her skin.

She had an aura of command about her, a charisma that signaled that she was meant to be obeyed. She had seen her in the paintings from before, and her name was on all the cultist’s lips. Raemonica.

Her mouth worked as she tried to find the words to express herself. “I don’t want to be eaten!”

A rolling chuckle escaped the Goddess’ lips. “It doesn’t want to eat you. It’s just flirting. These are My Pits, infused with My essence. I control everything that happens here, and I’ve taken a personal interest in you.”

She folded her hands. “Let’s call it professional courtesy. From one former nobody to another. It’s always amusing to watch a future Devotress being infused with my essence, their very being changed to elevate them into a useful servant.”

An extremely long tongue jetted out from between her purple lips, the forked tip curling around her wrist. She got down onto her knees, resting her belly over the edge of the pit. Propping her elbows against a ridge, she rested her chin in her hands, watching Ruth with a curious grin.

“Now, let’s begin,” She announced, flicking one of her beringed fingers.

A pleased growl came from somewhere below, a mass of tendrils flooding the cavernous pit. These were smaller and softer than the tentacles already wrapped around her body, and were glowing a malevolent red.

A group of them rushed upwards, wrapping around her thighs and smacking against her privates. She grunted, frowning as the larger tentacles stopped pulling her downwards. She wasn’t free to go, by any means, but the monster didn’t seem to be interested in bringing her closer.

That might mean… it was perfectly fine with dealing with her here!

She gasped as a knot of tendrils fluttered at her privates, suddenly having a terrifying thought about what was going to happen next. She glared at Raemonica. “What is this meant to accomplish?” she demanded, her belly flipping with discomfort.

The Goddess tapped a clawed finger against Her chin. “It’s the most amusing way I’ve come up with to infuse a servant with My essence. Although you are swimming in fluid imbued with My power, only a small percentage can leak through that earth worlder husk you call a body. The fastest way to speed up the process is to inject more inside you.”

Before she could react, a knot of tendrils rammed themselves into her pussy, a solid bulge pushing up towards her core. She gasped as her muscles jittered, squeezing hard around the spongy tendrils.

They acted a little like jelly, flexing and stretching as they pushed farther inside, seemingly unimpressed by how much she was squeezing on their length. While this situation should be profoundly unsexy, she was surprised to find that she was starting to get ridiculously wet.

As the ropy tendrils flexed and shifted, a trickle of pleasure flowed through her loins. She grunted and twisted her body, trying to get free, but the tentacles were rock solid.

In punishment for her wriggling, more tendrils rubbed over her butt, a second bundle probing at her ass. “No,” she moaned. “Not there!”

It didn’t matter what she wanted. For the first time in her life, she wasn’t in control of her destiny.

But wasn’t this what she wanted? To embrace the darkness and see everything the Goddess could do for her? It seemed a bit churlish to tell Her she wanted to back out now.

Firming her resolve, she gave the Goddess a firm stare. She wouldn’t back down. She would take whatever the monster could do to her and like it.

“There it is,” sighed the Goddess, sounding very much like a cat who had gotten into the cream. “Exactly what I was looking for. I rarely guess wrong when searching for appropriate candidates.”

The Goddess could be wrong? “Are you not a Goddess? Are you not omniscient?” she asked, sighing as the tendrils within her ass pushed past her tight sphincter.

Raemonica tossed her head back and laughed, a long, throaty chuckle.  “I’m afraid you earth worlders ascribe to us all sorts of interesting supernatural powers. Alas, we are not all knowing or all powerful. Especially not outside our personal domains.”

“Then what are you, then? Are we describing you wrong?”

Raemonica pulled her arms under herself, lifting her body up against the rocky rim. In this position, the slope between her breasts was clearly visible, a glowing, red amulet nestled in the crack. “We are the Mistresses and Masters of the Darklands,” she explained. “Nothing more. We fight for our territories and guard our properties jealously. There’s no higher explanation behind what we do.”

Ruth glared at her, grimacing as the tendrils began to work her body with more rigor. “Isn’t that rather banal? Isn’t there a higher end goal you’re striving for?”

“Why bother looking for something more when you can’t even keep what you have?” asked Raemonica, giving her a look of dark curiosity. “Survival is everything. If I ever lost my grip on power, Alish’tan and Korn’kran would destroy me utterly.”

“I see,” hissed Ruth, thrusting her hips forward to increase the friction in her privates. She was really starting to get into it now, her body humming as the tendrils violated her. “Still, what will you do after the two of them are gone? What plans do you have for the future?”

“How interesting,” chuckled Raemonica, clawing at the rocks with her talons. “You’re the first one to ask me that question.” The glow in her eyes dimmed. “I shall think upon it and let you know later.”

“You do that,” grunted Ruth, starting to lose control of herself. “I’m just going to orgasm until my brains trickle out of my ears.”

Her thighs rattled as her body jerked, juice exploding from her pussy. Her eyes unfocused as she took small, little breaths, breathing out her pleasure in a burst of exhalations.

The tendrils inside her pussy and ass began to expand, growing within her as they pushed deep, sealing in her juices as they injected some of their own. Twin balls of heat were thrust into her core, keeping her on the edge of ecstasy.

The heat began to reduce as the fluid was absorbed into her body, her bulging belly decreasing in size. At the same time, her breasts became more sensitive, her nipples standing at attention as they grew visibly in length.

“I’m changing!” she shrieked, tossing her head as Raemonica’s essence pumped through her veins, being distributed all over her body.

The chattering mess in her brain faded as devotion to her Goddess grew. This was why they worshiped Her. Not because of some cause she represented, but for what she could do for them.

She was truly being turned into Her Devotress, and she couldn’t wait for it to happen. That didn’t mean she wanted it to finish too quickly, however. It felt so good to be converted, she wanted to savor every last drop.

Better yet, the ecstasy hadn’t faded, and the tendrils had begun again, working her into a froth. She grinned at the Goddess with a fanatical smile.

“Remake me,” she groaned. “I want to become Yours.”

“As you desire,” chuckled Raemonica. “You will be my most treasured possession.”

“Rae’monica, Rae’shown!


Chapter Seven

Jillian relaxed, her feet resting on top of the bed as she watched the rest of the room with hooded eyes. She had returned to her jail cell to assuage the other superhero’s suspicions, but that didn’t matter all that much. There had been plenty of time to sketch her Goddess’ sign all over the room, making the entire chamber one giant trap.

The elder superhero, Nana, had returned, taking up her knitting and sipping tea from the pot Jillian had prepared. She had doctored the contents with her milk before the heroine had arrived, ensuring that the woman would be more susceptible on her second attempt.

It was almost too easy. None of them had figured out what was going on yet, and the more time she spent here, the stronger her influence was growing. If nothing changed, the entire hero guild would surrender to her Mistress without even putting up a fight! Wouldn’t that deserve a nice, juicy reward?

Nana sighed, leaning her head back against the plush chair, her eyes sliding shut. Excellent. She already knew the woman’s weak points. It was time to capitalize on them.

Spinning her thumb ring, she stopped pretending to sleep, shifting her chair to face the jail bars. Spreading her legs, she pressed her hands against her leather shorts, hooking her thumbs over the top.

“Tell me,” she breathed, imbuing her words with lust. “When was the last time you had your needs met?”

Nana pursed her wrinkled lips, shifting the knitting in her lap. She cracked her eyes open, studying Jillian’s gothic attire. “When you get older, you stop trying to look sexy,” she snorted. “That doesn’t mean you’re sexless, though. I get by, with a little help.” She gave her a salacious wink.

Jillian tugged with her thumbs, pulling her leather thong down far enough to expose her mons. “I’m not talking about getting frisky with yourself. When was the last time you shared your body, your desires, your soul with another?”

The old woman’s expression shuttered, her body seeming to sink in on itself. “I don’t want to talk about that,” she said harshly.

“I’m not trying to be insensitive,” insisted Jillian. “I’m trying to make a point. Your needs aren’t being met, are they?”

She spun her thumb ring, excitement growing in her chest. She almost had the women, she knew it. It was always so much fun to see her victims sliding towards corruption. These moments were what she lived for.

“I thought not. Have you even bothered trying lately?” she asked, pushing the woman further.

At this point, she’d either break or get angry, and she wasn’t certain which. She had plenty of ways to deal with either reaction, and she was quite curious to see which way this one would fall.

She wasn’t expecting the woman to completely shut down. Her lip quivered, but no tears appeared in her eyes. She said nothing, looking at her shriveled up hands as she squeezed them into fists.

Jillian adjusted her opinion of the old woman. She might have chinks in her armor, but she was strong. She’d have to adjust her tactics to bag this one.

She twisted her thumb ring again, grinning internally. The difficult ones were always the most satisfying to bring to heel.

“I’m not saying this to badger you,” she said with fake sympathy, “I’m just saying that you have a choice. You got old, but you didn’t lose your desires. Your needs. And using toys or your hands just isn’t enough any more, is it?”

Nana looked up, fire in her eyes. “So? And what of it? All of us have urges and needs. That’s what makes us human. That doesn’t mean we need to act upon them. Self restraint is honorable and moral.”

Jillian slipped a hand into her shorts, under her panties, pressing a finger against her clitoris. Damn, she was wet. It would only take a few more pushes and she would have what she wanted. That thought was intoxicating!

Nana frowned at her, but she really didn’t care, moaning with lewd abandon. Beyond satisfying herself, the whole point of this was to keep the woman thinking about sex, about what she was missing by keeping herself so buttoned up.

“Sure, sure, I’m not disagreeing with you,” Jillian hissed. “I’m sure nobody here expects you to be celibate, though. Live a little. Enjoy life.”

She stopped touching her clit, removing her hand and giving her finger a seductive lick. “If you think that’s not possible, then it might not be. But if you decide to change your mind, there’s plenty of help available to achieve your goals.”

“Who? You?” scoffed Nana, dropping her knitting as she sprang to her feet, spry for her age. “You’re just a gothic slut we stopped from joining a sex cult. Without our help, you’d be meat on the streets, whoring yourself on the corner for pennies on the dollar.”

The way her eyes flashed red with anger was glorious. She wasn’t even cognizant of how much she had already been corrupted.

Jillian got to her feet. It wasn’t necessary for her to reveal herself now, but she judged that there was little danger in doing so. The old woman wasn’t going anywhere. She was caught.

Gripping the thumb ring firmly, she popped it off, clenching it within her fist. At first, nothing happened, but that was to be expected, as she was still withholding her power.

The ring was a gift from the Goddess, allowing her to hide her true nature without conscious effort, but now she could let herself go.

Moaning, she thrust her arms out to either side, palms forward as a flush of heat billowed over her shoulders. A cry of pain escaped her lips as tiny wings sprouted from her back, her fingernails lengthening into claws.

Mumbling praise for her Goddess, she closed her eyes and clenched her jaw as her teeth began to lengthen, tongue writhing as it divided in two. Her knees wobbled as she grew a few inches, small spikes growing from her elbows as the rush of power flowing through her settled in her chest.

No more hiding from this decrepit grandma. None could resist her temptations!

Her tail hit the ground with a wet thud, spikes sprouting from its length. Lifting her head, she bellowed out praise for her Goddess, taking a step towards the edge of her cage. Reaching out, she touched the bars, ignoring the sparkle of electrical energy that ran down her red flesh.

“Tell me who I am again,” she roared, pinning the old woman into her seat with slitted red eyes.

She grasped the door to the cage and swung it open with ease. It had been made to contain superheroes with powers from this world, not interdimensional beings.

“I am Jinath’ra, Prime Devotress of Matron Rae’tonesthica, Seductress of Shadow, and Her loyal servant, here to bring Her truth to the lost and fallen planet of Earth.”

Nana’s eyes went blank, the objects surrounding her levitating into the air. Her gnarled hands wrapped around the front of the armrests, her chest heaving. “Stay away!” she shouted.

Saucers, teacups, and the tray were hurled at Jinath’ra, but she made a sign in the air and they bounced off a curved, purple shield that was only momentarily visible. “Weak and foolish,” she hissed, striding forward, up the stairs. “Why do you resist? She is already inside you. There is no escape from yourself.”

Doubt crept onto the old woman’s features, and she pressed herself deeper into the chair. “Don’t touch me,” she spat, a clatter coming from the back of the room as she pulled the paintings off the walls.

Jinath’ra folded her arms, pushing up her bust as she gave the woman a cheshire grin. “Why would I need to do anything? You’ve already decided, haven’t you? You just can’t accept that your only path forward is to let the Goddess’ power flow through you. To allow it to change you into something better.”

“No,” whispered the woman, wiping her sweaty hands on her cardigan. “It’s not possible!”

“Of course it’s possible. It’s already happened. All that remains is for you to decide whether you want to go willingly, or to be dragged every step of the way.” She bared a toothy grin. “I’m here to deliver you unto Her, one way or another.”

Nana’s neck strained, but she made no move to flee, which Jinath’ra would have stopped immediately. Her veins were bulging, spittle dribbling from her lips.

Her back arched and she gurgled in pain, cracking noises sounding from her neck. Jinath’ra watched her calmly as her legs jerked spasmodically, her eyes rolling up into her head. A long sigh escaped her lips, and she lapsed into unconsciousness.

Jinath’ra shrugged, a little disappointed at the result. This was one of several possibilities, and at the very least, it wouldn’t be as destructive as the alternative. It would take longer for her to incubate inside the Goddess’ bubble, and of course the danger of discovery would increase tenfold.

She frowned. Perhaps not, if she took a few precautions.

Running her hands under the comatose woman’s body, she lifted her with ease, cradling her form against her voluptuous bosom. “You might not appreciate this now, but in a little while, you’ll be a lusty little servant, just wait and see!”

A bubble burst from the woman’s wrinkled lips. She might look pitiful now, but she would be a strong supporter of her mission. Even better than Angelica, really, for the leader of the guild would have a hard time fighting against his own family.

Her limbs tingled with excitement. Oh, how she wanted to see Ceres’ face once he realized what she had done to him.

Waddling up the stairs with her cargo, she set the woman’s frail form down on the floor, in front of the cabinets. Grabbing a salt shaker off the counter, she began to create a small circle next to the elderly woman, chanting under her breath. A sparkling, purple portal began to swirl in the air, blackness shining in its center.

While in her natural form, this wasn’t particularly difficult to do, but it was finicky. If she wasn’t careful, she might summon an altogether different beast, and she really didn’t need a fight on her hands. It was already going to take her some time to clean up the mess Nana had made of the tea set.

She spread her hands, studying the energy flows. Cracking open a secondary portal was a simple matter of will. Ensuring that the portal went to the right place took skill.

Raemonica preferred finesse. That meant no summoning of grotesque horrors that would pollute the earth and destroy its inhabitants. The earth worlders must be brought to heel with Her soft skills of seduction, subverting and changing them as necessary to ensure a satisfactory result.

Flicking her fingers, she neatly moved a thread here, adjusting a line there. Good, it was shaping up correctly, punching a hole through reality into her Mistress’ breeding pits.

The first tentacle peeked out more quickly than she had anticipated, slapping at her breasts with rabid eagerness. She grabbed the end, redirecting it around her waist.

The slimy tip wrapped around the swell of her ass, pulling the bulk of its distended body through the portal. A single, large eye winked on its back as its sucker mouth locked onto her chest, a second arm wrapping over her other hip.

A thick tongue prodded at her belly button, and its eyelid half closed, the pupil glowing red as its body shifted color to a dark purple. It wasn’t happy that it couldn’t infest her. Too bad. She was going to give it what it wanted soon enough.

She clapped her hands together, twisting them as she pulled them back apart, banishing the summoning circle before anything else could get through.

Patting the creature’s head to calm it down, she turned and knelt next to the unconscious woman. Grasping the button on her corduroy pants, she pulled them open with finesse, revealing a pair of pink underwear.

Chuckling at Nana’s surprisingly girlish tastes, she tugged them down far enough to reveal the dark crack between the woman’s thighs. Although her skin was old and worn, with obvious stretch marks from birthing, her muscles were rather toned.

Good. This transition would be easier for her, then, as it wouldn’t take her as long to get used to her new body.

She gave the creature gripping her belly a sharp slap at a precise point below its eye socket, and it blinked once, startled. The arms gripping her hips slackened, and it fell off her body, landing on top of the unconscious woman.

Its bulbous body whirled around as it detected warm flesh below it, arms whipping as it rotated. A low, happy chirp sounded from somewhere within its bulk as it pressed itself into place on top of Nana’s privates.

Her body vibrated as the creature’s arms wrapped around her hips, snugging its mouth up against her pussy. She groaned, her arms moving spasmodically, but she soon subsided as the monster finished shoving its flexible tongue into her vagina.

The creature chirped again, its body convulsing as it shrank a minute amount, pumping the fluid it was storing into the woman’s womb. Jinath’ra knelt and gave it a little pat, admiring the sheen of its rubbery skin as it rippled, contracting again to force more essence into the comatose woman.

Jinath’ra grunted as she ran her arms under the woman’s body, shifting her towards the kitchen cabinets. When she awoke, Nana should have quite a change in attitude, but until then, everything was up to her.

Pulling open the cabinet doors, she examined the area under the sink. There might be enough room, if she sorted the miscellaneous cleaning supplies to one side.

Humming a harsh song to herself, she commenced with her work, moving bottles, sponges, and gloves as far back as she could reach. This completed, she started moving Nana. First, her legs, then her ass and head, cramming her into the tight space.

Nana moaned a little as her head hit the wall, but her face slid into a smile as the monster sucked at her pussy, injecting more essence into her body. Her skin was already less wrinkly, a rejuvenating effect already taking hold. She was being remodeled, from the inside out, into a useful servant of the Goddess. It was a pity she couldn’t remain conscious to see these changes, but it was unlikely she would have accepted them as she was.

Shrugging, Jinath’ra flipped the cabinet doors shut, hiding the ongoing transformation. She had better get the larger portal prepped, or she wouldn’t have a way out when she was inevitably caught.

Returning to her circle of salt, she rearranged it with her hands, making it larger. This necessitated adding some more from the shaker, along with specific symbols around the periphery.

Folding her hands together, she pulled on her power to create the seed of the portal. This was the second time she had done this today, so the rush of heat came more slowly, the swirling energy appearing more anemic.

She tweaked a few threads, then sat back and sighed. That was as much as she could do for now, as larger portals needed time to be built properly. There was no use in rushing it, or something unintended might happen. Her Goddess would not be happy if she managed to summon a two headed Elegor, or one of her prized Rapstallions.

Rubbing her fingers together, she gathered herself up, grinning as a soft moan came from the cabinet. It was time to clean up the mess the old lady had made during her struggles.

Trotting to the edge of the kitchenette, she pranced down the first few stairs, feeling confident in what she had planned so far. Once Nana had been transformed, she would use her and the angel girl to assault their boss, Ceres. When he succumbed to the Goddess, the rest of the guild would soon follow, making this corner of the city completely Hers.

It was enough to make her dance with glee, but she was quickly coming back down to earth. Yes, it was refreshing to finally be back in her natural form, but she would need to don her disguise to ensure that the last few pieces of her plan dropped into place.

Regretfully, she stuck her hand between her voluptuous breasts and retrieved the ring, jamming it back on her thumb before she could reconsider. The air shimmered around her as her transformation reversed, her body losing height as the mass was redistributed into her chest, giving her a somewhat pudgy belly.

Worse, she lost her tail, which she relied on quite often to maintain her balance. She shook her head. These sacrifices were necessary. If it was in service to the Goddess, she would do anything.

Crouching down, she began to pick up the shards of cups and pieces from the broken teapot, gathering them together on the metal tray. She was about halfway through when the telltale creak of a door sounded from her right.

The first one through was Ceres, just as prim and proper as he had been before, a scowl settling onto his face as he noted the mess she was cleaning up. Behind him followed a younger man, long brown hair drawn back into a ponytail.

A free spirit? This one had promise. She would have to test his mettle to see how easy he would be to twist.

As she sat back, she noted the similarity between the way the two men held their bodies, and the way their chins were dimpled. They were definitely related.

According to her intelligence, this one must be Thebe, Ceres’ younger brother. Unlike Ceres, who used his power of Premonition to steer his plans down the right path, Thebe had inherited a more indirect power, ‘Called Shot,’ which allowed him to help others to hit their target every time. A very useful skill for what Matron Raemonica had in mind. She needed to make sure she didn’t let this one slip away.

Once Thebe was in her thrall, it would be child’s play to grab Ceres. No distractions. She would corrupt them one at a time, knocking them down like the oblong objects in that earth game, dominoes.

“What on earth is going on here?” asked Ceres, frowning at the mess.

“Nana had a little accident,” explained Jinath’ra, giving him a sweet smile. “She left to go clean herself up, and I’m dealing with the mess. You know how it is - accidents happen at her age.”

“No, they usually don’t,” said Ceres in a clipped tone. “Her powers are usually sufficient to arrest any problems before… this happens.” He waved his arms at the broken shards.

Sighing, he pinched his nose and turned away, circling around the top of the room towards the kitchenette. Her heart lurched. He didn’t appear to buy her lie, but maybe it would be good enough to distract him onto a different topic?

“What’s this?” he asked abruptly, staring daggers at the open laptop sitting on the kitchenette counter.

He snapped the lid closed, turning to hand it to Thebe. “You haven’t finished your homework, have you? You’ll never graduate college at this rate.”

Thebe glowered, grabbing the laptop and wrapping it in his arms. “You said I could watch tonight’s Power Squad operation. I was going to do it afterwards.”

“That could take all night. You know how boring live events can be. If you don’t get it done now, I’ll force you to do it then. You might miss some of the action at a critical point if you’re distracted with differential equations.”

“Fine,” replied Thebe, looking petulant.

Ceres’ eyebrows rose. “You won’t be able to spend all your time ogling Kaze, either. I know you have a crush on the Power of Wind.”

Thebe squeezed the edge of his laptop, shaking his head. “You know I’m only watching for the action. I can’t wait to see how they’re going to close that unholy manifestation of a portal! From what I’ve researched, I don’t think it can be done with brute force!”

His face lit up as he began to list all the technical details he had dug up. “I’ve seen some unpublished reports online, and the investigators are saying that the portals put off trace amounts of radioactivity. They might be nuclear in origin, using the power of the atom to rupture a hole in reality!”

He shifted the laptop in his hands, staring off into the distance. “I ran some numbers based on the raw data, and the energy being used is enormous. There could be a tremendous explosion if they try to blow it up!”

His obsession was bordering on autistic, but Jinath’ra was used to the fanatical ways of the cultists, recognizing a little of herself in him. If she could twist that enthusiasm towards her Goddess, it would truly be a terrifying sight to behold.

Ceres raised his hands, trying to calm his brother down. “They’re not going to blow it up. We have some theories on how they’ve been opened, and they’re going to experiment with them to see if it can be closed.” His face split in a sideways smile. “If it explodes, it’s going to take out a major city park in the Mulberry District, and that’s just not acceptable.”

A red warning flag jerked up in her mind, and she stopped trying to piece together the last few shards of the teapot. Mulberry. That was where Club Red was situated, the seat of her Goddess’ power on this world.

To think that they had managed to find it, and now they were planning on destroying it? Unthinkable!

Her mind raced. She needed to report this as soon as possible, but her miniaturized portal wasn’t ready yet. Worse, if they succeeded at destroying the main portal, then she wouldn’t be able to summon her small ones. She needed to move her plans up and finish her tasks here as quickly as possible.

“Who is she?” asked Thebe, giving her a once over.

She tilted her head up and flashed him a bright smile. “My name is Jillian. Your father kidnapped me off the streets and is making me work as his personal maid.” She shifted her shoulders, popping out her chest. “But if you say the word, I wouldn’t mind being your maid.”

Ceres cleared his throat. “Stop telling lies. She’s directly involved in this operation against the Mulberry portal. She was about to step into the lion’s den, and we prevented her from visiting the cultist’s lair. We’re keeping her here until Artur’s Power Squad is finished with the assault against the portal.”

“Really?” murmured Thebe, his jaw slack as he stared at her face. Shaking himself, he gripped his laptop like a life preserver. “I’m going to go get that homework done,” he said aloud, a strange smile on his face.

This was going to be easy. The young man was already besotted. She only had to give him a couple of pushes, and he would fall, like the rest.

She pursed her lips, blowing him a kiss. “You do that. If you get bored later, maybe we could have a long talk.”

“Absolutely not,” thundered Ceres. “You’re staying here until the danger is over, and that’s final.”

“Then come visit me here,” continued Jinath’ra, twirling her fingers into a fist that she pressed over her heart. “I wouldn’t mind the company. He hasn’t even given me anything to eat!”

She carefully modulated her voice, glancing at Ceres to judge the effect. The man was getting progressively more angry, which was entirely her plan. If he made an outburst here, he would lose Thebe to her entirely.

Unfortunately, he made a concerted effort to restrain himself, though a vein bulged at his neck. “I’m not your keeper,” he said harshly to Thebe. “I can’t tell you what to do. What I can say is that you can do way better than getting involved with a two bit whore from Mulberry.”

“You’re right,” said Thebe, sullen, as he turned towards the exit. “You wouldn’t let me go out with Ruth, either! I should just hit the books and pretend I’m an automaton instead of a human.”

Bursting through the door, he let it crash shut behind him, leaving a dreadful atmosphere in his wake. How delightful! She had barely had to push him at all!

If she was lucky, Thebe would sneak away later for a little tryst with her, at which point she would have him completely in hand. First, though, she needed to survive this encounter with Ceres.

The man was still staring at her, so she went back to her cleanup. Could she make him angry enough to crack?

“It’s nice to see that at least one of the two brothers has a detectable libido,” she said drolly. “If you act any less sexual, you might as well be a gargoyle.”

Ceres straightened his sleeves, fiddling with a cufflink. “I’ll have you know that there’s always a raging inferno deep inside me. I keep it buttoned up so that I can navigate polite society. Your insults have no purchase on me.”

His anger was dissipating, being drawn behind a curtain of implacability. That approach had failed. Good to know.

She sorted through her options, working on finding another approach. Despite what he had said earlier, he was acting like a father figure to his brother. Perhaps that would trigger him?

Sitting on her heels, she smirked. “Keep buttoning up your brother, and see what happens to him. He doesn’t seem quite as moral as you are. We’ll see how well you can maintain your relationship once I’ve climbed into bed with him.”

His eyes flashed, arms trembling, but he restrained himself. “I can see where you’re going with this, you know. It’s blatantly obvious. I don’t even need to rely upon my ability to see it.”

Oh. That was going to be a real problem. She couldn’t outsmart a man who could see glimpses of the future.

She shrugged. “It was worth a try. Sometimes one can become so emotional they forget their good graces and common sense.”

His upper lip twitched, but otherwise he held himself together. Further provocations would be useless. Oh well. She’d just wait and try out her hand with Thebe.

Returning to the cleanup, she sighed as she finished placing the last piece of porcelain on the tray. Lifting it to her chest, she took a step towards the superhero leader. “Are you just going to stand there watching me work?” She gave him a salacious wink. “I don’t mind it that much. There’s a bed over there if you want me to give you an intimate massage. You know, to calm that raging inferno.”

His face twitched again. That hit had landed. Good. At this point, she just wanted him to leave so that she could continue her work.

A muffled cry of pleasure came from within the kitchenette cabinets, dampening her ardor. Had he heard that? She needed a distraction.

Taking another step forward, she jiggled the tray. “Move,” she ordered. “I need to finish cleaning this up.”

It was too late. He was already turning, frowning as he examined the bare counter. “I could have sworn I heard something,“ he murmured, taking a step towards the sink.

She set the tray down on the counter with a clatter. “Are you sure? You must be imagining things.”

“No, I most definitely am not,” he said strongly, moving over to the cabinet door and grasping the knob.

Adrenaline pumping, she could do nothing but watch as he pulled the door open, revealing the folded form of his grandmother inside. Disaster!

Nana made a feral roar, lurching at him with clawed fingers, face pale and bloated from taking in so much of the Goddess’ essence in such a short time. He jumped back with a yelp, but not far enough to avoid her grasping arms, her claws snagging his dress pants.

Jinath’ra rolled her eyes. It was too late for circumspection now. She would have to go with the direct approach.

Pulling off her thumb ring, she tucked it back between her breasts, ignoring the pain of the sudden transformation that wracked her body. Stepping forward with alacrity, she wrapped a hand around Ceres’ throat, under his chin.

Startled, he threw a punch into her chest, but she shrugged off the pain. She held on tight as her fingers grew longer, shoving him against the far wall. His transformed grandmother hissed as she pulled at his leg, her mouth opening unnaturally wide to take a bite.

Jinath’ra kicked her away, positioning herself so that the woman would have to get through her before she could reach the choking man. “Can your Premonition predict this?” she growled. “The plan I had never anticipated using? Well, can it?”

Gurgling, his eyes rolled as she pressed her body up against his, but not in a sexual way. This was a full on assault. Her prey wasn’t getting away to alert the others. He was hers to enjoy.

Leaning in, she mashed her lips against his, stealing a vicious kiss. “How about it, hero boy? Are you going to continue struggling?”

Tension in his neck, he gurgled, but his strength was quickly fading. He wasn’t giving up, though, damn it all. His hands were scrabbling at his belt, searching for something. Whatever he was looking for, it couldn’t be good. She needed to draw this to a close, quickly.

Letting go of his throat, she pressed him against the wall, hard. Her transformation was complete, and with her new height and strength she could easily overpower him. She just needed to change his mind.

Bringing her hands up, she pressed them against the sides of his skull. He grimaced, trying to twist away, but there was no escape. She opened her mouth and groaned, energy projecting from the palms of her hands into his ears.

“She wants you,” hissed Jinath’ra. “She will have you, as She will have all the others in your guild. You will serve, you will obey. That is the destined outcome. Look towards your Premonition. Believe it.”

She smiled cruelly as the dark influence of her Goddess began to seep into his eyes. It wouldn’t be long now.

A sharp nip came at her thigh, distracting her from her purpose. Looking down, she growled at Nana, who was trying her best to gnaw through her leathery skin.

There was no way her teeth could pierce through, but she couldn’t reason with the woman. Reaching into her reservoir of energy, she sent a strong pulse down through her legs.

Stunned, Nana sat back on her ass, crying out as a roar of power blasted through her skull. “Sit. Obey!” she demanded. “Good girl. Wait your turn.”

Turning back to Ceres, she frowned. An odd smirk had appeared on his face. “You will lose,” he groaned, smacking his head against the wall with a sharp crack.

His eyes rolled back in his head and his body went limp. Shit.

While other methods could be used to convert him into Her service, her primary method wasn’t effective if the victim was comatose. She could summon another Falgon from her Mistress’ domain, like the one she had used on Nana, but that would take too much time.

Grabbing his shoulders, she set him carefully onto the floor as her mind turned, sifting through the possibilities. She paused as she noticed a small device tumbling from his curled fingers.

Picking it up, she examined the unfamiliar display. It looked a little bit like a small radio, with a short stubby antenna on top, but it had a glowing display on the front, with cycling text.

HIDEOUT COMPROMISED. RETURN IMMEDIATELY. DANGER. DANGER.

Damn. It was probably a canned message that had only required him to punch in a short code. She might not understand the technology, but the situation was obvious. There was going to be a shitstorm here shortly, and she was the nexus.

There wasn’t time to convert Ceres, or to train Nana to behave. She needed to blockade the room so that the portal could finish forming.

She glanced at the swirling globe of purple energy, trying to get a feel for how long it would take to coalesce. She frowned as she studied the edges, which had gotten a little fuzzy. That was unexpected. It should be getting sharper as the rent in reality deepened, but instead it seemed to be dissipating.

Her gaze dropped to the floor. Oh.

While Nana was under the grip of uncontrolled hunger, she had slid her way through the circle of salt, messing up some of the symbols on the periphery. It wasn’t ruined, but if she did nothing, not only would there be no reinforcements, but there would be no escape, either.

This was bad, but she had faced worse. She just needed to keep the heroes occupied so that she could fix it.

Displeased, she rose to her feet, raising her arms as she summoned forth her inner spirit. A shimmering outline settled around her form, glowing red energy that licked over her shoulders.

Heat spread throughout her body, and her arousal climbed a few notches. There was a suitable recipient laying sprawled over the floor, but there was no time to indulge herself. A pity.

“Lagustr’oum altarest bonkinium!” she roared, the power swirling around her.

For a brief moment, there was calm, and then the power fled from her, leaving her exhausted. There, that was the best she could do. Her barrier wouldn’t be enough to stop the heroes, but it might slow them down long enough for her to complete the portal.

She examined the feral woman staring at her with hungry eyes. “Wait your turn,” she said acerbically.

The woman opened her mouth and whined, revealing razor sharp teeth that had extended from her gum lines. Another suitable servant for the Goddess. Soon, she would be reveling in the ecstasy only her Mistress could provide. Her rational mind would not come back until she was bound to Her, controlled by Her.

The portal. She couldn’t afford to be distracted while working, especially not by the groaning man on the ground.

His eyes were slitted open, examining her with keen intelligence. That would never do.

Striding over to his fallen body, she dragged him towards her, straddling his waist. “I can see you’re awake,” she said sharply. “I can’t have you interfering at a critical moment.”

“What are you going to do, knock me out again?” he groaned, giving her a smirk. “They’re all going to come for me. There’s no way out. Instead of capturing me, we’re going to capture you, and then you’re going to tell us what the hell is going on here.”

“Oh, it’s not hell,” chuckled Jinath’ra. “But you earth worlders can rarely tell the difference, because you see so little of the universe.”

She unbuckled his belt, tugging at his pants until his privates were exposed. “Besides, you might be changing your tune in a minute. Just wait and see.”

His dick was flaccid, but to her expert eyes, it wasn’t completely limp. Good, that would make this much easier.

“The science of sex magic is very simple, in theory,” she explained clinically, pulling down her bra to give him a good look at her supple breasts. “The arousal of bodies doesn’t generally follow what you logically want. As you are experiencing right now.”

She gave him a knowing grin as she grabbed his dick, giving the length a squeeze as she rubbed the head with her thumb. He grunted, hands flexing into fists as he suddenly moved to attack.

“Ra’chast!” she barked, a blast of energy pushing him back against the floor. “You’re a feisty one, but I’m in control here. Watch me and despair.”

Blood flooded his throbbing member, unbidden, the length jerking upwards into her warm hands. Stroking him expertly, she ran her hand all the way up and down his length, pinching her fingers together to give him a good squeeze at the base.

“There, isn’t that much better?” she asked, pleased at its wobbling length. “I would love to have a personal taste, but there just isn’t any time due to the silly little distress signal you sent.”

He groaned, shaking his hips as he stared at her in disgust. “Perfect,” she exclaimed, letting go, her pussy stirring at the sight. How she wanted to plunge it into her snatch, to worship its hardness, to grind and pump herself on its prominence until it spurted out its juicy cargo!

Alas, she could not. This would have to suffice.

She raised her hands, touching the tips of her fingers together. “Dangastaly Rostrumitan!” she murmured, gritting her teeth as more of her energy rushed out of her body.

She was getting dangerously low, but she had to hold on. Waiting for delayed gratification sucked, but it would all be worth it once she bowed down in front of her Goddess with a surfeit of new servants!

Ceres’ throat bobbed as a steel cage appeared around his cock, locked behind his balls. “This is called a Man Trap,” she announced, sliding her fingers over the latticework of the cage.

A throbbing rubber flange inside worked at the base of his penis, sucking at his length. “If you move, it will cause pain,” she warned. “As long as you remain still, it will pleasure you until you explode, then start working on you again. It will torture out as many orgasms as it can, punishing you until I turn it off. Do you understand?”

“Understood,” said Ceres grimly, sighing as he set his head back against the hard floor. “Is there a point to all this? You can torture me all you want, but I’m not going to crack. My friends will arrive before you could ever hope to accomplish that.”

“I think you have a higher estimation of yourself than I do,” exclaimed Jinath’ra. “Everyone has a breaking point. Everyone.”

She waved her fingers at him. “Have fun with that. I have more important matters to attend to.”

He groaned as his hips jerked upwards, the first orgasm seizing his body as the device continued to milk him. The fight had drained out of him, but she knew better than to leave him alone.

She snapped her fingers at Nana. The woman’s skin was porcelain white, smooth, without wrinkles. Streaks of blackness leaked from her eyes, excess essence bleeding down her face.

“Sit on him,” she ordered. “But do NOT taste.”

Nana growled at her, pawing at the air, but she got to her feet sprightly enough, moving smoothly over to her grandson and sitting down on his chest. She touched his belly, pawing at him absently, like a wild animal.

That was the best she could do. She needed to get back to the portal, quickly, before it lost all definition.

Crouching in front of the swirling ball of energy, she began to shuffle the piles of salt around, recreating the symbols with painstaking accuracy. There was urgency in her movements, but she couldn’t allow herself to make a mistake.

Every corruption required unique circumstances, but they all had to be done properly.

Her grin returned as the symbols took shape. It looked like she was going to be able to salvage the situation. The Goddess would be pleased.


Chapter Eight

All was quiet on the roof of the building but for the clatter of the running air conditioning unit. From her current position, she had a perfect view of the park square below, the pathways laid out neatly like a map.

The square in the center had white marble steps leading up to it, and carved, ionian columns at the perimeter. A plinth for a statue was at the center, but it was currently bare, a swirling purple portal whirling on top.

The park was not yet complete, the Goddess using the prominence as her place of power in this world. It was invisible to most, but somehow the group of superheroes assembling at the parking lot knew of its presence. She had to stop them, or the Goddess’ power in this world would be greatly reduced.

“Are you ready for this?” hissed her companion, her face pale, eyes glowing.

Strife caressed her rifle, admiring the shiny carbon steel of the barrel. It was perfectly machined, engraved with designs meant to increase its accuracy. She had little experience using one like this, though she had done plenty of target practice when she was younger.

It wasn’t exactly her weapon of choice, but they had been forced to move quickly. The Goddess had demanded that they make this attempt, otherwise She would have to retreat and restructure all of Her plans, which was unacceptable.

Strife felt uncomfortable at being given this much responsibility, as she had only recently emerged from the Pits, her body remodeled at her Mistress’ pleasure. She had barely had time to admire the deep red eyes and permanent tattoos her new Mistress had bestowed upon her.

She could not refuse Her commands, but she had asked whether another would be more suitable. Her request had been denied, and she had been dressed in a latex suit and given suitable accouterments to assist her in her mission as the Goddess’ assassin.

She had to admit that this role suited her better, as she could no longer think of herself as a naive hero. She had learned so much in the Pits, and she couldn’t help but want to bring others to Her, to show them Her glory.

She had denounced her old name in front of the Goddess, taking up Her mantle. From henceforth, she would be known as Ruthless, for that, in truth, was how she felt. She would be relentless in support of her Goddess.

“Wind is coming out of the northeast, at five miles an hour,” announced Solissa, looking at her instrumentation. “Check your distance.”

Strife leaned in, examining her scope. “From here to the square is about a thousand feet,” she announced, turning the rifle to get a good look at the superheroes. “I can see the Power Squad. Looks like Artur is getting ready to lead them up. They’re in full dress, ready to attack.”

“Must not care what the civilians think about this,” muttered Solissa. “We should not expect them to hold back.”

“Well, we won’t, either,” breathed Strife, watching as the lead hero pranced about in his shiny armor.

A long sword was strapped to his waist, a solid gorget about his neck. All he needed was a helmet, and he could be on a movie set. A true medieval popinjay. What a fool.

Standing out was a great way to get yourself into trouble. It was better to stay hidden and work from the shadows. Like her.

“They’re moving up,” she sighed, shifting her rifle to look over the Power Squad.

The woman in the lead had a form fitting outfit, a blue mask pinned to her face, her white hair a frizzy mess. Intel indicated that this was ‘Kaze,’ a Japanese heroine possessing the power of the wind. She certainly appeared breezy, ready to enter any room and knock them dead with her effortless beauty.

The woman walking beside her was also thin, icy blue waves shifting over her form in never ending white caps. Her hero name was ‘Deep Undertow,’ and although she could drown you in water, she usually preferred to pin her opponents down with ice spikes.

The next hero was a firebrand with spiky red hair, smoke flickering about his forehead. ‘Conflagration’ was this one’s name, and he certainly did look the part. An arrogant smirk lit up his face, probably from unfounded confidence gained over many years of burning his enemies to a crisp.

The final member was rather mysterious.  ‘Atom Bob’ was a rather generic sounding name, but it was probably a good clue to his powers. His body was covered with a thick, metal suit to contain the radiation his body naturally generated. A red nuclear symbol glowed on his back, warning away anyone who might get too close.

Together, they were four formidable elementals, capable of manipulating the primal powers of nature to bring their enemies to their knees. She shuddered.

Her new powers were for clandestine operations. There was no way she could defend herself against them in a stand up fight.

“When should I try to stop them?”

“Wait until they’re busy trying to attack the portal,” suggested Solissa. “They’ll be most distracted then.”

“Okay, but I’m not going to wait too long,” grunted Strife, feeling impatient.

She frowned as she studied the rest of the park. “They’re attracting a lot of attention. If they attack indiscriminately, there will be significant collateral damage.”

Solissa grinned. “Better for us, then, right? They might be reluctant to go all out.”

“Perhaps,” she whispered. “Despite how much they might claim to be on the side of the good and righteous, heroes are rarely pure of motive. There are many who would accept such damage in their desire to eliminate those they consider evil.”

“Of course,” replied Solissa. “It falls to us to show them a more… pleasurable path.”

She paused. “Now, concentrate. We’re getting to the critical moment.”

A whisper of unease flickered through Strife. This talk of superheroes and villains… which was which? Was she really doing the right thing?

Her resolve firmed as she tightened her grip on the stock of the rifle. Of course she was. Being loyal to one’s cause was the only thing that mattered in this world, and she had sworn her allegiance to the Matron within Her Pits. She was Her creature, nothing more.

The leader was approaching the steps to the portal now, the Power Squad spreading out in a line behind him, their heads shifting to look for any threats. Her grin grew. There wouldn’t be any they could possibly detect.

Artur drew his sword, prodding at the base of the plinth, the tip running through the lower edge of the portal. When he withdrew it, the tip glowed purple. Ah.

Normally, most would be unable to see the swirling mass of energy unless they possessed the magic necessary to create one. As it had been explained to her, very few people existed on this plane with such powers, and the few that did were likely granted that ability by their bloodline or a patron on the other side.

Suspicion grew in her chest. If that was the case, then maybe Artur…?

No. Not possible. He was detecting its existence with the unnatural power imbued into his sword. Such an icon of purity and goodness would never get caught consorting with the likes of Alish’tan or Korn’kran, and this power didn’t appear to be innate.

It was still an outside possibility, though, and she stored it away to bring it up with the rest of the cultists later. They ought to know better than her whether Raemonica’s enemies were making a move against her.

Her eyebrows twitched into a frown as she studied the rest of the Power Squad. They were setting up to do… something, but she couldn’t tell what their plan was. Would they turn the entire plinth into a block of ice? Ravage it with an inferno? Or attack with some other combination of their powers?

The winds were beginning to shift, swirling above Kaze’s head as her hands moved in an arcane gesture. Conflagration turned towards the swirling mass, his head igniting like a roman candle. He manipulated his fingers, directing sparking flames into the spinning wind.

Instead of snuffing out the heat, the flames spun in a circle, increasing in intensity. A spike of ice shot through the center, moderating the flames as they whirled around and around.

Atom Bob glowed a deep blue, a hiss of steam escaping the mouth of his suit as he joined in too, a rounded shell forming around the mixing fire and ice. Fear trickled down her spine. “It’s a bomb! They’re going to toss it into the portal!”

“Take the shot. Trust in Her,” hissed Solissa.

Strife pulled on the shadows, slowing her heart. In a split second, she swapped from tracking Artur to aiming at the center of the swirling mass. She had to stop them!


Adjusting for windage, she stroked the trigger. The symbols along the length of the barrel glowed a dark purple, a whip crack of energy spurting from the tip.

One second, two, then the bolt hit the bobbling orb of elemental energy, zipping through to the core. For a brief moment, nothing happened, and then it imploded, the elements mixing into a caustic blob.

This lasted for less than a microsecond before it destabilized, expanding with terrifying rapidity. The resulting explosion knocked everyone to the ground, a crackling crystalline structure spreading out from the center with deadly spikes.

From her vantage point, the shockwave arrived before the crackling boom, a heavy pulse rattling her chest. “A solid hit,” she reported. “Damage unknown.”

“You didn’t shoot him,” roared Solissa. “Eliminating the leader was the sole purpose of this mission, and you purposefully avoided him!”

Strife continued watching through the rifle, trying to figure out the situation on the ground. “You are not correct,” she replied calmly. “The objective is to preserve the Goddess’ influence on this world so that She can rebuild Her strength and renew Her energy in Her battle against the other Lords. I judged that disrupting their attack was the best way to achieve that goal.”

Solissa grabbed Strife by the shoulders, turning her around. Her eyes flashed, the tattoo on her forehead glowing with malevolent energy. “Your mission is to do what She says,” growled the witch. “Perhaps your loyalty is not as strong as it should be. She was a fool to trust a new convert with such an important mission!”

Strife lifted her arm, placing a fist underneath the woman’s chin, jabbing her with a sharp needle that projected from her gauntlet. “I have done exactly as She commanded,” she hissed. “Do not question my devotion. You have no idea how hard I have fought to drag Ruth into the darkness.”

The woman’s face went pale, and she backed off, her motions jerky. “Very well,” she said, tight-lipped. “Let’s get out of here. With Artur still alive, if they survived that explosion, they are likely to track our position quickly.”

She turned and knelt, picking up a steel rod. Gripping both ends tightly, she slid it apart into two pieces, waving them in the air to summon the purple energies of Raemonica with which to open the portal.

While she was occupied with that, Strife grabbed the spotting scope the witch had left with the rest of her supplies, crouching as she studied the park below.

The explosion appeared to have stunned the group of heroes, but not damaged them significantly. Much of this could be attributed to the quick reaction time of the hero dressed in the lead lined suit, who had pushed the others to the ground before the explosion. Some kind of shield had been erected on top of them, keeping them from the worst of the blast.

That had now faded, and they were angry. Kaze exploded into the air like a buzzing bee, her head looking around for the source of the shot. “You had better hurry up,” she remarked as the woman’s head fixated on their building. “I think they’ve spotted our position.”

“You can’t hurry a portal summoning!” complained the witch. “Do something to slow them down!”

Unease roiling in her belly, Strife shifted back to the rifle, picking it up and crouching on one knee as she aimed for another shot. It wasn’t likely to do much now that the heroes were alerted, but it should make them more cautious.

She waited patiently until it became painfully obvious that the heroes were moving their way. It was rather a surprise to her that they all had the power of flight, but in retrospect, she should have assumed they were hiding more talents than their intel was aware of. Either that, or the wind hero was levitating all of them.

If that was the case, maybe a shot between her eyes would disrupt her concentration?

Holding her breath, she touched the trigger, hesitating now that her target was a human. This was an irreversible step, and faced with the potential consequences, she wasn’t sure she could commit.

Nonsense. Hadn’t she pledged herself, body and soul, to the Seductress of Shadows? There was nothing she wouldn’t do for Her.

She squeezed her index finger, prepared now for the tremendous recoil from the infused shot. A bolt of purple jetted towards her target. Whirring past on Kaze’s left side, it streaked into the park, slicing through one of the columns. Artur moved like a gazelle, catching it before it could fall towards the gawking crowd. What tremendous strength!

Strife thought she had missed, but from the way the hero was manipulating the air, it quickly became apparent that she had deflected it. Damn. Once alerted, there was nothing she could do to stop them, as she had feared.

“Solissa!” she shouted, her voice becoming nervous as she spotted the towering flames jutting from Conflagration’s head. “They are impervious to my shots!”

Her mind was skittering all over the place. She needed to focus. “I can’t even slow them down! You had better be almost finished!”

A hissing icicle sliced past her ear, and she dropped the rifle, reaching for the shadows. If the portal wasn’t ready, she’d have to take the zipline they’d prepared earlier.

Rotating her arm in a half circle, she summoned a wall of darkness that shielded the heroes from her sight. She couldn’t attack them, but they couldn’t see her. It would last long enough for her to get out, one way or another.

“There,” breathed Solissa, her polished black lips glimmering as her self assured smile returned. “It’s open. Let’s go!”

A lurid purple circle was rotating against the side of the rumbling air conditioning unit. Without hesitation, Solissa ducked inside. Strife had no idea where it led, but she couldn’t be choosy. Since they couldn’t see through her wall of shadows, the Power Squad might elect to wipe the entire roof clean, and she didn’t want to be here when that happened.

That didn’t mean she couldn’t leave a little gift behind for them to find. Grinning cruelly to herself, she plucked off a rounded device from her belt and tossed it onto the roof.

“Send my regards to the Lord of Despair,” she said loudly, grinning at the stirring cloud of shadows as the Power Squad materialized, ready to blast her.

She slipped through the portal as the device spinning towards them exploded into a cloud of caustic gas, her malicious laughter fading as the portal snapped shut.


Chapter Nine

There was no more time. The heroes had arrived, and they would soon break through her barrier. She could already hear them banging on the walls, trying to find a way in.

They would figure out a way, soon. It was inevitable.

Jinath’ra sighed, straightening her limbs as she stretched her muscles. The symbols had been recreated, but she was unsatisfied with how much the portal had strengthened. She had to face reality - it wasn’t going to be large enough for her to bring through the reinforcements necessary to secure this guild for the Goddess. The best she could do was to escape with as much of her ill gotten gains as possible.

Unfortunately, with her portal being so far away from the main portal, there was a refractory period that had to be taken into account after each transit. It would behoove her to get started right away, or her own escape was not guaranteed.

She snapped her fingers at Nana, whose eyes had dulled with time, saliva dribbling from her chin. “Stand,” she ordered imperiously. “It’s your turn.”

The feral woman swallowed, standing unsteadily on her lithe legs. Her hips had widened, her breasts thickening. Youth glowed in her face, ragged black hair dangling over her shoulders. Her jaw dropped, revealing sharp fangs, a faint glow of hunger suffusing her face.

Bespelled as she was, Jinath’ra had no trouble guiding her to the portal. She was rather glad about that. She didn’t need to be wrestling with the transformed woman, and she was hardly equipped to start her training here. It was much better to send Nana to the experts in the Pit.

Nana’s clawed feet padded across the floor as she stepped into the portal, her ass winking as it was swallowed up by shimmering purple. The texture of the portal became murky, a solid sheen that could not be penetrated for a few minutes until the passageway recharged.

Jinath’ra chuckled to herself, wondering what Ceres would think after his grandmother had spent some time with the Disciples. Although she had been sitting on him for about an hour, the man had been semi-comatose due to the Man Trap. She was fairly certain that the truth had not yet settled in, and she rather wished to be there when he finally understood what was being done to his family.

Alas, she suspected that events were conspiring against that outcome. She had a difficult choice to make here: should she escape through the portal and risk her Goddess’ wrath, or send Ceres instead, leaving herself to be captured?

Both options seemed workable, as the other heroes hadn’t seen her true nature, besides Angelica, and she didn’t matter.

Heroes were a suspicious lot, however, and they might not believe her story. She twisted her lips, trying to decide.

Well, she was waiting for the portal cooldown. She could have some fun with Ceres and think about her options at the same time.

Swaying her hips, she sashayed over to the prone man, taking stock of the situation. The Man Trap lay quiescent, for the moment, satisfied at how many orgasms it had managed to milk from him. Any further stimulation would simply be counterproductive, without outside intervention.

Fortunately, she knew just the thing to perk him back up. Taking hold of the medallion of Raemonica dangling from her neck, she swung it out over the groaning hero. Her breath hissed in a soft incantation, a glow of purple surrounding the circumference of the medallion.

A ray of light sprung from the front, covering Ceres’ crotch with the Goddess’ blessing. The Man Trap glowed in response, then vanished, leaving behind a thoroughly chafed dick.

Kneeling on his legs, she raised her voice, swapping to a different chant. The energy danced, touching every inch of his cock as it swirled down to the base. The red marks disappeared, his erection returning. Everything had returned to as it was, before the Man Trap had begun to torture him.

If she was feeling particularly cruel, she could put him back in the trap, but that wouldn’t satisfy her. The endless hunger rose as she studied the fat head of his dick, wanting, needing to taste him. She had held herself back for a long time. Why not take a little reward before sending him through the portal? She had to wait for it to reconstitute, anyway.

Letting go of the medallion, she scooted herself up his legs. “I’ve seen the looks you’ve been giving me,” she claimed, lowering her voice into a sultry purr. “It’s rather common for men to lust after things they can’t have. You’ve always been a good boy, a moral person, looking for someone upstanding, haven’t you?”

“And what has that gained you? I don’t see a girlfriend, wife, or a suburban house in your future. That life isn’t for you, is it?”

Ceres twisted his head away, refusing to meet her gaze. “That was never the dream,” he replied, tight lipped.

“No, of course not. You wanted the bad girl, the gothic girl, the slutty girl, but you knew she wouldn’t be good for you, so you avoided her, and all others like her, didn’t you?”

Ceres said nothing, but from the way she was acting, she knew she was on target. Her grin grew as she pounced forward, running her hands over his hips. “I’m right here. You could take me, right now, and I wouldn’t complain. I’d love to get to know you better.”

His face drew into a rictus grin, and he balled up his fists, saying nothing. His dick jerked upwards, a small drop of precum shining at the tip. She wrapped a hand around his prominence, giving it a soft jerk. “Look at it. It’s willing and ready to take me. You just have to let it happen.”

She paused, stroking up and down a few more times, pleased at his warmth. “Are you really going to say no? Come on, tell me not to. Tell me to stop this. To stop pleasuring you. To stay off you. To go away and not come back.”

Ceres kept looking away, saying no such thing. She had him. Perfect.

“I’ll take your silence as an answer all of its own. You want this. You want me, and what I represent. The bad side of town.”

Lifting his dick, she levered herself up onto her knees, moving his cock into position. “Never let it be said that I forced you. You wanted this.”

Rotating her hips forward, she plugged his dick into her pussy, sinking all the way down until the meaty rod filled her tunnel. She groaned with satisfaction, dark lips working as she tasted victory.

Now was the time to seal the deal. Leaning forward, she placed her hands on his chest. “You’re inside me now, bad boy. I’m going to milk you until you cum, and then you’ll be all mine.”

She began to roll her hips, rocking forward and back in a consistent rhythm to provide the friction necessary to massage his dick with her gaping pussy. This was immensely pleasurable for her, and from the strained expression on his face, she knew she was hitting the right spot.

His breathing increased in intensity as his shoulders pressed against the floor, his teeth gritting together as he hissed in pleasure. “You won’t last long,” she declared. “The Man Trap already primed you for sex, and I am in control. Once I speed up, you won’t be able to do anything other than cum. Cum.”

This dirty talk forced him to face the reality of the situation. Unable to look away any longer, he tilted his head to give her a terrified gaze. She knew exactly where his fear was coming from - he knew he couldn’t resist this.

She began to laugh, speeding up her rocking motion. “You can see it coming, can’t you? Your inevitable defeat here. Once you spill your seed, you can’t go back. You’ll be a man who fucked an enemy. A turncoat. A blackguard. Despite what the others say to your face, they won’t trust you. How can they, when you so easily had carnal relations with a cultist?”

The man’s fear mixed with shame, the emotions flitting by one after the other, but eventually, they all vanished, replaced with one emotion she recognized very well: lust.

He began to participate, trying to press his hips upwards, but it was only interrupting the rhythm. She pressed a finger to his chest, slowing to a halt. “Stop that. I’m the one in charge here.”

He growled, but subsided, resting his head against the floor. “What the hell am I doing?” he asked rhetorically.

“You’re getting fucked, and in a few moments, you’re going to give me everything I’m asking for,” Jinath’ra declared. “Count on it. You don’t need Premonition to foresee this outcome.”

She began to shimmy her ass, returning to the rocking motion from before, but this time with more intensity. “I’m milking your cock,” she declared. “Feel it becoming rock hard, the tip pulsing with desire. You can feel your semen moving inside, priming for ejaculation. Soon, you won’t be able to control yourself, painting my insides with your sperm like a wild animal.”

His dick was stirring, following her every word, as if it was sentient. He was right on the edge. “Wait for it. When I give the word, you’ll give me everything you’ve got.”

A vein bulged on his neck as he strained, trying to hold it back, but it was too late. She had him.

“Do it. Cum for me. Cum for your Mistress. For Raemonica. For the Goddess. Fill me to the brim.”

His mouth gaped wide as a long, low cry escaped his lips. His cock pulsed inside her, warmth filling her pussy. She sat down on his crotch, waiting with patience as it pumped all of its contents into her canal, filling her up so full that some of his semen began to drip from her pussy, making a mess.

Satisfied, she let out a long sigh, letting herself deflate as the pleasure of dominating his body began to slowly wind back down. He was freefalling off a cliff, too, and soon he’d be able to think rationally again. More’s the pity.

The room shuddered, the lights above swaying back and forth gently. “What was that?” she frowned, reaching out to see if her barrier had collapsed.

No, it was still intact, but there was a significant dent near the front entrance, as if someone had tried to punch a hole through it. That was manifestly impossible, of course, as no physical blow could hope to destroy her magic.

Ceres choked with laughter as he studied her alarm. “You have no idea what just happened, do you?” he wheezed.

She pressed her fingers into his chest until a pained expression flitted across his face. “No, I don’t. Please enlighten me.”

A self satisfied smirk replaced the pain, a sense of peace settling onto his features. “In about five minutes, Mr. Bun is going to come smashing through that door, and then you’re going to be turned into peanut butter faster than you can say P, B, and J.”

Jinath’ra frowned. He was bluffing, wasn’t he? “That’s not possible,” she said nervously. “My barrier is not purely physical. To get that kind of result, his punches have to echo into the ether.”

Ceres shrugged. “It doesn’t matter what you think is possible. The cold, hard reality is that it’s going to happen.” He grunted, shifting onto his elbows, giving her a wary grimace in case she decided to push him back to the floor. “That’s right, I’ve already seen it happen. My power of Premonition tells me that you’re screwed.”

She raised an eyebrow. “That’s only if I’m exceedingly foolish, as you have just been. Don’t you realize that by telling me the highest probability of what will happen, you’ve already changed the future?”

Grabbed his shoulders, she shoved him back to the floor. “If your goal with revealing this information is to get me to leave without you, you’ve succeeded. But you haven’t bargained on the fact that I’ve left you several surprises to deal with. And I already have your grandmother.”

She grinned as all the color bled from his face. “That’s right. That strong, youthful, insane creature earlier was your Nana. Just wait and see what happens to her after we’ve had the opportunity to train her to be a loving servant of our Goddess. Chew on that as you wait for our return.”

Raising her hips, she sucked at her lower lip as his dick slipped from her wet pussy. “I hope you enjoyed that as much as me,” she remarked, dropping a hand to give her clit a gentle massage. “Next time, I guarantee you’ll want it even more.”

“There won’t be a next time,” he glowered. “A nasty slut like you can only think of sex, but we’re coming for Her. There will be a reckoning for all the damage this Raemonica has caused, and I will get my Nana back.”

Jinath’ra squeezed her thighs together. “The only thing you’ll be getting back is another chance at joining Her side,” she returned, shuddering as the last gasp of pleasure shivered up her butt cheeks. “Think back to the desire you felt for my body at the darkest moment of the night, and despair that you can’t have it.”

She leaned over, showing off her voluptuous chest. “Not until you give in and serve Her.”

Flicking her tail, she spun, her wings fluttering to give her an extra burst of speed towards the portal. The room shook again, her barrier taking another beating. It wouldn’t last more than a moment, but a moment was all she needed.

A hop, skip, and a flap of her wings, and she was gone.


Chapter Ten

Strife felt a sense of trepidation as she climbed up the stone stairs.

There were three staircases up to Raemonica’s octagonal throne room, marching up the long cliffs. Depending on how well the Goddess favored the supplicant, you might be climbing up the right side. If you were on her bad side, you would take the left. Only visiting dignitaries or condemned prisoners took the center, parading up a red, velvet carpet to greet Her glowering presence.

On this occasion, she was still favored, but that might change after this meeting. She would have to be persuasive enough to sway the Goddess before Solissa could poison her mind. It would not be an easy sell, though she felt that her actions fell well within the bounds of the orders she had received.

The sky was a dark violet, caused by the constant storms that formed within the Darklands. That made the mountainous terrain surrounding the fortress look rather gloomy, but she liked it. Her shadowy powers were supercharged here, making her feel right at home.

They were rapidly approaching the open air pavilion where the Goddess’ throne sat. She had been here only once before, when she had been christened after graduating from the Pits.That time, it had been a joyous occasion, intimate and sexy. Now, she was returning to report a failure, shame burning its way across her neck.

“Your decision to target the bomb cost us dearly,” hissed Solissa, nagging at her heels like a dog. “Why couldn’t you have taken out their leader? That’s what you were ordered to do!”

Failure was frustrating enough, but now she had the damned cultist haranguing her, too! Had the woman always been this annoying, or was she simply seeing the truth after spending more time with her?

No. She wouldn’t allow the cultist to twist her perception of the scene. She had done what the Goddess had asked of her, and she would tell Her so. There was no need to be concerned by the inane chatterings of this annoying woman. She wasn’t the Goddess’ arm of vengeance.

Grasping the shadows around them, she pulled them over her shoulders, like a cloak, her body vanishing into the darkness. This left Solissa with nothing to talk to, nothing to grasp, her feet missing a step as she tried to rebalance herself.

“Damn you!” she griped, stubbing her toe against the final step. “You can’t just hide from Her! Take responsibility for your actions!”

“Take responsibility for what?” asked a sultry voice from further into the octagon.

Strife stepped through the stone threshold, eyes searching for the Goddess. In front of her were two wooden trap doors built into the floor, covered by iron lattices to keep them locked shut. Beyond, there was an elevated platform, an enormous, plush leather chair mounted in the center of a rounded carpet that looked like a pool of blood.

The chair was made from rich, dark brown hardwood, the back carved with twin succubus monsters who arched their long necks to form a heart shape. Raemonica’s form filled the throne entirely, a clawed hand massaging an elongated skull mounted to the end of one of the long handrests.

Legs crossed, she watched Strife approach with an idle smirk on her face, a fist placed against her cheek. This was evidence enough that her cloak of shadows would be unable to confuse the Goddess, which was well enough. She had no intention of betraying the being who had put her deepest, darkest impulses in control of this body.

She noted the great, glowing orb that hung above the throne, swirling a violent purple as it swung within the chains that secured it to the outside pillars. A physical symbol of the Goddess’ current mood, perhaps?

Approaching the throne, she let her shadows go, kneeling as she pressed her head against the stone floor. “Goddess,” she murmured, waiting for Raemonica to acknowledge her presence.

“Rise,” commanded the Goddess, and she straightened up, folding her arms behind her back.

“We have failed,” Strife announced. “The hero Artur still lives.”

The sconces mounted on the stone pillars around the periphery of the octagon roared, the flames reaching high enough to lick at the bottoms of the stone slabs that connected the pillars together. Raemonica’s smirk faded, but she didn’t seem especially displeased.

“It’s all her fault!” griped Solissa, gesticulating wildly. “She never even bothered to shoot at him! It’s no wonder he survived!”

Raemonica stopped scratching at the skull, lifting her hand to beckon Solissa forward with an impossibly long finger. Solissa’s feet skidded across the floor as her body moved, unbidden.

“When I send out a team to do a job, I expect them to share responsibility in the execution. If you say that she failed, then so did you.”

Strife was surprised to find that there was still some color left that could be drained out of the pale woman’s face. “It wasn’t my fault!” she blubbered, her arms shaking as the Goddess pressed a glossy talon over her lips.

“Shhh,” she whispered in a sing-song voice. “You must learn to take your punishment like a good girl.”

Her eyes glowed a deeper red as she raised her arms. Strife took a step back, watching the trap doors as the hinges began to creak. They slowly raised upwards, revealing staircases that led down into the gloom.

Eerie cries came from the openings, the emaciated bodies of two ma’ghouls creeping up the stairways on all fours. When they reached the top, they both looked up at the same time, bracketing Solissa with their hungry glares.

They both approached the Goddess, bowing their heads in supplication as they crossed their arms over their chests. This gave her a good view of the parasitic harguests mounted on their backs, their tendrils pulsing as they fed their commands into the creature’s necks.

“You will be given to them, for a time,” announced Raemonica. “Think upon what you just said, and revel in the pleasure they give. Serve them in the Pits, and you may yet regain my favor.”

Some of the color returned to Solissa’s face. “As you command, my Mistress.”

Raemonica chuckled. “Oh, you’re not going to get off that easily. Come, show my new assassin what an experienced witch can do.”

Solissa curtseyed. “I am your obedient servant, Mistress.”

The ma’ghouls roared with lust, their terrifying cries mixing with the crackling magic that surrounded the witch. Grabbing one of the monsters, her feet elevated from the floor, her body caressed by the magic as she tilted her hips towards the creature’s engorged dick.

Her fingers tickled at her pierced pussy, pulling her inner lips wide as the head of the monster’s dick sank into her body. The creature’s clawed hands wrapped around her shoulders, pulling her into an erotic embrace, as the second monster took up position behind her, pressing its own dick into her ass. Soon, she was bobbing in mid air, gasping as the creatures cried out their pleasure, an erotic tableau of monstrous fucking.

Strife couldn’t help but feel aroused at the display, trying very hard not to expose her lust. This was serious business, and she still had to justify her actions to the Goddess, lest she end up in similar peril.

Not that it seemed that bad, mind you. She had been fucked by a ma’ghoul once before, and wouldn’t mind filling her pussy with one of their thick dicks. It hardly seemed like much of a punishment, though Solissa might not agree with her after spending more quality time with them in the Pits.

She wouldn’t be surprised if the Goddess had far worse on tap. She shuddered, thinking of the Kraken-esque creature which had violated her during their first meeting.

With that in mind, she took a step forward, doing her best to ignore the grunts and cries filling the air from the brutal threesome. “What she said was not completely wrong,” she said smoothly, raising her voice as she concentrated on the Goddess, who seemed amused by Solissa’s violation.

A faint frown of irritation settled onto Raemonica’s features. “Oh? Would you care to elaborate?”

Her words could etch glass, but Strife wasn’t deterred. “Of course. Killing Artur would not have solved the problem. They were about to make a combined attack against your portal, and they would have succeeded if I hadn’t interrupted the bomb they were making.”

Raemonica laid back, her crown of horns sticking through the heart shaped opening in the chair back. “Does it matter? Good or ill, they did destroy my portal, and my plans have seen a serious setback.”

“They what?” This time, it was Strife’s turn to go white. “I didn’t see them - no, I suppose they could have after we were forced to leave.”

“That’s right.” Raemonica raised a hand, pointing up at the roiling globe hanging above her. “What you see there is a measure of my power that I have siphoned off. It acts much like what earth worlders call a battery. While in use, the orb should be empty, but here it is, filled with my essence, agitated because it doesn’t have a portal to host it.”

Strife’s lips worked as she pushed back an urge to vanish into the shadows. “I don’t think we could have done better,” she choked out. “Slowing them down was our only option. I proved that trying to shoot at Artur with an enchanted rifle won’t be sufficient. Not as long as the Power Squad is behind him.”

“Oh, I agree!” replied Raemonica, with a wide smile. “That’s why I’ve decided on a new host for My power.”

Strife froze. “You’re kidding,” she hissed, looking at the trapdoors to see if another set of ma’ghouls would appear.

Instead, a woman wearing thigh high platform boots stepped around the rear of the throne. Her bare breasts bobbed, a fine chain dancing between her nipples right below the dangling medallion of the Goddess.

Her military cap made her recognizable as Aventra the Arcane, but it wasn’t her fetish corset or her sexualized body that made Strife the most nervous.

A long, thick black dildo jutted from the cultist’s waist, the bulging head glowing a dark purple. Bumpy nodules ran down the dildo’s length on all four sides, the segmented toy wobbling with each step she took.

A long, thin tube extended from below the base, wrapping under her privates and up towards the roiling globe above. The clear plastic wobbled with each step the woman took.

Strife gulped as Aventra stopped next to the Goddess, giving her a subservient bow. “It has all been prepared as you have requested,” she said softly, reaching out to grip the dildo with a gloved hand. “I am ready for the treatment.”

“Good,” exclaimed Raemonica, tilting her head as her eyes bored into Strife. “Now, I am curious as to what you will do next. Will you submit to Me, or will you struggle? Either way, there can only be one outcome.”

Folding her hands together, she leaned forward, resting Her chin on Her knuckles. Strife quailed as her internal struggle rose back to the surface.

Would she submit to this? Could she submit?

The dominant strain inside her said absolutely not, but wasn’t it that part of her that had caused her to seek out the Goddess in the first place? If she denied Her now, what was the point of any of this?

She prodded at her resistance, shocked to find that that her other self was still there, hidden just below the thin veneer of her obedience. If she lost control of her shadows, she might lose what she had been working for all this time!

If that was the case, there was only one choice for her. She had to accept whatever the Goddess could give her. By reinforcing her devotion, she would be increasing the power of the shadows, pushing her other self deeper, into a pit from which she could never hope to escape. Excellent.

Taking a step forward, she stared at the Goddess with confidence. “You know that I am already Yours. Finish remaking me into the tool you need to succeed.”

“Very good,” grinned Raemonica, shifting her mountainous bulk as she spread her legs wide. “Show me what you can do.”

Gulping, Strife took a step forward, trying to discern what actually existed between the Goddess’ legs. There was no way of knowing, as all that she could see was a deep, starry void that wrapped around her middle like a belt.

It was clear that the Goddess was testing her. If she backed out now, she’d probably end up like Solissa.

She glanced at the witch, who was letting out little breathy squeals as the ma’ghouls railed her. That fate didn’t seem half bad, but she might lose some of the Goddess’ trust, which would be bad.

Trying not to think about it too hard, she stumbled up to the throne, taking a knee as she approached the Goddess’ crotch. As she drew close to the void, her brows knitted together into a baffled frown. There didn’t appear to be anything there!

Atavistic terror clawed at her mind until the tip of her tongue touched something warm and wet. A soft coo washed over her from above as red hands wrapped around her hooded skull. “How eager you are to displace your humanity,” purred Raemonica. “If I was the suspicious sort, I might think that you were a spy sent to take my head. If I were to go, Korn’kran would certainly take my place, and he would be much less interested in the well being of earth worlders.”

The tips of her claws dug into Strife’s skull, and she winced, but she stuck her tongue out again, doing her best to stay focused. “Unfortunately, I am the suspicious sort,” continued Raemonica, “and although I enjoy indulging in pleasure, I never let it distract me from my goal.”

The painful points surrounding Strife’s head increased in intensity and she gasped, trying to pull back.

It was too late. The Goddess wasn’t letting her go, and the pain was only increasing. “Stop!” she croaked, her body shuddering as a thick, ropy tendril wrapped around her throat.

“No,” said Raemonica, waiting calmly as Aventra approached. “I am not a cruel Mistress, but I dislike being misled. I can tell that you’re still conflicted, otherwise you would have been able to execute my orders to the letter.”

She squeezed a little harder. “You didn’t take the shot because you couldn’t.” She sighed, relaxing some of the pressure. “I despise those who are neither hot nor cold. Fortunately, I have a solution for you. Come, Aventra, plug her up.”

“With pleasure, Mistress,” hissed Aventra, a sharp smack landing on Strife’s left butt cheek.

This was soon followed by a hefty bulge bumping against her pussy, the flared end pushing her open as Aventra slid inside. The Devotress gave her little time to accommodate the length, shoving it in all the way to the hilt.

She could feel a rounded lump of tubing at the base, where it exited the dildo. It pressed against the lower crack of her pussy, where a man’s balls would usually sit. What a strange sensation!

Aventra began to fuck her, cramming the hard length into her pussy over and over. The oval head rubbed against the sides of her pussy with irresistible friction, the length warming as her body heat transferred into the hard, rubbery mass.

This, in turn, pressed her forward, the crown of her head pressing into Raemonica’s belly. The black void in front of her sparkled, and when she stuck her tongue out, it looked almost as though the tip was caressing a star. How odd.

It certainly felt like real flesh, so she commenced her assault, hoping that this would cause the Goddess to ease the pressure she was applying with her talons.

She sighed as Raemonica changed her grip, one of Her hands stroking down her back. She arched into it as if she was a pet, enjoying the thrilling heat that was blossoming within her privates. Despite her earlier misgivings, she was all in now, hoping that Aventra would keep fucking her until she reached a massive climax.

To that end, she began rocking her hips in time with the woman’s thrusts, forcing the dildo to tug at the entire length of her tunnel with every push. She shivered with excitement, groaning as she worked her tongue more eagerly.

There was a small nub there, and unless she was missing her mark, this was going to excite her Mistress greatly. She swirled her tongue in a circle, doing her best to stimulate the nerve endings as much as possible.

Raemonica froze, purring with pleasure. Yes, she thought that would get Her going. Pleasure willingly given was so satisfying.

That being said, how far could she really take Her? The Seductress of Shadows was surely used to such treatment. How could she make it special?

“Mistress,” she purred. “You have given me so much. How may I serve you?”

A small moan of pleasure escaped her lips as Aventra gave her a rough thrust, making her lose track of what she wanted to do. Large hands ran down her sides, under her chest to where her bodysuit gripped her breasts. The sharp talons of her Goddess wrapped around her orbs.

“You may serve me by becoming my vessel,” hissed Raemonica. “Be filled with my essence, and transport Me to where I am needed most in your world. You will become My opening to greater things.”

The dildo in her pussy jerked as Aventra pressed it all the way in, the tubing at the base filling with the Goddess’ essence. The heat within her tunnel increased, jetting forward, towards the head of the dildo. It was going to fill her up!

The tip telescoped further into her, pressing against her cervix with a sharp point. There came a burst of intense pain, and then it was through, a thick tube wedging the opening to her womb open.

Her muscles trembled as the first squirt of essence was injected into her core, and Aventra smacked her ass again as she held the length inside her. The dildo pulsed like a real penis, painting her womb with blast after blast of the purplish fluid.

Groaning, she massaged her belly as the fluid kept pumping, a small bump rapidly appearing as it rushed into her. “How much is there?” she gasped, unable to focus as the Goddess’ nails sank into her chest.

“Enough to power a full sized portal,” rumbled Raemonica. “And you’re going to take all of it. As my vessel, you shall carry it within you until an appropriate site is found to plant my seed.”

Aventra pulled out, but the elongated tube that had pierced her womb remained behind, attached to the body of the dildo. When the Devotress pressed back in, another wash of fluid was pushed inside her.

It was like a pump. She was being inflated like a balloon!

She giggled, imagining herself growing as big as a hippo. They’d have to roll her out of here!

The heat of an orgasm rocketed through her, and she keened in pleasure. The Goddess was doing something that was painful to her breasts, but she didn’t care. There were plenty of endorphins to go around, pushing aside any fear of her predicament.

She wanted to share this wealth of happiness with the Goddess. Leaning in, she began to lick at the Goddess’ snatch, worshiping her clit with a new measure of intensity.

With every lick, she crooned. She was being remade. Remade into the Goddess’ tool.

When She was done with her, there wouldn’t be anything left of her conflicted mind. There would only be one purpose. One Mistress. One Goddess.

It was too much. She couldn’t hold her ecstasy in any longer!

“Give it to me!” she shouted. “Pump all of Your essence into me! Turn me into a horny battery, so that I might proclaim my utter submission to Her!”

“As you demand,” chuckled Aventra, increasing the intensity of her thrusts.

The fluid gurgled within her, making her belly grow obscenely large. It was easy to imagine that this was the Goddess’ baby, that she was being turned into a breeding bitch. She loved the idea of being Her surrogate mother, and she cried out, completely lost in the sensation of being held, being bred.

“You will lose yourself in my essence a second time,” hissed Raemonica. “Your insides bathed in it, you will submit to My power, over and over again, orgasming until every last drop of your old personality is gone. All that will be left is Mine to have. Mine to hold. Mine to command.”

Her pussy spasmed in joy as Aventra shoved the long tube back into her, pumping more of the fluid into her womb. “Yes, yes, yes!” she shouted, her body sinking into her Mistress’ legs, swollen belly pressing into Her thighs.

She couldn’t wait to examine herself after this transformation. Couldn’t wait to become Her tool. Couldn’t wait to experience whatever her Goddess wanted from her. Her final submission was going to be glorious.

There came one more lurch, another pulse of essence, and her mind exploded, thoughts shattering into a million pieces. A long, drawn out moan came from her lips. All she could do was feel. This was rapture, and she never wanted to leave.

She felt her belly, groping at the bulging slope as the essence splashed inside her. She didn’t want to leave this pleasure. Didn’t have to leave this pleasure. It was slowly being infused into her body, transforming her further. That felt amazing.

She cooed as her mind rambled to a halt, no more thoughts breaching the colorful, purple bubble that was expanding within her, pushing out everything else. There was no more thinking. No more thought. She did not have to think for herself. She would be told what to do.

She burbled as Aventra withdrew, the end of the dildo breaking off, keeping the end of the tubing plugged inside her. This was soon followed up with a belt that had twin prelubricated plugs mounted on the interior. These were quickly slipped inside her pussy and ass, the latter taking extra effort to squeeze past her sphincter.

The belt was soon cinched tight, but she didn’t react to this. She didn’t have to react to anything at all. She was a container, holding the precious essence within her. She must retain it until she was ordered to use it. She was a vessel.

The probe in her pussy buzzed, and she giggled, a squirt of fluid escaping her lips. Reflexively, she patted at her chest, trying to sop up the substance.

Her brows knitted together as she lifted her hands, looking at them in dismay. There was a violet, purple mess all over her sticky fingers, and she didn’t know what to do with it all!

Aventra approached with a plush towel, mopping at her chest. The Goddess was there, too, her hands moving as she inverted a thick, rubber hood with a built-in mask.

The nameless woman stared at it, nonplussed, taking in its features without opinion. There was a solid, rounded plug where the mouth should sit, and round, googly eyed portals for the eyes. Over the ears sat two large, oval orange cups, with steel rings embedded on top. In some ways they looked like headphones, but the rings could optionally be used to chain someone down, if they needed to be bound.

At an instinctual level, she knew that she needed to be chained. There was so much essence inside her, that it would spill if she was not bound. Her pussy thrummed with the plugs, and she shivered as the hood was brought over to her. Once it was on her head, it would plug her ears, plug her mouth, keep her silent, keep the precious essence inside.

Her enormous breasts shook, swollen with extra essence. Her body was filled to the brim. If she wasn’t wearing her latex bodysuit, she just knew that her nipples would be leaking.

The hood settled into place, the Goddess shifting the outer layer until the large plug sat between her teeth. She opened her jaw, allowing it to fill her mouth. The hood made her feel safe. None of the fluid could escape while she was wearing it.

Her hearing was muffled by the orange earmuffs, the thick latex of the hood overlaying the thinner one she had been wearing on her mission. She lifted her hands, feeling along the top, noting two, hard protrusions that dimpled the latex above her forehead. Moving down around to the neckline, she rejoiced in the fact that it was secure. She was secure.

A crackling slap sounded to her right, drawing her attention to a boiling circle of violet light that had appeared next to the throne. Raemonica folded her arms, stepping to one side, alert to any possible threat.

The woman who stepped through the portal looked almost like a smaller carbon copy of Raemonica, in some respects, with shorter horns, and frizzy hair. She was wearing a familiar looking outfit, with a spiked leather bra and gothic boots, a collar secured about her neck.

Her tail flicked upwards in alarm as she noticed Raemonica’s presence, and she immediately fell to the floor, pressing her head against the stone surface.

“Trouble always comes in threes,” drawled Raemonica. “How have you managed to fail me, Jinath’ra?”

“I must apologize, my Goddess,” said the new arrival, her mouth moving rapidly. “I have achieved partial success, but I was unable to retrieve the primary or secondary targets. I was only able to send the eldest member of the hero guild through to the Pits before I was discovered.”

Raemonica grunted. “And?” she prompted, waiting impatiently as the woman sat on her heels, looking beseechingly up at the Goddess.

The woman’s face was uncertain, but she didn’t back down. “Another has been corrupted. It will take but a small push to have her worshiping at your feet! Additionally, I have left several traps behind, which will push them towards Your truth.”

The silence drew out after she had made her report, and her face began to go just as pale as Solissa’s. Raemonica tapped a long talon against her thigh, then broke into a grin. “Very good. It went about how I had anticipated, then. Not a failure.”

With that pronouncement, the kneeling woman deflated, starting to grin as she got to her knees. “Do you want to hear my plan on how I intend on bringing them all to heel?” she asked.

Raemonica waved her hand, dismissing her. “It’s irrelevant,” she declared. “These two have returned in ignominy, and any plan you’ve made will have to be completely redone.”

Jinath’ra’s slitted eyes took in the nameless woman’s hooded form. “I don’t recognize her,” she said. “What… has been done to her?”

“She was in training to become a Devotress, but was too conflicted by her past life. Since she failed to stop the heroes from destroying my last portal, I needed a vessel for a new one.”

Raemonica disappeared behind the nameless one, running her clawed hands under her breasts, hefting them up to show them off. “As you can see, her body is still acclimatizing to being a portal storage battery. She will return to normal… more or less, after a new portal is created.”

Giving her breasts a final squeeze, Raemonica moved her hands down to the nameless one’s crotch, spreading her fingers wide to highlight the symbol glowing on her catsuit right above her mons. “The longer My essence remains within her, the more loyal she will become. Once she is capable of logical thought again, there will be only one personality, fully and completely devoted to Me.”

Jinath’ra appeared to be unsettled at this knowledge. “That seems a little… harsh.”

Raemonica shook her head. “Not at all. She wanted this. I am simply fulfilling her desire to become My perfect servant.”

Jinath’ra sighed and took to her feet. “That leaves us with a rather big dilemma, though. I was hoping to use her to fool the heroes into letting us back into their headquarters.”

“That’s not a bad plan,” said Raemonica, pressing her fangs against her lower lip as she considered the idea. “We could set up a peace conference. Offer to give him his ‘Nana’ and ‘Ruth’ in exchange for helping us with our business.” A gleam lit her glowing eyes. “If he gives us trouble at the meeting, we’ll take and convert his brother to our side. I want him regardless of what happens.”

“I’m not sure about this,” said Jinath’ra, looking disconcerted. “Won’t he call it off once he sees what’s happened to his grandmother?”

Raemonica rolled her spiked shoulders into a shrug. “What if he does? We’ll have them all in one place. Once you open the portal inside their headquarters, I can grab them all in one go.” Her grin widened. “You never know. He might be pleased with how youthful she’s become.”

Jinath’ra bowed her head. “I will do as you wish,” she murmured, grabbing hold of the nameless one’s shoulder. She scowled. “It’s not like I have a choice.”

“Nonsense,” declared Raemonica. “You don’t have to lie. You’re shivering in pleasure at the idea of corrupting the rest of that guild, and you simply can’t wait to follow My orders.”

She stood, looming over her Devotress. “Here, take this with you,” she commanded, handing Jinath’ra an intricate device made out of a latticework of silvery metal.

Jinath’ra examined it briefly, tucking it into a pouch at her belt. “Who is it for?” she asked, looking speculative. “Should I attempt to cage Ceres again?”

“No, not unless he asks for it,” grinned Raemonica. “That Man Trap is for his brother. Make sure he has it before the end of your conference. If it is in his possession or on him before you leave, I will consider that part of your mission a full success. Just remember, your primary goal is to find an appropriate place for My portal.”

Jinath’ra lowered her head. “It will be as you say,” she hissed, her tail lashing against the floor. “He will be yours, just as all of them will be. It is inevitable.”

Raemonica sat back on her throne, looking regal. “Nothing is inevitable. There is always room for betrayal.”

A dark, brooding look flitted through her eyes. “The punishment for failure is light, compared to what awaits those who conspire against me.” Her lips spread apart in a thin grin, revealing her fangs. “Too many failures, and I might think that your loyalty is slipping. Make sure you don’t disappoint.”

Jinath’ra shuddered, bowing low. “I will not, my Mistress. Rae’shown!”

Grabbing the tightly bound latex suit of the failed assassin, she led her out of the throne room, followed closely behind by Solissa, her face glowing from being recently fucked by the ma’ghouls.


Chapter Eleven

Jinath’ra stopped at the corner, looking down at her phone as it beeped. There it was. Final confirmation.

Her shoulders stiffened as the task ahead of her solidified. There were so many layers to this onion. She had to convince Ceres that they were making a deal, while at the same time maneuvering to bring them all into the fold.

If he saw through her at any stage, she’d have to pivot to the backup plan. Turning her head, she glared at the collared woman she was leading around with a leash.

Her head was completely hidden under the glossy black hood, eyes invisible behind reflective ovals of plastic. She could only breathe through her nose, given the plug that stuffed her mouth, her body a picture of feminine beauty under her slick, polished catsuit.

The woman looked pregnant, and it was impossible to hide. Her hips twitched, a low moan escaping her lips as the belt around her waist buzzed. Her arms were bound behind her back, tied up in a strict armbinder so that she couldn’t touch herself.

She sighed. In many ways, the woman was dead weight, a simple bargaining chip she had to use until her primary function could be fulfilled: to create a permanent portal in the middle of the hero guild’s headquarters.

Once that was accomplished, a permanent link would be established to that location, and they could close and reopen the portal at will - as long as the heroes didn’t destroy it, like they had with the previous one in the park.

She paraded the latex bound woman down the sidewalk, ignoring the subtle looks they were receiving from passersby. Club Red had been in the neighborhood for quite some time, the Goddess’ power permeating the area. After a while, the local populace had become somewhat inured to fetish outfits being worn openly on the streets, though they still liked to stop and stare.

At first, some of the more upstanding citizens had complained, but lobbying and cash had fixed that. Now, there was nobody around who could stop them. Nobody except those meddling heroes.

Their shelf life was limited, however. After she finished executing this plan, they’d flip sides, preventing the other heroes from shutting them down. Their grip on the city would grow, the Goddess making this a permanent base of Her operations in this world.

Her mind spun, thinking over every possible contingency. This time, she could not fail. She would not be collared and go back to the Pits.

“Did he agree to your terms?” asked Solissa, her pale form looking like a ghost.

She was wearing ripped fishnets and a studded overbust corset in concession to their being outside. A dangerous picture of gothic beauty, her true loyalties temporarily hidden.

“Yes,” she confirmed. “We’re a go. He hasn’t agreed to anything in particular, but we’ll at least have the opportunity to present our case.”

She frowned. “He’s likely only agreed because it’s a trap.”

“Of course,” croaked Solissa. “If I were him, I’d call in reinforcements.”

Jinath’ra nodded with deliberation. “We have to deal with them if they show up. Let’s see what we can get before we resort to brute force.”

“I concur,” hissed Solissa, padding forward on her combat boots to stand next to the bodysuited woman. “Worst case scenario, we’ll use her and signal for an assault.”

That was the plan, but plans rarely worked out once the enemy began to respond to them. She rattled the chain in her hands. “Don’t trigger her unless I order it. Remember, I’m the one She put in charge of this operation. Any failure will land on me.”

Solissa spread her glossy black lips into a macabre smile. “I won’t sabotage you, though I am jealous of the favor She is showing you.” The symbols on her collar glowed a violent purple. “Both of us could win here, as long as you don’t squander this opportunity.”

Jinath’ra spun her thumb ring, trying to throw off the nervous energy that prickled at her neck. “It’s not much of a favor to be thrown into the lion’s den,” she muttered, jerking at the leash.

The nameless woman began to move, her swollen belly jiggling with each step. This was a physical reminder of what the Goddess might decide to do with her if the latent portal wasn’t emplaced properly. Someone had to transport the Goddess’ raw energy, and although it looked rather pleasurable to be stuffed full, she didn’t much like the idea of losing all control over herself.

She knew this was somewhat irrational, caused by being the youngest member of her breeding pod. She had always been told where to go, what to do, and now that she had climbed the ranks, she never wanted to be put in that position again.

With any luck, if she pulled this off, she’d reach elite status. Her determination flared. Setting her lips, she took a confident step forward, crossing the street with the bound woman in tow.

Fortunately, they didn’t have far to go. Despite all the misdirection and traps both sides had laid for each other, the hero guild actually turned out to be only a few blocks away.

When Jinath’ra had realized this, she had a good laugh at the elaborate way they had kidnapped her. It all seemed rather pointless, when they could just visit each other on foot.

Standing tall, she navigated past a restaurant, ignoring the gaping customers who stared at her charge. Hadn’t they ever seen a woman wearing a catsuit before? Sure, she was rather shapely, but even so. Plenty of other revelers took this route to Club Red, and the view should hardly be that unusual.

Solissa slipped in front, making it harder for them to see the bound woman. Stepping lightly, the three of them quickly left the crowd behind, crossing another street past taller buildings, lit by neon signs.

Jinath’ra said nothing, but she was secretly grateful. She was already having enough problems dealing with the chafing restrictions of her disguise and the stress of the upcoming conference. She definitely didn’t need to deal with oblivious earth worlders on top of all that. She raised her estimation of the other woman a notch, though she kept her opinion to herself. It was dangerous to allow Solissa to have that power over her. Trust was always ripe for betrayal.

Being betrayed while in Raemonica’s service would probably be more than a little pleasurable, but it often took longer than one would like to work back up the hierarchy. The Goddess didn’t mind their little infighting, most of the time, but there was always the danger that She might take exception and turn one of them into something like this… thing.

She prodded at the bound woman’s latex clad shoulder, the polished surface gleaming in the street lights. A breathy gasp escaped her lips as she came to a halt on her platform boots, the bulge over her privates thrumming as the belt induced another orgasm.

The rubber was thick enough that she couldn’t even feel the woman’s skin below, the rubber creaking with every move she made. Getting her into the suit had been rather a chore, but it was a necessary step to ensure none of the essence escaped. Fortunately, the heavy rubber had come with shoulder zips installed, so they hadn’t needed to remove the mask to secure it in place. The belt had stayed on, under the suit, keeping the woman suitably entertained while she remained in a somnolent state.

Cuffs had been attached to her thighs and ankles, with chains short enough to prevent her from running away. Admittedly, that wasn’t very likely in her current state, but sometimes the Goddess’ essence had strange effects on its host, and they weren’t taking any chances.

It looked like a rather fun existence, to be entombed in latex and continuously pleasured as a mindless drone, but she didn’t envy the woman. She had spent enough time studying her life and personal tics to know that much.

Young, ambitious, and hopelessly in love, the woman she used to be would have done anything for Ceres, which is what had landed her in so much trouble in the first place. It had been child’s play for Raemonica to twist her love into lust, and a short step from there to push her shadowy self to the fore.

The long, slow slide into the Goddess’ clutches was inevitable, and her current predicament was all too predictable. Unable to fully adjust to her new position as the Goddess’ pet, she had tried to twist her commands into something that better fit her morals, and now here they were.

The former heroine was quickly learning that she would do well to heed the Goddess’ every word. As her brain matter fermented in Her essence, these lessons would be fixed in place. Once the portal was unleashed, she would return, hopelessly devoted to the Goddess, just as She had planned.

Her connection to Ceres was what made her such a valuable bargaining chip, and a picture of her grinning face was the only thing that had brought him to the negotiation table. Wouldn’t he  be surprised to find out how much she had changed over the last few weeks?

Wrapping the leash around her wrist, she looked up at the tall office building in front of them. It was an imposing steel and glass skyscraper - nothing out of the ordinary for this downtown location. What was unusual was that this was the headquarters of the hero guild.

Leasing space here must cost a bomb. She didn’t know where Ceres had acquired the wealth necessary to pursue heroic feats, but perhaps his operation was a subsidiary of a larger organization.

It didn’t matter. They had arrived.

With her arm up next to the former heroine’s neck, she frogmarched the latex clad woman up to the revolving door. It refused to allow Solissa entrance when she pushed on the handrail, but a camera light blinked above them, a click sounding from within the locking mechanism.

“Take the elevator. Fifth floor,” crackled a voice from a speaker next to the access card scanner.

Solissa tried again, and this time the door moved smoothly, air whirring past as the witch stepped inside. Jinath’ra waited for it to slow to a halt, then stepped into the cramped space with her cargo in tow.

“Keep moving,” she ordered, getting increasingly annoyed by the low breathy grunts coming from the woman’s mask.

She pressed on the railing, and the door began to turn. The bound woman tried to move forward, but she was constrained by the chain running between her thighs. To compensate for this, she took short steps, shuffling forward and moaning all the while as they entered the lobby proper.

Solissa tilted her head, scanning both ends of the building, but there was nobody around. There usually wouldn’t be, this time of night, though even the security booth was vacant. Either they were out on patrol or had been notified of their late night activities.

They crossed across an open floor, under an intricate sculpture suspended above. The multifaceted surface was in the shape of a helix, light sparkling over their bodies as they headed towards the bank of elevators.

The doors in front of them swept open with a chime, and as they entered, the button was already lit for the fifth floor. “Automated much?” murmured Jinath’ra, on high alert for any traps.

If the heroes were going to try something, a small, enclosed box would be the perfect place to pull it off. She set her shoulders as the doors closed, ready for anything.

Solissa raised an eyebrow, whispering a spell under her breath. A brief flash of purple filled the elevator as it began to move smoothly upwards. The witch winked at her. “I can detect a powerful presence on the floors above, but there is nothing close by.”

Jinath’ra relaxed, keeping her face straight. “If you say so,” she said neutrally.

Solissa folded her arms, leaning back over the row of floor buttons. “I sense that you are not so confident,” she said in a dark whisper. “Do you doubt the power of the Goddess?”

“Of course not,” she replied sharply. “But we would do well not to underestimate our enemy. We don’t know who they’ve been talking to since we set up this conference. They could have brought in the entire coastal council, for all we know!”

“Impossible,” scoffed Solissa. “They’re far too busy fighting off Korn’kran. They can’t get reinforcements from outside, because everyone is trying to steal a slice of this planet for their own domain. There’s a reason why our Mistress chose now to make her move.”

Jinath’ra nodded solemnly. She hadn’t been paying much attention to the interdimensional geopolitics, but it all made sense. With so many hands in the pot, the heroes would be spread thin.

That might make their job here a little easier, but she only had to think back to her last encounter with this guild to temper her expectations. She would be totally satisfied if they were able to pick off Ceres, or maybe his brother. She must not forget about unleashing the portal, as well.

All together, if she was being honest with herself, it seemed like a long shot, but that’s what they were here for. To work their magic for the Goddess.

When the elevator doors opened, they were greeted by a muscle bound beefcake, black sunglasses perched upon his skinny nose. “Mr. Bun, I presume?” asked Jinath’ra, looking around for the twins who always seemed to follow in his wake.

It took her a moment to spot them crawling along the ceiling, their lithe bodies bending around the light fixtures. “You can come down now,” she said sharply, eyeing their scantily clad forms. “You’re not fooling anyone.”

Their spindly arms and legs scurried as they crawled down the walls, eyes flickering with inhuman brilliance. Sinuously arching their backs, they pressed themselves into Mr. Bun, hiding their bodies under his shoulders.

The large man grinned, showing off his immaculate teeth. “Ladies, ladies, calm down!” he said in a genial manner. “There’s no need to battle each other with muscles. They’ve agreed to talk it out, and we are a peace loving guild!”

The two women hissed at her, baring their sharp, spindly teeth. She badly wanted to remove her thumb ring and bare her own, larger fangs, but it would be better if she didn’t. She restrained herself, secure in the knowledge that Her Goddess was more powerful than them.

“That’s right,” she snapped at the vaguely arachnid humanoids, carefully modulating her tone. “Keep your threads to yourself. We’re here to negotiate!”

The two women nuzzled their heads against the man’s chest, shuffling their bodies around behind until they peered at her with deadly intent. These two weren’t satisfied, and she would do well to remember how dangerous her enemies could be.

Until then, she would have to use the gifts the Goddess had given her to keep them at bay. She had already begun, twisting her words to slip Her presence into their minds. Given enough time, they would believe anything she said.

Unfortunately, she didn’t have that time. With Angelica and Nana, she had spent hours lovingly steering them towards their inevitable corruption. She could only find a surface level purchase on these minds, however. It would have to do.

“Take me to your leader,” she ordered them, standing regal as she tugged on the bound woman’s leash.

The muscle man’s head tilted subtly, enough for her to know that he was taking in the leash, collar, and masked face. He wouldn’t be able to see through the tinted eyepieces, but it wouldn’t be difficult for him to put two and two together.

“Hold up,” he said, pushing the two hissing women behind him. “Before we enter, we’re going to take a few simple precautions.” He lifted a hand, flicking it in a sudden gesture. “Shard. Splinter. Check them for weapons.”

The twins hissed as they dropped to all fours, scurrying towards their little party with jerky motions. It was seriously off putting, but Jinath’ra had seen worse in the Pits. She retained her dignity, barely, while small, prickly hands worked over her body.

She cooed as they stopped at her breasts, holding up her medallion to examine it. “Do you like what you see?” she asked, working her voice to slip further into their thoughts.

The woman shook her angled face, her eyes rolling as she moved on. She had managed to tag that one. Good. It would help with what was to come.

She waited patiently as they rifled through her belt pouches. “No sharp objects. She’s clean,” hissed the one on her left, the two of them moving on to the latex suited woman.

“Of course I am,” she said haughtily, glaring at Mr. Bun as she snapped the pockets closed. “I protest this treatment,” she said, injecting annoyance into her words. “Do you think we would be foolish enough to bring deadly weapons to a peace conference? Who do you think the Goddess is?”

Mr. Bun shrugged, flexing his impressive shoulders. “I’m just here to do my job and eat bread,” he announced, his neck muscles twitching. “If frisking you ladies can get us all home safe tonight, I’m gonna do it.”

“Ah, so you’re nothing more than trumped up security,” sighed Jinath’ra. “I was rather hoping they would send a person with more eminence to greet us. After all, we have what he wants.” She tilted her head at the bound woman, her body shaking with pleasure as the twins touched her all over.

“That’s impossible to know unless we take off her mask,” retorted Mr. Bun. He leaned casually against the wall. “We’re not doing that here. Ceres will want to verify the offer is valid himself.”

“Good. You’ll save me from having to rebuff such foolishness. She is our greatest bargaining chip, and I won’t have any of you messing with her until a deal is struck.”

Mr. Bun shrugged, looking at his watch as the Shard Sisters finished examining Solissa. “Nothing here either,” announced one of them in a harsh voice.

Jinath’ra rolled her eyes. They couldn’t possibly know that Solissa didn’t need any tools to work her magic, and Jinath’ra could corrupt them as naturally as she breathed. If they had any clue how dangerous the two of them were, they would never have allowed them back into their headquarters.

Not to mention the bottled power currently being held within the heavy rubber suited woman. She was primed, ready to unleash a portal at their command.

Jinath’ra had never been there for the creation of a portal, and she was rather eager to see it happen. Being at ground zero when so much of the Goddess’ essence was released must be a transformative experience. She hoped the other heroes would feel the same.

Mr. Bun pushed off from the wall, moving down the short hallway. “Come with me,” he said in his gravelly voice. “It’s getting late, and I’m missing my croissant.”

“As you wish it,” Jinath’ra replied, working her magic. The man’s shoulders twitched, but he said nothing further in response.

She tugged on her leash, and the two of them began to move forward as a unit. She glanced behind, noting that the twin arachnoids had vanished, scurrying away like the freaks they were. Mistress would love to have the two of them in her menagerie.

Mr. Bun took them down a series of corridors, moving confidently. Jinath’ra didn’t think the man was being deliberately deceptive, but this was an excellent way to confuse them and make it difficult for them to find the exit without being escorted. It was too bad he didn’t know they weren’t planning on leaving the way they had come in.

His brick-like hand closed over the handle of the closed steel door in front of them, the metal rattling as he shoved it open. As they stepped into the auditorium beyond, Jinath’ra paused for a long moment, surveying the familiar room.

It was just as she had remembered it, when she had escaped from it a short day ago. It was funny how soon she had returned to what had formerly been her prison.

The cage in the center had been cleared of bedroom furniture, a large, boardroom style table installed in the center. This was clearly where they meant to have their meeting, with all of them contained by the empowered metal.

She knew what the intent was immediately: any hero entering the cage would have their powers suppressed. They would be negotiating from a position of equals. How… egalitarian of them.

It was also extremely foolish. She had already discovered that Raemonica’s powers could not be suppressed by the metal, otherwise her disguise would have been dispelled immediately once they had put her inside.

That being the case, they had already put themselves at a serious disadvantage, and they didn’t even know it. How delicious!

She followed Mr. Bun down the stairs without hesitation, swinging her hips with confidence. If they hadn’t figured out that much, what else didn’t they know? Would this be a cake walk, or were they holding something in reserve?

It would be best if she didn’t become overconfident, but now she was starting to re-estimate her chances of success. This could potentially be far more pleasurable than she had anticipated!

Two more heroes were waiting for them at the entrance to the cage, their arms crossed. She lifted her eyes to meet the sparkling gaze of Angelica on the left, giving her a subtle wink. The woman raised her wings in greeting, but otherwise said nothing.

She didn’t need to. The whiff of arousal coming off her told Jinath’ra all she needed to know. Her wings still appeared white on the surface, but she could detect a faint hint of the corruption beneath.

Interesting. She certainly wouldn’t have thought to use dye and makeup to hide the woman’s descent. This one must be smarter than she had initially thought.

And what of her paramour? His draconian presence was certainly imposing, and his raw muscle would be more than sufficient to overpower her physically if it came to that.

As he spotted her looking at him, his jaw clenched, his teeth grinding together as his lips spread into a sneer. His teeth certainly looked formidable, but was that a hint of darkness she saw along his gum lines? If the creature had been indulging with his lover, he might need only a small push to bring him into the fold.

She tilted her head in a brisk nod, taking great care to stay out of range of his clawed hands, though she gave the bulge at his crotch an appreciative look. It was no wonder Angelica was so infatuated with him.

The cage door clanked as he pulled it open, his wings fluttering as they passed. She dismissed him, her attention already turning to the pair of men sitting on the other end of the broad table.

Of them was dressed in a full suit, his arms resting on the table with his fingers linked together. His gray hair was trimmed immaculately, and he didn’t look at all as though he had just been soundly beaten by her. Despite his earlier humiliation, he seemed perfectly serene, in control of himself.

The other man looked sullen, as if he didn’t want to be here at all. When she stepped up to the table, his eyes appeared to brighten. She gave him a wink, arching her back to show off her latex wrapped breasts.

Today she had chosen a partial top, her upper torso clad in thick, black latex, a swooping half moon of pale flesh visible at her neck line. Her shoulders and upper arms were gripped tightly by the material, creaking with every move she made.

Built-in boning held her breasts up and at attention, while molded nipples gave an impression that simply wasn’t true. Her breasts were large, but they couldn’t possibly have that kind of definition under the thick material.

None of that mattered to Thebe, however, his eyes roaming without much attempt at hiding his naked interest. If she wanted, she could seduce this man. How useful.

Selecting a hard backed chair, she pulled it aside, moving a second one to make room for her charge. “Sit,” she ordered, smacking the woman’s ass.

The bound woman did as she was commanded, shaking with excitement as a low moan escaped her mask. Jinath’ra took a seat next to her, folding the leash under her hand so that she could keep control over the other woman.

Solissa stood behind her, moving her legs shoulder length apart, hands folded. Her mohawk shifted as she turned her head, scanning the environment for threats.

“Is that really necessary?” scowled Ceres, staring at the woman bound in thick latex.

“Absolutely,” replied Jinath’ra, leaning forward to pierce him with her gaze. “You need to see what you’re bidding on. If the stakes were not immediately apparent, what incentive would you have for negotiating with us?”

“Isn’t that foolish?” he snapped. “We could corral you all in this cage, and keep her here. Hold you hostage until you make a deal with us.”

Jinath’ra threw her head back and chuckled, letting the tones of her velvety voice roll over the two of them. “By all means, go ahead and do what you want. By doing so, you’ll ensure that you’ll never see your grandmother ever again.”

“Grannie?” asked Thebe, his voice coming out in a squeak as he pulled his chair back from the table. “What’s happened to Nana?”

Ceres sighed, rolling his shoulders as he slumped in his chair. “I don’t know,” he grunted. “She’s been missing for some time. I suppose they could have taken her, but I don’t have any proof.”

“You don’t even know?” He balled his hands into fists, his long, brown ponytail bouncing over his shoulder as he jumped to his feet. “This is all your fault. You sent Ruth by herself to investigate that cult, and now our grandmother is missing, too! Don’t you even care?”

“Of course I do,” Ceres replied woodenly, keeping his gaze firmly on Jinath’ra. “That’s why we’re sitting down to negotiate with them in the first place.”

He flicked his eyes over to the hooded woman who sat next to Jinath’ra. “Ruth isn’t missing anymore. She’s right there.”

“Very perceptive of you,” acknowledged Jinath’ra, steepling her fingers. “Shall we talk about the conditions under which we shall return her to you?”

Thebe sat down, his anger dulling at this revelation. He stared at the woman’s rubber suit, a faint hint of desire shining in his eyes as they slid over her voluptuous breasts.

Jinath’ra grinned to herself, cocking her head as she waited for Ceres to respond. She had them right where she wanted them. They were going to submit to her Mistress eventually, no matter how churlish they acted in the moment. There was no other choice.

Ceres clenched his fingers together, his eyes boring into her. “I want them both back,” he said tersely, his words dripping with venom. “What is it that you require from us in return?”

The oppressive tension in the room increased, to the point where only a faint spark would be needed to set everyone off. She waited just a short while longer, making sure her point was made. This was less of a negotiation and more of an ultimatum. One in which her Mistress held all the cards.

Sensing that further silence would be counterproductive, she reached down to her belt and snapped the lid off a rounded container. Retrieving the coiled papers inside, she slid the roll across the desk towards Ceres.

“You may read this at your leisure before signing. I know you heroes are skeptical of our ilk, but our contracts are law. You can be assured that if you sign this, it will be binding upon us and all who call Raemonica their Mistress.”

Ceres’ neck bulged as he picked up the paper, unrolling it in his carefully manicured hands. His eyes flickered, scanning from section to section as he grunted, tapping his fingers on the table.

Setting the top page aside, he continued scanning the document, his face becoming redder with each paragraph. Dropping it to the table, he pressed his lips together. “This isn’t a negotiation. It’s highway robbery!” roared Ceres.

Thebe grabbed his arm. “Calm down, brother! Tell me, what are they demanding?”

“As compensation for helping to destroy their last portal, they want special dispensation to set up a new one here, at our headquarters! They’re going to make us the epicenter of their plans to invade this city. We’ll be complicit in their dealings!”

He grabbed the contract and flung it back at Jinath’ra, who remained unmoved. “You can choose not to sign it, and we’ll leave, with your precious Ruth.”

She reached down to her belt again, pressing a button on a small, black box. A faint chime came from somewhere within the bound woman’s rubber suit, and she began to moan with audible squeals, her lower body squirming as the plugs inside her pussy and ass began to torture her mercilessly.

Thebe’s mouth dropped open at this obviously lewd display, but she could tell he was becoming increasingly interested in what they had to offer. It was time to amp up the pressure on Ceres.

“If that’s not enough to convince you, let’s look at the bigger picture!” she declared, loading her voice with subliminal caresses. “You’re acting as though Raemonica is the devil incarnate, when in fact, you have no idea what or who it is that you’re facing!”

She pointed at Solissa. “Witch, show them.”

“With pleasure,” declared Solissa, her collar glowing with purple malevolence. Raising her hands, she flicked her fingers in a mystical dance, summoning some of her stored energy into flecks of purple light that flickered from her fingernails.

The heroes guarding the entrance to the cage took a step forward, but they stopped when they saw that the spiraling energy was forming into a moving image, showing a great army marching through a sparkling city.

While they were distracted with the colorful display, Jinath’ra pulled an octagonal box from her belt and dropped it to the floor, kicking it towards Thebe. The man jumped, giving Jinath’ra a questioning gaze. She gave him a smirk, and he hunched his shoulders.

Glancing at his brother, he leaned down, picking up the box. Excellent. So far, everything was going as she had planned.

“The Darklands were not always the blasted wasteland you find today,” Jinath’ra narrated in a sotto voice, following the action with her grim narration. “In the before times, there was unity. There was peace. There was the Empire.”


The image changed, showing the gleaming army marching through a portcullis between twin towers, banners dipping in a hidden breeze. They marched down well maintained streets, through a bazaar and past luxurious abodes, over a pavilion, and up a long staircase to an enormous octagon.

There, the King’s contingent met them, even more colorful than the existing host. An enormous humanoid creature sat on the throne, indolent in his royal purple robe. He wore solid, black combat boots, with bulging muscles pushing out the tops. Holes had been cut into the tip of each boot to support the large claws that stuck through the fronts.

When the monster closed his jaw, fangs curled up and over his lips, giving him a grim appearance. This was enhanced by the dangling horns that grew out of his head, framing his face with ferocity.

Overall, though, he seemed rather docile, happy to watch his army parade themselves in front of him, idly listening to the dancing musicians who skipped across a platform positioned at the side of the octagon.

Seated next to him was a smaller throne, a large, red-skinned woman leaning over the side, her slitted, fiery eyes staring admiringly at her husband. Her outfit would be considered skimpy by earth worlder standards, but she wore it shamelessly, giving all the attendees a good look at her exotic beauty.

Perched on her legs were two small girls, idly messing with each other’s horns. The one on the left had finger length horns, which curled around towards her forehead like talons. The other’s head was more of a mess, with horns sprouting outwards into something of a crown. Ignoring the pageantry around them, they grinned and giggled, hiccuping as they wiggled their toes.

The parade continued without sound as a sudden explosion of energy swirled around the octagon. The king jumped to his feet as the swirling mass came closer, spewing out a cohort of demonic looking humanoids with daggers and claws raised. There was barely time for the woman to gasp before they were upon them, the swirling energy expanding until the scene was blocked out.

“In the attack, the old king and his wife were brutally murdered, leaving behind only his daughters.”

The smoky cloud dissipated, leaving an image of the two girls sitting on the floor, crying their eyes out.

“Neither was of the proper age to take the throne, but there must always be an Emperor, so the eldest was given the crown.”

The cloud swirled again, and the girl grew into a woman, her face turning harder as the years piled on.

“Her regent betrayed her, giving her the wrong advice and turning the nobles against her. Vicious infighting led to ruin, and the Great Schism came. The Lords and Mistresses of the Darklands fought for any scrap of land they thought they could retain, without regard for the old rules or contracts.”

The scene shifted again, this time showing a blasted landscape, filled with whirling dust. Disfigured monsters crouched among the craggy rocks. Spindly limbs shifted listlessly, snapping jaws opening to bellow into the air.

“For a time, Raemonica was banished to the lands below, known as the Pits of Sacrifice. There, she rebuilt her power base and retook the capital, which is where things stand today.”

Jinath’ra leaned forward. “The Darklands remain wartorn, endless battles being fought for useless stretches of land. The stalemate is real.”

The dusty landscape disappeared, replaced with an image of a humanoid’s head, his teeth bared to show off the tusks that extended from either side of his jaw. Large horns projected from the area in front of his ears, bracketing slitted eyes.

“Korn’kran, Lord of Despair,” she breathed, scowling at his image as it twisted into another.

This humanoid had a vaguely feminine form, her blotchy skin stretched out over bare breasts as she lifted her arms towards the sky, a row of piercings capping her nipples. Spikes projected from all over her face, dotted like pustules. Twin horns curled around and over themselves, piercing into the front of her forehead.

“Alish’tan, Mistress of Pain.”

The image faded as Solissa snapped her fingers. Streams of purple energy circled around her wrists before dissipating, the intricate tattoos on her arms and forehead glowing as her body absorbed the strands back into her core.

“These two, among many others, are vying for control over all the Darklands,” Jinath’ra said harshly. “The reason you’re having trouble with us here is because each of the major factions is maneuvering for an edge, and Earth happens to be the closest plane to ours. It requires far less energy to break open portals between here and the Darklands than anywhere else.”

Ceres cleared his throat, a cold expression on his face. “So. That explains why so many portals have been popping up all over the place. What I would like to know is - why us?”

Solissa crossed her arms. “Because you’re working for our enemy.”

“We’re what?” Ceres sat back, sweat beading his brow. “How is that possible? Everything we’ve done has been working towards suppressing any and all portals we’ve found!”

“That’s right, and who has been telling you where the portals are located?” asked Jinath’ra, raising her brows.

Ceres froze, his hands clutching at the edge of the desk. Thebe turned to his brother, frowning. “The last operation was set up by the Power Squad, wasn’t it?”

“And who are they working for?” asked Jinath’ra, waiting for the realization to set in.

Calmly collecting the sheets of paper together, she rolled them up and offered them back to Ceres. “You’re being played for patsies. You can make a deal with us, or continue to be led down the garden path by Korn’kran or Alish’tan. I assure you, the destruction they will unleash will be apocalyptic if they are allowed to succeed with their plans.”

Ceres didn’t bother looking down at the contract, his hands pallid on the desk. “You’re putting us in an impossible position,” he croaked. “Can you give us some time to consider?”

“I’m afraid not,” sighed Jinath’ra. “The longer we wait, the weaker my Mistress becomes. This is allowing the other two to consolidate their grip over this city. If this trend continues, then I’m afraid there will be no reversing the inevitable conclusion.”

She turned over her hands, one by one. “Pain. And suffering.”

She gave Thebe a sultry look. “With us, you can at least be guaranteed a pleasurable time.”

Ceres barked out a ragged laugh. “That’s right. You’ll turn us into one of your monsters so that we’ll lick your Goddess’ boots. Once she has her fangs in us, she’ll never let us go. We’ll become her little human pets, demoted to twisted little toys like you.”

“That’s not true!” protested Angelica, rushing up to the table. Her wings fluttered as her face glowed with distress. “Jinath’ra helped me to fix my relationship with Drako. She’s not a twisted toy!”

“She what?” Ceres stood, trembling. “What else has she done around here without my knowledge? How many of you has she corrupted without my notice?”

“Corrupted?” murmured Jinath’ra. “That’s a very narrow minded way of viewing what I’ve done on behalf of the Goddess. No, I’ve been working to set you all free from the foolish strictures of your everyday lives! To give you the joy of pure pleasure only She can bestow.”

Thebe grunted, his mouth gaping open as he wobbled in his chair. His body collapsed downwards as he thrust his hips forward. “Why does that feel so good?” he grunted, splaying his legs. “I can’t help myself!” he exclaimed, looking extremely embarrassed.

Ceres grasped the back of his chair, pulling him back to reveal that his trousers had been pulled down, underwear spread taut between his thighs. A metallic lattice work was wrapped around his cock and balls, secured tightly around the base. The rubber sheath over his cock pulsed gently, as if alive, pulling a rattling hiss from the captured man.

Ceres’ face went white as his neck spun to look at Jinath’ra. “It’s a Man Trap,” he said woodenly, his words dripping with anger. “You’ve betrayed us.”

Jinath’ra shook her head, doing her best to keep a smirk off her face. “That’s not true at all. He betrayed himself. His curiosity is what got him into this predicament.”

Thebe moaned. “I… can’t help myself!” he exclaimed, his fingers clenching reflexively around his thighs. “It feels so good!” His face flushed as he pushed his chair towards the table. “Stop looking at me, everyone. Shit!”

He closed his eyes and gritted his teeth as an illicit orgasm seized his body. Shame flooded his expression as he pulled his pants and underwear back up, ineffectually trying to hide the Man Trap which was still milking his erection.

“I’ve seen enough,” hissed Ceres. “We’ll never be able to make a deal with anyone so underhanded. I should have done this from the start!”

Lifting his hand to his mouth, he spoke into his wrist. “Operation Storm is a go. Commence the assault!”

One of the upper entrances to the auditorium burst open, a man dressed in medieval armor rushing through, with four gaudily dressed heroes following closely behind. It was just as she had expected - the Power Squad had arrived to back up the guild.

Jinath’ra rose from the table smoothly, resting her hands on her belt as she unsnapped another pouch. “Let it be said that we weren’t the first to throw away any chance at reconciliation.” She raised her voice. “Solissa, unleash her.”

“With pleasure,” hissed the witch, launching to her feet. Wrapping her hands around the bound woman’s latex hood, she unclasped the buckles at the rear and popped it off.

The woman inside lifted her head towards the ceiling and began to shriek, a violent purple light pouring from her eyes and mouth.

Thrumming energy exploded from her body, expanding out in a sphere to cover the interior of the cage. Momentarily arrested by the glowing bars, it squeezed through the cracks and burst outwards, blanketing the entire room in an unearthly, purple light.

Jinath’ra was able to keep her feet as she was shoved by the force of the explosion, but Artur fell backwards, forcing the rest of the Power Squad to assist him.

Time slowed to a crawl as the air was colored the same malevolent purple, her heart thudding as she admired the beauty of her Goddess’ power. It wasn’t over yet, however.

Crystalline threads burst out of the woman’s mouth, crackling as they grew into an arch above her head, spilling over like a fountain above the conference table. They began to form a circular outline, shining purple facets growing towards each other like fingers as the nexus of the portal began to coalesce.

Reality vibrated as a rift was torn open, swirling, opaque energies glowing with deeper intensity as the concavity of the tunnel became visible. Swirls of energy buzzed over the surface, sinking inside in much the same way a black hole was delineated by the light it captured.

As soon as the connection was in place, the intense purple hue imbuing the world around them faded, the energy being absorbed by the newly created portal. She had been expecting this, so when the time dilation effect wore off, she was ready to act.

Throwing her body forward, she slid over the top of the table, jabbing the heel of her foot into Ceres’ chest. Unable to respond in time, he lost his balance, his chair flipping over backwards.

Ignoring his predicament, Jinath’ra focused on her true quarry, removing her thumb ring so that she could bring her full powers to bear. Reaching down to her belt, she retrieved a fine circle of metal, which glowed warm in her hands.

Thebe looked alarmed, backing away from her with fear on his face. That was only right, for this was the first time he had seen her true form.

Flicking her wrist, she snapped open the collar, grinning at him with sharp teeth. “What’s the matter, are you not man enough for this?”

Grabbing twin zips at the corners of her leather halter top, she pulled them open across the swell of her breasts. Her creamy, red flesh spilled out, showing off her aroused nipples. Sliding a hand around the side of one of them, she gave it a lewd squeeze.

Thebe grunted, his eyes going wide as the Man Trap seized this opportunity to grip at his balls. Chuckling to herself, Jinath’ra flipped the collar up, sliding it around his neck and securing it with a quick snap. “Too easy!” she exclaimed. “I’m going to have a lot of fun with you.”

Ceres roared, slamming his elbow into her upper back. This time, it was her turn to lose her balance, her body crashing into Thebe. The two of them fell to the floor, her voluptuous breasts pressing into his chest.

Sticking out her forked tongue, she licked the fallen man’s cheek. “Tasty.” she exclaimed. “That’s only the beginning. By the time I’m done with you, I’m going to sample everything.”

“No, you’re not!” roared Ceres, grabbing at her back. “Get off my brother, you demonic slut!”

Jinath’ra locked her arms under Thebe’s shoulders, using the momentum of Ceres’ grapple to pull them both to their feet. Whipping her tail behind her, she smacked him in the side, throwing him off balance. “Wait your turn,” she said harshly. “I’ll come back for you later.”

Crouching down, she grabbed Thebe by the legs, upending him onto the table. He made an unmanly shriek, his hips jerking up into the air, the Man Trip wobbling back and forth. The collar around his neck flared purple, his eyes glowing in resonance with the influence it was having on his body.

She wrapped her hands around his boots. “Enjoy yourself,” she hissed, pushing his head towards the portal.

Fear sprouted in his eyes as his body slid across the table, his scream distorted as he was swallowed by the roiling energy. Reality twisted for a split second, and then he was gone, sent to the Darklands.

By this time, the Power Squad had managed to recover some semblance of coordination, the five of them rushing down towards the opening to the cage. Drako was bound against the wall by Solissa, who had summoned arcane threads which pulsed with the same light as the portal.

Drako was looking at Angelica, his teeth spread in a grimace. “Help!” he croaked out.

Angelica was hunched over, her wings twitching with nervousness. “Don’t hurt him!” she cried out, hands clenched into fists. “He won’t hurt you!”

Jinath’ra very much doubted that, but Solissa eased up a little, diverting her attention to blocking the cage door. She was drawing extra strength from the portal, allowing her to perform spells she otherwise needed time to prepare. Jinath’ra doubted this would be enough to stop the Power Squad, but it might delay them just long enough.

She frowned, staring at the energy flows in the portal. It didn’t seem likely that all of them would make it. The Goddess would frown on her for saving only herself, however, which meant there was only one option.

“You’ll have to go into the portal first!” she shouted at Solissa, but the witch shook her head, flashing her a toothy grin.

A shower of sparks spattered over her as Artur hit the door to the cage with his sword. “I got this!” she declared, her fingers wiggling to keep it shut.

“Besides, your powers are not suited for this kind of work!” she shouted. “You have another problem to deal with!” She jerked her head upwards.

Jinath’ra took a step back, her heart lurching as she spotted the spindly legs of the Shard Sisters walking along the bars at the top of the cage. Leaning forward, they stuck their heads through the openings, squeezing their bodies through like tubes of toothpaste.

The cage was supposed to block heroic abilities, but they had probably turned it off once the attack had begun. Or those two weren’t from this world at all. She shuddered, but didn’t discount the possibility outright.

Either way, she was going to have to step up here, or all of them would be caught. “Stop where you are!” she ordered the spider ladies, imbuing her words with power.

Their limbs froze, and they hissed at her, bodies rocking back and forth as they dangled from the overhead bars. That would hold them for the moment, and the portal was just about ready.

She smirked. It was working better than she had anticipated. As long as they could keep stalling like this, success was assured.

Ceres roared, charging her again, but he was stopped by a lithe, rubber suited form that leapt onto his back. “It was foolish of you to ignore me,” she said in a sing-song voice, wrapping her arms and legs around his body. “I may have been a sleep walking vessel for my Goddess’ portal, but that doesn’t mean I’m not dangerous.”

Her eyes were glowing a solid white, a side effect of holding in the Goddess’ power for so long. Some of it remained within her, strengthening her.

The woman shifted her arm, choking Ceres as she pressed her gauntlet against his throat. A toxic, green tube extended from the bottom, twisting around to her back. “She doesn’t want any more interference from you. The next time you awake, the world will be very different.”

“Ruth?” choked out the man, gasping for air as he turned, slamming her ass against the edge of the desk. “What the hell happened to you?”

“I am not her,” the woman hissed, jabbing a needle into his neck. The green tubing pulsed, a drug being injected as she clung to him like a spider. “The one who you knew as ‘Ruth’ is dead and gone. I am Strife, a loyal Devotress of Matron Rae’tonesthica, may She ever rule with pleasure. Rae’monica, Rae’shown!”

Jinath’ra stepped up to the man and stroked his chin, grinning as she admired the despair settling onto his face. “That’s right. You sent her to investigate the cult, never intending that she would become a cultist herself. She belongs to Rae’monica now, forever changed into her obedient servant.”

She raised her arms wide, raising her voice. “As you all will be! Come, join us and see what it’s like to experience the true pleasure of obedience. To slip your mortal bonds and support the only true ruler of the Darklands!”

“Never!” roared Artur, his face squeezed into a grimace. “We’ll strike you down, here and now, pushing you out of this reality for good!”

Jinath’ra gave Ceres’ face a pat as his eyes rolled up into his head, his body slumping against the table. “Is that really what you’re doing?” she asked, climbing onto the table with her knees. “Who do you work for, really?”

Artur scowled, a red beard dangling over his gorget. “I’m no golden boy,” he declared, raising his sword effortlessly, as if it was a toothpick. “If I can seal off all the portals and keep this world pristine, I’ll be quite satisfied.”

“By any means necessary?” needled Jinath’ra, fluttering her wings as she spread her legs, her tail smacking against the table. “That makes you an isolationist. But why are you taking intel from Korn’kran? Don’t you know that he wishes to destroy this world?”

The armored man barked out a bitter laugh. “Of course he does, just like all of you. He thinks he’s high and mighty now, which will make our betrayal all the sweeter when it does happen.”

She hissed. Her guess had been correct.

Shaking her head, she found herself already frustrated with this conversation. “You don’t understand one thing about Raemonica. She doesn’t want your destruction. She’s spreading love.” She twisted the syllables, imbuing them with as much of her coercive power as she dared. “If you decided to change sides, to work with Her, you would be well rewarded.”

“Work with her,” croaked Ceres, his eyes fluttering. “You mean, become Her slaves.”

Strife twisted her neck, giving him a solid kiss on the cheek. “If that’s how you want to see it,” she hissed. “I don’t see it that way. We’re supporting the best candidate in the Darklands!”

Setting him gently on the floor, she leaped up onto the table, caressing her breasts. “I was such a silly fool for not seeing it sooner,” she declared. “All of my life, I’ve wanted something more, and I could never find it here in the guild.”

Her eyes glowed more intensely as shadows filled the air behind her. “Now, I have the power I want. The pleasure I seek is within my grasp. That is all due to Her. You should all be grateful that She wants you.”

Artur shook his head. “The only pleasure I want is that of separating her head from her body.”

Jinath’ra’s smile faded, and she let out her breath in a long sigh. “You won’t be convinced, then. That is unfortunate. That leaves it to us to show you Her power. Kneel! Kneel for Rae’monica!”

Her words split the air, the bars of the cage vibrating in sympathy. The grizzled knight’s knees creaked, a grunt escaping his lips as he kept himself upright by planting the tip of his sword into the floor.

The rest of the Power Squad wasn’t nearly as lucky. Kaze’s knees slammed against the ground with terrific force. She tried to brace herself against the cage with her hands, but the bars glowed white hot, a sizzling electrical burst blasting into her body.

She flew backwards, knocking down the other heroes into a messy pile. Well, that proved one thing for certain - the cage was definitely still working! That was likely why the Power Squad hadn’t been able to open it up like a tin can and roast them all alive.

Solissa might have been able to hold them herself, with her portal enhanced powers, but Jinath’ra was very glad they didn’t have to test that hypothesis. She squinted at the Shard Sisters, who were still frozen above them, chittering to each other as they craned their necks at unnatural angles. Definitely not human.

Well, it didn’t matter. It was too late for anyone to stop them. She turned to Strife and folded her arms. “The portal is ready. It’s your turn.”

Strife glanced at Ceres, biting her lip. “Can’t we take him?” she asked, curling her fingers into claws. “He is already almost Hers.”

Jinath’ra shook her head. “We must preserve our forces for the final push,” she declared. “His corruption will proceed, with or without our presence. Sooner or later, he will be brought into the fold, but for now, you must do as She asks.”

Strife bowed her head. “As Rae’monica wills it,” she said harshly. “Raemonica, Rae’shown!”

Stepping forward with confidence, she circled around Jinath’ra, marching straight into the portal. Her form dissolved into the rippling purple surface, a winking, latex covered ass the last part of her to vanish.

Now, everything would get more difficult. With fewer of them to hold back the heroes, the more likely it was that their retreat would collapse. It was up to her to ensure that it didn’t.

There was blessed little she could do, however. Her voice lost efficacy with each use, so she needed to save it for critical moments. Fortunately, the Shard Sisters still appeared unable to use their limbs, so there was still a chance they’d both escape.

Artur’s squad weren’t pulling any punches. They had pulled back a few steps and were attacking the cage with all of their powers. Flames, ice, and other waves of energy battered at the barrier, and for a moment, she thought it would crack.

Flaming hands wrapped around the bars of the cage, a rictus grin fixed to Conflagration’s blocky face. “You’re all gonna burn,” he roared, a jet of black smoke billowing from the top of his head.

He ignored the electrical sparking from the cage, increasing the intensity of the flames flickering around his hands until they glowed a terrifying blue. The metal began to soften under the heat as he twisted his wrists. Two sections popped out, dripping molten balls of material onto the floor.

Thrusting his arms through the holes, he roared, a sheet of flames projecting from the palms of his hands. Solissa was forced to take a step back, whispering a spell under her breath. A bubble of rippling energy expanded around her, moving to encompass the contents of the cage. The stream of fire coming from the hero’s hands bent, following the outer edge of the envelope.

It was a good gambit, but would only last for so long. It was becoming increasingly apparent that their means of defense were beginning to crumble. The portal wasn’t ready yet, however. They needed another minute before it could cycle again!

Jinath’ra opened her mouth, preparing to shout out a command, when something sticky wrapped around her right arm. “Shit!” she gasped involuntarily, her body being pulled rapidly towards the ceiling.

She hadn’t paid close enough attention to the Shard Sisters, and now they were making her pay for that oversight. A long, thin thread of silk ran between the lips of the one on the left into the hands of the other, who was pulling her up, hand over hand.

Dangling in midair, the only thing she could do was to swing her body weight, forcing them to readjust their hold on the ropy strand as the toes of her boot squealed across the top of the conference table.

As a strategy, it didn’t appear to be working too well. The woman’s grip was uncanny, her arms moving patiently to rope her back towards the two of them. She was being pulled inexorably upwards, and if they caught her, she could easily imagine being bundled into a cocoon. That couldn’t happen.

She twisted again, desperately trying to pull out of their grasp. This time, she saw a little more success, her ass dropping to the table. She grunted as she fell over the side, collapsing in a heap in front of Angelica.

Seeing her chance, she pushed as much of her power into her voice as she dared. “Help me!” she hissed as her arm jerked back up towards the twin sisters.

She was being manipulated like a puppet. How humiliating!

Her face went pale as she spotted Solissa. The witch had been pushed back, her bubble contorting under the combined assault of the heroes blasting her through the hole in the cage.

A grinning, muscled man wearing sunglasses suddenly appeared at the breach, his ham fists locking around the cage bars below the melted holes. “I left my french toast for this?” he roared, the metal squealing as it began to deform. “My eggs are getting cold!”

Jinath’ra gaped as he systematically disassembled the bars, twisting them out of the way as if they were twigs. At this rate, neither of them was going to make it out!

Warm hands grabbed at her shoulders, keeping her from being pulled back into the sky. “You can’t have her!”

Letting out a battle cry, Angelica flicked her wings together above Jinath’ra’s head, neatly cutting through the thick strand that had captured her.

Jinath’ra tumbled into her arms, relief blasting through her. Her command had found fertile ground in the corrupted heroine’s mind, giving her an unexpected savior. Her thoughts raced, scrabbling for anything that would stall the heroes further.

Mr. Bun finished opening up a man sized hole, baring his square teeth as he stepped back, giving the others room to assault. Solissa moved her arms together, focusing her power squarely in front of her.

Hissing energy smacked into her shield, forcing her to take a step back. “Go!” she shouted, the tattoo on her forehead flickering. “There’s no more time. They’re going to break through!”

The purple shield flared brightly, then failed. A caustic mixture of swirling fire and ice slammed into her chest, right below her breast bone. She gave Jinath’ra a ghastly smile. “It’s up to you now,” she croaked, blood dribbling from her lips.

Shock froze Jinath’ra in place, but no such disability afflicted Angelica. The heroine wrapped her arms around her, propelling them both towards the swirling portal with great speed. “No, that’s a bad idea!” yelled Jinath’ra, but it was too late.

Her body rippled as the portal seized hold of her, her head spinning as her consciousness was stretched down to a single point. Then, there was nothing, but for the gaping cold of the void.


Chapter Twelve

Jinath’ra stared up at the arched ceiling, trying to figure out what had just happened. She had been fighting a rearguard action with Solissa, the witch had been brutally murdered right in front of her, then she had been tossed into a portal, along with that angelic hero. What a fool!

There was a reason why you only sent one person through such a weak portal at a time. If it was overstressed, not only did you not know where you might end up, but all of your powers would be drained, too, leaving you at the mercy of whatever might find you.

Her head tilted a little, a small smile creeping onto her face as she spotted the tall stained glass window that covered the entire back wall. Sighing with relief, she allowed herself to relax. Safe. Somehow, she had made it to Raemonica’s main gathering hall, though she had no idea how she had gotten here. Perhaps someone had discovered her and she had been brought back while she was unconscious?

Before she could celebrate her good fortune, two hands wrapped around her neck, cinching tight. “What did you do to me?” grated Thebe, rage in his eyes. “I can’t get the damned thing off!”

Wheezing, she tried to push him away, but she was too weak. The best she could do was to rock back and forth, which didn’t accomplish anything. She had succeeded in her mission, only to be choked out once she had returned with the target. What a jest!

Tears sprung into her eyes and she began to laugh, a choking cry that startled the young man into relaxing his grip. “What an ironic fate for one such as me!” she choked out.

A woman wearing a military cap stepped in, seizing Thebe by the shoulders and pulling him off her. “Stop acting like a child. She’s bestowed upon you a precious gift, one that few others are fortunate enough to receive.”

Thebe scowled, opening his hands to gesture at the Man Trap flexing around his manhood. “What, are you talking about this? It’s a freaking cage!”

“Only temporarily,” murmured Aventra, positioning herself behind him and reaching around his sides. Grasping the pulsing latticework with her hands, she ran her fingers down its length, touching the ribbed cylinder in a specific sequence.

With a soft click, it released his dick, falling free into Aventra’s waiting hands. His penis popped upwards, a spurt of precum dribbling from the tip. He was clearly willing and ready. Just where they wanted him.

Her near death experience quickly fading, Jinath’ra seized the opportunity she had been looking for, wrapping her thumbs around her leather shorts and pulling them down to her knees. “You spend all this time around your brother, and he denies what you need,” she groaned, wiggling her hips. “But now he’s not here. I’m right in front of you, and I want what you have.”

Thebe swallowed, his penis twitching. From the look on his face, she knew that he was going to give in.

She was the bad girl, tatted up with dark makeup, a picture of sensuality. A dark demoness of desire, willing and ready to be taken in any position. No red blooded male could resist her charms, especially not when she used her powers.

She didn’t need them here, however. Only the lightest touch of persuasion was necessary to bring him to heel. In the end, no matter how moral they claimed to be, men were so easy to seduce.

He took a hesitant step forward. “I shouldn’t. I don’t know where I am.” His face screwed up. “Fuck me, I just can’t help it.”

That’s right. He was thinking with his balls, in traditional fashion. He might regret this afterwards, but by then it would be far too late.

“What are you waiting for, big boy?” she moaned, touching her clit with one hand and giving it a little rub. “Stop waiting. I’m perfectly willing. You can do me. There’s nothing stopping you. Look at how wet I am already! All you have to do is stick it in.”

His eyes were lit with lust. This was it. He didn’t care that there was an audience. He was going to take her there in front of everyone because his need was so strong.

She spread her legs wide, shifting her body so that she was fully accessible. “I’m getting lonely here,” she complained, sliding her hands up to seize the lower band of her latex top.

Pulling it outwards and sliding it up, she allowed her pierced breasts to fall free. Her tail curled upwards, the spiky tip grinding against her pussy. “Can’t you see what you’re doing to me? I’m such a needy slut.”

That was more than enough to send him over the edge. Libido roaring, he grabbed at her thighs, his fingers clenching around them possessively. Shifting his hips, he pressed his hard length into her, watching her wet inner lips squeeze around the head of his cock as it sank in.

Closing his eyes, he hummed to himself as he filled her wet tunnel to the brim, her muscles clenching around his girth. “Did you like that?” she hissed, enjoying the rush of pleasure from his thrust. “Watching my pulsing pussy lips as I sucked you in. That’s what you’ve been waiting for, hasn’t it? Hot, wet sex with a bad girl.”

He kept his eyes closed, rocking his hips with a sudden kick. “Yes,” he admitted with a low grunt. “I’ve been thinking about this, imagining it for ages. I can’t believe how good it feels to finally be fucking. I can’t believe I’ve waited so long, watched so much porn, without experiencing any of this.”

A virgin? How amusing!

She gave him a sultry laugh, this time imbuing some of her power to keep him within her web. “There’s a first time for everything,” she moaned. “I love first times. Nobody has any expectations. They’re always happy with what they get.”

She curved her body, enhancing the sensation by pushing into him during his next thrust. “Nobody else can do you like I can, though,” she said with confidence. “I’m the baddest girl around. If you’re having sex with me, that makes you bad, too. The baddest boy. Come on. Pump me harder. Give me your seed. That’s how you’ll know you’ve broken free of your chains.”

He opened his eyes again. They were still filled with desire, but now there was something a little more firm. Determination.

He wanted what she was giving, which made his downfall all the more sweet. What a wonderful corruption to savor. His brother would be so disappointed in him.

“You like that idea, don’t you? Forgetting all those silly morals your brother keeps talking about, discarding everything so that you can fuck me. Uh, huh. That’s right. Keep shoving yourself into my wet snatch. Give me your body and soul.”

Her dirty words seemed to amp him up, and he increased his speed. “I don’t think I can hold back,” he admitted. “I’m too aroused!”

“Then don’t, tiger. Let yourself go, completely.”

He grunted, his hips spasming as he gave himself to the pleasure. It was rather sloppy sex, but she gave him fake moans to keep him motivated. Sooner than she would have liked, he stopped thrusting, his dick pulsing as it began to squirt into her.

Clenching her inner muscles, she made sure he had a good time as he emptied himself inside, wrapping her legs around his waist. Clenching them hard, she pulled her body up onto his, keeping his dick firmly planted inside her pussy.

She patted his face. “Not too bad for your first effort. Now that you’ve committed, we’re going to have a wonderful time with each other. I’m going to fuck you multiple times a day, building up your endurance, until nothing is left of that innocent boy.”

Thebe grinned, his face rather ghoulish. “I’d like that,” he admitted, a dark shadow in his countenance.

Perfect. The corruption had taken hold. All that remained was to see it to its obvious conclusion.

A dark shadow billowed over them, a large form descending to the floor, Her heels tapping against the velvet carpet. Enormous wings folded behind Her back as she folded Her arms, a golden gauntlet sparkling at her right wrist.

Jinath’ra climbed off of Thebe as she noticed her Goddess’ pleased countenance, quickly dropping to her knees. “My Mistress,” she croaked out, pressing her forehead into the floor. “This time, I have not failed you.”

“Indeed,” she said slowly, examining the new arrivals as she tapped a sharp talon against her elbow. “What happened to my witch?”

Rising slowly to her feet, Jinath’ra looked around at the others, a quiver of uncertainty in her chest. Strife seemed rather nonplussed, unbothered by the situation. She hadn’t seen the witch’s death at the hands of the Power Squad.

Angelica had been there, but she was far too occupied with Aventra. The dominant woman was giving her a long, drawn out kiss. The dark corruption in her wings was more evident now, perhaps enhanced by their entry into the Goddess’ realm. There would be no help for her there.

“She… didn’t make it,” she said dryly, tension in her shoulders as she studied the tall, gothic arches behind her Mistress. The ceiling was cloaked in darkness, but she could see the fluttering of wings in the upper galleries. The masses had arrived to watch them give their report. “She was speared through the heart with a bolt of elemental energy by the Power Squad. There was no way for me to save her.”

A clattering roar rose all around them, a general sound of disapproval. Jinath’ra’s knees wobbled, but she stood her ground. “Look!” she gestured. “I brought back their leader’s brother. He is already mostly yours.”

Raemonica stalked over to him, her heels clicking on the stone floor as she circled around Jinath’ra. Leaning over him, she stroked his cheek, closing her eyes as she gave him a long sniff. Disconcerted, he pulled back from Her, grabbing for his pants in embarrassment.

“Yes, he has the stench of corruption about him,” She declared. “This is a good find. I will put you in charge of his training.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” she hissed, her tail wiggling with excitement.

This was good news. At least Raemonica wasn’t going to consign her to another session in the Pits. She could sense that this wasn’t over yet, however. The masses wouldn’t be satisfied with that.

Some of them were already rising to their feet, leaning over the edge of the balcony with horrific jeers on their faces, claws screeching as they dug into the iron railing. Raemonica raised a clawed hand, and they subsided, going silent.

“We have lost one of our own. We mourn her loss, but her essence is not gone forever. A new host must be found.” Her fangs rested on her lower lips as she scanned over the small group of survivors.

Jinath’ra held her breath until the Goddess’ gaze settled on Angelica. “You have brought another. Bring her to me.”

Aventra wrapped her arm around the woman’s side, whispering in her ear. Angelica’s eyes flashed, and she grinned, stepping towards the Goddess with confidence.

Bowing her head, she folded her hands over her chest, wings twitching as they became visibly blacker. “I am told you are Raemonica,” she said in a strong voice. “I have much to thank you for. Without Your assistance, I would never have found the courage to take what I want in life.”

“Indeed,” replied Raemonica, unimpressed. “And now, you are Mine, to do with as I please. Will you submit yourself to Me? To be My servant, to support My cause, and to obey My commands?”

Jinath’ra trembled, hoping that this would work out the way she thought it might. If so, there would be no punishment for her failure! This would be the second time she had escaped without consequence!

How fortuitous! This was turning out even better than she had hoped!

Angelica knelt, raising her wings. “I am already Yours, Mistress,” she proclaimed. “I repeat Your mantra for hours and hours at a time. Jinath’ra is an excellent teacher. I am so pleased that she convinced me that You are my future.”

“Indeed.” Raemonica raised her head, addressing the crowd. “As you can see, they have succeeded far beyond My expectations. My portal has been implanted in the heart of their guild, in a position where they dare not remove it without destroying the building. Their leader’s brother is becoming one of My own, and My witch will soon be returned to us, in a willing host. We shall celebrate!”

She raised her arms, and the wall sconces roared, flames licking high up the walls. The hanging tapestries fluttered, showing off demonic humanoids in varied sex positions. This was truly Her castle of debauchery.

The doors around them were flung open, allowing the crowd to come in to greet them. Soon, they were surrounded, spindly ma’ghouls approaching, led by seductive minor Devotresses.

They were going to perform a good old fashioned ritual to raise the dead, with Angelica as the centerpiece. By the time they were done, there would be nothing left of her old heroic self.

Not that there was much remaining now. She seemed perfectly happy to be accosted by two ma’ghouls, their aroused dicks prodding her sides. Aventra giggled, caressing her shoulder. It wouldn’t be long before the three of them were having a lot of fun together.

Jinath’ra wasn’t interested in any of that. She had eyes only for Thebe. She had grown rather attached to him in the short time she had known him, and wasn’t willing to give him up to anyone else. Besides, the Goddess had ordered her to train him, and that was just what she was going to do.

She stalked over to the confused man, taking his arm. “This must be confusing for you,” she hissed in his ear. “Come with me, and I will make sure you aren’t… molested.”

He seemed reluctant to move, a sudden shyness in his troubled expression. “This is… not what I was envisioning,” he admitted, taking a hesitant step towards her.

“Why not? Raemonica is the Seductress of Shadow. This is rather expected in Her court.”

He stumbled a little as Jinath’ra led him through the crowd and out through one of the large sets of double doors. “I have to confess I was thinking of whips and chains, not velvety caresses.”

Jinath’ra stroked his arm. “That can be arranged, if such things are to your taste.”

Thebe shuddered. “I’d rather not, if you don’t mind.”

“Very well,” she replied, mounting a curved stone staircase that led up to the balcony. “It’s only a matter of time, however. I will discover and fulfill your each and every desire.”

His body shivered, but he didn’t pull away. The faint glow in his eyes was increasing in intensity. Just being here, at the heart of the Goddess’ power, was having an effect on him.

They passed a finial at the top of the stairs, a miniature statue of a horned woman caressing her breasts. “Is everything about this place so sexualized?” he asked, admiring the beauty with sudden lust.

“Of course,” replied Jinath’ra, pressing her hips into his side. “Her Empire is built on fulfilling our base desires. Through sexual control, comes obedience. If She can give you what you need, why would you go anywhere else?”

She snaked a hand around his back, touching his other shoulder possessively. “The best part is, we all want this. If you’ve taken a fancy to me, you can have me. There’s no need to go elsewhere to slake your lust.”

A strange hint of vulnerability flitted across his face, replaced by a sullen frown. “You’ve been assigned to seduce me, though. It’s your job.”

Jinath’ra shrugged. “I’ve had lots of jobs, but never one so fun. We’ve already forged a bond with each other. I like you.”

“If you like me that much, remove this collar!” he retorted, fingering the solid band around his throat. “Then we’ll be equals.”

“In good time,” she said, giving him a throaty chuckle. “I must make sure you won’t flee from my side, like a frightened bird.”

He frowned. “Where am I going to go? I don’t know anything about this place.”

Tilting his head back, he looked up through an open arch into the high ceilinged chamber beyond. “This architecture looks like something out of medieval Europe, but the monsters I’ve seen here aren’t from my world.”

“That’s true,” admitted Jinath’ra. “There’s much worse out there, but Raemonica keeps them outside her demesne, or under lock and key, if they’re useful.”

The two of them walked down a sloping aisle, past rows of seats. “I can’t imagine what being useful might look like,” he said, eyes widening as he took in the orgy taking place below.

She glanced down, smirking at the growing bulge at his crotch. He had managed to secure his pants in the interim, but there was no hiding that erection. “What are you talking about?” she said smoothly. “You seem very useful to me.”

Sneaking a hand down to his waist, she undid his belt with finesse, grabbing his pants and pulling them down, around his ankles. Before he could protest, she flexed her knees, dropping until his bouncing dick was in front of her face.

“You can watch them while I do this,” she announced, grasping his length with both hands. “They say much of what arouses a man is visual, and they are certainly going to put on a good show.”

Thebe grunted, propping his butt against the seatback of a chair. His hands clenched as he swapped between looking at the roiling mass below and at her, his body stiffening as she worked her hands down his dick. “I can’t decide!” he moaned, arching his back.

“Then I’m doing my job properly!” retorted Jinath’ra. “Just let go, let this happen. I want to please you.”

He grunted again, the head of his dick jerking in her hands. “I don’t get it,” he muttered. “I just ejaculated. How can I be so hard again in such a short time?”

Opening her mouth wide, Jinath’ra stuck her tongue out, curling the forked tip around and under to tickle at his frenulum. Closing around the tip of his dick, she gave it a small suck, pulling her tongue slowly back inside so that she could taste his arousal.

He jerked, gaping at her. “If you do that again, I might explode,” he warned her.

She chuckled, leaning back as she gave the base of his penis a squeeze. “You won’t. The collar you wear will hold you back until I permit it. It’s a conduit for Her control, Her power. While you wear it, your body is enhanced, ready for pleasure.”

He looked worried, but she shook her head. “You won’t need it forever. It’s a tool, used to help you enjoy yourself until you can truly let go. Once you’ve embraced Her teachings, Her corruption, and have become Her creature, you will no longer need any assistance to perform as we desire.”

He choked as she took his dick in her mouth, this time sliding all the way down to the base. Rubbing her tongue back and forth over the bottom of his girth, she gave him a few experimental pumps, working him until he was perfectly swollen, ready to give it to her.

This was only the beginning. As the Goddess’ essence infiltrated his body, he would inevitably change, bulking up to better serve his new Mistress. Other parts of him would change as well, enhancing his pleasure as he fell further into Her grip. It would be extremely pleasurable for both of them.

He was already on the bubble. Soon, he would be willing to do anything to remain with Her. Slaves to their desires. Devoted to their Mistress. As it should be.

Moans came from below, but he wouldn’t be distracted by them. Gritting his teeth, he was starting to participate, thrusting himself into her clamping mouth, his length sliding past her black, polished lips.

“How erotic,” hissed a low voice, distracting the two of them from their fun.

Popping free with a gasp, Jinath’ra turned to take in the intruder. The woman was leaning over a seat, her elbows propped on the curved back.

She was dressed in skimpy leather underwear, a small bra doing little to hold back her voluptuous assets. Red hair tangled around curled horns that extended from either side of her forehead. Long ears pointed straight outward, with dangling earrings.

Her lips were painted a glossy red, large eyes slashing through her angled face. A corrupted Devotress. She must have remained behind when the others had left.

Jinath’ra smoothed her expression. It wouldn’t be a good idea to promote disharmony in Her court. Besides, the idea of a threesome didn’t seem so bad.

“Would you like to join us? He is mine, but I do not mind sharing. It is going to be a part of his future training, anyway.”

The Devotress shook her head, two pigtails of fiery red hair flipping about her shoulders. “Oh, certainly not. I don’t mind watching, but one doesn’t mess with one’s progeny. It’s my place to admire from afar.”

She curled a hand under her chest, giving her breasts a little bounce. “It’s also rather fun watching you work. It’s much easier to appreciate what a talented Devotress can do when you aren’t the subject of her attention.”

Understanding trickled through her mind. “You’ve managed to graduate training in a very short time!” she remarked, admiring the woman’s sculpted body. “You’re looking good!”

“Thanks,” replied the Devotress, nodding regally. She gave Jinath’ra a toothy grin. “It looks like my grandson is in good hands. Please, give him exactly what he needs.” Her tiny wings flapped with excitement.

Jinath’ra turned her attention back to Thebe, displeased to note that his dick had wilted. “What’s going on here?” she asked sharply. “Am I not the sexy woman you just fucked?”

His collar glowed with an unearthly light, and his pulse throbbed, but not even that assistance could force his body to obey. He swallowed, his face pale. “You’re my Nana?” he asked, bracing himself against the railing.

The Devotress’ face grew into a wide grin. “You had best mind your matters, boy, or I’ll give you more than just the evil eye.”

His eyes twitched. “Please don’t.”

He turned back to Jinath’ra. “Is there any way you could send her away?” he complained. “I’m completely mortified here.”

It was true. His legs were trembling, and his color was pallid, the head of his penis drooping even lower. If she didn’t do something to help him, he might end up trying to run, which would be a complete disaster.

She allowed her power to rise, feeling it tickle at her throat. “Do not focus on her, focus on me!” she commanded, taking a bold step forward, wrapping her hands around his shoulders.

His face rippled as her power flowed over him, his disgust smoothing out as his eyes dulled. “That’s right, listen to me closely, allow my words to flow through you and take away the anxiety. I am removing your angst, worry, and shame. It’s just you and me here, our bodies are hot and ready. Give in to your lust.”

A soft moan escaped his lips as his hands rose to her breasts. A glimmering fire was growing in his eyes, a soft red that gave them a devilish aspect. As the fire within him grew, they would darken further, until he would be unable to contain himself. Just as she had hoped.

He gave her breasts a thorough squeeze, kneading her flesh on autopilot. “You’re beautiful,” he whispered.

She patted his cheek. “That’s very nice of you to say, but I want something more out of you than simple flattery. Unleash yourself.”

As her words took hold, his lips curled into a feral growl. He stopped groping her, moving his fingers up to her nipples to seize the large rings dangling from the tips. He pulled at them roughly, forcing her body close to his.

She clenched her teeth at the pain, but internally she was delighted at his initiative. He could still do this, even while under the influence of her voice? He was going to be a powerful servant for the Goddess.

With how willing he had been so far, he might not even need to be harnessed. That would certainly make him a special catch. The Goddess could certainly choose them!

She pressed her hips into his body, delighting at how his rock hard cock popped up against her privates. Yes, this was certainly getting interesting quickly. Only a small incentive would be necessary.

Moving her hands around behind his head, she ran her fingers through his hair, noting the small, knobby lumps dimpling the top of his skull. “You’ve been wanting to ravish me since you first laid eyes upon me, isn’t that right?” she cooed. “Your brother was in the way, not allowing you to take what you wanted. Well, he’s not here now. You can take me all you like.”

He leaned his head forward, resting his chin against the side of her face. “Are you sure you want to provoke me like this?” he asked, his warm breath tickling the crook of her shoulder. “If I unleash my true desires, I might hurt you.”

Jinath’ra laughed, letting go of all the tension she had been holding in her body. “You can’t hurt me. I’m a native Darklander, and I’ve faced much worse than a few bumps and bruises. Do whatever you want with me, I swear I’ll enjoy it!”

“Then don’t complain when I start handling you like this!” he exclaimed, grabbing her hips.

Pulling her against him, he turned them both around, slamming her ass into the railing. Gripping her tightly, he pulled her off the ground, spreading her thighs wide.

She figured out where this was going rather quickly, wrapping her ankles around behind his ass so that she wouldn’t be tossed over the edge. “What’s the matter?” he roared. “Don’t you trust me?”

“Darling,” she chuckled, leaning back out into the open air. “I don’t trust anybody. Only the Goddess has my absolute faith.”

This brought him up short. “Well, I suppose that only makes sense,” he said, accepting her answer. “But you will learn to trust me, too.”

“Won’t I? Why would I trust one of the Goddess’ most powerful beasts?” she retorted, sighing with pleasure as he slipped his fat length into her waiting pussy. “Heartbreakers, all of them. You have no idea how much attention you’re going to get at Her court. They’re all going to be quite brazen, and it will be simply impossible to turn them all down.”

He rocked his hips, baring his teeth, which were starting to grow longer, the ends shaping into needlelike points. “How could I ever forget my first?” he asked, shoving himself into her roughly.

She craned her neck, giving him a rapturous smile in response, pursing her lips. “You know just what to say, don’t you, lover? Keep it up, and I might make you my regular, even after you’ve finished my tutelage.”

The implications didn’t seem to breach the surface, as he was far too busy thrusting, grunting like a wild beast as he took her with abandon. His desires were in control, and there would be no getting through to him until after he had fed her the rest of his seed.

That was all well and good, in her opinion. This was all starting to feel very nice, and she had a front row seat to his full physical transformation.

She could already see the darkness seeping through the long strands of brown hair that dangled over his shoulders, the collar pulsing as his body soaked up more of the Goddess’ essence.

The air at Her court was saturated with it, though it wasn’t nearly as concentrated as it was in the Pits. Raemonica’s collar attuned his body with the corruption, feeding him with small doses. This allowed his physiology to adjust without too abrupt of a transformation, helping his mind to cope with what was being done to him.

Though, as it was at the moment, he wasn’t paying attention to much else other than railing her as hard as he could. Perfect. That would allow him to finish his transformation even faster, and she could watch every step!

The tattoo over her womb glowed in sympathy with the pulses of the man’s collar, physical evidence of the essence being absorbed by his body. He was quickly growing in stature, pulling her off the railing. She wrapped her prehensile tail around his right leg, flicking the tip against his toe. Using it as an anchor, she let herself dangle off him, allowing her body to bounce with each thrust.

He roared, grabbing her shoulders to give himself better control over her, sharp fangs filling his mouth. Horns parted his drooping hair, curling like corkscrews as they tilted up towards the ceiling.

Suddenly, a lithe figure was behind him, stroking his back. “It is quite instructive to watch a seasoned Devotress like yourself,” she said sultrily, giving her grandson’s shoulder a squeeze. “You’re turning him even faster than I thought possible!”

Jinath’ra groaned, hissing as she flicked her red eyes towards the other woman. Baring her teeth, she stuck out her tongue. “You already said you didn’t want him, so leave us in peace,” she groaned.

“Of course not,” murmured Nana, grinning as she reached up to touch his hair. “I want to see the magnificent beast he’s about to become. What an excellent tool he will be for our Mistress!”

She couldn’t disagree with that sentiment, but she rather wished that the other woman had stayed back. She wanted to enjoy the way his slitted eyes were staring at her with vicious lust by herself.

How unusual. Had she ever gotten this attached to any of her trainees before?

There was something different about this man, though his corruption was going just as smoothly as the others she had trained. She rather liked his shyness, the way his mouth slanted up in a grin as he squeezed his dick into her.

Pressing the heels of her feet against his ass, she levered her body upwards, pressing herself into his chest. She traced the muscles of his abdomen, squealing as his strong body flexed, ramming his engorged dick home.

It was enlarged from just a few moments ago, his body changing further as it absorbed more of Raemonica’s essence. His muscles were getting stronger, too, giving him further stamina and allowing him to carry her with little effort.

These changes would be subtle at first, but together, they added up to a new whole: he was going to be a magnificent monster in Her stable.

She pressed her breasts into his chest, moaning as she writhed on top of him. “Kiss me,” she demanded, grabbing his shoulders. “Tell me that I’m yours.”

He tilted his head so that he could slam his forehead into hers, their horns tangling with each other. Slitted eyes glowing, he pursed his lips, giving her a solid kiss. Their tongues danced and they sucked on each other, the heat of their carnal love rising between them.

It was everything she had wanted, so why was her heart giving her a little pang of unease? She was simply doing what her Goddess had ordered her to do. She shouldn’t be feeling anything for this man.

And yet, there it was. A little kernel of hidden desire, stuffed down for so long, she had forgotten it was there.

This desire, this need for a connection with someone, anyone, wasn’t something she had thought about in a very long time. The Darklands were rough, with everyone scrabbling for what little they had. There was no room to get attached to anyone.

It was only in service to a Master or Mistress could one allow oneself to relax, though there was still the endless infighting and favor seeking to deal with. She had learned never to hope for anything more.

But now that hope was returning, for some reason. It couldn’t have anything to do with the raw pleasure of sex, as she had experienced that many times before.

How annoying. She squashed it down, without prejudice. She couldn’t afford to start having feelings for one of her subjects. Getting close to anyone was a good way to open oneself up to betrayal.

She would enjoy herself, and finish his training, as she had been ordered. That would be the end of it.

Tightening her legs around his back, she began to rock her hips up and down more vigorously, staring him directly in the eyes. Would he force her to back off, or would he be submissive? She could roll with either choice, but if she was being honest with herself, she knew which one she wanted to see.

His arms grabbed at her shoulders, preventing her from dropping back down onto him. “Did I say you could force me to orgasm?” he said gruffly.

She shivered, delighting in his dominance. “No,” she replied cheekily, “but over here, one takes what they can get.”

She stroked her hands over his shoulders, noting the bumpy spikes that were growing out of his skin. “You’re such a masculine specimen, I can hardly contain myself!” she exclaimed.

“Stop that!” he growled, squeezing her until she subsided. “You’re not going to distract me. You’re going to do exactly what I want, when I want it!”

“That’s right!” exclaimed Nana, her face looking bright as she peered over his shoulder. “Take her, make her squeal for you!”

He made a noise of annoyance, rattling Jinath’ra’s body. “Forget her,” he hissed. “Pay attention to me. Are you going to do what I say?”

A new thrill tickled her loins, and suddenly she was twice as horny as before. “Of course, my master,” she said, parting her lips to blow him a kiss. “Whatever you say. I am putty in your hands.”

He scowled, but she sensed a hint of approval in his gaze. She would never obey him in all things like she would the Goddess, of course, but she was perfectly happy to let him lead in the bedroom. A little submission could be an intoxicating brew.

“Good,” he growled. “Now, stay still, and let me finish the way I want.”

She gave him a wink, but he was beyond worrying about her cheekiness. Tightening his grip under her shoulders, he began to rock her up and down, jerking his hips with barely contained lust.

“What a saucy wench,” he moaned. “But your tight hole fits me perfectly.”

“Of course it does, lover, we were made for fucking. Give me all you’ve got, I can take it.” She writhed in his grasp. “Force yourself on me. Take me. Make me yours.”

Her dirty words seemed to have an impact, his rocking body speeding up as he began the final ride, working her aching pussy with his enlarged dick. His breathing was coming rougher now, hissing like a steam engine as his skin flushed red.

Slitted eyes twitching, he roared in triumph as she gasped out her pleasure, the two of them melding together in a show of hedonistic delight.

They didn’t care that all of those below could clearly see every thrust, lost in the raw mechanical pleasure of fucking. The two of them, together, rejoicing in what the Goddess had given them.

This intensity couldn’t be maintained for long, but it seemed like an eternity to Jinath’ra. This wasn’t her first time corrupting another, but she had never seen it from beginning to end like this. This was special.

Her tunnel convulsed as his dick began to swell further, her body prepared to receive his seed. Recognizing this, he pulled her body towards his, leaning in to encompass a nipple with his warm mouth.

Sucking on her sensitive flesh, he flicked his tongue over her nipple ring, moving his head in time with his thrusts to keep up the pressure. From there, he lost control completely, his dick jumping as it began to pulse his warm seed into her.

Pulling her legs tight, she forced herself all the way down his rod as his body stiffened. Unable to resist her efforts, he resigned himself to enjoying the ride, bellowing his victory as he filled her wet pussy to the brim.

Crying out herself, she could feel his wetness exploding within her inner lips, a trickle bursting out and dribbling onto the floor. The thick musk of hot semen hit her nostrils, sending her to new heights as she bore down on him, milking out every last drop.

Breathing hard, he held her close as the urgency of his need began to fade. Pressing his nose into her shoulder, he breathed in, his hands grabbing her ass. “I can’t seem to get enough,” he admitted, squeezing her tight. “I want to remain within you, to keep having you. I want to make you mine.”

“I’m already yours… as long as the Goddess permits it,” she said lightly, giving him a quick peck on the chin. “You should give it time, though. You need to explore your new body and understand its features. You might be surprised at how much stamina you now possess.”

He carefully pulled her off his dick, setting her gently on the floor. Looking down, he picked at his clothing with dismay, noting how his new muscles strained at the seams of his t-shirt. “It doesn’t fit,” he complained.

“I’m glad at least one thing still fit,” murmured Jinath’ra, smirking at him.

He scowled, eyes glowing red as he rested a hand on her shoulder. “For that, I’m going to punish you later.”

She barked out a laugh. “Don’t threaten me with a good time.” Jumping up, she wrapped a hand around his shoulder. “I’ll do anything you want, but we should watch this next part, I think it’s going to be interesting to you.”

Nana sidled up on his right side, leaning against the railing. “It’s so amusing, watching young love,” she chortled, her tail twitching against one of the seats. “I’ve forgotten so much about the dance of love, but here I am again, ready for the pursuit.”

She smiled as she stared hungrily at the orgy below. “I have much to thank Her for.”

“As do we all,” murmured Jinath’ra, still not comfortable at the woman’s presence.

It wasn’t going to matter. Once the Goddess had given Nana a permanent assignment, she would have Thebe all to herself. She would have plenty of time to finalize Thebe’s loyalties without her meddling.

A general hush from below distracted her from these plans, and she leaned into Thebe’s side, taking in the crowd as they made way for Raemonica’s hulking form. The orgy hadn’t completely stopped at the periphery, but there was now a circle opening up in the center, with Angelica’s winged form standing next to the Goddess.

Jinath’ra shivered, knowing what it felt like to have the Goddess’ full attention. It was intense to be scrutinized by the one who had ultimate power over your existence.

To her credit, Angelica didn’t drop to her knees. She instead elected to fold her arms, her corrupted wings fanning out over the crowd.

Raemonica clapped her hands together, glossy black nail polish glistening under the light of the flickering torches. She was wearing an intimidating black cape, with bony spikes running over her shoulders that matched the spiked cuff on her left wrist.

She raised her hands, and the crowd fell silent, the few remaining revelers stopping their fornication to pay rapt attention to what She would do next.

“Our comrade has fallen,” She began, a susurrus of whispers washing through the crowd. “However, she has not left us entirely. A new vessel has been found to hold her essence, to become her champion. Even in death, she shall still serve Me.”

A parade of six humanoid women marched up behind her, their heads hidden under grotesque masks. Jinath’ra shuddered, recognizing some of the beasts they were meant to represent.

The cool snout of a Buzz’nacht, with which it used to burrow into the brain of its prey after it subdued them with razor sharp stingers. The fishy head of the Lostcrown, with dangling antennae it used to hypnotize its victims before diving into the most fleshy parts with its elongated teeth.

These, along with the others, were representations of the worst this world had to offer. All of them, subjugated by the Goddess, defanged and made useful by Her power.

The woman leading the parade lifted a golden goblet high, presenting it to Angelica. “For this to be successful, you must accept Her. All of Her.”

Angelica clasped the goblet, her fingers squeezing around the jewels embedded in the base. She looked at the smoky liquid with trepidation, but the hunger in her eyes was apparent for all to see. It was too late for her to back out now.

Lifting the goblet, she poured the contents into her mouth, flinging her head backwards. Her wings fluttered as excess fluid spilled over her chin, fluorescent purple rivulets dribbling down her chest.

Swallowing heavily, she let out a long moan, handing the goblet back to the cultist. “It’s sweet!” she exclaimed, touching a finger to her chest to clean up the excess.

Sliding it into her mouth, she sucked on it gently, closing her eyes. When they flicked back open, they were glowing an intense red. “I’m so hot!” she exclaimed, looking around at the crowd with lust.

“Contain yourself,” ordered Raemonica, a ball of energy swirling between her hands. “This next part is rather delicate. I wouldn’t want you to turn into one of the Crazed. Those are so much more difficult to sort out. This has to be done right the first time.”

Angelica looked contrite, smoothing out her wings. “As you wish, my Goddess,” she intoned, bowing her head.

“I do wish it. Now, accept my gifts, and prepare yourself to be transformed.” Raemonica raised her hands, and the air above her rippled.

The large orb that usually hung above the Goddess’ throne appeared as if it had been teleported, though Jinath’ra knew that the actual device was still in place. This was just a shadowy copy that She would use to tap some of Her power.

The bottom quarter swirled with concentrated power, though there wasn’t much remaining. Summoning a new portal had drained much of what She had on hand, though there was plenty remaining to complete this ritual.

Jinath’ra knew just as much as the rest of them that this wasn’t all the power their Goddess possessed. It was simply a visible symbol of their faction’s success, a barometer of how close they were to restoring the Empire.

Not everyone had a direct way of contributing to this magical battery, of course, but that wasn’t the point. It rose and fell along with all of their efforts, and now that Her plans were beginning to bear fruit, she was certain she would see it filled to the brim within her lifetime.

The Goddess Raemonica, ascendant above her brethren, Empress of the Darklands, Seductress of earth worlders. She couldn’t wait to see it all come to fruition.

A second cultist approached Angelica, uncapping a jar in her left hand. Dipping a finger inside, she stood on tiptoes, drawing a symbol on Angelica’s forehead. Jinath’ra recognized it as the same one that Solissa had worn, the painted lines sinking into the former heroine’s skin.

Jinath’ra had never exactly liked the witch, but she had never wished for her demise. Infusing Angelica wouldn’t bring her back, exactly, but at least her essence and desires would live on. It was what she would want done if her corporeal form was destroyed in service to her Goddess.

A hazy light was beaming over the corrupted heroine as the tattoo was finished, her eyes sunken in her skull as her face became pale. The concoction was taking effect, opening up her soul so that it could accept another’s presence.

The crowd watched with rapt attention, a hissing chant escaping their lips. “Pa’ax Raemonica! Raemonica, Rae’shown!”

The uneven shouts escaping their lips rose as the purple orb above them swirled with the Goddess’ power, a hazy aura expanding from the surface to cast the room in a malevolent light.

“What is She doing?” asked Thebe in a hushed voice, leaning over the railing. “I don’t understand any of this.”

“She’s being prepared to receive Solissa,” whispered Jinath’ra. “Or, whatever is left of her.”

Thebe scrunched his brows together, making his bestial form look surprisingly approachable. It was adorable, but she certainly wasn’t going to tell him that. He still had a long way to go to accept what had been done to him, and she didn’t want to make him feel self conscious.

“I still don’t get it,” he said, clawing at the railing. “Who is this Solissa, and what happened to her?”

Jinath’ra sighed. “She was the witch who came with me to the negotiations, though I have to say we did remarkably little of that.”

Thebe looked chagrined. “I don’t think any of us were wanting that outcome.” He paused, a look of sorrow washing over his face. “At least, I hope my brother was looking for peace, though after that attack, I’m very much starting to worry that he’s just as much a corrupted mess as I’ve become.”

Jinath’ra stroked his chest. “Ah, but you’re my corrupted mess. The changes you’re experiencing are all perfectly normal, don’t you worry about that. I’ll take care of you, help you to fit in.”

He gave her the side eye. “I’d very much like that, but I’m sensing an ulterior motive here. What are you going to get out of all this?”

She hunched her shoulders, clamping her lips together. “Let’s just finish watching the show, shall we?” she asked in a small voice.

She definitely didn’t want to delve too deeply into that topic, otherwise she might actually have to try to figure out her feelings, and she definitely wasn’t ready for that.

Thebe grunted, setting his head in his hands. Nana wrapped an arm around his back. “She’s a little reluctant to share her feelings,” she said sympathetically. “You’ll have to give her some time until she figures out her boundaries.”

This time, it was Jinath’ra’s turn to grunt, but their little spat was quickly paling in the face of the forces at work below them.

A swirling spiral of energy was sifting out the bottom of the power sphere, trickling into the form of a sphere that encompassed Angelica’s form. As the very air around her glowed, she gaped, dropping to the floor.

The cultists cleared the area, chanting as the strength of the field increased. Angelica stared up at the glowing orb, dazed by the building enchantment.

Raemonica raised Her hands, electrical sparks flying from Her fingertips. Her lips formed a command, the mystical words pulsing in Jinath’ra’s ears as they tickled her eardrums. A thick tentacle descended from the orb, thrusting itself into Angelica’s mouth.

The woman screamed, but the noise was quickly cut off by the streaming energy, the pulsing length bulging out her throat as it rammed itself into her body. Vibrations shook the room as the shimmering sphere became opaque, hiding Angelica from view.

The disturbing noises were cut off, replaced with a whirring hum from the pulsing magic. Thebe clasped her hand. “Is this really okay? It looked like she was in pain!”

A strange warmth curled through her heart, which she tried not to examine too closely. She wrapped her other hand over the top of his, admiring the way her lithe fingers linked into his rough digits. “Pain is always a result of change,” she asserted. “A mental realization that nothing will ever be the same again. A physical reconfiguration into a more useful being. It’s all pain. Always.”

She bumped her hips into his. “You can’t say that you didn’t experience pain during your transformation, right?”

He stared down at her with a burning lust. “Whatever pain there might have been was mitigated by the pleasure of fucking you.”

Jinath’ra gave him an amused smile, sneaking a hand in to grab his dick, which was already starting to get hard again as the collar around his neck pulsed. Although his physical transformation was mostly complete, there were still a few details that needed to be finalized. She would be on hand to make sure they were completed, via the appropriate application of various horizontal positions.

“Does that make us lovers?” she asked, snuggling into his body.

“I think we’re already beyond that,” he replied, wrapping an arm over her shoulder and pulling her in close.

She shivered, a tingle of fear trickling down her back. She could get too used to this warmth, this closeness. She was the one seducing him, wasn’t she?

It was disconcerting to be so uncertain. She had never been like this in the past. What was different here?

She allowed his warmth to give her a sense of comfort, though she didn’t want to grow to rely upon it. She had seen what had happened to the former king when he had allowed himself to trust in others too much.

Well, putting that aside, as long as they were both working towards the greater glory of the Goddess, what was the harm in growing attached? They might not be with each other forever, but their upcoming dalliances would certainly be pleasurable.

Thebe’s body tensed, and she refocused on the ritual happening below, letting go of his dick. “The color is changing,” he whispered. “It’s getting more intense.”

It was true. Black striations were now running over the sphere as the color darkened. The chanting had stopped, everyone hushed as they waited for something to happen.

Raemonica tilted her hands, scowling as the glowing flows twisted. The teardrop shape of the energy flowing from the globe above slowed to a trickle, cutting off as it spun around in a sudden vortex.

Thebe tensed as the magical field collapsed with an almost inaudible pop, the remaining energy sheeting to the floor and hissing into a harmless mist. Raemonica crossed her arms, waiting patiently as the figure inside regained her bearings.

Rising from the floor, the dark figure unfurled her wings, throwing back her head and roaring her triumph to the heavens. Her hands were curled claws, with sharp tips, long fangs hanging down below her lower lips. An impressive set of segmented horns extended from her forehead, curling up and over her head, giving her a draconic appearance.

Her body was clad in a slick, black material, with a deep pattern on the surface that made it look like scales. Her large hips and breasts were barely contained by the outfit, a glowing, purple jewel glowing on top of her chest.

A thick tail lashed behind her back, spikes lining the length. Her skin was dark purple, her eyes shining a malevolent red. Clenching her fangs together, she focused on her Mistress, the Goddess filling her vision.

Raemonica took a step forward, wrapping her large hands around Angelica’s skull. “You have been imbued with a measure of my power, as all my servants have been,” She declared.

“However, you have been given unique powers, and as such, I expect you to comport yourself as one of my inner circle. If you survive your next mission, I might even consider promoting you, permanently.”

Jinath’ra gasped in surprise. “That’s no joke,” she whispered to Thebe as a murmuring roar rushed through the crowd. “It can take years to work your way up to Her inner circle and be gifted with that kind of power. Not even I have reached such heights!”

“You haven’t?” frowned Thebe. “What about your voice? Isn’t that a special power?”

“Yes, but it’s not at the level of Her inner circle,” hissed Jinath’ra, feeling uncomfortable telling him about her shortcomings.

He gaped at her. “Are you telling me that She isn’t sending her most powerful representatives to Earth?”

“Absolutely not.” She sighed. “Look at it this way - if she used all of her power to infiltrate your world, she’d have none left to resist the direct attacks of her rivals. Her inner circle is usually retained for Her most important tasks here.”

“Oh. I guess that makes sense.” He frowned. “I guess I’m a little insulted that us earth worlders are not seen as that big of a threat.”

“Well, you are now,” Jinath’ra groaned. “She’s expending an inordinate amount of power to boost the abilities of those she has corrupted from your team, which leads me to believe that she thinks the battle for Earth is only beginning. The more power she assigns to Earth, the more resistance she will get from her rivals there. Believe me.”

“I do believe you, but I’m not sure how that affects us. I’m new to all this, and I don’t even know where to begin to help.”

Jinath’ra clutched at the railing as Angelica tilted her head upwards, eyes locking with hers. She could sense the malevolent spirit that had been implanted in the other woman, her ethereal form a misty outline around Angelica’s powerful shoulders.

“She’s going to want us to go back and deal with your brother and his friends. In a more permanent way.”

As Solissa’s unearthly glare cut into her, she got the distinct impression that she was screwed, and not in a fun way.


Chapter Thirteen

Strife crossed her legs and arms, gripping her knees with taloned fingers as she looked out over the glowing landscape of the blasted barrens beyond. The throne city of the Goddess was nestled against an array of purple colored mountains, hidden in the foothills, with good lines of supply around the rear.

In front of them were the contested badlands, rolling hills that could easily hide an army, and probably did. Any remaining vegetation had been blasted away by magical energies, past struggles still evident.

Tactically, remaining this close to the front lines should be a disaster. Strategically, it was everything. If Raemonica lost Her capital city, the war would be over, and without Her presence, the resistance would crumble.

It was a thorny dilemma, one that her Goddess knew all too well. It tied Her down to this location, restricting Her movements and capabilities. It was a big reason why the others had been so successful at first, but now the tide was turning.

Her influence was building on Earth, and soon, Her power base would grow too large to ignore. As Her Goddess’ weapon, Strife was pleased that she could be an integral part of this process.

Since her experience being a vessel for her Goddess’ power, Strife had changed further, the corruption seeping into every aspect of her life. She couldn’t deny the fiery lust that burned within her whenever she studied herself in the mirror, and she rejoiced in the equipment she had been gifted.

Still, she felt hollow inside, ever since the magics of the portal had deserted her. She needed something to fill her up, but nothing sufficed. She had meditated upon this for a while, and arrived upon an unfortunate conclusion - holding the Goddess’ power had displaced some deep, important part of herself, and she wasn’t certain how to fix it.

When she had asked the Goddess about this, the answer She had given was enigmatic at best. “What you seek is not Mine to give. What you are missing is something you never possessed.”

This was incredibly frustrating to her. What was she missing? The Goddess had transformed her in a myriad of ways, but she didn’t feel complete. What more did She want from her? Why couldn’t She just give her what she lacked?

Fortunately, although she felt hollow, there was no danger of her losing control. Her old self had vanished, leaving behind a fanatical servant of the Goddess. Shade had become Strife, and Ruth had become Ruthless. There was no going back for one such as her.

But what of the future? What did she want, beyond serving the Goddess?

Perhaps the answer to her conundrum was something without, not something within. She breathed in deeply, toying with the idea.

Taking a step back, she considered what she was missing in life. Financially, she had been more or less secure. Moonlighting as a hero, while not lucrative, did help make ends meet. She had always felt like a third wheel during her time there, but her simple insecurities had nothing to do with this problem.

No, it was her relationships that had made her so unsettled. Her desire to improve, to seek further power, had never sat well with Ceres. He wanted her to fit in, to toe the line and be a good little girl. He had never seen her as anything other than a flighty individual, unsuitable to being anything other than a scout or a spy.

Whenever she had tried to interest him, he had put her off, seemingly preoccupied with his brother. At the point at which she had been assigned the mission to infiltrate the club, it was almost ludicrous. She was talking to him every day, but he wasn’t seeing her.

He couldn’t understand her secret ambitions, and that had led to his downfall. The Goddess had fulfilled those, and now he had no place in Her plans.

A sudden bolt of lightning echoed through her thoughts. Yes, that was a sore point for her. That he would never listen.

That it still bothered her indicated that she hadn’t given up on him. Wasn’t that an amusing idea?

Well, then, what did all this mean to her? What was she going to do about it?

Jumping to her feet, she inventoried her equipment, allowing her thoughts to keep churning. The latex bodysuit she wore was a slick affair, with molded pockets for her breasts and dimpled tips for her nipples. They served no functional purpose other than to signal that her body was perfectly proportioned and ready for action, a tool of the Goddess.

The reinforced rubber around her bust held her breasts in place, ensuring that they wouldn’t jiggle or otherwise get in the way during acrobatics. This was especially important because she valued precision.

She needed to be able to administer the poisons and venoms available through her gauntlets with absolute accuracy, without her own body getting in the way. Her metabolism had been changed such that an accident wouldn’t harm her, but being clumsy was antithetical to her new position as the Goddess’ assassin.

Lifting her arms, she examined the glowing green tubes that extended out and around her sides, spiraling into a backpack sitting on her shoulders. Various storage compartments allowed her to store all sorts of concoctions, ready to use via coded buttons on her gauntlets.

The utility they provided was immense, and she was certain she would be using most of them on her upcoming mission. She grinned, turning to one side to examine herself in the mirror.

Glowing white eyes pulsed within the rubber hood, promising oblivion for those who went against the Goddess. She was a lithe assassin, dressed in shadows, ready to strike at a moment’s notice. She was deadly, sexy, and she would make sure Ceres knew it.

Grasping her hands into fists, she slammed the gauntlets together with finality, pushing away the confusion and uncertainty. She was ready for this, come what may.

Striding towards the entrance, she focused herself on the trials ahead. Exercises in doubt weren’t her forte, and she wasn’t going to allow introspection to derail fulfilling what she owed the Goddess.

Breaking into a run, she passed several small windows in the tower, her feet whispering down the spiral stairs. She hadn’t practiced this before, but she didn’t need to - her balance was perfect, and as she grabbed at the shadows, they responded to her presence, lending her preternatural sight.

Soon, she was taking two steps at a time at top speed, floating down as if she had wings. One landing, two landings, skipping past and around some plodding servants.

While in this state, she was little more than a blur, not even disturbing them as she passed. It was thrilling whisking so close to them without interrupting their progress. With each encounter, she cut it closer and closer, pushing her power to the limits.

On the next servant, she almost knocked into a pile of linens she was carrying, rescuing herself in the nick of time. After that, she dialed it back a notch, relishing the feel of her heart pumping wildly. She was so alive!

As she slowed, she heard the sound of wet slapping and low moans. She wasn’t the only one celebrating that fresh sense of vitality. Chuckling internally, she steered to her right, opening the chamber door with barely a hint of sound.

Passing through, she saw what she had rather expected to see - a hulking beast of a man pressing himself into a demonic looking woman, who was bracing herself against a red velvet sofa. Her eyes were closed, hands tied behind her back with her legs spread wide. The male was supporting her ass with his hands, tilting her butt upwards for easier access.

This lewd display stirred her libido, but she wasn’t interested in joining them. She had eyes only for Ceres, and his brother didn’t look like him at all. Especially not after he had tasted the Goddess’ essence.

Jinath’ra certainly seemed to be enjoying herself, however, small squeals escaping her polished black lips. Her breasts jiggled through holes cut in the straightjacket, giving her lover access to her pierced nipples, which he tugged on roughly.

A typical display, one she had seen echoed all over the Goddess’ palace. She might be getting jaded, but she found herself more jealous than anything else. She wanted to be in Jinath’ra’s place, but she didn’t want just anyone on top of her, dominating her.

A man’s head swam in her mind, silvery gray hair and a chiseled face. She sighed internally, pushing it away. Not helpful.

She cleared her throat, letting go of the shadowy cloak that hid her from view. Jinath’ra’s eyes flicked open, hooded. She let out a long moan as the man kept thrusting, her pussy lips spread open for all to see.

“Strife. What orders do you have to give?” she asked, cooing as if being interrupted while having sex was an everyday occurrence.

Perhaps with the frequency with which the two of them were getting at it, it was.

“The prescribed time is up,” she said smoothly, setting the sharp tips of her talons carefully against her sides. “The Goddess wishes us to gather ‘round her throne.”

Jinath’ra shivered, thrusting out her chest as she wiggled her neck. “Very well. We’ll finish up here, dress, and meet you down there shortly.”

Her dark eyes glowed with barely constrained power. “I’m quite looking forward to finishing this.”

“I’m not,” volunteered Thebe, grunting as he smashed his hips into Jinath’ra with a wet smack. “Facing my brother isn’t going to be easy. I know him well. He won’t change his mind.”

Strife shrugged. “We’ll do our best to convince him that supporting us is in his best interest, though if he will not budge, we’ll have to take him captive. We may not be able to do either, however, so you must be ready for the worst.”

Thebe frowned, not liking the implications. His thrusts increased in speed, betraying his inner emotions. “So be it,” he bit out in a surging bark, his teeth snapping. “I’m tired of him blocking everything I want.”

“Very good. Just as long as you are prepared for all eventualities,” continued Strife. “I’ll leave you two alone. Enjoy what the Goddess has given you. Rae’shown!”

“Rae’shown,” echoed Jinath’ra, but Strife had already turned to exit.

She didn’t expect Thebe to follow through, but that’s what she was there for. She would make sure the outcome went as expected. No matter how much she might have to hurt Ceres to make it happen.

A pang shot through her breast, a reminder that she was conflicted, too. She wouldn’t hesitate, however. Her will would be done.

Skipping down the stairs, she passed several more landings on her way to the base. Padding her feet over the stone floor, she passed through a wooden door, her head on a swivel as she entered out onto a raised stone pathway.

On either side were steep drops, bracketed with crenelations for defense purposes. The inner throne area doubled as a keep, with stairs continuing further up into the mountains, where Raemonica’s private residence was situated.

Nobody was allowed up there, which was fine by Strife. She didn’t really want to know what the Goddess did with her spare time. Meditation? Seduction? Corruption? Conversion. It was all fine by Her. The Goddess knew best.

She approached the center of the octagon, circling around the rear of the throne. Angelica was standing in front, her head bowed in obedience. This gave Strife a good view of the converted heroine, allowing her to admire just how deep she had plunged in such a short time.

She didn’t know much about the Darklands, and had no idea how common the ritual Angelica had undergone was, but there was now something strangely uncanny about the woman. There was an aura of power that had never been there before, coupled with absolute confidence in herself. It was a welcome change from the indecisive woman she had been before she had accepted Raemonica’s supremacy.

Shimmering purple flames danced over her shoulders as she raised her head, intense red eyes spotting her immediately. “She has arrived, Mistress,” she hissed, her forked tongue poking through polished black lips.

“Good,” replied the Goddess, getting to her feet.

Her looming form never failed to intimidate, but Strife found that she was getting used to Her stature. Familiarity sometimes bred contempt, but that wasn’t the case here. All she was sensing within herself were waves of fear and respect, mixed with arousal.

There was something inexplicably sexy about the gigantic woman, though she couldn’t imagine getting close enough to Her to be intimate.

“Where are the others?” asked another woman. She had been hidden by Angelica’s wings, but had taken a step forward, idly studying her fingernails. “Is my layabout grandson causing issues again?”

“It’s hard to tell who started it,” smirked Strife. “Though, they’re doing exactly what the Goddess has ordered of them.” She gave Raemonica a respectful nod. “I told them to finish up - they should be here shortly.”

“Very well,” Raemonica replied, dismissing her as she turned to one of the dual trap doors in front of Her throne.

The Goddess made an imperious gesture and one of the doors raised silently on its hinges, the dingy darkness below looking somewhat threatening. This wasn’t helped by the malevolent flow of purple energies that seemed to swirl just beyond the reach of one’s perception, a glowing wave washing over a few of the stone steps. Long, thin tendrils flicked through the holes in the other trap door, multi-colored arms wrapping around the latticework and shaking it with a sharp rattle.

She shuddered at this evidence of the horrible beast trapped below, shifting her gaze up towards the tower as she spotted a flicker of movement. The two lovebirds were finally arriving, clasped hand in hand. “Welcome! It’s good to see that you’ve finally found the time to join us,” said Strife, greeting them with a touch of sarcasm.

Jinath’ra rolled her eyes, pressing herself into Thebe’s side. “It was hardly my fault. I was a little… tied up.”

Thebe looked down at her with an amused expression. The two of them broke into chuckles, sharing a secret joke.

Strife felt the urge to castigate them further, but suppressed it. That was simple jealousy talking, and she didn’t want to give them cause to pay her back for her indiscretions later.

Raemonica raised an eyebrow at their little spat, but said nothing, turning to get down on Her knees. She used Her thick tail to counterbalance Her body as She dipped Her taloned fingers into the dark morass, stirring up the energy flows as if She was brewing a tincture.

Strife circled around the Goddess, sidling up next to Nana. “I don’t suppose She’s told you what She’s doing?” she whispered.

The older woman shook her head, staring at the curious mixture with bemusement.

“I’m preparing the portal,” interrupted Raemonica with a strong voice. “They were unable to destroy it this time, but it has been greatly diminished by their efforts. Additionally, it will take extra effort to send everyone through at once without ruining the connection, or worse.”

“Oh,” said Strife, blinking. She hadn’t really expected the Goddess to respond. “What kind of support will we have on the other side?”

“All of the powers I have bestowed upon you thus far,” said the Goddess succinctly, giving her a sharp look, the intricate horns on her head dipping towards the pool of energy. “Plus, a little help of My own.”

A sudden, shark-like grin spread across Her face. “It’s a little surprise for My enemies. The force of your entrance will bring them all to their knees and suppress their powers. You’ll need to work quickly, however, as it will only last for a limited time.”

“Good to know.” Strife mulled over the options, assigning probabilities in her head. “We have two main opponents. Artur and his Power Squad, on one end, with Ceres and his remaining superheroes on the other.”

She racked her brains, trying to think of everything she knew about the Power Squad. “If we don’t take out Artur quickly, we’re going to get overwhelmed. Yet, if we try to go for them first, the Shard Sisters will tie up our advance. We’ll need to handle both of them simultaneously.”

She frowned. “What do we really know about Mr. Bun and the Shard Sisters? ”

Angelica shook her head. “Ceres contracted them from outside the normal channels. I’m not sure where he found them.”

Strife rolled this idea through her head. The three of them had always been a mysterious group, but they had seemed friendly enough. With her new knowledge of the Darklands, perhaps she should change that estimation.

“It doesn’t really matter. We’ll have to deal with them first, or they’ll get in the way. Angelica, I know you’re still getting used to Solissa’s powers, but I want you to be ready to hit Artur and his Power Squad with a collapsing bubble when we teleport in. While they’re trying to handle that, I’ll work on the Shard Sisters. Thebe’s new form should give him enough strength to go toe to toe with Mr. Bun, and Nana can distract Ceres. Does that all sound good to you?”

“I don’t have any objections,” replied the new witch, her eyes sparking with barely constrained power. “What about Drako?”

“After you secure the Power Squad, Jinath’ra will keep them guessing. At that point, Drako is all yours. I assume you know what to do?” She tilted her head at Angelica.

The corrupted heroine arched an eyebrow, fluttering her wings in anticipation. “I’ll take him out of the fight. He’s already halfway to becoming Hers. There’s no way he’ll be able to resist my wiles. There is a hidden libido within that beast, and I know just how to unleash it.”

“Good. Now that the plan is set, gather in.”

The small group surrounded her, hiding the Goddess from view. They all seemed rather eager, though Thebe had a puzzled expression on his face.

When had she become the logical choice of leader? She had always been a spy, watching from the shadows. Being assertive and taking control was something she had wanted, but had never been confident enough to grasp before. An upwelling of confidence buoyed her, centering her as she concentrated on the task at hand.

“What is bothering you?” she asked the hulking man. “Do you object to my plans?”

“No, not really,” replied Thebe, twisting his lips. “I’m just not certain if I have the strength to oppose Mr. Bun. Despite his ludicrous name and corresponding love of bread and pastries, he really is a tough cookie. I mean, bastard.”

Jinath’ra groaned. “Did you really just go for that joke? How lame.”

Thebe turned and nuzzled her neck. “That’s right, I’m lame. That’s why you like me so much.”

“I thought it was because of your gigantic piece of meat. Ooh, you didn’t have to remind me!” Jinath’a jumped, scowling at the bulge hiding underneath the loincloth hastily placed over his crotch. “Stop that, I can’t concentrate!”

“Tone it down, you two,” admonished Strife, trying to regain control of the situation. “Look, if you don’t feel that you’re up to it, take it up with the Goddess. Don’t you trust Her?”

Thebe looked skittish, his Adam’s apple bobbing. “Of course I do,” he said, his voice a little louder than it would otherwise be.

The tribal tattoos flowing across his chest were incongruous with his skittishness, but she knew where it was coming from. Nobody wanted to displease the Goddess.

Fortunately, the Goddess didn’t seem to be offended, washing her hands in the dark pool of energy as if it was a basin of water. She lifted her head, giving them all a wide grin. “It’s ready. Are you ready?”

“Yes, Mistress,” they mumbled in unison.

Strife crossed her arms over her chest. “Raemonica, Rae’shown! Raemonica, Rae’shown!”

The others followed her lead, taking up the chant in the form of a war cry. Thebe began to pound a fist against his chest, working himself into a rage.

Raemonica raised Her arms, and they all went silent, breathing heavily. “I hear your cries, and accept them, my servants. Know that if you succeed in this mission, you shall be rewarded greatly, granted a freedom that few in the Darklands possess. You shall be Ak’ta, part of my inner circle and held in high esteem.”

Strife frowned. That all sounded good, but she had no idea what that really meant.

Jinath’ra seemed to be trembling with excitement, though, so that must mean the offer was special. She shrugged internally. Scoring points and advancing through the ranks in this world meant little to her. Her mind churned in circles, trying to figure out what she really wanted.

She stared at Thebe as he wrapped an arm around Jinath’ra, sharing in her excitement. Their purpose was to serve the Goddess, of course, but beyond that, she found herself inexplicably unsatisfied.

Did she really want what they had? Impossible!

But… not that inconceivable. Her heart thrummed as she thought of Ceres. His sharp cheekbones, silvery hair, and sheer, utter pigheadedness. It would be impossible to have a relationship with the man. He was married to his work.

What if things changed, though? What if his work changed? What if she… changed him?

Anything was possible if one strived for it. Anything.

Firm in this new resolve, she took a step forward. “We are as prepared as we can be,” she declared. “We will make you proud.”

The Goddess spread Her wings. “I know you will. You can do no other.”

Strife bowed her head in acknowledgement. This was it. They would show Her what they could do for Her, or they would fail, and forever be consigned to the Pits.

There was no more time for introspection. Holding her hands against her sides, she started to run, a skipping jump at the end as she neared the trapdoor. She held her breath as her feet dived into the surface of the portal, her body slowing down as it impacted the fluid.

Her vision was filled with shimmering lines of power, then it went dark, her body cold as it traversed the rift. The pulsing of her heart timed the dark passage, one throb, two throbs, and suddenly her feet were popping out the other end, skidding across the conference table.

She launched herself off the table, leaping towards the far side of the cage. Gripping the cold bars in her hands, she swiveled her neck, taking in the situation with a single glance.

Ceres was standing off to one side, his hands folded, a grim expression on his face. He didn’t appear surprised at her presence, likely because the portal on this end had begun to glow stronger as Raemonica had filled it with her power.

The Power Squad were in a group next to him, their hands together as they manipulated their elemental energies, preparing for an attack. Artur was near the entrance to the cage, hands on the hilt of his sword, the point planted on the floor. He meant to prevent any of them from escaping, a flicker of fire glowing in his eyes. He wanted them destroyed, there was no doubt of that.

But where were the others? Pulling on the cage, she adjusted her gaze upwards, breath catching as she spotted the rest.

The Shard Sisters and Drako she had expected, but Mr. Bun she had not. How in the Goddess’ grace had he gotten his muscled bulk up there?

Well, it didn’t matter. She needed to pick a target and attack, immediately. Dismissing the heroes hanging from the top of the cage, she swung herself towards Artur, releasing a hissing green gas from her gauntlets along the way.

“Stop right there!” shouted Kaze, her hair fluttering in an invisible breeze.

She started to lift her hands, disconnecting herself from the combined energy flows of her fellow heroes, but it was too late. Angelica swept through the portal, her wings outstretched to make her landing more graceful.

Black streaks on her face glowed purple with Solissa’s power, arcane strands cracking about her wings in a malevolent aura. She thrust her shoulders forwards, stretching her fingers out towards the group of four.

A sheet of energy shot out from her fingertips, wrapping them in a shimmering bubble. This was similar to the spherical containment Solissa had used to protect their escape, but it was far more focused, meant to seal the heroes inside while the others could be dealt with.

This time, the bubble was much tighter, acting like plastic wrap, forcing their limbs against their sides until they were unable to do anything. Satisfied that they were nullified for the moment, Angelica tilted her head up, her eyes locking on Drako. “There you are, my lover,” she hissed, launching herself from the table.

Mr. Bun extended his body from the top of the cage, hanging on with his legs as if he was an acrobat. Snagging one of her wings, he flipped her over, tossing her to the side. The Shard Sisters were waiting there with a net to catch her, chittering to each other as they wrapped several strands around her neck.

Seeing the danger, Strife altered her trajectory. Forget Artur, if Angelica got herself captured, the Power Squad would be free to do whatever they liked, and that could be quite fatal indeed.

Wrapping the shadows around her like a cloak, she leaped vertically up the wall, just as Artur’s sword slashed under her legs, smacking against the cage with a horrible clang. Grabbing at the bars higher up, she used her momentum to launch herself onto the ceiling.

From there, she swung her body over the table, using her legs to assist her as she neared the Shard Sisters. They were too busy tying Angelica up to notice her approach, but Mr. Bun was eyeing her, his hands at the ready in a wrestler’s pose.

He was going to be a serious obstacle between her and her target. Worse, Artur was moving in, setting up to swing at her again with that golden sword of his. If she got hit with that thing, it would be all over for her.

Artur jumped at her with an overhand swing. She pulled her legs up to get away, but Mr. Bun swung forward, a feral smile fixed to his face. This forced her away, leaving her in her starting position. How frustrating.

The portal pulsed, and Thebe arrived, his hulking frame jolting against the table as he regained his footing. Jinath’ra was close behind him, adroitly sliding on her ass to carry her safely off to one side.

Thebe charged at Artur like a bull, leaping at him with both feet extended. His heels plowed into the knight’s armor, the impact forcing him back. For a moment, she thought Thebe would fall on his ass, but he pushed off the knight, using him as a springboard to launch himself into the air.

Reaching out his brawny arms, he grabbed Mr. Bun’s hands, jerking roughly on them to pull himself up. With a throaty bellow, his forehead smashed into Mr. Bun’s head with a tremendous thud. The two of them groaned, but Thebe held on, trying to shake off a dazed stupor.

Mr. Bun wasn’t in much better shape. The muscle man’s sunglasses dangled from his face, one of the panes cracked from the blow. The eye sockets hidden below were filled with black clusters, compound eyes that sparkled in the purple light of the portal.

“Jumping pancakes, that hurt!” bellowed the man, clenching his teeth together.

“Yeah? Then this is gonna get your biscuits!” roared Thebe, smashing their skulls together a second time.

The impact was enough to stun both of them, and Thebe dropped away, landing on a projector, which popped out and slid over the side of the desk, dangling by its cord.

Strife ignored the mess, focusing on her next move. It was just as she had thought. Mr. Bun wasn’t human. She didn’t recognize his species, though she supposed he could be from practically any dimension. Where had they come from, and how had the heroes contracted them in the first place?

Never mind, it didn’t matter. She needed to free Angelica so that she could rejoin the battle.

Swaying forward, she picked her way past Mr. Bun, who was too stunned to grab her. Once she was past him, she jerked up her lower body, hooking her feet through the openings above until she was upside down, hanging from the bars.

From there, she swung her upper body in a semi-circle, neatly bringing her in range of one of the Shard Sisters. She wrapped an arm around the humanoid’s body, squeezing the end of a gauntlet against her neck. “Freeze,” she commanded, her voice husky. “You make another move, and I’ll jab you.”

The woman stopped moving, a chittering sound escaping her lips. “I don’t fear you, servant of lust. We are pledged to the dark gods, and there is nothing your Mistress can do to us.”

“Is that so?” grinned Strife. “Well, let’s see how well that works out for you.”

She jabbed the business end of the gauntlet into the creature’s throat, toxic green fluid sparkling in the connected tubes as she injected the mixture she had prepared. The humanoid’s body shook, but her motions were becoming weaker, drowsy, just as she had hoped.

“Now’s your chance!” she hissed at Angelica. “Pull yourself free! She doesn’t have the strength to hold you!”

Angelica’s wings extended, popping free of some of the bindings. She let her body relax, hanging from the threads as she strained her arms. Some of them snapped free, and she immediately lashed out, threatening the other Shard sister with a buzzing zap of energy.

The humanoid lost her grip on the threads, allowing Angelica to slide towards the floor. She made a face, backing up as she stared at her comatose sister. “That’s right. Fear me. I will be your opponent,” hissed Strife, holding up a gauntlet threateningly.

The humanoid hissed, pulling back against the top of the cage. “I’m not the one you should be worried about,” she grinned, her eyes flicking with an unnatural quickness towards the table below.

Frowning, Strife, kept her hold on the comatose Shard Sister, trying to understand this new threat. There was nothing obvious, except for the fact that Ceres didn’t appear to be doing anything.

Jinath’ra was saying something to him, but he didn’t respond. His expression was wooden, like a puppet. When Jinath’ra reached out to touch him, he didn’t even flinch, her hand passing through his shoulder as if it was made of mist.

This revelation made Strife shudder, but she wasn’t all that surprised. Ceres wouldn’t be stupid enough to put himself in a situation where he couldn’t succeed. The man was a planner, and this was probably a big trap.

By stepping into the cage, they must have sprung it. She could only hope that they had arrived soon enough to prevent him from getting everything ready.

A voice crackled all around them. “I knew you were coming back,” growled Ceres, his voice distorted through the public address system. “Are you bold? Or just brash? You know I can predict the future, so why test me?”

A hissing roar sounded from the ceiling above, a dark mist building above the cage. “Now you’re exactly where I want you. Breathe deep, and enjoy your nap. We’ll talk again soon.”

Not good. He was going to put them all to sleep, then sort out the mess later. It was the perfect plan for someone who didn’t possess physical or arcane strength. She should have expected it.

Well, no plan ever survives when running head first into stiff opposition. She would have to improvise.

Letting go of the Shard Sister, she dropped swiftly to the table, tapping buttons on her gauntlet in a memorized sequence. Without knowing the agent he was using, she couldn’t generate a perfect antidote, but her best guess might be the difference between keeping them fighting and keeling over onto the floor.

A soft hiss whispered from her wrists, a white vapor shooting outwards into a cloudy mist. “Anyone who can, get inside!” she ordered.

She spun, looking for the others, her sight settling on the mangled mess of metal to her left. It was a small hole in the cage, but a hole nonetheless. A sudden thought occurred to her, and she pointed at Nana. “You! Take that exit and go find Ceres! Shut him down!”

The lady nodded her head gravely, jumping over the table in a single bound. Bending her knees, she made her body as small as she could as she rushed towards the opening.

A shout came from her right, where the Power Squad was bound. A burst of deep blue ice shimmered in an arc over the table, chasing Nana as she tried to squeeze through without getting caught on the sharp metal edges.

Crystalline shards tickled the tip of her tail as she made it through, her form vanishing up the stairs beyond. The ice built up, forming a solid mass that blocked the hole, preventing anyone else from escaping.

Strife shifted her attention to the Power Squad, who were regaining their bearings after breaking the magical bubble. It was obvious that the cage’s suppression system had been turned off for this encounter. This was definitely not good, but perhaps the sleeping gas filling the room would affect them as well? She didn’t want to count on it, but they definitely were going to need an edge against these bruisers.

A sharp nip came from her left shoulder and she jumped, feeling a burning sensation running down her back. “You little shit!” she exclaimed, spotting the narrow head of one of the Shard Sisters, her body dangling from a long thread.

The humanoid laughed, using her hands and arms to pull herself up the thread like a spider. “You’ve already lost, and you don’t know it!” she cried out in an annoying sing-song voice.

It was the Shard Sister she had incapacitated just a few moments ago. Her metabolism must have burned through the drugs with prodigious speed. Not that unexpected given her unnatural physique, but it was an extremely unfortunate turn of events.

This was bad, but to her dismay, Angelica hadn’t managed to escape the other Shard Sister. No matter how much she swung her arms or flexed her wings, the solid strands wrapped around her chest remained firm. She was being pulled back up towards the ceiling, and there was little Strife could do for her from this position.

With the alien venom now beginning to course through her veins, she had to concentrate on neutralizing that before she became comatose. Her vision was already starting to get blurry, and frustration was rearing its ugly head. Why were there so many nerve agents arrayed against them? She should be the only one administering poisons!

Anger wasn’t going to help her here. She needed to react before her left arm became entirely useless.

Feeling lethargic, she dialed a different code into the gauntlet on her right arm, pressing the needled edge against her left shoulder blade and giving herself a quick shot. The sting of the pain was like being stabbed, but at least the burning sensation of the venom began to recede.

It wasn’t going to work instantly, however, which meant that she was going to be weak for a while. Taking her second gauntlet out of action would reduce the efficacy of her neutralizing gas, too, which meant that the bubble within which she could safely move was also reduced.

Bad, bad, bad. She needed to vanish for a while and reposition. She couldn’t help Angelica.

Swirling a cloak of shadows about her shoulders, she breathed steadily, feeling herself fade from view. Dropping to the desk, she rolled over the edge, landing on her butt.

At this point, she felt entirely used up, unable to do anything. She needed a few precious minutes to recuperate, but she wasn’t sure she had the time! What a rotten place to be!

The way her shadows twisted reality was obscuring the source of the mist coming from her wrist, but it wasn’t ideal - it was giving away her position, and if someone was determined, they’d be able to find her.

Fortunately, the situation was changing rapidly, and nobody had any time to track her down at the moment.

Thebe charged at the Power Squad, keeping them on the defensive, but that wasn’t likely to last for long. With their powers of destruction, they could disable him quickly enough.

Jinath’ra was embattled, too, trying to avoid being skewered by Artur’s flashing sword. So far, her agility was serving her well, but that would only last for so long. She stared at her ally, trying to think. There must be something she could do!

The Devotress glanced in her direction, mercurial amusement flitting across her face. Did she think this was funny?

No, it meant that she had an idea. Strife held her breath, waiting for what would happen next.

“Drako!” shouted Jinath’ra, jumping back at the last moment to dodge another swing of Artur’s sword. “Are you just going to sit there and watch them molest your lover? What kind of a man are you?”

So far, Drako had kept himself out of the fight, hanging from the corner of the cage. A conflicted expression was on his face, and he didn’t seem all that interested in participating.

At Jinath’ra chiding words, however, his expression perked up, and he looked at Angelica. “Help me!” she gasped, her arms now wrapped around her chest. “Oh, please, don’t let them have me!”

His snout curled into a growl. In the blink of an eye, he was floating through the air, a clawed arm outstretched to smash a Shard Sister in the face. She flinched, dropping Angelica long enough for Drako to grab her. His tail flicked up to clear the remaining strands connecting the two of them, allowing them both to drop to the floor.

Angelica gave him a kiss, pressing her body into his. “I love you, Drako, that’s why I must do this to you. The Goddess wills it.”

Her arms moved like snakes, a metal ring appearing around the draconic man’s neck as if by magic. He groaned in despair as it glowed purple, squeezing tightly around his throat. Angelica grabbed the whips from her hips, wrapping them around his body and arms, binding him in place.

What a coup! Jinath’ra had freed up the witch and taken down Drako at the same time! The entire battle had opened back up, now - it was anyone’s game!

Thebe roared, bodily picking up Deep Undertow’s lithe form by the shoulders, her hands spraying ice shards all over his chest. Unable to bear the assault for long, he tossed her at the rest of the Power Squad, bellowing as he tried to protect his eyes.

Conflagration and Kaze spread out on either side, leaving the hero in the suit of armor to catch the woman, his arms wide. Fury on his face, Conflagration summoned a sheet of flames in front of them, preventing Thebe from approaching further.

“I’ll burn you alive if I have to!” he threatened. “I won’t let you lay another hand on her!

Were they lovers? That could be something Jinath’ra could take advantage of, if they found another opening.

At any rate, she was regaining some of her strength, which meant she might be able to make an impact of her own. Jinath’ra was still being pressured by Artur, but that meant he was split off from the other heroes. Mr. Bun and the Shard Sisters were still trying to regroup, and there was one place inside the cage they couldn’t see.

Getting onto her hands and knees, she scooted under the table, heading in the general direction of the armored knight. It was hard to tell what was going on when all she could see was everyone’s feet, but that was okay. She only had one target, and she was going to hit him with everything she had.

Which, to be perfectly honest, wasn’t going to be very much. She was rather weak after the venom attack, and her limbs still felt a bit wooden. Her best bet was a quick sneak attack. If she had to fight him for any length of time, she was sunk.

She scurried under the table, keeping her breathing measured. She couldn’t worry about the sleeping gas - there probably wasn’t that much down here, anyway, and the hissing mist coming from her gauntlet should keep the worst effects at bay.

Glancing at her right arm, she dialed in a new code. She was done playing around. This time it would be lethal. Artur was too dangerous for anything less.

A swirl of emotions stirred in her belly, but she ignored them. Was she an assassin, or a pansy? She would prove to herself and the Goddess that she had the fortitude to do what was necessary.

Suddenly, a whirling blast of air blew under the table, stirring up the shadows and the misty gasses. The speed increased, forcing her to move into a headwind. This must be the doing of the wind hero, Kaze. Not good.

Well, the hero didn’t really know where she was, and her attack was only making a jumbled mess of the various gasses as the air mixed them together. The sound in her ears was excruciating, however, and the speed was increasing to the point where she doubted her strength to continue, but she was so close. Just a few more body lengths, and she’d be out!

With a supreme force of effort, she launched herself at the knight’s golden heels, slamming into his legs with a shoulder. This was enough to unbalance him, ruining his next attack, his sword slamming into the side of the cage.

Strife let go of her shadows, crawling over his back like an insect as she wrapped her legs around his thighs. She jabbed her gauntlet against the underside of his shoulder, where the armor plates overlapped, triggering the needles in her gauntlet by clenching her fist.

The needles shot forward, penetrating through the slight gap, sharp steel jabbing into his armpit. The man moaned as he tried to turn on her, dropping his sword, but the motion only served to trap the needles in place.

Jinath’ra danced aside, a delighted smile on her face as she watched his predicament. “An armored fool attacks without regard for his own safety, because he feels invulnerable!” she laughed. “How does it feel to be proven so wrong?”

Artur grunted, saying nothing as he spun around, smashing her into the cage. She gripped him like a praying mantis, holding herself in place as the toxic serum pulsed into his body. This was her best chance to take him out, and she wasn’t letting him go.

He slammed her again, her backpack taking the brunt of the blow. She frowned. Was he trying to destroy her chemical supply? Surely not.

A fizzing hiss came from behind her, liquid splashing over her ass. “You idiot!” she groaned, terror pulsing in her heart. “You’ve ruined it!”

In response, the hero bellowed out an unearthly roar, tossing his head back and slamming his armored butt into her belly. Gasping with pain, she fell off, her head smacking against the side of the cage.

Stunned for the moment, she could do nothing other than watch as the man’s back rippled. That should be impossible for someone dressed in a suit of armor, yet it was clearly happening.

A series of gigantic spikes punched through the armor plating, running from the man’s neck all the way down his back to his ass. The bony projections grew in length, the holes in the armor growing as if it was made of cheap copper plating.

Was she hallucinating? The man was growing in stature, too, his shoulder becoming too large for the pauldrons sitting on top. His fiery red hair shifted, more horns punching through the top of his skull.

Lifting a mailed fist, he gripped the armor at his shoulders, prying at one of the seams. A terrible creak echoed throughout the room, and the metal buckled, tearing away to reveal a throbbing red arm.

He repeated this procedure on the other side, discarding the armor by using brute strength. Roaring, he tossed his head as a seam split down the back. Strife caught a glimpse of his glowing, red eyes and shuddered. There was a dark malevolence there that promised death and destruction, nothing less. He was a monster, and not just any monster.

The Goddess has shown them images of some of Her mortal enemies, and he was on the list. “Korn’kran!” she shouted, backing away from the rapidly transforming beast. “What are you doing here on this plane? This is a blatant violation of the armistice!

The creature snapped his jaws together with a loud crash, his gnarled teeth protruding from his mouth at random angles. “The accords only apply to the Darklands,” he chuffed. “They say nothing about other dimensions! There is no reason not to take what I want here!”

His looming gaze settled on Strife. “You’ve been a thorn in my side for ages. It will be good to terminate you, along with the rest of Her servants.”

A malicious grin grew, showing off his horrid teeth. “She’s overextended herself here. I’ll remove both you and Her, sweeping away all of my prime opposition in one stroke!”

“Do you see that?” barked Jinath’ra, her voice shrill as she backed up against the cage. “That’s not the man you used to know. He’s made a deal with Korn’kran. He’s an avatar!”

Conflagration relaxed his pose, but he kept his arms at the ready. Thebe bared his teeth, but was unable to move, his body held in position by a roaring cage of flames.

“This is a trick!” he declared. “What have you done with Artur?”

“We didn’t do anything with your damned leader,” choked Strife. “He’s the one who made a deal. We’ve just been trying to clean up the mess he’s left behind.”

She pulled herself up against the table. “Why do you think we’ve been trying to kill him? Think about it for a minute. How did he know where our Mistress’ portal was in the park? How did he know how to destroy it? He’s been fed this knowledge by Korn’kran, Raemonica’s mortal enemy! He’s been working for that monster all along!”

“Is that true?” asked Deep Undertow, her blue lips twisting in distaste. “Have you betrayed your humanity for a chance at power?”

The demonic man shifted his stance, a cagey look on his face. “Absolutely not. I’ve made a deal that will save everyone from the depravity of the Darklands. With His help, we can close all the portals, keeping the border between our lands secure. When I’m done, nobody from there will have access to Earth.”

“You’re no Devotress,” interjected Jinath’ra. “That wasn’t at all convincing. I don’t believe you. I haven’t known you long, but you’re the type of man who’d discard everything for a taste of pure power. You don’t care about humanity, you care about yourself. Don’t deny it… you’d throw away your friends if it would give you what you want. Pure and utter control.”

The transformed man growled, but remained steadfast, waiting to see what the Power Squad would do. When they appeared to be undecided, he took a step forward, lifting his hands. “I might not look like Artur any more, but it’s still me. I still share his ideals. We’ll push them out and destroy their portals, locking them away. Earth will belong to us, not to them.”

“That’s a joke,” groaned Strife, breathing hard. “Look at him! How much humanity is left within that shell? Korn’kran is wearing his flesh like a puppet. If you let him destroy us, then He will eventually destroy you. Guaranteed.”

Artur whirled around and smashed her in the nose with his fist. She groaned, her vision blurring as her legs turned to jelly, sagging against the bars. “Why should you believe her?” he growled. “She belongs to Raemonica. She’s a traitor. She’s the enemy.”

“And you’re not?” she choked out, surreptitiously gathering the shadows behind her in case he decided to attack her a second time.

The armored man who had been standing at the rear of the Power Squad straightened up, unfolding his arms. “You’ve changed, Artur,” he said, his voice muffled under the visor.

Rounded silver balls extended from the ears of his helmet, looking like futuristic antennae, with smaller buzzing spheres orbiting around them. “You’ve turned yourself into a caricature of your former self. If you wanted us to remain as sovereign entities, why did you allow yourself to be subsumed by a foreign power?”

The other members of the Power Squad gave him the side eye, backing away from his suit, which was beginning to glow red hot. “Atom Bob,” said Kaze quickly. “You can’t unleash your powers here, you know what will happen if you do.”

“Of course,” the hero replied crossly. “I’m making a point.” He lifted an arm, a metallic finger pointing at the transformed man. “Having power does not make one good. Having good intentions does not make one good. There are many who have caused unimaginable catastrophes with their good intentions.”

The room was becoming hotter as Atom Bob’s suit changed colors from red to orange. Even Conflagration seemed a bit bothered by the heat, his face flushing as he backed up. “You have taken an irreversible step towards becoming a monster, like the rest of them,” said Atom Bob, his voice distorting further. “I cannot sanction this. We cannot allow this.”

The other heroes nodded in agreement. Kaze clapped her hands together, punctuated by a swirl of wind. “We are of the same mind. Your descent into becoming an atrocity is no different than that of the others who have been subsumed by evil, and we of the Power Squad shall oppose you.”

Korn’kran’s avatar smacked a fist into the palm of his hand, his neck pulsing with barely constrained strength. “I should have known that you would be unreasonable. You cannot see that power is the only thing that matters. Without it, you cannot save anyone, not even yourself.”

Leaning over, he grabbed the edge of the conference table, the muscles in his bare arms straining as he grunted. What was he trying to do?

The solid slab creaked as the feet at the rear of the table squealed across the floor. The live edge cracked under his fingers, wooden fibers separating from each other under the impossible force.

This demonstration of strength seemed unbelievable, but Strife knew that it was only a fraction of what Korn’kran could bring to bear if he wasn’t channeling the power through a third party. The venom she had injected into his body was probably dampening the force he could bring to bear, and this was still the result. Truly terrifying.

Upending the table, he nonchalantly kicked it aside, the top smashing into the side of the cage. “If you won’t make a deal with me, then we’ll continue this discussion on My terms,” he announced gruffly.

Kneeling into a crouch, he jumped over a fireball that Conflagration sent skidding over the floor, landing with a thud. “Commendable, but nothing you can do can stop me!” he declared, hunching his shoulders as a swirl of red energy formed above his horns.

The portal throbbed in resonance, the Darklander’s powers interfering with each other. Strife wasn’t sure what he was planning, but it wasn’t good. Unfortunately, she wasn’t mobile enough to stop him. She could do little but hold onto the side of the cage, wincing in pain as a cough was forced from her throat.

An icy blast flew at the avatar, but he simply laughed, the red orb of power drawing in the elemental ice as if it was a black hole. In many respects, it was, as she could see spirals of purple energy from the portal being drawn into what was beginning to look like an accretion disk.

“Stop him!” she hissed at Jinath’ra, but the other woman lifted her hands in frustration.

“I don’t have anything that could even scratch him,” she said in a hollow voice. “He is far beyond my paltry talents. My voice won’t even touch him.”

Strife groaned, dropping to the ground. “Somebody has to try,” she sighed, feeling the pain in her face. She was very definitely bruised, and she wouldn’t be at all surprised to find that Korn’kran’s avatar had broken one of her cheekbones.

Jinath’ra grabbed her arms and helped her back to her feet. “Don’t be a fool. You can’t do much besides bite at his heels. We’re nothing but bugs to one such as him.”

She was right, but that didn’t make Strife feel any better about the situation. Their attack was unraveling before her eyes, and she didn’t know what to do.

The man formerly known as Artur barked out a sinister laugh. “None of you are worthy to join my ranks. Let me show you what a God can do!”

He raised his sword and the portal began to buzz, a tearing, ripping noise crackling through the room as sparks flew from the tip of his weapon into the sphere. The enlarged orb of energy on top of his head rolled off his forehead towards the portal as he roared with glee.

“Get down!” shouted Strife, tugging Jinath’ra back to the floor. The orb contacted the glowing portal with a hissing sizzle, sparks flowing between them.

A flash of light filled the room, and everything began to shake. Her teeth chattered together, and she held onto Jinath’ra, moaning in terror.

Reality rippled, and the cage began to fade out, as if it was ephemeral. Darkness took them, and she could feel the cold of traversing between worlds. The portal had been triggered, and they had all been pulled along for the ride.

The temperature of the air changed, and they were suddenly somewhere else. Strife raised her head, dizzy.

Familiarity tickled her brain. There was the throne, sitting peacefully in the center of the octagonal space. Towers rose around her, stairs leading up the cliffs in front of her. They were back in the Darklands, with everything that entailed.

Untangling herself from Jinath’ra, she felt the Goddess’ power embracing her. It wouldn’t erase her wounds, but new strength was flowing through her limbs. Yes, she could work with this.

“Hide, and make yourself useful,” she commanded, pulling at the shadows.

Rolling onto her knees, she pushed herself off the floor and ran away from the center of the room. Reaching one of the outer columns, she hid herself behind the pillar, peeking out at the open floor.

The Power Squad didn’t seem interested in retreating. They had spread out, focusing on their former compatriot, Thebe forgotten. Jinath’ra had wisely chosen to grab him and circle around behind the throne, watching the confrontation from relative safety.

Angelica untied Drako, and the two of them flew off, their bodies intertwined. They seemed more interested in each other than the fight which was about to break out.

Well, she supposed she couldn’t blame them. If she had just collared the target of her affection, she certainly wouldn’t let him escape. Who really wanted to be in the middle of a fight between Gods, anyway?

Ceres certainly didn’t. Somehow, he had been transported as well, along with Nana, her arms wrapped around his back. Superficially, it looked like a show of familial affection, but from the expression on his face, he must have just been accosted by her when the portal had seized both of them.

So much for all his vaunted plans. Here he was, bereft of any of his tools, with a shocked expression on his face. Oh, how she wanted to join him and taunt him. To tease him and show him just how wrong he had been!

This wasn’t the right time for that, however. The Power Squad was working to combine their powers, preparing for an assault. The fallen knight wasn’t going to give them an opportunity to bombard him without attacking on his own, however, a bellowing roar escaping his lips.

The power orb hanging above the throne creaked, power trickling out from the bottom. Artur’s form grew into that of a giant as he charged the Power Squad, leaning forward to present his horns at them like a bull. Holding his sword close to his chest, he looked as though he was preparing for a sudden thrusting attack.

He was targeting Conflagration, the hero’s hands flickering with open flames. The hero didn’t seem all that surprised at this, gathering the flames together and flicking them to either side. A sheet of flames appeared in front of him, forming a wall.

Korn’kran’s avatar rushed right through it, ignoring the elemental attack as if it was an illusion. He was a mere body length away from skewering the fire hero like a plucked chicken, a sudden realization blossoming on the fire hero’s face.

Kaze stepped forward, a rippling tremor appearing around her as she summoned her powers, a gale force wind buffeting the avatar. His flesh was pulled back from his face, giving him a ghoulish appearance, but not even this was sufficient to stop his advance.

They were forced back, barely saved at the last moment when Deep Undertow built a sloping ramp in front of the charging avatar. His clawed feet struggled on the black ice, roaring as he fell to his knees.

This wouldn’t hold him back for long, and they all knew it. As one, they retreated past the trapdoors, careful to avoid the scintillating tendrils that bent towards them as they approached.

Grimaces on their faces, they grabbed Ceres and Nana, splitting the two of them as they pulled them to safety.

This wasn’t good. Even with their combined strength, there was no way they’d be able to do this alone.

Korn’krans avatar only appeared to be growing more powerful the longer they delayed, the magic siphon from the orb above increasing in intensity. His sword was positively glowing with a sickly red hue, spikes sprouting from both sides of the blade at regular intervals as it grew in length. Her poison might have weakened him, but as time went on, it seemed to be having less of an effect.

But how could she contribute now? With her poison pack destroyed, her main weapon was out of action.

If someone could distract him long enough, she could put together her rifle, but as it was, she was reduced to daggers, throwing knives, and spikes. Excellent for assassin work, but not very good in an open arena. She might be able to sneak close enough to use them with her cloak of shadows, but it would be tight. She needed to coordinate with them somehow!

A sudden clap of thunder rolled through the octagon, and she tilted her head to look at the sky. There were no clouds at the moment, so what could it be?

She gasped as she spotted the gigantic female form making its way down the elaborate stone staircase that led to Her sanctum. It was the Goddess, of course, Her hips shifting seductively as She approached the seat of Her power.

Her tail lashed the ground as She folded her arms over voluptuous breasts, ignoring the spikes that pressed into Her skin from the sheer corset She wore. A flowing cape dangled from Her shoulders, colored a crimson red, with an orange border, matching the banners mounted at the top of each tower. She looked gorgeous.

“What are you doing here, Korn’kran?” She asked imperiously, approaching the standoff calmly, her wings poised behind her back. “Why are you so foolish as to think it would be a good idea to break the accords and attack Me at the seat of My power?”

Korn’kran’s avatar stopped moving towards the Power Squad, grinning at the Goddess. “You’re weak from making too many portals,” he declared. “That’s the only reason why. I abhor weakness. The strong shall take. The strong shall succeed. The strong shall win. That is why your father failed to hold onto this Empire. He did not crush his enemies like I will.”

“Brute strength is no substitute for proper diplomacy,” replied the Goddess, an eyebrow raising as She stepped onto the floor of the octagon. “With someone like you in charge, the nation would fracture, with every side vying for power and control. You would turn this Empire into a permanent series of warring states.”

He shrugged, swinging his sword like an axe. “I don’t see a problem with that, as long as I win. Come down here and fight me.”

Raemonica shook her head, running her hands down her sides. “You know that’s not my style. I’m not a Goddess of destruction. Why do you have to be so crass? Can’t we come to an… understanding?”

Strife shook her head, trying to figure out what She was trying to do. This didn’t seem like the right time to try for a seduction play, but perhaps She was working to distract this monster? What was Her game, anyway?

Korn’kran laughed loudly, shaking his head as he circled around the throne, maneuvering himself closer to the Goddess. “If I lay with you, you’d stab me in the back as soon as I was distracted. No, we will end this My way, here and now.” He stabbed the tip of his sword into a crack in the stonework, tilting his head back as he cupped his hands around his mouth, a low bellow echoing across the octagon.

The towers shuddered, the stone walls jolting as his call spread over the outer walls and into the blasted scrublands. A faint roaring shout came in reply, hidden banners rising from the rolling hills as an army appeared out of nowhere.

“An attack,” sighed the Goddess, tapping a finger against Her elbow. “Your goal is clear. You mean to unseat Me here and now, seizing the throne by brute force. How very much like you.”

Korn’kran’s avatar straightened up, a serious look on his face. “You’ve been far too distracted by the Earth worlders, neglecting your realm. I’m simply capitalizing on that weakness. Once I subjugate you, the rest of the lords will follow me. It’s simple math.”

“That only matters as long as you can finish Me off,” hissed Raemonica, a dangerous look in Her eyes. “If you won’t take Me to bed, then I’ll put you to sleep. Permanently.”

A blue aura outlined Her form, a flash of light burning Strife’s eyes, and suddenly, She was gone. Where did she go?

Another flash of light took her by surprise, and suddenly the Goddess was right above the avatar, her wings holding her aloft with unnatural ease. Her hand flashed, and four slashes of blood appeared on the avatar’s back where Her talons had rent his flesh.

He cried out in pain, but whirled upon the Goddess with surprising speed, the end of his sword raking the air in front of Her chest as She jumped back, both of them grunting with exertion. She immediately dropped into a crouch, sweeping Her booted foot towards his leg.

He growled as Her toe impacted his knee, his leg buckling as he fell forward. Reflexively, he used the tip of his sword against the ground to keep himself from falling down, lunging at the Goddess with a roar.

She was barely able to escape being gored by his horns, retreating as She circled around him, looking for another opportunity. Despite Her opening attack, She appeared to be slowing down. There was something lethargic about her motions, and Korn’kran’s avatar only seemed to be getting stronger.

Mulling it over in her mind, she rushed from her position, giving the two combatants a wide berth as she made for the small gathering at the side of the octagon. “We need to do something!” she breathed, looking at the motley collection of converted monsters and superheroes. “If we do nothing, She’s going to lose!”

“Right. Tell me why we should care about that again?” asked Ceres, giving her a suspicious look from where he sat on the stone floor, his arms folded. “If we get between that clash of titans, we’re going to get crushed like bugs. Why even bother?”

Frustrated, Strife stared him down. What an aggravating man!

Kaze raised a hand, dismissing his gloom with a small gust of wind. “What are you suggesting we do? We’ve already proved that we lack the ability to damage Artur.” Her brow wrinkled. “Korn’kran. Whatever he’s become.”

Jinath’ra shook her head. “You’d better get this straight right now,” she hissed. “That thing is no longer the man you knew. If you hesitate when attacking him through some form of misplaced sympathy, he’ll eviscerate you without a second thought. Korn’kran is dangerous. Never forget it.”

Deep Undertow clutched at the armored suit of Atom Bob, a wisp of frost coloring her hair blue. “I cannot believe that there is no way to redeem him,” she said strongly, her shoulders firmly set. “There must be a way to separate the man from Korn’kran’s influence.”

“The only way to do that is to destroy Korn’kran,” sighed Jinath’ra. “I don’t suppose any of you know how to kill a God?”

The rest of the Power Squad shook their heads, but an unusual strangled sound came from within the orange suit of armor. “There might be a way,” grated a low voice.

“If I unleash my full power, that might disrupt the connection between master and servant.” He paused. “However, everyone might die from radiation poisoning.”

Jinath’ra frowned. “Why didn’t you mention this earlier?”

The armored man raised a hand, pointing at her with his articulated gauntlet. “My powers are far too dangerous to utilize in close quarters. If I’m not very careful, I could kill everyone here, but I won’t do that just to prove a point. Power is only useful if it is applied specifically, not indiscriminately.”

A flurry of black wings blocked out the hazy sky. “Did you need me?” asked Angelica, landing delicately next to Jinath’ra. Drako circled in the air above, keeping watch for danger.

“Perfect!” exclaimed Jinath’ra. “This makes everything a lot simpler.”

She turned to the rest of them. “If we use Angelica’s borrowed powers, we could have her conjure a containment bubble around the octagon. The rest of you can retreat down the steps, then Atom Bob can safely attack the avatar.”

Strife looked sharply at Ceres. “Will it work?”

The man hesitated, his eyes going distant as he activated his powers. He pressed his lips together, tapping his fingers against his thigh. “I can’t tell you the exact outcome, but I can at least confirm that we’re not going to kill ourselves if we do this.”

Nana crouched behind him, resting her hands on his shoulders. He stiffened, but didn’t move away. “That’s good enough for us,” she said in her gravelly voice. “Let’s do it.”

“Okay,” sighed Strife, running through the remaining loose ends in her mind. “Once you set off your power, will it be dangerous to enter the bubble?”

“Not as such,” breathed the armored hero, his breath hissing through the triangular opening in his mask. “The effect persists only as long as I hold it. Once I let go, there will be no remaining radioactivity, but it will heat up the surrounding stonework, making it difficult to approach.”

“Fine. After you release your power, we’ll all attack simultaneously, from different angles, whatever seems feasible. I’ll circle around to his rear and distract him.” She glanced at Thebe. “You should come with me, I’m going to need your help.”

The bestial man’s face cracked into a smile. “I would be honored to contribute.”

Jinath’ra grabbed his arm, giving her a jealous look. “Just remember, he’s been given to me to train.”

Strife was unable to suppress a throaty chuckle. “I know that. I’m not interested in sharing with you.”

Jinath’ra gave her a dirty look, but she calmed down. Teasing her was going to be a lot of fun.

“Alright, everyone. It’s time for you to clear off,” interrupted Atom Bob. “I won’t activate my powers until I can see that everyone is clear of the blast radius.”

Nana helped Ceres to his feet, but he brushed her off, his expression stoic. There was something interesting going on there, and Strife was curious to see what might become of it.

This was no time to be worrying about relationships, though she did find herself wanting to get closer to him. The battlefield didn’t seem like a particularly romantic place to make advances, however.

She turned away from him, a curious feeling glowing in her heart. Strange. What was wrong with her? She needed to focus.

“Follow me, everyone!” she shouted, heading directly for the main staircase. It was an exposed position, but would give them direct access to the fight once Atom Bob’s powers had been triggered.

As she rounded a column, she got a good look at the battle going on down below. Faint trumpets and shouts could be heard as the fight was joined, defenders rushing to man the walls as the enemy approached.

A squad of horsemen had rushed out of the postern gate and were harrying the ranks of the attackers, forcing them to slow down their advance to give the defenders time to get into position. It was anybody’s guess what would happen there, but it didn’t look good for Raemonica. She could see siege engines in the distance, being pulled forward by giant, six legged beasts. Once those were in range, the walls would fall, and then they’d all be at their mercy.

Amusingly, if they managed to defeat Korn’kran, then all this was for show. They couldn’t possibly hope to win if the Goddess was still in control, yet they were trying anyway. How very human of them.

Wasn’t that always the way? Wars were started by a political conflict between leaders, and they continued until they were ended by the leaders. The ones at the bottom rarely had any say in the matter.

A great tension arose in her chest. If she could help to end this war, then most of the fighting between the Goddess and the heroes should end. Raemonica could slow down her pushes to gain influence on Earth, finding a better equilibrium. There would be time for negotiation, for understanding. There could be peace.

She frowned. When had she come to that conclusion? She was a tool of the Goddess, Her right hand. She would strike down whoever the Goddess needed eliminated, in exchange for the wondrous dark powers She had given her. Why would she so keenly feel the need for peace?

This perplexing question would have to wait. Angelica was flying up and over the globe, preparing her spell, while Atom Bob was trundling towards the ongoing fight. Soon, their spur of the moment plan would be put into action, and then everything could change.

A thrill ran up her back as she reached the staircase, moving down far enough so that she was partially shielded from the octagon. Everyone else joined her, the heroes splitting off into their own smaller group. There was little trust lost between the two sides, for good reasons.

Fair enough. That might change given time, as the Goddess’ influence had its way with them. Even now they had changed, if only even a little. The Power Squad she knew would never have agreed to work with cultists.

A small smile reached her lips as she studied Ceres. So masculine. So in control of himself, even when the world was going to hell around him. It was incredibly attractive.

A shout from the throne area brought her back to reality. Blood streaked down Raemonica’s brow and the avatar’s chest, evidence of the viciousness of their attacks. Neither one had been mortally wounded, but their motions were slower due to their exertions. Fighting was hard work.

Raemonica took a step back, completely focused on the avatar. “I knew you would attack me. Circling like a vulture, you can’t resist. When you get a whiff of victory in your nostrils, you always go for it. It’s pathetically predictable. That’s why you were never assigned more responsibility by My father. You were inadequate to the task at hand.”

Korn’kran chuckled. “You’re nothing like your father. I’m more than adequate enough to take care of you.”

Growling, he raised his arms, fingers pointed at the rattling orb of power above. A crack formed in the surface, a sheet of power being drawn into the avatar as he clawed at it, a glowing red aura blazing about his head.

Raemonica looked pale, a sheen of sweat on Her face. How long could She keep this up? It seemed impossible, but somehow Korn’kran appeared to have figured out a way to tap into Her reserves, and She was rapidly running out of power.

Grabbing his sword half way down the blade, the avatar swung it in a wide arc, aiming the hilt for Raemonica’s head. She dodged it, of course, but Korn’kran used the opportunity to spin the blade around, stabbing at Her as She tried to regain Her balance.

This time, She wasn’t fast enough to get away, the tip sinking into Her chest, just below Her left breast. Her corset wasn’t thick enough to ward it off, the serrated steel slicing through Her flesh with little resistance.

Gasping, She fell to one knee, grabbing at his sword. He pressed a clawed foot against Her chest and pulled it out, the spikes on both sides of the blade tearing at Her guts. A harsh laugh escaped his lips. “Look at you. You’re barely powerful enough to hold yourself together! How could you possibly think that you would become Empress?”

His eyes glowed red as he looked at her with naked lust. “I’ll send you back to the Pits. After a few years of being molested by your monsters, I’m sure you’ll be more pliable. A perfect, submissive, bitch.”

Lifting his leg back, he gave Her a solid kick, right where he had pierced Her with the blade. Her body shot across the floor, spinning end over end until She ended in a heap at the edge of the octagon.

Without thinking, Strife rushed in and grabbed Her by the shoulders. “Hold on!” she hissed, fear trembling through her body. “We have a plan!”

Jinath’ra was there, too, and with her help, they were able to pull the goddess away from the avatar. He laughed at their pathetic display. “Look at you!” he roared. “What did I tell you? Weak! You’re forced to rely upon your minions to save you, but not even they can keep you from my wrath indefinitely. You will be cast down, enslaved to Me and My army. All I have to do is wait.”

How curious. Despite his bluster, that’s exactly what he was doing. The avatar wasn’t following them, though in Raemonica’s stricken state, he could easily injure Her further, ensuring his victory.

There was an easy answer to this conundrum - he probably couldn’t. If Korn’kran moved his avatar too far from the orb of power, he would be weakened. He probably feared that if he did so, Raemonica would be able to regain the upper hand, despite her current state.

Raemonica gurgled, blood spurting from Her lips. Nervous, Strife kept dragging Her over the floor, conscious that Her heels were banging against the rough stonework. She never in her worst dreams would have imagined that her Goddess would be reduced to this.

Fear gripped her chest as she craned her neck to look at the wound. Was it fatal? Could you even kill a Goddess?

Raemonica gave her an annoyed look. “Don’t worry about Me. I’ll be just fine in a moment.” She coughed again, looking wan. “This is too embarrassing. Keep that avatar away from Me while I regenerate.”

Her eyes closed, her flesh going pale. For one long, terrifying moment, Strife thought that she had truly passed on.

As Her chest inflated, the fear faded, but that raised all kinds of new questions. Did the Goddess really need to breathe? What was She, really?

A rippling bubble of purple energy blinked into being in front of them, encompassing the entirety of the octagon. Broad, black wings beat heavily above the power orb, circling lazily high above them. Angelica had triggered her barrier. The action was about to start.

The orange armored man plodded up to the avatar, his footfalls thudding against the stone. Korn’kran looked at the suit with curiosity, the aura about his head twisting. “Who are you?” he growled, lifting his sword.

Atom Bob let out a long, slow breath. “My suspicions are confirmed,” he said with finality. “There is nothing left of our comrade. He has been subsumed by the evil that grew like a malignant tumor in his soul. Let this be a lesson to any who would desire to make a deal with outsiders.”

The inflection of his voice tilted up at the end, clearly meant to include everyone outside of the magic circle. Strife shrugged internally. He hadn’t yet experienced the full force of the Goddess’ power. He might yet change his mind if they all survived this.

“I’m being lectured by a fool who knows nothing,” snarled the avatar. “You should not be so complacent when your opponent is within arm’s reach!”

He rushed forward, aiming his blade at an articulated joint in the hero’s armor near his shoulder blade. The hero was unimpressed, standing still as he took the hit. “Even with your enhanced strength, this lead impregnated suit was built to contain the power of a fission bomb,” explained the hero calmly. “There are no gaps in the armor that can be exploited by a sharp object, and even if there were, my skin has been hardened to withstand the hard radiation that my body emits. You might as well be trying to split the atom with a wooden sword, for all the good it will do you.”

Hissing steam blasted through the mouth port in the hero’s mask. “I would continue bantering with you, but I’m afraid my time is up. My radioactive core’s heat has risen to its critical point, and the energy has to go somewhere.”

The small balls orbiting the silver spheres protruding from his ears sped up, steam beginning to hiss from his shoulders and back. The metal creaked as vents opened up, a rounded dome popping up from his chest.

It began to spin around in a circle, specially cut openings chopping the air in a wailing siren sound familiar to any Earth worlder. “Get down!” she shouted. “He’s going to explode!”

The other members of the Power Squad didn’t need her warning, already pressing their bodies against the stairs and covering their ears. Strife was forced to do the same, the sound increasing in intensity as a flickering blue light appeared around the hero’s body.

A crackling burst shot from the hero, the blue light expanding instantaneously to fill Angelica’s bubble. The barrier flexed under the assault, wobbling as it absorbed the energy of the blast.

Strife ducked her head as the concussion struck her ears, suddenly afraid that it would fail, leaving them all in the midst of an expanding cloud of ionizing radiation.

Brief flashes of atavistic terror flashed through her body as heat sizzled over her back, but then it was gone, a cool wind wicking away her perspiration. She glanced at Kaze, but it wasn’t her doing. It was simply the utter strength of the blast which had generated its own source of wind, like a wildfire.

Wetting her lips, she peered over the edge of the stairs, nervous at what she might find. The magical shield had dropped and the throne… it was just… gone. The large stone chair had been replaced by a friable mess of jumbled rock, glowing red from the heat, as if they were coals in a fire.

A large, black scorch mark circled the hero’s armored suit, etched into the rock, his feet resting on a concavity in the surface. Sparkles of glass had formed where the rock had vitrified, the cracks between individual stones melting into a continuous whole. The immense power that they had been subjected to in an instant must have been tremendous.

It was a mystery how the hero’s armored suit had survived with barely a dent, but more remarkable still was the brutalized form of Korn’kran’s avatar. He had been forced back, rivulets of blood leaking from every part of his body. Yet, he still stood. Insane!

The trickle of energy entering his body from the hanging power orb had ceased. Somehow, the burst of energy from Atom Bob had sealed the crack, breaking the connection between the avatar and the sloshing purple energy remaining inside the spherical container.

Strife was amazed. Atom Bob had accomplished what none of them could, in a single flash of instantaneous blue light. His power was truly terrifying. Imagine what might happen if he set himself off in the middle of a city? It was no wonder he kept himself so tightly under control.

She turned back to Raemonica as She stirred. Ceres was there, frowning as he glared down at Her. She arched an eyebrow, shaking off Jinath’ra’s assistance as She climbed to Her feet. She looked stronger, but was still a little unsteady.

She sighed, closing her eyes. The orb of power rattled, a calming stream of energy wafting out to caress her shoulders. “Finally,” she hissed. “His connection has been severed.”

Her eyes narrowed. “He hasn’t crumbled. Interesting. That means he’s receiving support from elsewhere.”

A speculative look flitted across Her face. “That means… yes, he’s vulnerable.”

Spreading Her wings, She took to the skies with a sudden burst of power, flying out to the right, heading towards the walls, and the battle ongoing below. Strife frowned, hoping the Goddess knew what She was doing, because she still had no idea what was going on.

The avatar threw his head back and bellowed in rage, blood sheeting off his brow. “Uh, he’s still kicking,” said Strife, alarmed. “And Atom Bob isn’t moving. Is he okay? Can he set up for another attack?”

Kaze shook her head. “His suit has sealed up. He’s on emergency cooldown. If he tried to do anything now, he might go critical, threatening a meltdown.” She swallowed. “None of us wants to see that.”

“Right,” nodded Strife briskly. “In that case, we need a full on attack on that avatar. We need to keep him distracted until the Goddess finishes whatever errand She’s on.”

She turned to Thebe. “You’re with me. The rest of you, keep him focused on you. I need an opening to strike.”

Grabbing his hand, she pulled the shadows to her, reveling in the soft curls of darkness that enfolded her. “Stay close,” she ordered, maneuvering around a column. “We’ll head towards that rubble and take up a position behind the target.”

She grimaced as her boots began to heat up. Thebe yelped behind her, and she quickly shifted some of her shadows to cover their feet with an ethereal coolness. It worked surprisingly well, but made it more difficult for her to concentrate on keeping them camouflaged.

The avatar’s head snapped up, looking directly at her, blood dripping from his chin. The skin had melted off his face, making him look like a wax sculpture. “More children have arrived, playing where they’re not wanted,” he croaked out, his voice becoming stronger as he pushed the fleshy bits of his cheeks back into place. “Come, let us battle. You will kneel at my feet, or die by my sword. Korn’kran the Mighty is indestructible!”

Strife ignored his bluster, crossing behind Atom Bob’s mute suit of armor. Making a direct assault on the avatar was not her plan, though in his weakened state, one of the others might have some success with that approach.

Dancing over the crumbling rock, she skirted around the edge of a trapdoor. The steel lattice work had melted into a puddle of iron, which was quickly hardening as it hissed against the rock.

Of the thick tentacles she had seen projecting from the hole earlier, there was no sign. The stairway was discolored from the blast, but the murky depths were a dark brown, leading down into the impenetrable depths of the Pits below. She supposed the explosion could have killed the beast, but there was no sign of it either way.

She gave the opening a wide berth nonetheless, making a beeline for the columns on the other side of the octagon. They needed a bit of privacy for what she had planned next.

“Where are you going?” roared Korn’kran’s avatar, his head shifting as he tried to spot them within the cloud of shadows. “Come back here and fight me! Bah, I knew the servants of the cowardly Goddess would be like this! They’re running away just like She did!”

“Don’t overestimate your importance!” shouted Conflagration, his arms spread wide in an arc, flames flickering from his fingertips.

“Your opponent is us,” declared Deep Undertow, steam hissing from the ground as a sheet of ice grew over the top of the stones, the stressed material cracking and popping as she instantly froze it in place.

Kaze stared him down, her heels sliding over the ice as she was borne forward on slicing winds that buffeted her body to keep her upright. “You should not underestimate us,” she declared, whirling tornadoes forming around her wrists. “We are just as effective as individuals as we are together!”

“Are you?” asked the avatar, waiting patiently for them in a ready pose. “I suppose we shall test that delusion shortly.”

A look of anger on her face, Kaze smacked her fists together, and the tornadoes combined into a single, whirling mass. The ice in front of her rattled, then cracked, large chunks being torn up and subsumed by the wind.

She tilted her hand, and the shards began to be spit out of the maelstrom, cracking as if being shot from the barrel of a gun. The avatar raised his sword, the blade glowing a blood red.

Some of the shards impacted on the surface, sizzling as they evaporated, but others slammed into his body, spearing his abdomen and legs. He grunted, but didn’t fall, taking a step towards her as he battled through the sudden wind that tore at his body.

Kaze shifted back, giving Conflagration room to step forward. “Meteor blast!” he shouted, bracing himself against the ground and tilting his head forward, as if he was a mortar. A roaring ball of flames ejected from the top of his head, racing towards the avatar in a wide arc.

Korn’kran’s avatar laughed, stepping into the burning mass as if it was nothing. Flames billowed over his body and wrapped around, hiding him from view for a short moment. As they petered out, he continued advancing, ignoring the way his face had started sinking in on itself.

“I cannot be stopped!” he bellowed, breaking into a run as he charged the fire hero.

Strife didn’t bother paying attention to what happened next. The Power Squad would have to figure that out, and right now, she didn’t particularly care if they all sacrificed themselves in this fight. Not if she could save the one she cared about. Ceres.

What a shitty time to realize that she was infatuated with the man. It was true, though. Her mind kept racing back to an image of him sitting on the floor, looking oh so knowledgeable about the future. It was cute, but she could never tell him that.

His abilities were powerful, but useless in a stand up fight, so hopefully he’d stay back and let everyone else do the heavy lifting. Knowing him, though, he’d insert himself in some way that might endanger his life. That’s why it behooved her to get the jump on him. If she could put this whole thing to an end, nobody else would have to indulge in any silly heroics.

Opening the pouches in her belt, she pulled out a series of metal objects, assembling them together with a long, rounded tube that had been strapped to her back. “What’s that?” asked Thebe, looking at her with interest.

“It’s a stripped down rifle,” she explained abruptly. “Hold on, I need to make sure I have this put together correctly.”

She worked the action a few times, inspecting it. It wouldn’t do to have the thing blow up in her face when she took the shot.

Everything moved together smoothly, a satisfying click coming from the bolt as it locked open. She snapped open another pouch and retrieved a stripper clip of ammunition, ramming the end into the open hole in front of the bolt. Sliding the bullets into the magazine, she discarded the metal retention strip.

Chambering a round, she lifted the rifle to her shoulder, giving the sights a test. The Power Squad was retreating, leaving the avatar’s back open to a clear shot, but from the way he was jerking around, it would be difficult to shoot him without accidentally hitting one of the heroes. That was why she had recruited Thebe.

“Get in front of me and kneel,” she commanded. “I want to use your shoulder to stabilize my aim, and I also need your power of Called Shot to direct me. The first shot will hit his head, then I want to nail each limb in succession, ending with his torso, for a total of six rounds. Can you do that?”

His gruff face looked uncertain. “I’ve never tried to use my power this way, but I’m game.” He gave the polished, black barrel a leery look, then turned around and knelt, his shoulders stiff. He raised his hands, covering his ears as she slid the barrel through the open loop of his arm, bracing the trigger guard against his shoulder as she aimed for the avatar.

There was an integrated suppressor in the tip, which should help to spare poor Thebe’s ears, but that wasn’t her concern at the moment. If she didn’t take the avatar down, now, none of them would survive to brag about it.

“Make your calls,” she requested, smoothing out her breathing.

“Head shot,” intoned Thebe, and she stroked the trigger.

A sudden percussion pushed the butt stock into her shoulder, the projectile whistling as it impacted the spot right below the bony upper ridge of the man’s skull. His flesh vaporized, a small hole opening up as it blasted through to the front of his face.

His body began to fall forward, but Strife wasn’t interested in seeing the efficacy of her shot. “Left shoulder!” groaned Thebe.

Crack. “Right shoulder.” Crack. “Left leg.” Crack. “Right leg.” Crack!

She didn’t bother waiting for the next order, taking her last shot at the man’s ass, putting it right between his buttcheeks as he lurched towards the ground. She wasn’t too worried about missing that shot.

Satisfied with the mangled mess on the floor, Strife dropped her rifle and pulled a knife. “Let’s get him!” she shouted.

As she barreled towards him, she was joined by the members of the Power Squad. She leaned over him with her dagger outstretched, but Kaze raised a hand, looking at the crumpled body with distaste. “Kimoi! I don’t like treating a former comrade like this. We should show some respect for the dead.”

A guttural laugh echoed from the corpse, and the mangled body turned over, his head impacting the ground with a wet thud. The expanding hole from her rifle shot had removed the front quarter of the man’s face entirely, leaving nothing but a fleshy impact crater within which she could catch glimpses of his gray matter.

His arms and legs were shredded, too, but he sat up on his shattered tailbone with little trouble, the remaining half of his jaw jittering with unholy laughter.

This was well beyond the bounds of anything she had ever seen before. The man was truly dead, yet his corpse was being animated by magic beyond her knowledge. She shuddered, backing away. “You should not have stayed my hand,” she said darkly. “This is an unnatural abomination.”

The corpse jerked, popping onto its feet. “She’s quite right,” moaned the shattered man. “But it’s not like it would have mattered anyway. I cannot be killed as long as Korn’kran lives. He has granted me His ultimate power. I am indestructible!”

Strife’s heart jolted as the man leaned over, his flesh oozing from his frame as he continued to laugh. “He had granted me the ultimate life!” he roared. “Undeath!”

His frame trembled as his skeleton popped out of his body, organs and skin sliding to the ground in an oozing puddle. The shattered bones of his skull were floating, shifting as they puzzled themselves together into a semblance of a human form, glowing red eyes blazing within his empty sockets.

He thrust out a hand towards Conflagration, and a slender spear of bone shot from his wrist, striking the hero in the chest. Conflagration gasped, turning white as flames shot from his mouth. “Look at him!” laughed the skeleton. “He hasn’t yet accepted his fate, but he will. All of you will become My undead puppets!”

Strife backed away, looking at her dagger with uncertainty. Despite the blessing she had received from the Goddess, it seemed wholly inadequate for the task. The rifle would be useless, too. Unless she could pulverize his skeleton into tiny bits, she doubted it would have much of an effect.

Deep Undertow slashed through the bone spear with a fan of ice, cutting it in two. Kaze threw up a flurry of wind, shielding them as she grabbed Conflagration, pulling him away from the fight.

“Retreating again?” chortled the skeleton. “You’ll come back eventually. They always do. Embrace your doom!”

He whirled towards Strife, sending out a second bone spike. She had been anticipating this, however, using the shadows to hide her true position as she cartwheeled away. Thebe hesitated, but this was no time for heroics. “Back off!” she hissed. “Even with your new strength, there’s nothing you can do to him!”

“That might be true,” interrupted a stentorian voice, a large man stepping out from behind a column near the path to a tower. He smashed his fists together. “Strength means nothing without a plan, much like toast is worthless without a pat of butter.”

His bulky muscles were instantly recognizable. What in the hell was Mr. Bun doing here?

She cast her eyes around, gasping as she spotted the Shard Sisters sitting on the outer roof formed by the colonnade. Their hands were filled with rope made from their threads, beady eyes fixed on the skeleton below.

The avatar shuffled around, taking in this new threat. “You’re siding with Raemonica now?” he rattled, the bones in his throat clattering against each other. “It’s everything I expected from brute mercenaries. Traitors! Fools. I’ll sweep you into the trash like the rest of them!”

Mr. Bun rolled his shoulders, unconcerned. “We’re free agents, and someone else has negotiated a new contract with us. Your contract expired as soon as you became possessed by Korn’kran. We never signed any agreements with Him.”

The skeleton tilted his head unnaturally to one side, the sharp horns on his forehead dangling lazily. “Is that so? Well then, you may join the fate of the rest of your group. In death.”

He lifted a foot and a spine of bone burst through the crumbling stone floor, shooting straight for Mr. Bun’s chest. Mr. Bun braced his legs, stepping aside at the last second as he wrapped his meaty palms around the bony projection. The muscles in his neck strained and the bone cracked, the length snapping off in his hands.

“You should really drink up your milk,” grinned the large man. “It looks like your bones need more calcium!”

Spinning the spear in his hands, he took a step forward and threw it back at the skeleton. The narrow tip pierced through the rib cage of the avatar, lodging itself against his vertebra. This didn’t hurt the undead creature, his body jerking as it stabilized itself.

A terrible laugh came from its empty voice box as it advanced on the mercenary. “Brittle bones?” it grated, the whispery crackle sending shivers up Strife’s spine. “What do I care for those? I can reassemble myself from the smallest remaining pieces. I can’t be killed, but you can, and then you shall serve Me. Oh yes, you must.”

Mr. Bun scowled, retreating towards the colonnade. “All this talk about death. Don’t you desire living servants? Servants who want to serve you because they believe in your cause?”

The skeleton staggered as the tip of the spear dangling from its belly dragged against the ground. “Alive? Dead? It doesn’t matter in My empire,” hissed the skeleton. “They don’t have to like Me. They just have to obey.”

Mr. Bun took another step back, but Strife thought his movements looked deliberate. He was taunting the enemy on purpose. She gasped as she realized his intent. But would it work?

The skeleton stopped advancing as it neared the edge of the octagon, his eyeless sockets tilting upwards. “I see you up there,” he hissed. “Do you think I would be foolish enough to place myself within your grasp?”

The Shard Sisters chittered, watching him with expressionless faces, their fingers twitching around the threads dangling from their hands. They crouched against the stonework, flattening themselves against the edge.

Strife groaned internally. The plan was evident for all to see, but the avatar wouldn’t trigger it. Was there anything she could do to break this impasse?

The Power Squad had retreated back to the stairs, licking their wounds. They wouldn’t be of much help. Jinath’ra had been less than worthless in this fight, but she wouldn’t have expected the Devotress’ voice of seduction to do much against the avatar. She couldn’t blame her for not trying.

Suddenly, there came a flicker of wings as a form descended upon the skeleton. Strife’s heart soared. Was this Angelica, come to help them finish off the immortal avatar?

Her brain registered a set of dark scales and shaded wings as the draconic man’s taloned feet reached out to grab at the skeleton’s shoulders. Like a bird, he hooked the creature, beating his wings as he pulled him into the air.

The skeleton twisted, trying to stick Drako with his sword, but he dropped the avatar before he could do any real damage, flying up and over the edge of the colonnade, disappearing as quickly as he had arrived.

Jinath’ra and Nana popped out from behind a set of columns, laughing at his misfortune as they approached, just outside his reach as he got back to his feet. “What a bumbling idiot!” shouted Jinath’ra. “Come and get us!”

A thread of power pulsed through her voice, forcing him to take a step forward. The skeleton shook his head, shaking off her influence.

“Too much of a coward to attack!” sang Nana, using her powers to lift some of the rubble, smacking the pebble sized rocks against his skull.

The skeleton roared, lunging forward and making a wide swing with his sword at the annoying harassers. The Shard Sisters cried in triumph, jumping off the edge of the roof, thick lines attached to their shoulders as they fell towards the skeleton. Throwing the threads in their hands, they wrapped them around the confused avatar in the blink of an eye, grabbing him before he could react to their presence.

He dropped his sword as the lines attached to their bodies went taut, jerking them back into the air like bungee cords, carrying the skeleton with them. They didn’t miss a beat, using the sticky thread to bind his loose bones together, forcing his hands against his bare ribcage. Within a matter of moments, he was immobilized, wrapped up in a neat little package.

Mr. Bun grinned, showing off his flat teeth as he braced his hands against his hips. “Easy as making toast.”

“You idiots!” croaked the skeleton. “You are only delaying the inevitable! Korn’kran will be ascendant, and He will have your heads!”

“I don’t see how that’s any different than what you were planning on doing to us,” said Jinath’ra acerbically, stepping out from her hiding place behind a column. “That’s the least convincing statement I’ve ever heard. You’re offering us nothing but death. Hardly a bargain.”

As the Shard Sisters lowered the skeleton back to the ground, he continued to rage, but none of them paid attention to him. Jinath’ra picked up the sword, examining its length. “My Mistress will be very interested in this,” she remarked. “The sword of a traitor? How delicious. But one wonders what She’ll do with you. She is a sensual creature, and not one to tolerate the undead.”

The skeleton’s mouth snapped shut, the fire in his eyes dimming. He paused, reconsidering his position, then a whisper escaped his mouth. “You should destroy me,” he said with intensity. “Korn’kran has turned me into an abomination. I don’t deserve to live.”

Strife shook her head as she approached the bound skeleton. “You desired power so much that you turned yourself into nothing more than a tool of evil. Once Korn’kran is gone, what will be left of you and your ambitions? This was always a fool’s errand.”

The skeleton struggled in his bonds, the threads visibly stretching. His eyes burned with greater intensity. “A fool? We shall see who is the greater fool. My power is only growing the longer you wait. Sooner or later, I will break free and destroy you all!”

“No, you won’t,” said a dusky voice that filled the octagon, dark shadows stirring among the ashes.

Raemonica had arrived, her giant body carried aloft via the heat radiated from the blasted stones below. Her wings fluttered, a shimmering purple with threads of black radiating throughout. She was horrifyingly beautiful.

Clutched against Her bosom was something even more terrifying than Her, however. A great, horned monster half her size was wriggling for all he was worth, but his body was wrapped up in a coiled whip that clung about him like a boa constrictor.

He bashed his head against Raemonica’s chest, but she barely even reacted, floating lower as she approached the remains of her throne. “I was wondering why Korn’kran’s avatar remained so stubbornly resistant to defeat, even after I regained my connection to the orb,” She hissed. “After a moment’s thought, the answer became obvious. Korn’kran was attacking Me directly, at the head of His army. What a fool to think that He could never be at personal risk.”

Her wings tilted as she turned towards the trapdoor. “So confident in His ability to defeat me, He put himself within my clutches. A self proclaimed god, humbled in the grip of His greatest adversary, due to a momentary lapse in judgment. It’s everything I would expect from one who knows nothing but war.”

Korn’kran tried to reply, but a strip of leather had been bound in his mouth, making him unintelligible. Raemonica didn’t seem overly concerned with this, dangling his legs over the pit. “This is a just fate for one who betrayed Me, harried Me, attacked Me without remorse, and plotted to kill my father. I consign you to the Pits for what you’ve done. Your power shall become Mine, and you shall never again threaten the peace of this land.”

A gurgling roar came from below, iridescent tendrils boiling up the stairs to seize his legs. He groaned as they wrapped up and around his knees, the arms growing thicker as suckers pulsed against his ankles, securing themselves firmly.

Raemonica beat Her wings, holding him back from the monster for a brief moment, savoring the terrified moans that escaped from around the gag. “Suffer, as I have,” She declared, Her eyes staring daggers at his bound form. “Experience the pain as I have. Live as I have. Forevermore.”

She let him go, and his body fell forward, his forehead smashing against the top step with a wicked crunch. A desperate moan filled the air as the arms pulled him down, down, into the misty pit of purple.

There came a faint sound of despair, and then nothing, Raemonica delicately settling on Her heels. She clapped Her hands together, looking into the murky mists with a speculative look on Her face. “Revenge is never as satisfying as one would imagine,” She murmured, folding Her arms under Her studded top. “Somehow, I thought that this would have been more fun.”

A strange crackling noise stole Strife’s attention away from the bemused Goddess. She frowned as she took in Artur’s skeleton. The glowing light had faded from the sockets, and his bones were crumbling to dust, right in front of her eyes!

Korn’kran wasn’t in a position to grant him more power, and as a result, the magic holding him together was fading rapidly. The jaw bone clicked open, a whisper escaping his decaying form. “I’m free!”

With that final exhalation, the bone fell off entirely, joining his melting ribcage as the rest of his skeleton fell apart. This was the end for him, his entire legacy being reduced to dust. Thus was the final fate of all who greedily grasped for power. Good riddance!

Faint horns sounded from the battlefield below. She trotted to the edge of the octagon, finding herself intensely curious. Without Korn’kran, were they going to retreat?

Yes, indeed, the ranks had pulled back, disengaging. It was still uncertain whether this would end in a surrender, or if there would be a negotiated peace. That wasn’t her problem to deal with, thank goodness, though she had no doubt ones like Jinath’ra would be involved.

She took in a long breath, making a heartfelt sigh. It was over, at least for now, but things were never truly over, were they? What of the Power Squad, Ceres, and the others? What would be their fates?

She turned again, clenching her fists as she noticed the utter calm and quiet that had taken hold of the octagon. Everyone was approaching the Goddess, some with trepidation, others with reverence.

Jinath’ra stopped a few body lengths away, dropping to her knees. Strife could feel her desire to drop her forehead to the floor, but the heat of the stone was still too intense. She restrained herself, instead bowing her head and folding her hands. “Goddess,” she said in a whisper.

Thebe loomed above her, seemingly protective of her small form. He didn’t seem to know what to do with himself, looking nervous, but ready to defend his new Mistress at any provocation. He would soon learn that a Devotress was dangerous enough on her own, and needed no such protection, but it tugged at her heartstrings. He was being cute, in a rather overbearing way.

The Goddess dipped Her head, acknowledging Jinath’ra’s presence, but She didn’t seem interested in greeting Her supporters, stalking confidently towards the Power Squad. That made perfect sense. She needed to feel out the remaining group who might still be enemies. This conflict was not yet over.

The Power Squad watched the Goddess warily as she approached, Kaze pressing her hands to Conflagration’s chest, where the wound was still bleeding profusely. “Allow me,” said the Goddess, leaning over the stricken hero.

A dark, purple aura formed around Her as energy streamed from the globe above, dancing over Her shoulders as it greeted its rightful Mistress. She passed Her hands over the top of the fire hero, and Conflagration took a choking breath, wheezing as his eyes opened, staring at the sky.

“He will be fine now,” declared the Goddess, retreating to a respectful distance as She clasped her palms together, watching them with curiosity. “Now, what will you decide, I wonder?”

Disconcerted, the group of heroes helped Conflagration to his feet as he rubbed at the area where the wound had been. It was gone, only peach colored flesh remaining in its wake. “I… don’t know what to say,” he gasped, trembling. “I was mortally wounded, and yet, you healed me. We’re enemies, aren’t we?”

Raemonica hissed out a laugh. “Enemies of circumstance, perhaps, but I cannot blame those who were egged on by a warmonger like Korn’kran. You are no longer deceived by Him, however, so now you are at a crossroads. Will you continue to struggle, knowing that who you have been fighting for is a lie? Or will you embrace Me, and all that I have to offer?”

“You’re making this sound like a binary decision,” complained Kaze, gripping Conflagration’s shoulder. “We prefer to remain neutral.”

Raemonica raised an eyebrow. “An interesting option, but not one you can maintain forever. Korn’kran is not My only rival in this war, and as long as it continues, My interest in Earth remains. You may retreat now, but we are likely to come into conflict again in the future. Why would it be in My best interest to allow this? You could easily fall into the hands of one of my other enemies.”

Atom Bob, who had remained somnolent up until this time, shifted his body, his armored suit creaking. “If I may, I have a suggestion,” he said, his stentorian voice rippling through the rest of the Power Squad.

His helmet turned to track Raemonica. “We should make a pact,” he announced. “We cannot support your depredations upon our world, and yet I sense that you’re not interested in conquering it. We need some kind of assurance that, after you win this war, you won’t set your Empire loose upon our kind, converting them indiscriminately to your hedonistic ways.”

Raemonica’s eyes twinkled. “A man trying to make a deal with a Goddess? How very interesting. I am intrigued! What makes you think that I would be interested in doing such a thing?”

“Because if you don’t, we’ll oppose you, and ensure that everyone we know does so, too,” retorted Atom Bob. “Even you would have difficulty facing down an alliance of heroes, and you know it.”

“That’s simply an argument for taking care of you here and now, while you’re in the seat of My power,” replied Raemonica, a devilish smile dancing across her face.

“You won’t, because that’s not who you are,” replied Bob, shrugging his shoulders. “I’ve been watching you. You only fight when you need to. You’ve been very measured with your punishments, and you aren’t needlessly ruthless. You could destroy us, but you’d much rather have us submit.”

Raemonica pressed Her hands to her belly, sliding them up until they cupped Her breasts. “You’re quite perceptive,” grinned the seductress. “I would much rather have you submit to your desires, but I sense that’s not going to happen, is it?”

None of the Power Squad moved, dubious expressions on their faces. “I thought so.” She let her hands drop. “Fine, then. We’ll make a verbal deal now, and I’ll have a contract drawn up and sent to you after I have dealt with the aftermath here.”

She folded her arms. “The broad strokes of the deal are that, after my current enemies have been defeated and My Empire has been established in the Darklands, I will not seek to conquer Earth or any of its inhabitants. You, the Power Squad, will be free to go, as long as you do not directly oppose Me in My aims to establish said Empire. Does that sound about right?”

Kaze shrugged. “Everyone who agrees to this, raise their hand.” She was the first to raise hers, looking at the others, who didn’t seem so certain. “What? Do you really want to continue the fight? None of us are combat ready. She’d wipe the floor with us. It’s better to retreat and fight again another day.”

She paused, giving Raemonica a suspicious look. “But only if we have to.”

Deep Undertow reluctantly raised her hand. “I guess I’m not in favor of restarting the war. If we can mediate an armistice, I’m all for it.”

Conflagration squeezed her hand, looking at the floor. “If she’s good with it, then I am,” he muttered, his hair flickering as smoke hissed from his head.

Raemonica turned to Atom Bob, who had remained silent while the others came to their own conclusions. “I will abide by their decision,” he said in his muffled voice. “I abhor death and destruction, and while the pleasures of the flesh mean little to me, I can see that your aim is to build, rather than destroy.”

He raised a metal finger in admonition. “However, I do not like your methods. I will be watching, and if you break this deal, you will rue the consequences.”

“Negotiating with threats is gauche,” frowned Raemonica, “but I take your point. This is very serious. Given that, I will make a pact with you, here and now.”

Jinath’ra gasped. “That’s unheard of!” she hissed.

“That’s right,” confirmed Raemonica. “This is usually only done with treaties created with other Darklanders. I am offering this magically enforced binding to ensure that both of us will carry out the agreement.”

Kaze took a step forward. “What happens if we don’t? Will it kill us?”

“I would advise that you not test it,” hissed Raemonica, showing Her teeth. “The consequences will be unpleasant, at best, and I will immediately know that you are dishonest blackguards.”

“Very well, then,” nodded Kaze. “We will submit to this, but we must hear the oath before we swear to it.”

Raemonica raised her hands, energy sparkling in her palms. Swirling in circles, they formed into dark purple spheres. “We declare this pact together, as one,” she intoned, her body appearing to float towards Kaze.

“We shall not interfere with each other in our ambitions or plans on our respective worlds,” intoned Raemonica. “We shall not attack or subvert each other in any way. We shall remain neutral towards each other, in word and in deed.”

Her glowing eyes speared the Power Squad hero. “Clasp hands with Me, and swear that this is so.”

Kaze’s face was blank as she raised her hands, gripping Raemonica’s glowing palms with trepidation. A flash of light passed between them, and Kaze gasped, her eyes glowing faintly in resonance with Raemonica’s. “Now, we have affirmed our oath together,” declared the Goddess. “It has come into effect. We are of one accord.”

“Raemonica, Rae’shown!” hissed Jinath’ra.

“Yatta,” Kaze replied, with very little enthusiasm.

She retreated back to the group, with Conflagration taking her place. The arrogance that usually defined the hero was entirely missing from his pale face. He took Raemonica’s hands and shivered as the oath settled over his frame.

He retreated as soon as possible, looking miserable as he clutched at his chest. His near death experience must be weighing heavily on his soul.

Deep Undertow was next, and she took it with significantly more aplomb, but she still appeared troubled after the oath took effect. Reflecting on it, Strife supposed that in a way, this could be seen as a defeat by the Squad. They had killed the traitorous Artur, but now they had been forced into an agreement with Raemonica, who they had thought they were trying to destroy in the first place. It must be maddening. She couldn’t imagine being in their position.

It was the complete opposite for her. She felt so much better now that all her confusion was gone. It was clear to her now that serving Raemonica was all she had ever wanted, and so many opportunities were glowing bright ahead of her. There was just one loose end that needed to be taken care of.

She reached down to her waist and unsnapped a pouch, retrieving two semi-circles of metal. Clicking them together, she hinged the collar open, using the shadows to silence her footsteps as she maneuvered around the rest of the onlookers. He had evaded her long enough, and she wasn’t going to let him get away with the rest of them.

He hadn’t yet noticed her presence, and Raemonica was finishing up with Atom Bob. Excellent.

“Now, you have accepted My pact. I will send you back to your world. One of My representatives will negotiate the final contract with you later.” She lifted Her head to the power orb above the throne. “One thing is not negotiable, however. My portal must remain where I originally established it. Otherwise, I will consider our deal null and void.”

Her eyes brightened, and a sheet of power extended out from the globe, settling into a shimmering oval next to her. It crackled, energy snapping around the periphery, then settled into place, an ineffable rift through space to another place.

“Now, go. And do not let our paths cross again, unless you change your minds about serving Me.” Raemonica looked over the Power Squad with barely contained lust, setting Her hands on Her hips as Her wings extended, making Her look rather formidable.

Atom Bob gave Her a respectful nod, spinning on his armored foot and walking into the portal, as if this was an everyday occurrence. The portal flashed, and his body disappeared, cycling as it recharged.

The other three Power Squad members shuffled towards the portal, giving Raemonica a leery glare. No doubt they felt uncomfortable about their deal, but it didn’t matter. With their declaration of neutrality, they were worthless to her Goddess, and by extension, her. There was only one thing she cared about now.

Ceres took a step forward, his back ramrod straight. “What about me?” he asked, sweat beading on his neck. “Can I leave with them, too?”

Kaze slowed to a halt, the portal flashing ahead of her as Conflagration and Deep Undertow stepped through. “Yes, what about him? He doesn’t belong to our Squad, but he is a hero.”

“And so that means you have some misplaced loyalty to him by some form of osmosis?” Raemonica frowned. “How I deal with my allies and enemies is none of your business. We’ve signed our deal. Off you go.”

She clapped her hands, and Kaze was suddenly pulled towards the portal, her eyes going wide as she lost her balance. “What are you… !”

Arms flailing, she gasped as she was dragged inside. The portal flashed, and the energy dissipated, flowing back upwards to the rattling orb above. Raemonica moved Her gaze towards Strife, giving her a subtle nod.

Strife took this as a sign that it was her turn to strike. Moving up behind Ceres, she wrapped the collar she had palmed around his neck, snapping it shut with a solid click.

Ceres immediately lifted his hands to his neck, whirling around to face her. “What the devil is this about?” he asked, staring at Strife, eyes bulging.

“If you aren’t leaving with them, then you belong to Her,” replied Strife, barely containing her excitement. “It’s all quite logical, really.”

“You shouldn’t be so concerned, brother,” growled Thebe, enfolding Jinath’ra with his muscled arms. “It’s just an amplification collar. I’m already wearing one.”

“Just a collar. Just a collar?” His voice sounded shrill, and Strife started to become concerned.

Nana rushed up, tugging at his arm. “Stop messing with it,” she croaked. “It’s meant to help you!”

He pulled back from her as it flashed a dark purple, a choking sound escaping his throat. “I knew I couldn’t trust any of you. I should have killed Raemonica when I had the chance. I should have!”

Raemonica was suddenly there, Her large form bracketing his body as She grabbed his hands. “Yes, you could have attacked Me while I was at My weakest, but you didn’t. That is the only reason why I’m showing you such forbearance. I’m giving you the opportunity to rejoin your family, which is not something most get to experience once they’ve encountered the Lords of the Darklands.”

“My family?” wheezed Ceres, weakly struggling against Her grip. “I don’t have a family any more. You’ve twisted them beyond recovery. I have nothing.”

His body went limp as the collar around his neck pulsed, lips turning blue. “There’s something wrong with me,” he said suddenly. “I can’t believe I didn’t see this coming.”

Raemonica held him as he let out a long sigh, sagging into Her arms as his eyes drooped shut. The Goddess kneaded his shoulders, feeding some of Her power into his slumped form.

“What’s wrong with him?” asked Strife, suddenly nervous that she might have hurt the man. “Thebe didn’t react like that when he was collared.”

“There is a conflict of energies,” announced Raemonica. “This is an unexpected turn of events. I must study this further.”

A cavalcade of guards swept up the stairs, mounted on Rapstallions, their eight legs whirling as a sweaty lather sheened their leathery sides. “Mistress!” shouted the leader. “We’ve arrived to give you assistance!”

The lithe woman slid off the side of her animal, wand raised to do battle. The marks on her cheeks and piercings through her nose indicated that she was of high rank, just below that required to take the vows of a Devotress.

She slowed to a halt, taking in the blasted remains of the octagon. “Oh,” she replied, going quite pale. “I see that we’re too late.”

“No, not too late,” rebutted Raemonica, lifting Ceres easily in Her arms. “Here, take this man to my inner sanctum. I must study his affliction further.”

“Yes, Goddess!” The soldier saluted and put her wand away, trotting up to the Goddess. Grabbing Ceres, she lifted him with considerably more effort than the Goddess had used, securing him to her animal with help from the others.

Jumping into her mount, she saluted again. “Raemonica, Rae’shown!” she shouted, kicking her heel into the animal’s side. Its long snout lifted and it roared in protest, legs galloping in a semi-circle around the octagon. The rest of the troop followed her, climbing up the rear stairs with a tremendous rattle of hooves.

“Will he be okay?” asked Strife, straining to keep her eyes on the man as he was carted off like a bag of potatoes.

Nana stood there like a statue, rubbing her hands together as her lips quivered. A spike of pity welled up in her chest. She swallowed, trying to keep a lid on the toxic mix of emotions.

“Nothing is certain,” hissed Raemonica, her tail lashing. “There should have been no reaction to My collar. There is something at work here, perhaps a plot of My enemies. I must know what is going on.”

A speculative look appeared on Her face. “I find myself intrigued with the man. He’s right, he could have attacked me. What held him back? In his mind, destroying Me would have freed his family, but something stopped him.”

She pressed a hand to her lips. “I kind of like him.”

Jealousy roared within Strife, but she held herself back. Attacking the Goddess due to her unfounded feelings would be incredibly foolish, and she wouldn’t lift a hand against her Mistress. Not when She held all the power over the one she cared most about in this world.

She held her hands to her belly. That hurt to acknowledge. Wow. She really could still feel this way.

How strange. When had she become so attached to him? It wasn’t as though he had ever shown any interest in her. Especially since she had accepted her Goddess’ power. And yet… and yet, she still wanted to experience a relationship with him. To have him smile at her, to have them explore each other’s bodies in pure, carnal love.

Damn, this was bad. She was unfocused, and that she could not abide. She needed to keep herself together, for the Goddess.

While it seemed like this was all over, it wasn’t. Not really. Raemonica still had plenty of other enemies, and she must keep up her guard, lest she allow her Mistress to be stabbed in the back.

Raemonica was already moving on, however, efficiently handling everyone vying for Her attention. “I see you, Husk’varn. I welcome you to my table, and I will fulfill the terms of our contract. I consider this business complete, and I will consider a bonus for good performance.” She grinned at the crumpled pile of bones in front of Mr. Bun.

The bulky man lifted his arms, wrapping them around the Shard Sisters and drawing them close. Curving his fingers, he cupped their breasts, giving them a lustful squeeze. The Sisters giggled, pushing their heads into his sides as if they were cats, chittering in appreciation.

“Anytime, Rae baby. Thanks for the bread, I’ll take my leave and celebrate tonight with an extra large pizza in Your honor.” He gave Her a wink, steering the Sisters towards the main stairway.

Strife frowned at his familiarity, but Raemonica simply laughed. Perhaps… sometimes She enjoyed not being treated like a Goddess, set apart from everyone else? That was inconceivable, though, right? Everyone should bow down and worship Her radiance, partake in Her pleasure and glory.

She was unable to square this new understanding with what she had seen of the Goddess so far, but she enjoyed learning that her Mistress had a soft side. Perhaps… there was room for relationships, beyond the mechanical pleasure of fucking.

She stiffened as the Goddess turned her attention to them. Angelica and Drako had silently joined their number, dropping out of the sky with ease. While they were waiting for the others, they had been making out, clearly not worried about being chastised for their public display.

Jealousy reared its ugly head again. She wanted a sex partner, too. Someone to hold, someone to love. It just didn’t seem possible at the moment. Not while Ceres was an unconscious heap in Raemonica’s temple.

“Everyone,” announced Raemonica, lifting Her arms wide to encompass those who remained. “Gather together, I have a special announcement to make.”

Strife trotted up next to Nana, feeling itchy. The others had someone to hold onto, like Angelica with Drako, or Thebe with Jinath’ra, but she was all alone. She looked over the transformed grandmother, admiring her smooth face. She really had become a sultry beauty, hadn’t she?

“Can I hug you?” she asked on impulse, feeling adrift.

A look of surprise lit up the woman’s face, but it relaxed into a semblance of kindness. “Of course, dear, it looks like we’re all going to become one big family here.”

Strife leaned over and pulled her in close, going for a brief embrace. It was amazing how much it felt like home.

Wasn’t that strange? She was supposed to be a cold blooded killer for the Goddess, but here she was, tears in her eyes as she hugged a corrupted heroine.

“She’s not half wrong,” continued the Goddess, ignoring their sudden closeness. “You six stood beside me, when the others of my so-called inner circle deserted me. You could have run away, but you didn’t. That deserves a reward.”

A powerful aura grew around Her, making the skin of Her hands glow with flowing purple streams. “Step forward, Angelica and Drako,” she intoned.

The two of them approached, holding each other as if they were afraid to let go. The Goddess raised her arms, placing the palms of her hands on their foreheads. “You shall form the seed of my new inner circle. Rooting out traitors, promoting supporters, and in general, creating a new court containing diverse opinions with which I can properly rule an Empire.”

Her hands flashed, and She let them fall, revealing the glowing symbols that had been left behind - a sharply defined shape containing twin figures conjoined together in ecstasy. “This will be the new mark that will announce who you are to the others,” declared Raemonica. “Those who do not obey you, do not obey Me.”

“Jinath’ra, Thebe, please step forward.”

The two approached, Thebe escorting the smaller woman with courtesy. Raemonica’s palms came up and flared again, leaving behind Her mark.

“Do we really deserve this?” questioned Strife. “We are not Your most powerful servants.”

Raemonica chuckled. “That is how I got into trouble in the first place! When your inner court is determined entirely by who has the greatest ambition and strength, all you end up with is traitors! That’s why they’re being replaced, effective immediately.”

“Strife, Nana, step forward!”

Strife obeyed, her legs shaking as she took the final step. As Her Goddess’ palm rose to her forehead, a sudden urge touched her lips. “Raemonica, Rae’shown!”

A flash of light came, and then it was over. This was it - there was nothing else. She belonged to Raemonica, and would serve Her with all her power and might until the end of time.

The others joined in with her, repeating the salutation. “Raemonica, Rae’shown! For the Empire!”


Epilogue

Ceres zoned out, a sensation of dread spreading throughout his body. He couldn’t really complain about how he had been treated since he had been collared and captured, but he sensed that would soon be coming to an end.

This supposed goddess, Raemonica, seemed to want his obedience with a passion he hadn’t expected. This wasn’t helped by the fact that he was frequently visited by his former guildmates, their bodies twisted and transformed into Her creatures.

They kept trying to convince him to give in, but he knew that if he accepted, his moral code would be twisted. Soon, he’d be a horny bastard, willing to fuck anyone on Her command. He absolutely could not accept this. Not after seeing what had been done to his brother.

The man had been turned into a beast, barely recognizable as human at all. Perhaps that was what made that slutty seductress the perfect mate for him. The two spent all hours of the day in copulation, to the exclusion of anything else.

He had known his brother was a layabout, but this was something else entirely. Under Raemonica’s influence, he had seized upon his hedonistic nature, letting it spill free for all to see. It was disgusting, but something he had slowly learned to accept.

His brother had fallen into this addiction, and he had no way of convincing him otherwise. Not when that harlot was fawning over him at every moment.

He hated spending time with the two of them. Not because of her sensuality, but with how persuasive she seemed to be. If you got into an argument with her, you’d find yourself on the wrong side of it before you knew it. There had to be some kind of magic in that.

His brother had been enthralled, and there seemed to be little hope of breaking him free. Despite this, it was strange to him that the most painful betrayal had come from the woman he didn’t even know he was interested in.

Ruth, the young adult he had taken in, under his wing. A promising up and comer, he had guided her as her powers had blossomed, turning her into a valuable member of the guild.

She had thrown all that away to become a ghastly parody of what she had once used to be. The one known as Shade was gone, replaced with the latex clad Strife. He couldn’t deny that the costume change was sexy, but there was a sense of innocence about her that was now completely missing.

The worst part about all this was that he found the transformation appealing at some deep level. Every human had a dark part of their psyche, lurking below the surface, but usually the rational mind kept it at bay. The longer he spent here, the more he seemed to be slipping.

That wasn’t helped by the atmosphere of lust that seemed to permeate the atmosphere at Raemonica’s court. You could hardly turn a corner without finding a couple getting it on, or worse. After he had accidentally stepped into an orgy, his resolve had firmed, and he had demanded to be returned to Earth.

When that request had been denied, Raemonica had put him here. In an isolated building surrounded by sheer cliffs, high up on the mountain wall. Unless he had rock climbing skills, there was no way he was getting out of this one by himself.

Others could still visit him as they wished, however. When the guard at the entrance got the word, they would lower the long drawbridge over a steep drop, linking the remote output to the main road.

Usually, however, it was kept up, keeping him isolated, leaving him alone in this so-called luxury to while away his hours in solitude. As a man of action, he hated it.

Brocaded fabrics on the walls, red velvet couches, and plush beds. There were swings mounted in the corners and various other furniture with built-in cuffs and restraints. The purpose of all this was obvious. Someone could have a lot of fun up here.

It was a bit of a taunt, as besides sporadic visits, they mostly left him alone, besides the lavish meals brought to him three times daily. Was Raemonica trying to woo him, or simply waiting for his resolve to wane?

He stood, crossing to the other side of the room where the evening light beamed through a set of wooden double doors. He cracked them open, moving over to the edge of the balcony, bracing his elbows on the railing.

Careful not to look down, he stared out over the palace below. It was intricate, pompous, and huge. He could even see the octagon from here, the throne of the Goddess barely visible. He was stuck in the pulsing heart of Her power. Perhaps that’s why She wasn’t bothering to convert him personally. She didn’t have to. The longer he spent here, the more of Her essence would soak into his body.

He barked out a laugh. It only made sense, right? Since She had consolidated Her power base, there was no urgency. She didn’t need him to mastermind Her armies, and there was no need for one so insignificant as him on the front lines. She had plenty of time to wait him out.

A flutter of wings distracted him from his bitterness, and he turned as a shadow fell over him. Had She sent her beasts for him at last?

He was annoyed at himself for clutching at the railing, but it couldn’t be helped. He hated surprises.

A large woman with black wings dropped to the balcony, soon followed by a draconic looking man. He leaned back onto the railing behind him, taking in the purple stripes that decorated her cheeks, a darker hue than her skin. She was wearing a leather harness that exposed her bare breasts, small gems winking in her nipples. The straps split in two once they hit her crotch, bracketing her bare pussy on both sides.

Drako was dressed in a skintight latex suit which clung tightly around his pectorals. A tight collar graced his neck, a chain dangling over his chest. Down below, his penis and balls were covered in a latex sheath, putting his arousal on display as he gave his lover a lusty stare.

It was a shameless display, but one he had come to expect in Raemonica’s court of pleasures. “Have you come to torture me, twins in sin?” he asked, trying to relax his body.

It was an impossible task. He simply didn’t know what to expect from the two, as he hadn’t seen them in ages. It was clear that both of them had been turned into devoted servants of the Goddess, but beyond that? He had no idea what they wanted from him.

Angelica leaned over and grabbed the chain around Drako’s neck, pressing her breasts into his body as she gave him a long, explicit kiss. This lasted longer than Ceres was comfortable with, but clearly they didn’t care, the draconic man staring him down with his intense, yellow eyes.

Finally, they separated, a dribble of saliva dropping to the decking below. Angelica gave him an amused smile, pressing her mohawk into the man’s shoulder. “What are you talking about?” she said in a lisping voice, her tongue studded with piercings. “Drako and I are a solid couple. We’ve even decided to get engaged!”

She lifted her right breast, showing off the winking gem embedded in her nipple. “See? Here’s our engagement ring!” She grinned at his discomfort. “The one in my other breast is just a placeholder, but he’s promised to get me something grand when we tie the knot!”

Ceres shuddered, trying to look anywhere but at her dimpled skin. It was a battle he was quickly losing. Damn this realm! Why did everyone have to be an exhibitionist?

She moaned, kneading her breast like a common whore. “I’m so wet for him, do you mind?”

Ceres did mind, but it didn’t seem that she really cared what he thought. Moving around in front of her lover, she bent over, grabbing onto his hands. Drako said nothing, grunting as he mounted her, their hips pressing together. Horizontal eyelids flicked over his eyes as he began to move, fucking her with his latex coated cock.

“Ahh, I’ve been waiting for this for an hour,” moaned Angelica, arching her back as she spread her wings out to give her lover more room. “I just can’t seem to get enough!”

Drako yanked on her arms roughly as he increased his speed, the sloppy wet sounds of their fucking filling the air. Ceres frowned, badly wanting to retreat inside the cabin, but he sensed that he should hear her out.

“So you’ve made him your servant, then, turning him into a literal sex machine,” he observed, hiding his grimace by placing a hand over his mouth. “I should have expected as much from a society ruled by a slutty, demonic matriarch.”

“It’s nothing of the sort!” exclaimed Angelica, a red flush making the dark lines drawn on her face more obvious. “If we don’t have sex all the time, he gets grumpy and stops talking to me! I’m only treating him the way he’s asked to be treated!”

Her breasts wobbled as their motions became more urgent, the flesh of her thighs rippling with each impact. “It’s not his fault he’s got needs, and I really don’t mind fulfilling them!”

Her breathing increased to a high pitched whine as her ass wobbled. Drako pulled her back against him as his eyes rolled, his chest flexing as he rammed himself all the way in. They held this position for a long moment as they both savored the orgasm, then Angelica straightened up, letting his length slip out.

Reaching a hand down, she massaged her clit with her thumb, sighing in pleasure. “I really can’t believe you’ve been living up here like a hermit,” she said huskily. “Keeping yourself away from all the pleasures at court. You haven’t even taken up any of the offers being sent your way. It’s just crazy!”

Ceres shook his head. “What’s crazy is slaking one’s hedonistic desires with anyone that comes along, without thinking about one’s future. I won’t allow myself to be used in that way.”

“It’s those strong morals, coming back to haunt you again,” sighed Angelica, folding her wings as she straightened up, finished with her self masturbation. “Well, at any rate, your solitude is coming to an end. The Mistress sent us to deliver a message, and give you a warning.”

Stress flowed through his limbs, but he knew this had to be coming. It wasn’t really a surprise. “So there’s bad news, and worse news? How about the bad news first?”

Angelica shrugged, giving him a predatory look. “She’s growing tired of your reticence, and has assigned someone to speed up your decision. Her forbearance is wearing thin, and although you didn’t attack Her when you could, that doesn’t mean you won’t betray Her in the future. There are plenty out there who would like to twist your abilities to their own ends.”

Ceres nodded. He had thought seriously about this for some time, and had come to the same conclusion. “Then if the choice is between submission and death, I choose the latter,” he declared, remaining stoic.

Angelica folded her arms, her breasts shifting upwards to show off the dangling piercings. “You’re just being silly. Raemonica isn’t like Korn’kran. Death isn’t always the first option. No, you’ll be transferred to the Pits, where Her best seductresses will work on you until you break.”

He pushed himself off the railing, extending himself to his full height. “Is that the worse news? You know I don’t do well with threats.”

“It’s not a threat,” replied Angelica seriously, matching his height. “She is deadly serious about this. She cannot allow your powers to fall into the wrong hands.”

Ceres shook his head. “Her hands are the wrong hands, everyone’s hands are the wrong hands. Have Her send me back to Earth if She’s so concerned about that. I’ll be safe there, with the other heroes.”

“No, you won’t,” grimaced Angelica. “I don’t think you get it - it’s too late now. Everyone here knows who you are. If you’re sent back, you’ll be snatched off the streets when you least expect it, and then Raemonica will be fighting against a master strategist She let slip through Her fingers.”

She sighed, turning away. “This is a pointless argument. You know all this. Think it over, and send Her a message if you change your mind.”

She wrapped her arms around Drako and gave him a chaste peck on the cheek. “Let’s get going.” A bemused smile lit her face. “Perhaps we could have a mating flight?”

The draconic man’s muzzle split into a grin. “I would like that,” he hissed, steam rushing out of his mouth.

She patted him on the back. “You’ll have to catch me first, then!” She dove over the railing, extending her wings, dropping like a rock past the cliff side until she caught the thermals, soaring up and away towards the sun.

Drako gave her an enthusiastic look, his dick engorging once more. “You should reconsider your position,” he grunted, giving Ceres a sideways glance. “You don’t have to be alone if you don’t want to. There is one who would gladly be with you.”

With that cryptic statement, he lifted a leg, bracing against the railing. With a purring roar, he pushed off, his wings snapping as they filled with wind. Although Angelica had a head start, Drako was moving faster.

He could only imagine what might happen if he caught her. Scratch that, he’d rather not imagine it.

Shaking off the obscene images flashing in his mind, he turned and re-entered the cabin, shutting the door behind him to give him some distance from what he had just seen. The afternoon sun shone over the desk to his right, highlighting the open journal on its raised surface, sitting in front of an elaborate carving of multiple Darkworlders fornicating.

He took a seat, still feeling unsettled by the blatantly erotic display from his former compatriots. They truly had been changed into a form he didn’t recognize, and they didn’t seem to care.

Deep down, that was really what was bothering him most. There had been little resistance to the changes Raemonica had wrought, as if they had wanted them all along. Or, Raemonica was just that powerful.

If that was the case, though, why hadn’t She just crushed him? By himself, he wouldn’t be able to put up much resistance. He didn’t have flashy powers like the others. He had always had to rely upon his own wits to survive.

So that meant that nothing had really changed, right? He flipped through the pages of the journal, reading over the terse series of events he had recounted within. He had been trying to record exactly what had occurred over the last few weeks, in case he had missed anything useful.

There was the run up to their first encounter with Raemonica’s cultists, then the various skirmishes, ending with their coordinated efforts to destroy Her first portal. He had recorded every conversation with as much detail as he could recall, leaving nothing out. There wasn’t much else he could do with his time here.

He frowned as he idly scanned down a page. That was strange. He didn’t remember making a call on that day. The words he had recorded were pretty cryptic as well.

Called Miss A. Discussed future plans. Unable to remember specifics.

He ran through a list of people in his mind. He didn’t know anyone important starting with an A, besides Angelica, and back then, he saw her every day. There was no need for him to call her.

And why couldn’t he remember what was discussed? The entries he had made before and after this one were excruciatingly detailed.

In his absentmindedness, he found himself staring at the lewd sculpture. The demonic women appeared to be watching him, their eyes shining with a tempting darkness.

He shook his head, dismissing the illusion as he flipped through a few more pages, locating a second entry.

Called Miss A. Talked for hours. Forgot to eat dinner.

That was unusual, too. With his schedule being so regimented, he would never forget a meal.

Concerned, he started skipping around, looking for more entries. There was a gap between the time he had first contacted Artur until the next call, but then they started showing up all over the place, with increasing frequency. Who was she, and why was he talking to her so often?

A shadowy blur shot past the windows, and he stood, his heart pounding. It was only a flock of ravens, circling past the cabin windows.

Wait, ravens? What would they be doing here in the Darklands?

The doors to the deck flung open, smacking against the wainscoted walls. A cloud of cawing birds burst into the room, forcing him to the floor as their wings beat the air just above his head.

They whirled past him, rushing down the short hallway, curving as they flowed into the bedroom. The doors banged shut, the sound of birds fading away until there was an eerie silence.

Climbing to his feet, he watched the opening to the bedroom warily. “Anyone there?”

There came no reply, not even the flutter of wings. Great.

He didn’t consider himself to be a coward, but his reluctance to check the bedroom was growing. This was definitely supernatural in nature, and he had already had his fill of such things in this place.

His curiosity wouldn’t leave him alone, however, pulling his legs towards the open door. Leaning around the door frame, his eyes flicked over the bed. It was colonial style, made of a rich colored hardwood. Spare and utilitarian, it matched the rest of the cabin, but it was rather oversized for the room it was in.

These details flickered through his mind as his breath caught in his throat. He didn’t want to stare at the woman dangling her arms across his pillows, but it was hard not to.

She was wearing a hooded catsuit, covered head to toe in black rubber, with a strict corset tied securely about her waist, emphasizing her protruding breasts. Her lips were ruby red, eyes a smoky black, glowing a subdued purple.

A hand was at her crotch, fingers dipping through an open zipper to play at her privates. “There you are,” she said silkily, as if this was an everyday occurrence.

Ceres frowned, trying to understand what he was looking at. It appeared that the woman he had formerly known as ‘Ruth’ was masturbating in his bed, in an apparent attempt to seduce him.

He still held a certain attraction for her, which he had walled off from his daily life via the constant application of honor and duty. He was too old for someone like her, he had kept telling himself.

Now, it was too late. She had accepted another offer, changing into a creature beyond his understanding. She had even deserted her old hero name, calling herself Strife and wholeheartedly embracing the Goddess. Her new position disgusted him, but he couldn’t immediately show her the door. He was quite certain that Raemonica had made good Her threat, sending Strife as Her representative to somehow change his mind.

This was an extremely dangerous turn of affairs. He would have to handle her delicately.

Keeping his expression carefully neutral, he moved closer to the woman, curling his lips in distaste as she wrapped a hand around her left breast, giving it a squeeze. Her flesh rippled under the latex, a soft creak filling the room as the material flexed.

His body was responding to this, but he wasn’t going to indulge. That would defeat his whole purpose for being banished here.

Sitting down on the edge of the bed, he grabbed her wrists, pulling them away from her body. She gave him a wide grin, trilling a soft purr through her swollen lips. “Are you feeling frisky?” she asked in a husky voice, her eyes glowing more intensely. “I wouldn’t mind… accommodating you.”

Ceres set her arms on the pillows, letting go. “There is no need for that,” he said calmly, running through various scenarios in his head.

This seemed like a good time to utilize his power, to test out the future possibilities branching out from this point in time. He reached for the special place inside his brain, but found nothing but a buzzing hum.

It was… blank. Nothing there - a hollow space. It was as if his power had been surgically extracted from his body.

There were hints before, but now he knew there was something terribly wrong.

“Are you okay?” asked the woman, sidling up next to him. “You look like you’re in pain.”

“No,” sighed Ceres. “Nothing is working the way it should, that’s all.”

She wrapped her arms around his shoulders, leaning in to try and give him a kiss. He pulled away, grabbing her elbows. “I’m not interested in that,” he sighed, giving her a frown. “I already told you. Do you have a listening problem?”

She pulled back, folding her arms under her breasts, giving them a little pop. “What’s the matter?” she pouted. “Don’t I have a beautiful body?”

“There’s no denying that, but I won’t give in to my base desires.” He scowled. “Besides, when did you get so familiar with me? You’ve been watching me from afar for ages, but you never approached.”

“I’ve never had the opportunity!” declared Strife. “You were always plotting something new with the other heroes, it never seemed like the right opportunity. Then, when you started sending me out on my own, I thought you weren’t interested!”

Ceres froze. “Exactly when did that happen?”

She rolled her shoulders, wrapping her arms around behind her back. Moving her legs under her, she pushed herself up onto her knees. “You know, I was lazy, batting my eyes at you, acting like a slut to attract your attention.” She pursed her lips. “But you never noticed! You ignored every one of my advances!”

Her eyes hooded. “Or, maybe you did notice them, that’s why you started sending me on missions! Are you a sexless caricature of a man?”

The hair on his arms prickled. “That wasn’t what happened,” he whispered, his muscles tensing. “You were the one who approached me. You had ambition. You wanted more. That’s why you succumbed to Raemonica’s blandishments, and ultimately fell. It had nothing to do with me.”

He paused, ready to leap at her. “Who are you? You’re not Ruth, Shade, or Strife. You’re something or someone else.”

“Don’t be silly,” replied the woman in a high pitched voice, spreading her legs apart to reveal the weeping slit in her catsuit. “I’m the woman you know. I’m the woman you want.”

He shook his head. “You can’t fool me. The real Strife is more reserved than this. She would never be so forward.”

He leaned towards her. “You worked really hard to mimic her physical body, but you messed up the eyes. They should be white. You’re one of Raemonica’s servants, aren’t you? Tell me what’s going on!”

The woman sighed, her shoulders deflating. “Damn. I really thought that would work. Oh well, I guess I’ll have to go with the other plan.”

Her lips twisted into a ravenous grin, and she lurched towards him. This confused him, as he had been planning on wrapping her up in his arms until she told him what was going on. He hadn’t expected an attack, and his powers were still stubbornly missing.

Before he could change his mind and pull away, her arms came forward, a sharp pain jabbing at  his chest. He gaped at her and looked down, trying to understand what had just happened. There was a short, cylindrical length sticking out from his body. Had she struck him with a dagger?

It didn’t really look like one. A dark purple gem was mounted to the end, glowing with malevolence. Around it, a metallic ring spun, extracting a form of energy from the crystal, siphoning it off into a series of tubes that curved back around to the bulbous body of the device. From somewhere within the bulge, more tubes extended, spiraling around the long, cylindrical length, running all the way to his chest, where multiple sharp tips had pierced his flesh.

As he watched in stunned disbelief, long, hinged arms shot out from the sides of the device, piercing through his shirt and slamming into his body. The extra pain was almost inconsequential compared to the initial assault, but it was more than enough to incapacitate him. He grunted, going pale.

He slumped forward, and the woman grabbed him, cooing as she turned his body around, dragging him towards her until her breasts pressed into his back.

The pain was indescribable. Sharp, overwhelming, crippling.

Blood red liquid gushed through the tubing, heading towards the body of the device. It vanished inside, then emerged again as it combined with the sparkling, purple energy, rushing around and around, in circles.

More tubes began to fill with the transformed liquid, flowing back towards his body at a breakneck pace. He breathed in as the fluid returned, the pain reducing as it was fed back into him, pulsing in time with his heart.

“This is what is called a Heartstealer,” explained the woman, stroking her claws over the various tubing, tracing its length as she wrapped her hands around the cylindrical body. “I have attached it to your heart, as the namesake implies.”

She tugged at one of the tubes, and his body lurched, arms jerking in response. “What is it doing to me?” he asked, hoarse from the pain.

“It’s infusing your blood,” she said matter of factly. “As it replaces who you are, with what it is, your body will transform into what it should be.”

Her body shook with excitement. “It’s so fun seeing the latent abilities of another being brought to the surface. What and who are you really? You won’t be able to hide it under those pretty little lies you tell yourself all the time. That’s what this device can do.”

The pain struck again, and he could do nothing but wheeze, his breathing coming in short bursts. “I don’t know what that means,” he complained, blinking back tears as his hands curled into fists.

A rage struck him. He wanted to fight. He wanted to fuck.

He couldn’t reconcile the two emotions or the visceral way they tore at his body. They were competing needs that were trying to push their way out of his core.

The woman ran her fingers down his chest, fiddling at his pants, unbuckling them. He roared as she pulled down his underwear, revealing his turgid dick, fully extended. It wiggled in the air, jerking as his heart pulsed, the mechanism gurgling as it continued to transform him.

“Did you know that someone’s mood can be heavily altered by the hormones flowing through their blood?” teased the woman as she wrapped a hand around his dick. “Imagine how much more intense that can be when you have literal magical power flowing through your veins. It’s a heady brew.”

He tried to get up, wanting to push her away, but his limbs weren’t obeying his commands. The pain was finally starting to dull, but he could feel his body changing. He glanced at his right arm, a dull numbness giving him a disconcerting sense of being disassociated from his own body.

He swallowed, trying to hold himself together. He could feel the pulsing glow of the magic in his veins. It was more evidence that his entire body was being infiltrated, and he could only imagine what it might be doing to his brain.

She tugged on his dick, resting her other hand on his chest, stroking him slowly. His rage continued to grow at the familiar way she was touching him, but it was tempered by a sudden cramp in his gut. His back arched as his stomach gurgled. Was that a sudden burbling of gas in his intestines, or something else?

Whatever it was, it wasn’t leaving him alone. The throbbing pain in his chest was soon dwarfed by the one in his gut. He groaned, more tears squeezing from his eyes as he ground himself into the woman’s body. “Make it stop!” he demanded, unable to process the burning agony.

He couldn’t think, couldn’t do anything as his chest began to turn an unnatural color of purple. It was glowing, too, just like the alien mechanism sitting on his chest. He squeezed his abdominal muscles, hoping the unbelievable pressure would be released soon. Was it going to keep building up until he exploded?

A slick, wet popping sound filled the room, and his flesh simply unfolded, revealing a glowing gem embedded in his belly button. His skin rippled, accommodating its size as it closed back around the hard surface, remodeling itself until it looked natural.

What did this mean? He really had no idea, but at least the pain in his belly was subsiding. Unfortunately, it was being replaced by an aching pain from everywhere else.

His bones were creaking, tendons twisting, his body conforming to a new pattern. It was all a part of this terrible process. If he could bear it for a few moments longer, it would be over, wouldn’t it? At this point, he didn’t care what the Heartstealer was doing to him. He just wanted it to stop.

The woman hummed to herself, seemingly satisfied with this result. She touched her thumb to the head of his penis, stroking in lazy circles. “Look at you,” she hissed with pleasure. “So much excruciating pain, and for what? You’re being changed into a sexy, sexy beast. A true Darkworlder.”

Gripping the tip of his dick, she moved her hand back and forth idly. “It amuses me to see you like this. Pain is always a necessary part of change, but to inflict it? Oh, how sweet that is. I don’t often get this kind of opportunity, you know. Being the leader of a shadow faction can be so difficult at times. You simply can’t indulge yourself!”

She was leaving hints about her true identity, but he simply couldn’t spare the mental power to figure it out. A hardened ridge was forming above the gem, delineating a roughened patch of skin over his abdomen. It appeared to be some form of bony armor plating, firming up with every breath he took.

His arms were throbbing, too, the skin over his muscles rippling as they increased in girth. Bony pads were appearing on his elbows, and on the backs of his hands and finger joints. The skin around his fingertips was receding, his fingernails becoming sharper, like claws.

“What am I?” he gasped out, feeling dizzy as a golden yellow color imbued his skin.

The woman continued to play with him, lifting a hand to stroke at his hair, which was suddenly much longer than he had remembered. She showed a lock to him, the firm strands a deep black, belying his age.

“It’s almost certain now,” she whispered with excitement. “You’re not a ma’ghoul. You’re a Donglass, a rare beast indeed. It’s no wonder that everyone has been after you.”

She slid her hand roughly all the way down his length, squeezing the base. “But you don’t belong to everyone, do you? You belong to me now, and I’m not letting you go.”

She shifted her body, rubbing her breasts against his back as she let him slide onto the bed. Tilting her body over him, she sat on his bony abdomen, resting her ass just above the glowing crystal.

He gave her a pained grimace, worried at what he was seeing. The woman had let her disguise collapse, revealing her true form, and it was both terrifyingly beautiful and ghastly at the same time.

Spiky horns grew out of the top of her head, curling around until they pierced through her own forehead, leaving behind weeping gashes that oozed a bloody fluid. A mess of piercings riddled her pointed ears and blushing lips, with multiple large barbells visible on both cheeks, nestled between a maze of spiky protrusions. When she opened her mouth, the long bars linking the studs were quite visible. How could she even eat like that?

Her eyes glowed an intense yellow, and her hair swayed in twin long ponytails as she shifted her head. He caught a glimpse of yellow handcuffs linking the twin tails together, chains running up and down their length.

Her breasts were bare, the perfect pierced orbs sitting on top of a strict corset. Piercings ran down the flesh between them, in a long row. He couldn’t imagine how painful it must have been to receive them, but he suspected they hadn’t been done all at once.

This was a woman who loved pain, reveled in it. Drank it in. A very dangerous woman.

He wet his lips with his tongue, his mouth suddenly dry. “You’re Alish’tan, Mistress of Pain,” he declared.

A sudden look of surprise lit up her face, with a little panic mixed in. “You’ve figured me out,” she said, a crazed smile on her lips as she shoved her hips into his chest. “I suppose it’s not a bad thing if a new slave learns the name of his incipient Mistress.”

She leaned over and grabbed his shoulders, moving her swaying breasts a little too close to his face for comfort. “Be a good little boy and sit there like a proper servant while I set things up.”

He closed his eyes and grunted as she planted a kiss on his forehead, but the weight of her body was soon gone as she climbed off him. Mercifully, this meant she wasn’t teasing his dick any more, but his body was in a lot of pain, keeping him under her control.

She grabbed his arm, pulling it around behind him, clinking chains sounding from her waist. “Raemonica was foolish to send you here. Outside of Her inner court, security isn’t nearly as tight. For someone so valuable, She’s treating you like garbage. It’s almost sad that She can’t see your true potential. It looks like I’m better at scouting talent than Her,” she said, sounding very pleased with herself.

A tight band was wrapped around his wrist, followed by a tugging sensation as a line was secured to the bedpost. Alish’tan slinked around the foot of the bed, giving him a sultry stare as she pulled another cuff from her waist, snapping it around his right ankle.

“I’m going to savor every strip of flesh I flay from your body, and then I’ll wait for you to heal and do it again,” she declared. “I’m going to torture you until you like it, twisting you until you can’t think of anything other than obeying me. It’s going to be glorious.”

She moved to his other leg, locking it in place as he grunted in pain. “It’s not that I personally want to hurt you for anything you’ve done,” she chuckled. “I just get off on seeing pain. Is that so bad?”

There was a lot to explore there, but he doubted anything he said would change her mind. The pain did seem to be moderating, at least, the waves decreasing in intensity. If it would just let up for a moment, he could regain control of his body and do something.

He laid his head back in frustration. There wasn’t enough time. She was already moving to secure his remaining hand, and he would be helpless long before his body started working again.

Most annoyingly, his erection refused to go down, his body straining to be used. The energy sparkling through him refused to let go, the Heartstealer glowing with each pump of his heart.

Unless it was removed, he wouldn’t be able to stop her. He wouldn’t be able to stop anything. She was going to use him, and he was going to like it.

“There. Isn’t that better? You don’t have to move, and I don’t have to fight you. I get to play with you as much as I want, and when we’re done, you’ll be mine.” She jumped onto the bed, this time crouching on his legs, looking like a cat playing with her prey.

Crawling up his body, she fondled his sides, her chest flexing as she wiggled her hips. “You want this body, but you can’t have it, just yet. We’re going to have a little more fun first, you and I.”

She braced her hips against the Heartstealer, rubbing against it in apparent ecstasy. She thought she had already won, and was taking a victory lap. He couldn’t deny that it looked rather hopeless, but he wouldn’t give in to the vicious lust seizing his body. He was better than that.

Leaning forward, she caressed the metal collar secured around his neck. “This has Her mark. I can’t have that.”

Reaching around behind the rear, she fiddled with the lock, her eyes flashing. “Not secured with Her power. Simple to remove.”

With a soft click, the metal hinged open, and she tossed it away, ignoring the thump it made as it impacted the wall. She pulled a similar looking collar out of a belt pouch, grinning at the expression on his face. “Did that little taste of freedom excite you? I love to disappoint, because I can sense how much anguish it’s causing to realize that you’ll never be free of me.”

She snapped this new collar around his neck, sealing it with a tingling sizzle against his skin. “It won’t be so easy to remove my leash.” She sighed, sitting back. “That was fun, but I’m feeling rather horny and empty.”

She ran her talons under his chin, scoring his skin. “The welts I raise will be the mark of my favor. You’ll grow to love being my pet.”

He shook his head, feeling some of the strength returning to his limbs. “Pain is a poor motivator,” he croaked. “Try as you might, you can’t break me.”

A sultry laugh caressed her lips. “Of course I can’t, not right away. It will take months and months of personal attention to reach that point, and I’m ready and willing. I’ve been planning this for ages, and it’s finally within reach!”

Jumping to her feet, she turned around, exposing her full ass. “Look at this!” she exclaimed. “I’m totally wet just thinking about how much fun we’re going to have together!”

Grabbing her butt cheeks, she leaned over and pulled them aside, revealing her plump, inner lips. They didn’t sit properly together, and it took him a moment to realize that they had multiple piercings down their length, ring after ring after ring.

The purpose became immediately obvious as she placed her fingers inside them, spreading her lips wide to reveal the swollen purple flesh within. “I’m so juicy, I could explode!”

Letting go, she allowed her lips to collapse back together, a bead of lubrication squeezing out. “Ah, I just can’t believe it’s finally happening!” she declared, wiggling her butt as she shuffled down the bed. “I can see why my sister loves being in control. Wielding ultimate power over another is simply ecstasy!”

Sister? Who was she talking about?

Turning around, she dropped onto his legs, giving his dick a hungry look. “It’s time to give me everything you are,” she hissed.

Leaning over, she took his length in her mouth. He frowned at the sensation of his sensitive flesh passing between the dual piercings, the metal bars running down the length of his dick. It was unpleasant, but also arousing at the same time. The contrasting emotions were difficult to reconcile, which he suspected was exactly what she had planned. This was going to get a lot worse.

Her tongue bathed the bottom of his dick, and she sucked on him, running all the way down to the hilt, his flesh compressed by the squeezing piercings. It was quickly becoming more erotic than painful, and he wasn’t sure what to think of that.

It looked like he was going to have to bear this, too, whether he liked it or not. And, he had to confess, he was beginning to like it. If she truly had her way with him for months and months, he wasn’t sure he would be able to resist.

No, that was what she wanted him to think. The faster he gave into despair, the sooner he would break.

She pulled her head back, sucking on him all the while. He moaned, holding in his desire as much as he could. It wasn’t working. The best he could do was allow his rage to take the reins.

Tossing his head back, he roared, his thick tongue scraping against his sharp teeth. Shaking his head, he tugged at his bonds with increasing strength. The straps stretched, but held firm. She must have anticipated this.

“It’s not going to work,” Alish’tan sighed, grinding herself against his legs. “I’ve done my research, prepared for this. I knew all of the most likely creatures you might transform into, and even some of the rarer ones, too. I hadn’t expected this, but your strength will be well within the holding power of these restraints. You might as well give up and enjoy this. As much as you can.”

Her eyes glowed with a mischievous power, and she scooted her pussy closer to his straining dick. “Wail all you want, roar out your might. It will only tire you further and allow the Heartstealer to finish its task.”

She was right. Despite his newfound strength, he could feel himself weakening, and he hadn’t made any progress. What else could he do, then? He was rapidly running out of options, and he didn’t like the choice right in front of him. He would not accept this. Could not accept this.

Strangely, Alish’tan hadn’t decided to fellate him again. She was sitting there expectantly, as if she was waiting for something to happen.

Her body was beginning to blur, her features becoming undefined. He squinted at her. Was he imagining things? Was this a fever dream?

No, she really was changing in front of his eyes, her body smoothing out into a latex clad form. Her face rippled, her features hidden behind a hood that clung to her face, revealing only a half moon, perfect ruby red lips with no piercings. The very structure of her bones had changed, making her look more familiar. Making her look like… Strife.

He gasped, trembling at the uncanny appearance. “What now?” he asked harshly.

“The Heartstealer is extracting from you what you desire most in life,” replied Alish’tan, turning her hands over to examine the long, toxic green claws attached to her fingers. “It appears that you are quite interested in this woman. What does she mean to you?”

“N… nothing,” he stuttered, ashamed of the strange emotions flowing through his body. “She was my subordinate, nothing more.”

“Hmm, I wonder at that,” murmured Alish’tan, flicking her clawed hands in a fanning gesture. “I don’t think you are deliberately lying to me, but be that as it may, I will say that the Heartstealer does not lie. If I look like her, then you are positively smitten with her.”

No, that couldn’t be true. This was just a lie brought on by the alien power flooding through him. He liked her, sure, but it wasn’t anything more than that. Couldn’t be anything more than that.

Alish’tan barked out a laugh. “Of course, I should have seen it from the start! You want her, but you can’t have her. You couldn’t betray your own personal morals to pursue her, but you also couldn’t find it within you to deny her. You sent her on increasingly dangerous missions because she was ambitious, but every time you did, your heart grew more and more cold. It was the perfect storm to keep you two apart.”

She sighed in satisfaction, raising her arms to show off the toxic green tubing that extended from her gauntlets. “How satisfying it is to see the extra pain this realization brings. You couldn’t bear to see her injured, yet you couldn’t stop her, either.”

He groaned, staring daggers at her.

“Yes, pour out your hate over me. I can’t wait to see what it will turn into as I twist you further,” she hissed, shivering in ecstasy. “Hate being such a passionate emotion, it isn’t as far from love as you might think. It’s so easy to control, as long as you direct it at the right targets.”

She grasped his thighs, tracing her poisonous claws over his legs. “For example, what kept you from pursuing her after you sent her to investigate Raemonica? There was ample time to send a rescue team after her, to retrieve her before she got too deep. But you didn’t. The only person you can blame is yourself.”

“Once you hate yourself, it’s a small step to project that hate upon another.” She moved her claws, tickling his balls with the tips. “It wasn’t really your fault. It was Raemonica that changed her into something unrecognizable. Once that happened, you couldn’t get her back, but you wanted to have her as she was before, innocent and impressionable, isn’t that right?”

Pursing her lips, she pressed her pussy against his dick, rubbing her clit up and down on his erection. “We always want what we can’t have. I want the throne, but Raemonica is in my way. You want to be with Strife, but Raemonica is in your way. Why don’t we work together and solve both of our problems, hmm?”

It wasn’t that he found her arguments terribly convincing, but he could follow her twisted logic. If he took down Raemonica, then Alish’tan would be in control of the Empire. She could give him anything he wanted.

Seeing Strife here, in front of him, was arousing him more than he wanted to admit. Maybe she was right. Deep down, he did want her, despite how much she had changed.

Now that he was changing, too, hooking up with her didn’t seem like so much of a stretch. Except… he couldn’t be Raemonica’s slave. Never that.

On the other hand, being this woman’s slave wasn’t really an improvement. “How about you give me some time to consider your offer?” he wheezed. “I’m not exactly in the best frame of mind to make such weighty decisions.”

The woman laughed, spreading her arms wide as she arched her back, bucking against his swollen dick. “Did I give you the illusion of choice? You’re going to agree to what I want, sooner or later. It’s only a matter of time, and the proper application of pain. You see, what the Heartstealer has done to you is only the beginning. I can make the pain worse. Much worse.”

Leaning over his bound form, she stabbed her sharp claws into his sides. He gasped as they sank deep into his flesh. His body had somehow gotten used to the presence of the Heartstealer, but this new assault brought back the atavistic fear of pain and death.

The green fluid in the tubes began to pulse, injecting venom into his bloodstream. “I don’t think you fully understand your predicament,” sighed Alish’tan. “It may seem like an illusion to you, but the Heartstealer has granted me both her form and her devices. I will torture you until you give in, and then I’ll torture you some more. Pleasure and pain will become as one to you, until you have nothing left to give. Then, I’ll push you until you break, permanently.”

Liquid fire roared through his veins and he cried out, an impending sense of doom jolting his heart. “Can you feel that?” she whispered. “It’s the pain of inevitability. You will break. Let me show you what it feels like to dance on the edge of insanity.”

“You can stop right there,” came a sultry voice that filled the room. “We’ve seen quite enough.”

Alish’tan jerked the claws out of his side, whirling around with a roaring hiss, her teeth bared. A group of women had filled the entrance to the room, led by a giant.

“Raemonica,” Ceres choked out. “It’s nice of You to finally arrive, but You sure took Your time.”

The fiery poison washed through him, and he felt weak. “I think you might be too late. I’m not feeling very well.”

Raemonica snapped her fingers, and suddenly there was a dark presence next to him, sitting on a pillow. He jumped as she jabbed her talons into his sides, near the same spots Alish’tan had, toxic green fluid entering his body for the second time in mere minutes.

The spikes of pain were soon replaced with welcome relief that flooded his body, chasing after the fire and washing over it. His limbs rattled as he sighed, long and loud, staring daggers at Alish’tan.

“It will take a few moments to finish its work,” murmured Strife in his ear, working to unhook his right hand from the bed. “Just relax, we have this well in hand.”

Alish’tan roared, leaping towards Raemonica, talons outstretched. Raemonica stood there regally, arms folded as she watched the assault, unimpressed.

A whistling hiss sounded in the room as a winged form sliced in front of the Goddess, blocking the attack with a cloud of feathers. “Halt!” roared a deep voice, an odd modulation rattling the room.

Nobody could disobey that voice, everyone stopping in their tracks. Jinath’ra gave Alish’tan a scornful look. “Why are you here? If you do not care to challenge Raemonica directly, you should have taken your complaints to the council of elders for redress. Since that did not happen, I can only assume that you are a traitor to the realm, deserving of capital punishment.”

Raemonica raised her hand. “I am pleased with your eagerness, but do not presume to speak for Me. I shall deal with My sister appropriately as befits her status.”

Sister. Realization bloomed as all the puzzle pieces began to fit into place.

He nodded his head. “Ah, I understand. That is why so much secrecy was required for this operation.”

Raemonica shifted her gaze to him. “Yes, and you have played your part with perfect aplomb. You were the key to bait her out of the shadows, and without your cooperation, none of this would have been possible. Thank you.”

Alish’tan strained against Jinath’ra’s verbal command, but it was too late. Two more women had appeared behind Raemonica, dressed in skimpy outfits. Ceres had never seen them before, but they had horns and tails like the rest of them, and they wore badges on their chests. They could be constables, or secret police. He really didn’t know enough about how the hierarchies worked on this world.

That was a terrible gap in his knowledge he would have to remedy as soon as possible. While his body slowly let go of the terrible pain, the logical portion of his mind took over, categorizing everything he would need to get up to speed.

The two women grabbed Alish’tan’s arms and pulled them behind her back, securing them with glowing purple restraints. “It is as you said, Mistress,” said the first one. “She’s not too tough once she’s been exposed. She won’t be hard to contain, now that she’s revealed herself.”

“How?” shrieked Alish’tan. “I’ve been plotting every detail of this for ages! How could it have been undone!”

“We laid a trap,” explained Strife, inserting her body behind Ceres to release his other arm. “Once we understood that he had been mentally attacked by an unknown party, we convinced him to make a deal with Raemonica.”

“It was quite logical,” groaned Ceres, massaging his wrists. “They could not say with certainty that I would be left alone if I went back to Earth, so I signed a contract with Raemonica. She sent me up here to act as bait for the trap, in exchange for several guarantees.”

He stared at his gangly arms. “I didn’t bargain on this, but it doesn’t change the equation. I have won, and you have lost.”

Looking up, he gave her an intense glare. “Who else have you been working with? You couldn’t have accomplished this alone.”

Alish’tan snapped her mouth shut, looking pale. “I thought so,” sighed Raemonica. “Well, given that you are my sister, I can’t summarily execute you. Maybe you’ll change your mind and give up your comrades after spending some time in the Pits.”

She tilted her head at the two women gripping Alish’tan by the elbows. “Take her away. Her presence disgusts me. Pain should never be used as a form of control. It’s far too messy and inconsistent.”

“Raemonica!” called out Alish’tan, her heels dragging against the rug. “You can’t do this to me!”

“But I am,” hissed Raemonica, clicking Her tongue against the roof of Her mouth. “You are the one wasting so much breath talking about power. I’m simply showing you what the real application of that power looks like.”

She whirled on her sister. “What are you complaining about, anyway? I thought you enjoyed being in pain.”

She watched with a shark toothed grin as Her sister was dragged from the room. “She loved dishing out the pain, but she’s terrible at taking it. She’ll talk soon, and then the rest of the traitors will be rounded up.”

Turning back to Ceres, she stalked over to the bed, examining the device implanted in his chest. “A Heartstealer. She never could have found such a thing on her own. Acquiring one should have been beyond her reach. This gives me some food for thought.”

Her eyes went distant, as She pressed a finger to Her purple lips. “One of the other minor lords, perhaps, or did she contact another of My rivals? It’s hard to tell.”

“I hate to interrupt, Mistress, but is there any way to remove it?” asked Strife, hugging his body to hers.

Somehow, this had a different feeling than when Alish’tan did it. The Heartstealer was keeping him distractingly aroused, but this time he actually wasn’t trying to fight it. If nothing else, his brief encounter with Alish’tan had taught him what was truly precious to him, and her closeness was forcing his libido into overdrive.

He didn’t want to get distracted now, however, not when he needed to know how to remove the diabolical device. Unfortunately, the majority of his transformation was already over, and he had a sneaky suspicion there would be no going back.

“Yes, but it requires the use of a harguest,” replied Raemonica, Her eyes hooded as She blinked, Her long lashes filtering the gleaming red light from Her eyes. “It’s your choice, of course, but if you go down that path, you’ll never be free of Me.”

Ceres choked out a laugh. “There are a lot of unusual, strange, and powerful things that have just happened to me. I’m rapidly changing my mind about this business.”

Strife’s body stiffened. “What do you mean, precisely?” she asked, her breath hushed.

“Even if the Heartstealer can be removed via bonding myself to Raemonica or otherwise, there’s no going back, is there? I can’t be human again.”

Raw pain tore at his voice before he could hide it, and the pity he was trying to avoid appeared in the Goddess’ eyes. “No. That is something outside My power.”

“I thought so. There’s not really much of a choice then, is there? This machine will core me and take away everything that is me, or I pledge myself to You and become Your servant.”

“As ever, you come right to the core of the issue,” replied Raemonica briskly. “What is your decision?”

Ceres shook his head. “I’m not a fan of this endless war, and I would like to see it end. For all our sakes. I will be Your strategist to help You win, but after that, I want peace.”

“Those terms are acceptable,” replied Raemonica, unruffled. “Peace was the goal all along. Pleasure is the means of acceptance.”

“And a very powerful means it is,” groaned Ceres. “Please, can we do this now? I’d like to get it over with before I change my mind.”

The intensity of Raemonica’s eyes changed. “As you wish.”

She clapped Her hands together, then pulled them apart, a web of energy between them. For an instant, there was nothing there, and then suddenly, there was. The multi legged creature was quiescent, its ugly body curled into a fist, the tail on its back wrapped around and under the bottom.

It was quite disconcerting to realize that Raemonica could materialize one of these creatures at a moment’s notice, but that’s why She was the Goddess. Ceres didn’t really feel that She deserved such a moniker, but it was easy to see why there were others who worshiped Her. When your ruler had powers beyond your imagination, such things were bound to happen.

He shifted his body, turning his eyes away from the skeletal structure of the alien creature. “You can put it on me,” he said, looking at Strife. “I’ll accept it if it comes from you.”

“Why me?” asked Strife, her cheeks glowing red. “I’ve done nothing to deserve your trust.”

“Because, although you serve the Goddess, you are also interested in me,” he rumbled. “Alish’tan proved that. There is something between us, something important. If you do this, then I can at least feel that I’m not taking extra favors from Raemonica.”

Expressionless, Raemonica handed the balled up creature to Strife, who accepted it uncomfortably. “Are you sure you want to do this?”

“Yes,” he replied abruptly. “Stop making this so awkward, and do it.”

The hair on the back of his neck prickled as he sat up, wrapping his hands around his thighs. The bony caps that had formed over his knees were distracting, but they were nothing compared to the pressure of the Heartstealer on his chest. He wanted that thing gone, and if it required attaching a different creature to his neck, so be it.

Raemonica loomed above him. “I know you don’t like Me, but you’ll have to put up with My presence for just a moment longer.”

Her large hands glowed as She wrapped them around the collar secured to his neck. Closing Her eyes, she breathed a word under Her breath, and a solid click sounded, the metal letting go.

“Are you going to replace that with Your collar again?” asked Ceres, looking at Her warily as She pulled back.

“No, it won’t be necessary. The harguest will act as your link to Me, and much more. There’s no need for such crude devices with it emplaced.”

“Great.” Ceres rolled his eyes. “Okay, fine, let’s do this. I’m prepared, as much as I’ll ever be. Do it.”

He trembled as he watched his blood pulsing through the Heartstealer. Just a few moments more, he promised himself. He could withstand how strange he felt until this operation was complete. Everything would be fine. Probably.

Warmth radiated around the back of his neck, thick tendrils rubbing against his flesh. It was disconcerting, but not as unpleasant as he had expected. This was only the beginning, however. It still had to connect itself to his body. More pain. Yay.

Except, there wasn’t any. Not really. Some squishy discomfort, perhaps, but nothing he would have expected from being penetrated by a series of tubular arms.

A patch of warmth settled against his upper back, a fluttering sensation rippling against him as the creature made itself at home. A rush of calm flowed down his spine, the stress of the situation dulling as his overactive emotions bled away. It was rather pleasant.

No doubt it would have more effects as it integrated itself further, but at least it didn’t feel like it was choking him out. A vast improvement on the various collars he had experienced lately.

“Is… that it?” he asked. It all felt rather anticlimactic.

“That’s it,” grinned Raemonica. “You aren’t suddenly feeling a desire to submit yourself to Me, are you?”

“No,” frowned Ceres. “Should I?”

She laughed. “No, that’s not how it works. You will, however, find it impossible to lift a hand against Me while that creature is attached, and it will be far easier for Me to convince you to do what I wish. I promise I’ll use that feature responsibly. We are, after all, under contract.” Her mouth opened in a toothy grin.

“Good to know. Now… can You get this thing off me?” He gestured helplessly at the Heartstealer, which still flexed against his chest.

“Of course. Now that the harguest is moderating its effect on your blood supply, the pumping mechanism can be turned off, like so.”

She grabbed the rotating end with her claws, turning it a half click in the counterclockwise direction, and the mechanism deactivated. The remaining blood flow trickled to a stop, and the claws let go of his chest.

“This will hurt a little, but the harguest will help. Brace yourself.”

She jerked on the device, and it came off in Her hands, the tubes retracting along with it. He took a deep breath, relaxing into Strife as the weight was literally lifted off his chest. Strife placed a gauze pad over the wound, using pressure to soak up the bloody fluids.

Raemonica stared at the Heartstealer with speculation, tucking it under Her arm. “I wonder if I haven’t found a new use for this device already,” she murmured, shaking Her head.

The adrenaline was beginning to wear off, but he could vividly recall what it felt like to have the Heartstealer controlling his circulation. “You should destroy it,” he said harshly, the knee jerk reaction welling up from deep within his core. “It’s an abomination.”

“It’s nothing more than a tool,” disagreed Raemonica. “It may seem evil, but it was never developed for that purpose. Any tool’s function can be twisted, depending on the intent of the user.”

Ceres scowled, but it was clear that he wasn’t going to change Her mind. “Fine, but if You use it improperly, I will find a way to get back at You.”

“No, you won’t,” Raemonica said bluntly. “You’re under contract, and My harguest will ensure that you do not betray Me. Let Me be perfectly clear - I am in charge here. I cannot allow my decisions to be second guessed. While I may ask for advice, undermining Me at every quarter will not be permitted. Remember that, and we’ll get along fine.” She fingered the device, glowering at him.

He relaxed, letting this battle go. If he was to become Her advisor, he would have plenty more opportunities to challenge Her worst impulses. It was a fine line to walk, however, and there was always the danger of falling further into Her clutches.

He was under no illusion about that. The sexually charged nature of Her court would be a constant temptation, one few could resist. He was certain She liked it that way, and She would try to corrupt him further, consciously or otherwise.

That wasn’t his concern for now, though. He wasn’t the leader. He wasn’t in charge. He could allow all that stress to fall on Her.

It was remarkably freeing to have that responsibility lifted. Not everything was on him.

It didn’t seem like there was anything more to say to Her, not at the moment. A burst of pity flickered through him as he considered the circumstances of their meeting.

He sighed. “I’m sorry about your sister.”

Raemonica remained stoic, but he thought he caught a flicker of discomfort in Her demeanor. “She embraced the pain of our father’s death. I embraced love. We’ve been at odds since.” She shrugged, undisturbed. “This is the way of things in the Darklands. Now, you two enjoy yourselves, and we’ll talk about the rest of your requests later.”

She turned, holding Her tail up against her back. He couldn’t help but admire Her wiggling butt as She exited the room. She truly was the incarnation of sex. It was no wonder her court was built on lust. It wasn’t the purest of emotions, but it was an excellent motivator.

Strife slid her body downwards, a hand wrapping around his dick. Ceres made a noise in protest, but Strife refused to let go. “I had to watch that harlot playing with your body for ages,” she groaned, shifting him so that she could get a better grip. “Then I have to see your stiffy wiggling around as you stare at Raemonica’s ass? What a tease!”

She rocked her hips against his back. “Besides, did you really think I would let that go to waste? I’ve been waiting for this opportunity for ages.”

Conflicted, Ceres wasn’t sure what to do. She was ready, willing, and he had a major case of blue balls. He either needed to let nature take its course or stroke one out, and he was getting far too tired of the former.

Maybe it had something to do with the harguest, or maybe he was just experiencing fatigue? Either way, his resolve to stay pure had faded, especially since it was the woman he had secretly been attracted to all this time.

“Stop doubting yourself, old man, and give her what she wants,” chuckled Jinath’ra, pushing herself off the wall. “It’s pathetic seeing your mind flailing around. I’m out, I’ve got better things to do.”

“You better not be going to fuck my brother!” yelled Ceres, but she only laughed at him, her wings fluttering as she practically danced out of the room.

“How is he doing, really?” he asked Strife, trying to remain rational while the woman tugged on his dick.

It was a losing battle, but he was genuinely interested in what had been going on while he had been stuck in isolation.

“Do you really want to know?” Strife asked dubiously. “I mean, isn’t it obvious? They’re getting it on like rabbits.”

“Thanks, I pretty much knew that. I’m speaking more generally. Is he happy? Is he healthy?”

“He seems to be doing fine. He’s already adjusted to the changes in his body, and has joined Raemonica’s inner circle as one of Her bodyguards. She seems to trust him well enough, and he’s shown Her loyalty in return. And She allows him to spend all of his free time with Jinath’ra. The two of them can’t seem to get enough of… ahem, but you don’t need to know about that.”

“How about the others? I’m rather concerned that, without my presence, the hero guild disbanded?”

“Yes, that’s true,” sighed Strife, shuffling herself around to his side. “But it’s not as though that was a bad thing. Angelica and Drako joined the court here, and Mr. Bun and the Shard Sisters left to pursue another contract.”

She gave him a frown. “You’re just trying to distract me, though. I want us to have a good time together, and you’re trying to steer us off course.”

Twin giggles sounded from outside the door, and Ceres groaned. “Who is it?” he roared. “Has this become a social meeting place?”

Two similar looking women re-entered the room, their faces bright as they looked at Ceres with lust, their tails wagging like dogs. “We came back to help,” explained the first with a faint lisp, her breasts spilling out of her top.

“We thought you might like a familiar face to put you in the mood!” said the other, her face painted with black makeup.

“Familiar? What the heck are you talking about?”

He looked from one to the other, noting their identical features. Demonic tails, petite horns, and pointy ears. Indistinguishable from the other cultists at Raemonica’s court. The only difference was in their hairstyles, and the unusual male voice that one of them possessed.

Strife paused, taking them in with surprise. “Lust, and Vice! I wasn’t sure I’d see you two again after you dealt with Alish’tan!”

Ah, now that she said it, he did recall them being in the room earlier. He still had no idea who they were, though. “Strife, do you know these cultists?”

She nodded. “Yes, they helped me out when I was first sent to infiltrate Raemonica’s stronghold. At the time, I couldn’t reconcile the changes I was experiencing with my true self, and they helped the process along.”

Ah, they were dangerous, then. His immediate impulse was to pull up his pants and be on his way, but his cock was still outrageously erect, Strife was sitting on his knees, and his feet were tied to the bedposts. Hardly the best situation in which to retreat.

As the two demonic looking women closed on him, he shook his head at their leather corsets and chains. “I don’t think this is a good idea,” he gulped, sensing the sexual tension following in their wake.

“Come on, commander, why are you so squeamish?” hissed Vice in her unusually male voice as she climbed onto the bed on his left, lifting her arms behind her back to unhook her bra. “I would think that any mature man would jump at the opportunity to experience a night in bed with a bevy of beauties.”

“I’m not just any man,” growled Ceres. “There’s only one woman here I’m interested in.”

Strife froze, giving him a shy grin. “Do you really mean that?”

“Yes, he does,” interrupted Lust. “You two have been insufferable with your prudishness, and we’re here to make sure that doesn’t continue. Strife, you should proceed with what you had planned. We’ll support you, every step of the way.”

Lust climbed up next to him on his right, unscrewing the cap of a bottle that had somehow magically appeared in her hands. “Don’t worry, it’s nothing unusual. Just a little bit of oil to get you in the mood.”

“I’m already in the mood,” complained Ceres, but it didn’t look like he was going to have much of a say in the matter.

Lust had already removed her top, and the two of them were getting comfortable with his shoulders, pressing their warm bodies into his.

He couldn’t say that this was particularly uncomfortable, as he was feeling rather cold after his experience with the Heartstealer. That wasn’t the point, though. He didn’t want them, he wanted Strife.

Now that he had finally confessed this fact to himself, his desire was only growing. Or, maybe, that was a side effect of the harguest. He was starting to lose track, but it didn’t frighten him - not as much as it should.

This was a brave, strange new world, and he was going to have to square this new self with his old strictures. Surely it wouldn’t hurt to be massaged by two beautiful women. He should enjoy himself instead of stressing out about it.

He slumped into them, giving up. They sensed this, pressing their knees into his ass on both sides to keep him propped upright. Their hands stroked down his arms, applying the oil with long, soothing strokes.

He tried to ignore the curling horns that were next to his face, but they were right there, their smooth faces serious as they touched his body. How could he possibly avoid their vibrant beauty?

He had always dreamed of having one beautiful woman, but now there were three. It was so far beyond what he was used to, he had no idea how to react.

“What are you waiting for?” asked Lust, slowing down her strokes as she stared at Strife. “If you don’t start climbing all over him at this point, I don’t know what to tell you!”

Strife got up on her knees, unzipping her crotch. The shiny material split, revealing her wet pussy underneath. “You’ll have to give me some slack, I’m feeling really self conscious with you two here.”

Vice chuckled, squeezing Ceres’ arm. “We’re not here to score you, but you better get a move on before we steal your man out from under you!”

“Do I get a say in this?” asked Ceres, feeling bemused.

He was actually starting to feel pretty good about the situation, enjoying the feeling of the seductive women as they pressed their shaved legs against his sides. He grunted as the creature shifted its firm grip on his neck, reminding him of its presence.

Ah. That must have something to do with it. He would never have allowed something like this before the harguest had been installed. Or, maybe he should blame the Heartstealer? It was incredibly difficult to sort it all out, and they weren’t giving him any time to reflect.

No matter. What he wanted was right in front of him, and he was going to have it.

Strife had paused her movements, looking at him for permission. He grunted, shaking his head as tension curled his toes. “Stop teasing me and make it happen.”

She made a face. “It’s finally my turn, and I’m too embarrassed!”

“Then turn around, and do him backwards!” exclaimed Lust. “It’s not that big of a deal, girl, just get into a rhythm and your body will take care of the rest!”

Strife’s eyes flashed, her small horns looking cute as she dipped her head, lifting her leg as she spun her body around. The slickness of the back of her hood, where the light caught the reflection of the latex, was so erotic, especially where it cupped her waist and ass. It was all he could do to keep himself in check.

This was her time. He’d let her enjoy it, for now. Later, he would show her what it meant to belong to him. He could already feel his ambition rising, but tamped it back. He was far too tired to take the wheel. He should enjoy this. This was his reward for spending so much time alone.

She grabbed his dick, directing it into her gaping pussy as she bore down on him, groaning as her ass flexed. His penis strained as her wet tunnel gripped his length, sinking, sinking all the way down.

It was warm, hot, and tight, just as he had imagined. It felt so good to let go, to allow himself to have what he never thought he could. His concerns and stress had vanished, his body bathed in a warm glow, a white hot knot forming in his balls. “I’m not going to be able to last for long,” he warned her, grunting as she leaned forward, pulling her hips upwards.

“I’ll milk you slowly, then,” she sighed, sliding herself back down. “Give me a warning, if you can. I want to make this special.”

“It’s already special,” he protested, subsiding as she settled into a rhythm.

He licked his lips, doing his best to enjoy himself, but it was tough. Alish’tan had worked him over, then Strife was on him, and now he had very little endurance remaining. With Lust and Vice rubbing his sensitive skin, it was even worse.

The atmosphere was charged with sexual energy, and he could almost taste it. Was this what Raemonica was all about? It was no wonder so many fell to Her charms.

It was rather strange that, despite all the hedonistic aspects of Her court, he had never seen Her participating Herself. Why was that?

He had to let the mystery go as Strife began to jerk her ass, his dick sliding out of her with a wet pop. “Don’t do that again unless you want me to finish,” he grunted, leaning his head back.

“Oh, sorry,” replied Strife, sounding contrite. She whirled around. “I don’t want to do this without seeing your expression for myself,” she said intensely. “I’m jealous. I don’t want them to have all the fun.”

“Then stop stalling and give him what he wants,” hissed Vice.

She turned her head and glanced at Lust, giving her a sly wink. The two of them stuck out their tongues, leaning over to give Ceres a wet kiss on both cheeks. He closed his eyes, taking in the sensations as they pressed their tongue rings into his flesh. They were truly a wild pair of sluts, and he toyed with the idea of playing with them, too.

That was probably just the harguest talking, combined with the unbelievable unsated lust that had taken hold of his body. Best not to make decisions while he was high on endorphins.

“Finish this,” he whispered, giving Strife a look of pure desire.

She was sitting on his hips, just below his erection, with her hands on his chest, examining his wound. “You’re looking healthy enough, I suppose,” she said dubiously. “Your transformation must have increased your body’s ability to clot and heal wounds, as they’ve already scabbed up.”

Pausing, she sighed. “Before we do this, I want to know what other guarantees you extracted out of Raemonica. Will… any of them affect our future?”

He hissed, whistling through his teeth. “What a terrible time for our conversation to get serious,” he complained. “No, I am not going to reveal them all now. Some of them are private.”

She folded her arms, balling her hands into fists as her eyes flashed in frustration. He shook his head. “Listen to me. One of my conditions was very clear. I wanted you on my team. I didn’t want Her sending you off on some dangerous mission without my knowledge or consent.”

“What? So you can control me again? How is that going to solve anything? This all started in the first place because you were stifling my ambitions!”

“Stop!” he roared, becoming livid. “It was because I wanted to get to know you better, you idiot! I didn’t want you to leave my side, or get mixed up in something I couldn’t help you with!”

“Oh.” She visibly deflated, looking secretly pleased. “I… didn’t consider that.”

Tears leaked from her eyes. “I’m not sure I’m in the right mood to finish this any more.”

“Now, that will never do,” hissed Vice, grabbing the bottle of oil and scooting across the bed towards her. “He has a harguest, so his needs must be taken care of, or he won’t be able to accept his new role as Her servant. He wants you, so therefore to serve Her you must serve him.”

Lust laid her body across the bed, idly rubbing her hands over Strife’s latex covered thigh. “It’s a good thing She sent us back to help you two through this, otherwise you would have driven yourselves apart. Again.”

Ceres moaned, his chest heaving. “I’m not sure what’s happening to me,” he confessed. “These emotions inside me are all trying to come out at the same time. I want to grab you, bend you over, and take you. My mind is racing!”

Vice grabbed Strife’s ass, urging her upwards, while Lust wrapped her fingers around Ceres’ dick, redirecting the tip into her pussy.

“Now is the time,” announced Lust, giving Strife a knowing nod of approval. “Give him what he needs, so that you can give Her what she wants.”

Strife’s lips parted in a ghoulish smile. “Raemonica, Rae’shown!”

Her hips dropped into place, swallowing his dick whole. Placing her hands on the bony pad of his abdomen, she began rocking, faster and faster, a fanatical look of devotion on her face.

He didn’t know what to make of this sudden switch, but he simply didn’t care. She was going to ride him to completion, and the urgency building at the head of his penis was too strong to ignore.

The two demonic women were back on him again, whispering in his ears with those forked tongues of theirs, tongue rings clicking against their teeth like the tails of a rattlesnake.

The harguest squeezed about his neck as his arousal peaked, his dick beginning to spasm uncontrollably. He couldn’t process the whispers as his body jerked, the pleasure flowing through his brain, causing him to float away into a bright, blue sky of happiness.

Strife pressed her forehead against his, her lips moving was they both experienced ecstasy.

“Raemonica, Rae’shown!”


Author’s Notes

Why does it feel so good to be bad? What is it about the taboo that attracts us, arouses us?

We seem to lust after things we know are bad for us both physically and spiritually. In many ways, we appear to be satisfying our darkest impulses in the safest way we know how.

It may not be morally pure, but it’s a part of human nature that we all have to live with. Given the alternatives, indulging in fantasy is a far better coping mechanism than allowing ourselves to become depraved in reality.

There are various ways our inner weaknesses can be used by others to induce us to fall. Understanding them is the key to personal growth and strength, though we should also bear in mind that it is a human tendency to fail.

That being the case, it is probably best that we restrain our worst impulses, keeping them caged in our minds instead of unleashing them upon reality.
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