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The Wood Nymph’s Thrall

She watched as the knight rode his horse slowly through the riverbed, wondering what had brought him so far into The Deepwood. Humans rarely travelled this far and when they did they usually found trouble. Going beyond the edges of the forest was generally thought unwise by all but the most reckless of human creatures. Dryvia smiled to herself and thought of the humans she had met over the span of her life, none had returned from the forest and the men they left behind likely imagined gruesome deaths for them if they thought on it at all. While other beings of the forest might have a lust for the blood of humanity and might bring them to a terrible end she saw another far more gentle use for the humans, though they were no less removed, forever, from their families and homes.

The knight continued to right on, slumped on his horse through the water. It was a meandering journey, and Dryvia followed him, hiding in the underbrush and knowing how to move along with him without making a sound. Eventually the horse stopped and the rider slid off the horse, going to his knees in the shallow water as soon as he did so. It was then that Dryvia realized what had brought him so far into the forest. Sticking from his shoulder she saw the arrow she had failed to notice earlier.

The knight groaned loudly as he slumped into the creek and drank what he could of the cool crisp water from his hands. A moment later he gave a spasm of coughing and Dryvia knew how much trouble the man was in. She still watched silently as the man tried to rise to his feet before falling again and pulling himself to the bank of the creek. He lay their wheezing and praying for deliverance to God’s that Dryvia knew to a certainty could not hear him. She could though and she knew that she could help him if she chose to.

Dryvia tried to weigh the dilemma facing her in her mind but seeing the man in so much pain was more than she could bare. Finally she scurried out from the brush and slowly approached the man. His eyes were closed and he was mumbling over and over again begging for the pain to go away. She touched his uninjured shoulder and then jumped back herself as the man recoiled in fear. She could only imagine the surprise he must have felt upon opening his eyes and seeing her pale green form, petite but clearly feminine, standing over him.

For his part he forgot the pain for a moment as he marvelled at the image in front of him. The woman, if that is what she was, had skin the green of oak leaves and dark brown hair. Her eyes were a mix of colors that he could not describe. She was both alien and stunning to him in ways he could not fully comprehend. He was even more surprised to realize she spoke the common tongue.

“Be still sweet knight,” her voice was husky but pleasant and he sensed kindness in her eyes. “I can see you are hurt, it seems the Gods have heard your prayers.”

She knew the last part was not true but she hoped it would put his mind at ease as she tended to him as if he continued to recoil in obvious fear he would only injure himself further. He settled into the ground and she smiled at him. “I am afraid this is going to hurt a bit dear boy.”

Before he could say anything she ripped the arrow from his shoulder. The knight let loose a scream of agony; he tried to back away from her but lacked the strength. Dryvia watched impassively for a moment as the knight bled onto the ground. The knight’s eyes filled with fear as he realized that he would die there if she let him. The green skinned woman reached for a flask at her hip and uncorked it.

The knight looked at her with confusion in his eyes as the scent of unnamed flowers and something sweet filled the air around him. She took the small bottle and poured a bit of it over the wound and the smell of sweetness in the air grew. The knight felt warmth spread out from the wound and smiled at her as the pain subsided.

“Thank you,” he reached towards her with a hand, which she took and gently guided to the ground next to him.

“Shhh, sweet human.” She took the bottle and held it to his lips, smiling a little as he drank knowing that as a human he had never tasted anything half so wonderful and knowing that he would want to come back to that taste again and again.

“Sleep now, all will be well when you wake.” She continued to hold his hand and watch as the light fled his eyes and he descended into the world of dreams.

The knight awoke to a warm glow coming from nowhere and everywhere all at once and found himself lying on a bed of leaves that was somehow more comfortable than he felt it should be. He looked around for the woodland creature who had helped him and saw her nowhere to be found. The room he was in was round and low ceilinged, though not so low that he felt he would be unable to stand.

He looked around again and did not see the woman who had saved him. Panicked he tried to stand and found he could only move his arms and legs a small bit. Around each of his wrists and ankles was what appeared to be a tree branch an inch and a half thick. They seemed to grow from the ground and be willing to move with him, though only so far. Yanking and struggling against them proved to do nothing for him and after a few moments he collapsed back into the soft plant life that appeared to be his bed.

He sighed in frustration and the sound was answered by a giggle that came from the far side of the room. Turning his head he saw nothing at first, but as if it were an illusion he watched brown become green as the eerie woman stepped away from the wall.

“You humans are always so cute when you struggle against nature.” She stepped up to him and gently caressed his cheek. He shuddered as she did so. Her touch was as soft as the softest grass but there was an electricity with it that he could not deny. He felt himself harden beneath his breeches and blushed deeply. She giggled again and he realized that every sound she made had a musical lilt to it that drew him in. He blushed deeper and hardened more.

“Why do you bind me like this?” He looked up at her and tried to ignore the desire that was welling inside him.

“You humans have often proven dangerous to the Beings of the Wood. I have to protect myself.” She let her touch linger on his cheek before allowing it to wander down to his chest and then to his shoulder. When she touched where the wound had been he realized it felt strange, harder than normal skin but he could still feel everything she did to it. He found himself wondering if every way she touched him could feel so good.

He looked down at where she was touching and saw that the wound looked like it had been covered over with tree bark. “What have you done to me?”

“I have saved your life dear boy. Why are you so alarmed?” She let her hand continue to trail down his chest reaching his breeches and hovering over, but not quite touching, the hardness inside them.

“Maybe because you have me bound like this. You know that I would not harm you.” He looked at her pleadingly, though whether it was to be released or for more of her caress he could not truly say.

“What is your name human?” She grazed his stiffness through his breeches and he let out a wild moan.

“Alwyn, my name is Sir Alwyn.” He looked up at her with wild eyes as she continued to lightly caress him. His entire body was on fire with a need and desire he had never felt with human women.

“There are no Sirs in The Deepwood Alwyn. Human law and custom do not exist here.” She smiled down at him and continued to fill him with need, overwhelming him with sensation with just the barest touch. “Would you like more to drink Alwyn?”

At the mention of the drink his mouth came alive with remembrance of the flavors that had filled it just before his sleep. He remembered honey and lavender and other things he could not name. The miasma of delicious tastes had overwhelmed his mouth the way her touch was overwhelming his body and now he need more of both.

“Yes please.” He gazed up at her with awe. “Please. I don’t know what you have done to me but I need more of it.”

She smiled down at him wondering if anywhere in his mind he realized he was sealing himself to her forever. She had not seen any human in years and not one so beautiful in centuries. His deep red hair flowed to his shoulders and the boyish face contrasted with the strength of his body in beautiful ways. She had not kept a man in long years and he could not know that she was as filled with need as he was or that he would spend the rest of his days fulfilling that need.

She reached for the flask and uncorked it, watching as he reacted to the scents billowing around him. She took a slender finger and ran it around the rim of the flask before applying the finger to his lips. Before she could react he pulled the finger into his mouth and sucked fervently. She watched as his pupils dilated and his eyes started to turn the brownish green that told her the elixir was doing its magic. She laughed with glee.

“Naughty boy!” She pulled her finger away letting it trail once again down his chest before gently and playfully tugging at one of his nipples. “You can have as much as you want you know?”

“Please?” He responded. She could tell that the impact on his mind was working though he could not yet tell.

She placed the flask in one of his hands. “Drink as much as you want sweet boy. It is delicious and your desire for it is obvious to me.”

Without thinking he put the flask to his lips. He tried to sip it, to savor it, but the need was far too great in him and he threw the entire flask back in one long gulp. The warmth and tingling that he had felt when she had poured it into the wound now filled him completely and he felt every muscle in his body release as he slumped into the ferns and leaves and branches that had become his bed.

“There we go Alwyn. Now I can tell you what is happening to you.” She pulled herself over top of him straddling him and grinding against his straining crotch. “What you have drank has no name in the human tongue, but it enlivens all of your senses and strengthens the healing throughout your body. If you drink it often you will live a long and healthy life, longer than any of the people you have ever known or ever will know.”

“Immortal?” He asked her through the haze of pleasure and need that filled his mind.

“No Alwyn, not immortal. But you will live a long time, here with me.”

“With you?” He arched his back and pressed against her.

“For as long you live sweet boy.” Dryvia pressed back against him and placed both of her hands on his chest, pressing nails in around his nipples. He groaned as the pleasure and pain mixed within him and the lust and his need in his mind grew. He knew that he would do anything for the

green vision that was astride him. “That is the price for your life and for all of the pleasure I am giving you.”

“Price, I pay.” He struggled against the branches that held his wrist as he tried to rip his own breeches off. Her musical laugh once again filled his ears.

“Yes you do sweet boy. You paid it when you drank my flask. You have no choice now.” She let her fingers find his nipples and play at them lightly. With each pluck of her fingers against the tiny hardening nubs on his chest he shuddered inwardly and felt his cock harden further than it ever had before.

“No choice,” he grunted as she plucked at his chest filling him further with need and making his body glisten with sweat.

“Yes boy, let me show you how much.” She stopped plucking and pinched his nippled hard, puilling at them and making him moan. “Stop breathing boy.”

As soon as the words filled his ear he found himself gasping for air that his body would not take in. He looked up at her with confusion and fear but she just looked down at him with a superior and satisfied smirk. She watched as the life came closer and closer to fleeing his body she watched his eyes glaze over and knew he would pass out any moment. “Breathe for me Alwyn.”

With the words he felt his lungs once again accept the air. His eyes rolled back in his head and he slumped back to the bed. “How?”

Dryvia stood up, seeming to tower over his supine form. She then reached down and slowly unlaced his breeches. “What you have drank is of me and binds you to me, forever. You will also find that your addiction to it is absolute. As long as you drink regularly you will feel, taste and smell as you never have before and you will be filled with joy. If you do not your senses will dull and all pleasure and joy will flee you. I imagine you will stay and drink often.”

The whole time she was speaking she was removing his breeches. Finally, he was fully naked, save for the breeches around his ankles. His cock was harder than it had ever been and he was not sure if it was just in his mind or if it appeared darker than normal. The nymph lowered herself down on him and he was enveloped in a tight softness that was unlike any he had ever felt.

“Although in the future you will drink directly from the source,” she told him as he writhed under her. “Now don’t move slave. Just feel.”

Alwyn’s entire body went rigid as she spoke the words and he felt pleasure well up through him. He would have thanked her and voiced his desire to stay with her forever if he had been able to speak but her order to not move affected him entirely. He could do nothing as she used his body and explored every part of it, her fingers at his chest, her lips caressing his neck, and then her teeth finding his lower lip. Everything she did to him filled him with an exquisite desire for her and a joyful acceptance of her utter control of him.

Dryvia watched and knew that Alwyn was realizing everything that was happening to him and accepting it happily. She wrapped her arms around his neck and continued to ride his endlessly hard cock. She kissed his cheek before drawing his ear to her lips. “You will never lift a weapon again. In fact you will forget all ability for violence. You were never really a knight anyway, just a lost slave looking for it’s owner.” She kissed the ear she had whispered into and knew without looking that her words were filling him, changing him into the peaceful and docile slave she longed for.

She enjoyed making these changes as much as any other part of taking a man and the feelings of power and lust overcame her causing her to shudder in a tremendous orgasm overtop of her conquest. The whole time his mind was rewriting itself at her command as he forgot how to hold a blade or take a fighter’s stance. Entire swaths of memory had a fog drawn over them and that too filled him with unspeakable pleasure.

Once the orgasms subsided the nymph stood over him again, positioning herself over his face. “Are you ready for another drink slave?”

His eyes were fixed upon her form standing above him and he could not help but notice that his face was directly below her, gazing up her long muscled legs towards her nether region. Her pussy appeared to be covered with moss and glistening with liquid. The bouquet of honey and lavender again filled the air before warm liquid splashed over his face and on to his face.

“Open your mouth slave. Accept my gift.” Her voice was filled with sex and power and he had already been taught how helpless he was to resist her. His mouth opened and accepted her nectar as it gushed over him.

Alwyn was filled with embarrassment as the nymph relieved herself over him and felt doubly so as he realized that even without her command he would do anything to drink from her. Inside he was revolted with his desire but could not help himself as the need for the taste and for the effects of her overcame him. 
 

“It tasted even better directly from the source doesn’t it slave.” She peered down at him imperiously as the last drops fell into his mouth. “That is how you will be taking it from now on anyway, so I hope you like it.”

He gazed up at her still unable to move as she stepped over his head and off the bedding. “Sleep for me slave,” she said as she walked away. Before he knew what was happening darkness overcame him. He slept, and dreamt of the green woman who had saved him.

The Siren’s Meal

Daphne sprawled out on the rocks overlooking the cove and basked in the glow of the sun. Her long brown hair flowed around the curves of her inhumanly beautiful form. She turned and smiled as Egrid, her twin in every way toyed with the lost sailor who had floated up to them the night before. It was clear from his slack jaw and glazed over eyes that he was lost to thought and soon he would be lost entirely and permanently.

“Finish your meal and come bask with me sister.” She sneered as her sister continued to play with the poor soul, fondling his throbbing cock while she whispered in his ear.

Daphne could not hear her but she was sure that her sister was describing the man’s impending death to him and she was equally sure that the man was too enthralled, too filled with desperation and need, to care. She knew that soon her sister would kiss the man deeply, probing his mouth and throat with her tongue and begin to draw every meaningful feeling and desire from the man.

She knew that the man would feel the most exquisite pleasure imaginable as this happened and that eventually he would spasm and his cock would explode in a torrent unlike anything he had ever experienced. She also knew that once that happened there would be no joy, no feeling, and no will to live left in the husk of a man. He would remember his family, his friends, everything he ever loved but he would feel nothing. Then, like all the others, he would wander into the water and die, unconcerned even with his own drowning.

She watched with disdain as her sister drew the man into a kiss, he was short and bald with a bulbous nose, utterly disgusting even by the poor standards set by humanity. The man’s eyes were wide open but it did not take long for them to roll back in his head. Daphne could not see her sister’s face but knew that her eyes were brightening as she drained all meaning and emotion from the sailor’s wasted life. She chuckled to herself thinking about how much the man was enjoying the experience and how meaningless that would be once her sister released him.

Soon he was convulsing against Egrid whose supernatural strength held the man in place, vice-like, as she fed. Suddenly his convulsions increased and Daphne felt as though she could see the orgasm ripple through the helpless man’s body before exploding out of a cock that she knew was engorged beyond anything he had ever experienced. Daphne watched it all, living vicariously through her twin and wishing that the shipwreck had offered a temporary reprieve to more than one of the sailors, though none of them would ever make it past their cove to see their homes again.

Finished feeding, Egrid released the man’s head and sauntered away from him, her shapely ass swaying with increased confidence and vigor as she felt all of the feelings and will course through her body anew. Daphne watched and smiled before she turned her gaze to the empty husk she had left behind. Visibly paler and somehow gaunt despite not losing anything physical in the transaction, the lost soul sat in a puddle of his own cum feeling nothing and wanting nothing. It was disgusting to her; she felt that food should have the good sense to die when they were finished with it.

“What are you looking at?” Egrid wrapped an arm languidly around her sister’s shoulders. “He’ll go soon enough. They always do.”

“I was thinking of hurting him before he does.” Daphne looked over her shoulder at her twin. “I’m bored and hungry.”

“Why bother?” Egrid licked her sister’s ear and gave a throaty chuckle. “He is beyond caring. You know that nothing holds meaning for him anymore, not even pain.”

She did know it was true and that it was pointless to torture a human that simply did not know it had died yet. It annoyed her when the lingered, confused, on their island though. They would sometimes spend days sitting there, mutely wondering if feeling would return but not even being able to care about that, before finally giving in and walking into the ocean. Sometimes they died of thirst before that could even happen and then Daphne would have to float them out past the rocks so that the beasts of the water could feed from them. She hated it when they didn’t just go like they were supposed to.

Egrid turned her around and with a hand on either side of her face kissed her sister passionately; soon their tongues were entwined and Daphne forgot all about the shell of a man sitting confused behind her. Egrid pulled back from her and they both smiled. “Don’t worry sis, I am sure a meal will show up for you soon enough. They always do.”

When they turned around the man was crawling towards the edge of the rocks. He stopped and drank handfuls of salt water to soothe his parched throat and lips, though it would only hasten his demise. The muscle memory and vestigial instinct for survival remained though his interest in anything, even life, was gone. He drank a few more handfuls of water before lying, looking out over the blue waters of the cove. A few moments he later he allowed himself to fall from the rocks and into the water. The sirens did not watch to see if he bothered treading water at all before letting the emptiness of the world slip away.

It was three more days before what appeared to be a small fishing vessel came in view of the rocks Egrid and Daphne enjoyed their sunbathing on. They turned to each other simultaneously and clasped hands. Each had the cruel smile of a predator on their lips. They then turned and began to sing. Their voices seemed nothing special at first but the song they sang weaved together slowly and by the time it reached the fishing vessel it would fill men’s ears with the deepest longing and need for touch that they had ever felt. They were sure at least one of them, perhaps more would abandon the ships, drawn by their magical voices to the rocks.

They continued to sing, echoing one another and weaving their song together for what felt like an eternity. As they sang they watched the vessel and were rewarded by images in the distance of first one man, then another, and finally a third diving overboard. They hoped at least one of them would have the strength, and luck, to reach the rocks. Though the fates of the men were sealed they continued to sing, knowing the song would drive the men to do all they could to reach the lilting voices that had taken over their minds.

It took the men almost an hour to reach the shoal and the rocks above it. As they climbed out of the water the sisters were shocked. Each man wore a bandage around his head covering their ears, they wore some kind of armor and each were armed with a long knife. The first man out of the water’s smile revealed missing teeth and the intention to harm the sisters.

“You bitches are going to bring us a great reward. The bounty on your heads will make me a man of wealth.” His weather face and scars revealed him to be a man who knew how to fight.

Each man behind him looked similarly disposed but the youngest had a look of apprehension as they approached. The twin sirens each knew how to fight but were used to using their magic and charms to defend themselves. This was trouble and they both knew it.

The men circled around them as they moved to the edge of the rock with the longest fall, Egrid looked to Daphne and said “Move fast sister, it is our best hope.”

Daphne said nothing but nodded with determination on her face. She had already set her sights on the first man out of the water, the one who seemed most eager for the kill. He on the other hand seemed to have his sights set on Egrid which gave her a distinct advantage. Throwing caution to the wind she charged at the man’s side. Before he could react she had jumped and wrapped an arm around his head. He was easily strong enough to bare her weight but did not respond fast enough to stop her from gouging at his eyes with the long nails of her free hand. He screamed in pain as she released him and crouched into a defensive stance eyeing the other two men.

“I’ll gut you you stinking bitch,” the man with the bloodied face yelled as he charged her, half blinded by her assault. She rolled out of his way and his sister used the momentum of his charge to trip him and send him flying off the rock to the water below.

The sisters crouched next to one another and smiled. “There are sharks in that water boys, and they are going to smell the blood of your friend and come calling,” Egrid sneered at the men.

The older one steeled himself and started cautiously approaching, knife in hand. The younger man, if he was old enough to even be called a man, hung back still not sure of what to do. The four of them all stopped as they heard gurgled screams come from the water below, all realizing the sharks had found their feast.

Daphne turned to the young man, his face framed by blond curls that the sun was drying. “Is this how you really want to die boy?”

He shrunk back further and looked towards their boat, considering if he could make it. The other man suddenly lunged at egrid slashing her arm and sending blood flying from the newly made wound.

“Bastard!” She shrieked at him and before he could lunge at her again she was on him and forcing him to his back.

He made one half hearted attempt to stab at her before he mouth found his and her tongue forced its way to the back of his throat. Shocked at the kiss he stopped struggling for a moment, not realizing that by stopping he had sealed his fate. The feelings of the kiss overwhelmed him and he dropped his blade. The young man turned to run.

Daphne walked after him no longer defensive but with haughty poise, filled with confidence and lust. “Do you really think you can make it boy?”

He turned to face her and she was on him. She didn’t lunge like her sister did, instead she reached up and caressed his face before removing the ear coverings. “That was clever. I bet it was your idea.”

“No...No Ma’am.” The boy looked up at her, a good six inches shorter than Daphne. “That was Trevan’s idea. The sharks got him.”

She stepped up to him and put her other hand on the hand which held his knife. He did not struggle as she took it from him and cast it aside. She leaned close and began humming in his ear. He swayed on his feet, even the humming invading his mind and filling him with a great aching need. Her need was just as great as his, filled with hunger she wrapped her arms tightly around his back and drew him upward into a kiss.

She was surprised to feel his arms wrap just as tightly around her, usually they went limp so quickly, well except for one part of them she mused. She continued to kiss him and felt all of the emotions the boy had ever felt course through her. They each tasted differently, joy tasted like fresh berries, fear like a dark coffee or chocolate. Love tasted, or felt, like sun. All of them coursed through her intermingling with one she had never tasted before. It was deep and rich and tasted better than anything she had ever encountered.

The kiss went on for what felt like hours and eventually she lowered him to the rocks. She ripped frantically at his breeches and released a throbbing cock, it felt hot in her hands and she wanted it almost as much as she needed the meal she was enjoying. She lowered herself onto him and felt him fill her tight cunt. He pulsed against her and she matched the pulsations as she continued to kiss him. Slowly she started moving herself up and down on him, slickness running down her sky blue thighs.

She continued to kiss him and continued to taste all of the exquisiteness of the young man’s experiences. He continued to throb against her and shudder with pleasure as she destroyed him. Suddenly his pulsing reached a crescendo and he exploded inside her. She felt him gush into her over and over again and felt her own body respond with the strongest ripples of sensation she had ever felt. The pleasure moved through her over and over again. She thought, idly, that if there was anything left of the boy now she would possibly thank him for such a gift.

She released the kiss and started to get up from him when she saw something that shocked her. The boy’s eyes had turned the same blue as the sea, she was sure they had been brown before and where normally her meal would appear slackjawed and empty the boy instead had a dazed smile on her face.

Suddenly she felt a hand on her shoulder. She jumped but found Egrid standing behind her smiling. “That looks,” she paused and smiled at her sister, “interesting.”

“I have no idea.” Daphne looked at her sister. “I have never seen anything like it.”

The boy slowly began to move and was suddenly kneeling in front of Daphne, he placed his forehead to the rocks as though offering supplication to a Goddess. “Thank you Ma’am. Thank you for saving me. I am yours.”

He began to kiss her feet and Daphne pulled away laughing. He did not follow but stayed, kneeling. “Do you have any idea what this is about Egrid?”

“Mother told me once that some men are made to be slaves and that they respond differently to our kiss. Perhaps this is what she meant?” Egrid looked at her and shrugged. “I shoved the other one into the water when I finished with him. Sharks need to eat too.”

Daphne looked over at the boy. “When you say that you are mine boy, what does that mean?”

The boy looked up at her and smiled. “It means that I am yours Ma’am. When you kissed me it all became so clear. I am meant to be here. I am meant to serve you. I have never felt such joy or purpose.”

Daphne laughed at that. “And if I told you to walk into the sea and drown?”

The boy’s smile faded but he continued to look at her. “I would do that. I can’t deny you anything. I hope you won’t make me walk into the sea and drown Ma’am.”

Daphne felt her mouth go as slack as the men’s she had kissed. She looked at Egrid.

“How many more men are on your boat?” Egrid stepped forward to the boy and asked.

“Just one.” He looked up at her, “He is tied to the mast. We let him hear your song because when he reacted that is how we knew we were in the right place.”

Daphne snapped out of her confusion. “Swim to your boat boy, as fast as you can and then sale it into the cove. Tell your friend we are dead and left treasure behind. Bring him to us.”

Without a word the boy dove into the water and swam frantically for the boat. They both watched. “What are you thinking Daphne?”

She turned to her sister and smiled. “The wood from the ship might be useful, who knows what else they have, and besides there is still one meal out there for us.”

Egrid just laughed and they both watched as the boy swam to the boat and pulled himself aboard. Sometime later the small vessel was sailing towards them. They knew the rocks would destroy it but that it would be brought close enough for them to explore and make use of anything worthwhile. Besides that sometimes obvious shipwrecks brought foolish adventurers close by and that would feed them further.

As soon as the vessel was beached the two sirens began to sing and they watched as the eyes of the other man bulged, filling with need. He walked willingly to them. Without fanfare they pushed him to the ground and began to take turns kissing him. Suddenly, Daphne was overtaken with sadistic glee.

“Boy,” the blond boy who claimed he was hers approached. “Take his breeches off and suck his cock. You will swallow everything that comes out of it.”

The boy squirmed in place and moaned but was unable to help himself and soon he had impaled his face on his friends throbbing manhood. The sirens watched for a moment and laughed. “What made you think of that?” Egrid asked her.

Daphne shrugged, “It seemed fun, and having him stand there watching is quite a waste.”

They both went back to kissing and teasing the man while their new slave bobbed up and down on him. It did not take long for him to explode and by the time he had they both felt sated. Unlike their new conquest this new man was as slack jawed and empty as the rest when they were finished with him.

“Boy, throw your old friend here to the sharks.” Daphne waved at him. “Then start  considering the best way to show me how grateful you are to be my slave.”

“What are you going to do with him?” Egrid asked her.

“I want to talk to Mother about it.” Daphne lounged backwards on the rock and smiled. “She knows more of this than we do. But for now he is fun to toy with and if I ever grow bored with him I will think of an inventive way for him to end his life and we will get at least some small entertainment even from that.”

Egrid chuckled. “I do love the way you think sweet sister,” she leaned over and filled her sister’s tongue with her mouth and soon they were both entwined on the rocks, oblivious of the slave standing and watching them, wondering what would most please his new owner.

Ghostly Whispers

The villagers had all told him that the old house was best left alone. They had all said that whatever was still there was dangerous and that he would be well advised to avoid it at all costs. They told him that the people who investigated the old stories often never came back and that those who did had been driven mad by what they experienced. Indeed, the close that Marcus Brookage had gotten to the village the stranger and more dire the warnings had become.

Stories of strange sounds became more detailed until, upon reaching the Inn at the center of Stratmoore Village he heard that the moans that came out of the house did not always sound like moans of pain. When Marcus asked the old woman who had said that to expand on her meaning she demurred. It was a strange village indeed, but the odd and abnormal were always what pulled Marcus on these adventures. He called himself a professional ghost hunter, though if he were to admit the truth he made far more money by conning people with his tales and stealing what they might not notice missing than he ever had from finding ghosts other paranormal beings.

There was that one time though, the young widow had offered him a reward if he could rid the house of her dead husband. He took her gold and performed his rituals and told her she would be bothered by ghosts no more. That had been a pleasant transaction, in more ways than one, and they parted ways well pleased; though Marcus suspected that guilt over her rich husband’s death would haunt her for far longer than any ghost would.

He was hoping this trip would pay off as so many others had. Whether it be some small treasure from the  haunted home, naivete on the part of the villagers, or some other means he would find a way to make some small amount of gold on the adventure. Then he would depart quickly, saying goodbye to well wishers and other travelers before going off to the next village on his list, well ahead of any constabulary or other law man becoming wise to his ongoing con.

The house in question was in the same style as the rest of the town, two stories with a high pointed roof, wood and plaster making up the outside walls. It looked like any northern village home, or would have if it weren’t in such dis-repair. The door had been stripped of paint years before and the knocker was off kilter, the gargoyle face hanging to the side as though drunk or deficient of mental capacity. He heard no strange sounds, but for one of the first times in his travels the hairs on the back of his slender neck stood up without there being any cause for human concern.

He paid his bodies warning no heed and tried the door. The creak it let out was long as though the door had sat closed for years, which it probably had. Still, it opened, and the entire doorway was now laid bare for Marcus to explore. Dust covered everything in the hallway before him and the coatrack on the inside of the door hung as empty as he expected the whole house would be. As he stepped inside he heard rats scurrying into hiding places and the whistle of wind through broken windows. He wondered if he was wasting his time, the place had undoubtedly been ransacked years before. Still, he could not claim to be the definitive expert on all things related to haunting if he refused to visit every last place that ghosts were said to roam.

He walked down the hallway and soon found a formal dining room and a sitting room. The dining room, he was surprised to find, was prepared as though for a dinner party, albeit, from the looks of the settings one that would have been thrown at least fifty years previous. Still, that there was silver and china out in the open for him to find mean the trip would not be a total waste. A few pieces of silver would fetch him a small fortune in the next village and that would allow him to continue his ways a good while longer. He checked the sitting room and saw nothing of value. His choices then were the kitchen or the upstairs. He doubted the kitchen would hold much so he moved towards the stairs.

As he reached the foot of the stairs another door let out a mournful creak behind him. He turned not sure what he would find but saw nothing but a door open to the cellar. He peered down into the stairwell and saw nothing but blackness. He was about to turn back to the stairwell when he heard the sound for the first time.

He shook his head as if to clear it and looked back towards the cellar. There it was again, a melodic voice that he was sure had called to him, “curious boy,” the syllables drawn out long as though beckoning to him.

No, he thought to himself, that is impossible. There is no such thing as ghosts.”

He turned towards the stairs again and again heard the voice. “No such thing he says,” the voice paused long enough that Marcus began to wonder if he was losing his mind. “not so curious boy?”

He didn’t know how he knew it was a question, but he did. The hairs on the back of his neck stood up again and every instinct in his body told him to run. What if there really is a ghost?” He asked himself. I’ll really be famous then.

“Come see Marcus. See what you came for. See the ghost of Stratmoore Village.” The voice called to him, practically teasing and he was sure he must be insane but he began to descend into the darkness.

He was surprised when he got to the bottom to find another door, he opened it into a dimly lit cellar. He looked around and saw nothing at first, but as his eyes adjusted he realized he had not been the first to hear the call. Two skeletons sat side by side, shackled to the far wall.

“Scary isn’t it, Marcus?” The voice whispered behind him.

He whirled on his feet and turned before stopping cold at what he saw. Floating before him in the dimly lit cellar was a translucent woman wearing a lace trimmed dress from an era a hundred years previous. Her face marked her as not a day older than thirty and her translucent form marked her as well and truly a ghost. Not knowing what else to do Marcus screamed.

He turned towards to the door, bolting for the stairwell. He had just reached the first stair when he felt something colder than ice pass through him and felt, rather than heard, her say “stop!”

Marcus was suddenly unable to move and he knew was in very, very bad trouble. “Come back here Marcus, I was not done talking to you yet.”

Now he was sure of it, the words were entering his mind directly. What had he done coming to this evil place?

Still he could not deny the ghosts beauty or the strange feelings that had come upon him with her icy touch. His body was not his to control but he realized that, against all odds, he was hard as rock.

“You are quite handsome. Perhaps I will add you to my collection.” She spoke again, her voice melodic and horrifying at the same time. Marcus looked at the skeletons and gulped. “No, not them. My other collection.  You met some of them one the road to this village and some more at the inn.”

“What?” He started before she put a hand to his mouth silencing him.

“You don’t need to ask questions silly boy.” The specter smiled at him and moved as though to brush his cheek. He felt an icy coolness where she could not quite touch him that somehow filled him with longing. Why did he find her to be so beautiful?

“You want me don’t you?” She moved away beckoning for him to follow. He did, not that he could help it. He was standing in the center of the room. “Remove your clothing.”

His body acted on her orders as though they were his own thoughts and soon he was standing before her naked. She came closer and then closer still until she was hovering just before him. “You are mine now. You are my slave until the day you die.”

He turned to run, ignoring his nakedness but he knew it was hopeless. Suddenly she was all around him he was seeing out through her translucent form and her cold touch was everywhere, inside and outside of him. It felt rapturous and terrible all at once. It was more pleasure than he had ever felt and it was combined with endless dread.

Suddenly he felt himself cumming, spurting over and over again. He eventually collapsed to the ground and she floated over him smiling. “That will never happen again slave, so I hope you enjoyed it.”

He looked up at her and she laughed a truly evil and horrific laugh. “I should say that your body is useless now to all but me. I can enjoy it, as I just did and I can allow others to as well.”

He shivered on the ground naked only now realizing how cold it was. “Put your clothes on slave. Go back to the Inn and tell the Innkeeper you are staying. He will understand.”

Marcus put on his clothes and bolted out the door. He raced through the streets of the small village, bypassing the Inn and the items he would be leaving behind. By the time he reached the edge of town his breath was ragged and he couldn’t run anymore. He stopped and looked back at the village, a slight fog obscured the lights and gave it an almost ethereal quality. He turned and continued down the path, determined to put as much distance between him and the apparition as possible.

The longer he walked the heavier his legs felt and with the village barely still in sight when he turned he felt the lethargy overcome him completely. He stopped next to a tree and sat, his limbs heavy and his mind dulled, he told himself, by exhaustion. I will just rest here a little while, he told himself even as he drifted into a half sleep.

He drifted on the edge of consciousness for sometime before he heard the voice that sounded almost like wind to him. “Where are you going Marcus? I told you to you go back to the Inn.”

He jolted from his half-sleep and looked around him, seeing nobody who could have been speaking to him. Suddenly though, the ghosts voice invaded his mind directly again. “Stand!”

He stood.

“Go back to the Inn, slave.” Her voice was demanding and angry in his mind. “I will punish you for your insolence later.”

He found his body trudging slowly back to the village, he tried to stop himself from opening the door but he could not. He slothed his way up to the innkeep, becoming more defeated and disgusted with himself with every step. He looked up at the Innkeep and saw the old man’s despondent eyes.

“You will be staying with us a little longer then?” The man’s voice rasped.

Marcus just nodded, unable to speak the words.

“Sorry, son.” Was all the innkeep said. “Your room is as you left it.”

Marcus collapsed into the bed and expected to sleep, but sleep would not come. Marcus felt more and more frustrated and realized as the night wore on that in addition to being frustrated he was feeling more aroused and more needy. Tentatively at first he reached beneath the blanket and found his cock to be rock hard. He played with slowly before speeding up the point that he was stroking himself frantically towards an orgasm that somehow would not come.

In fact the harder he stroked the more filled with need he became but he started to lose feeling in his member. Soon it was completely numb and no amount of touching would provide him any relief at all. It was then that he heard the melodic twinkle of her laugh.

“Do you understand now slave?” Your body only responds to me now. You are mine. Forever.” Her laugh continued to fill his mind, or the room, or both. He couldn’t be sure of anything other than felt certain that he was going mad.

He stayed in the bed frustrated, angry, and scared for what felt like hours. There was the barest hint of sunlight entering through the windows when he heard the knock on the door.

“In.” He grunted hoarsely, not wanting to get out of bed.

The inn keep entered, his eyes as sad as ever. “She told me to bring you breakfast,” he said simply as he set a tray down. “She told me you are staying.”

Marcus looked up at the man and now understood the sad look in his eyes. “How many?”

“How many of us are there?” The innkeep shrugged. “I can’t be sure. She controls most of the town though. She treats us like puppets. You’ll see.”

“I think I already do.” Marcus slid his legs out of the bed and motioned for the man to bring him the tray. “I’d rather die than continue like this.”

The inn keep shrugged again. “You will die when she wants you to. Not before.”

The old man was about to leave the room when he stopped suddenly. Simultaneously the voice was back in Marcus’s mind. “Thank him for the breakfast,” she commanded.

“Thank you for brining me breakfast.” Marcus said, hoping in vain that is what she wanted.

“No. Thank him like you mean it. Get on your knees.” Marcus was suddenly out of the bed on his knees and unable to move. The old man turned around and walked up to him stiffly there were tears in his eyes.

Marcus didn’t know what was happening at first as the old man dropped his trousers in front of him revealing an average sized cock that was as hard as Marcus’s had been the night before. There was no command in his mind but Marcus felt his head being drawn forward by an unseen force and soon the head of the man’s cock was hanging at the entrance of his mouth. As Marcus slowly guided the man into his mouth, allowing the tip to rest at the back of his throat, the man trapped his head between his hands and started thrusting.

The thrusting continued even as Marcus gagged. They were both being controlled by the unseen force and now Marcus fully understood what it meant to be her puppet. The old man fucked Marcus’s face with wild abandon and spasmed violently when the ghost allowed him release. Even after it subsided he held Marcus’s head tightly against him, not allowing him escape.

“Swallow it all,” the voice in Marcus’s mind told him. He complied, not that he could otherwise.

Without a word the man pulled up his pants and fled the room. Marcus remains on his knees for sometime, until whatever forced held him there released and he collapsed to the floor in tears.

“Puppet indeed.” The voice in his mind called him, “perhaps in time I might even allow you to enjoy it.”

From the floor Marcus looked around the room and realized that it was probably his home now, or his prison. He did not even make it back to the decrepit and lumpy bed before the ghost allowed sleep to finally overtake him.
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And Other Tales of Supernatural Enslavement
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