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Prologue

Feeding Jia

Smoldering incense sent up ribbons of smoke. Curling and unfurling, these undulated elegantly, creating shapes as suggestive as they were evanescent before unraveling in random eddies of air. Deep in one of the innermost chambers of the command tent, the only breeze came from screams and the relentless whipping eliciting them.

It was enough to disperse the aphrodisiacal smoke about the chamber, bathing the victim in its aromatic influence. Unfortunately after only two drainings this one was so sapped of vitality that even the strongest potions had little effect. The subtler incense was wasted. And pain could only squeeze so much energy from a subject compared to (or without) passion. Already the delicious exudations had lessened.

Ruler of Shatra and all lands within the encircling seas, First Practitioner of the ancient mystic Sisterhood of the Oculus, the Empress Jia reclined on sumptuously stuffed cushions. Concentrating with all her prodigious will, she threw back her head and drew breath deep. Along with incense and the sweat and musk of her attendants, and the stronger reek of the captive suspended spread-eagled above her, Jia absorbed-imbibed-inhaled what she could.

Angrily dissatisfied, she strained for every elusive wisp of the sustenance leaking (along with so much else) from the victim’s pores. Yet even with studded whips tearing his hide to shreds and his chain-stretched suspension savaging his skeleton this latest slave was now producing almost nothing beyond stink.

Even the last weak screams had ceased. Seeing the second attendant moving forward with a glowing brand (the occult symbol shining in nearly white-hot iron the one for enhancing the subject’s sensitivity), Jia waved her back.

Further torture was pointless. It was time to finish with this one.

Slipping off her light lounging robe, Jia rose upright. Agile despite being the largest warrior in her army, her lines were an almost idealized mix of brawn and beauty.

Lush curves were married to firm sinew in perfect synergy. Heavy gold armlets circled each bicep, emphasizing and ever-increasing that intimidating physique. Far more slender, the imperial fillet about that haughty brow gleamed like the raven waves it contained. Always unruly, these mantled the broad back and cascaded past a tapered waist to drape hugely protuberant haunches.

Similarly projecting breasts seemed too big to be anything but detrimental in battle. Yet scars from sword cuts marred only those powerful arms – and the long yet similarly sculpted legs. Nude but for that wealth of precious metal, the statuesque Empress presented such a stunning figure that surely no male could fail to be aroused.

This one was depleted to a husk however. Certain it would be useless but angrily determined that discipline be served, Jia waved the two attendants forward again. Perhaps their skills could stimulate some last residue of eros that her imminent eminence no longer could.

As adept at inflicting pleasure as pain, the two young women had set aside their implements upon seeing the mistress rise. With the Sisterhood’s most sacred rite about to begin they knew what to do. Honored by their service, neither betrayed any hesitance to sully themselves with unclean touches.

Considerably smaller in stature, both were also lush yet muscular thanks to the demands of their calling. Heads shaved after the Cadre of the Afflicters, each was breathtakingly lovely.

The simplicity of baldness emphasized the perfect symmetry of their incongruously cherubic features. Clad in but simple leather body harnesses, the sweat of their long exertion in proximity to the room’s braziers gleamed on tattooed skin. With the practiced efficiency of twins they worked urgently trying to coax an erection from the almost insensate remnant dangling swaybacked in his shrinkage-slackened shackles.

Humming in a harmony known to rouse on a subliminal level, one Afflicter worked on the penis, the other the testes. Expert concurrent caresses in the chain-spread hollows to either side, along the inner thigh and especially the sensitive stretch behind the balls vastly enhanced the straightforward squeezing, rubbing, fondling and pumping. Still the victim hung drooling and glassy-eyed – and stubbornly flaccid.

At a peremptory signal a crank was turned, lowering that splayed form into easier reach.

Mouths replaced fingers. Plump lips, nimble tongues and voracious suction were employed with simultaneous virtuosity. Despite her expectations of failure, unappeased greed incensed Jia increasingly. Still the moments passed with no reaction.

She would feed on seed regardless. But with no emotional component (much less orgasm), the product would be robbed of its almost limitless potential. Absorbing such piddling energy would be like sipping thinned grape squeezings rather than guzzling strong wine, brandy or undiluted alcohol. The men of her realm grew more unsatisfying by the season. As Jia ground her teeth and waited she determined to summon Mina as soon as she finished.

Enough was enough. They needed more of the others.

It had been two turns of the moon or more since they’d succeeded in accessing one of the infinite overlapping other worlds to claim more vital vessels. That had to change. Suddenly more impatient for that confrontation than even the draining at hand, Jia spoke up at last. From a purr to a growl to a battlefield roar, her contralto could wield the highly nuanced language of Shatra with the subtlety of a lore-master or the force of a cudgel according to the occasion. Her worshipful attendants obeyed with alacrity.

“Enough, sisters. You demean yourselves to no purpose.”

“Forgive us, mistress.”

Kala, the senior of the two Afflicters, gave a bow that smacked of a shrug. She knew they were not at fault. Younger Pell had paused to wipe her mouth however; this unseemly lapse earning her belated bow a reprimand.

“Forgive me, great mistress. My sloppiness shames us all.”

“Then put it to use, sloven.” Piercing blue eyes betrayed dangerous impatience. “Wet the thrall’s entrance. It seems I must empty this one manually.”

“Immediately, mistress!”

Pell ducked around to the split in the victim’s scrawny haunches. Her pre-lathered tongue stretched out and slathered, pushed in deep and lavishly slickened the usual exit for entry. Though she performed her chore with gusto, this time she withdrew with more decorum.

Already the chains were retracting, raising the splayed slave well into the air. The moment she had clearance, giant Jia stepped underneath. Despite enduring two drainings already, the male still didn’t react. With angry contempt Jia used far more force than was strictly necessary ramming her first two fingers in deep.

More adept than the most accomplished Afflicter, she found the small bulb immediately. Mentally reciting a complex incantation for augmenting the potency of the untapped life-energy still remaining in this vessel, she began rubbing methodically. Emotionally and cognitively empty as this disappointment might be, on a reflexive level certain physical tissues were forever responsive.

If a subject lacked the capacity to ejaculate, the Sisterhood had learned thousands of sun-cycles previously that there were other ways to drain off that concentrated vitality. And while it might be thinned juice rather than vintage brandy, Jia would have every drop regardless.

Still delay continued to vex her. It took longer than it should have to see the first evidence that her manipulations were having an effect. Finally however a clear sticky seepage began to ooze from the opening dangling just above her upturned face.

Pre-ejaculatory seminal fluid, this was nevertheless both sweet in taste and rich with energy: a lovely appetizer for the feast about to follow. Before enough could gather to drip, Jia altered her mental mantra as the spell required. Then she opened up and accepted that uselessly drooping organ into her mouth.

Taste buds rejoicing and greedy need screaming at that first delicious sip, Jia redoubled her rubbing even as she began sucking. More of that thin sweet ooze rewarded her efforts, and now there was seed in the seepage, a tiny amount but enough to send a thrill of power and anticipation through her. Still Jia was careful not to skip a syllable of her incantation, getting every inflection of the ancients’ abstruse tongue just right. And when the medium turned to semen and the load of seed it carried exploded, the conjuring worked to perfection. She made the absolute most of everything available. It wasn’t her failure that the satisfaction was so lacking.

Rather than a powerfully jetting injection shooting all that concentrated vitality into her at once (enormously augmented by passion and orgasm), she had to work to imbibe what she could in a gradual drizzle. Her frustration building, Jia sucked harder and harder. Already the fresh energy of new life was lessening. What she was drawing out now was mostly anima, the dregs of being still left in this spent vessel.

The splayed slave sank toward her incrementally as the shackles suspending it slackened further. Still Jia drew on that conduit, draining the victim ruthlessly. The replenishment of her own potency was barely a stirring inside – nothing like the delirious, addictive, supra-orgasmic rush of sustenance she craved. And too soon (always too soon) the sap ceased to flow, the well ran dry and the shriveled testes were permanently emptied.

Jia let her mantra lapse and quit sucking. She pulled her defiled fingers free and held them out for the waiting attendant to clean. She barely spared a glance at the remnant left. Jia had seen it a thousand times.

Intricately decorated with damage, the flesh left on that emaciated frame would be alternately shrunken or slackened. Eyes vacant, mouth agape, the male might be feebly stirring yet but it would never work, erect or respond coherently again. Jia waved with her free hand.

“Remove that. I’ll want a fresh specimen tomorrow after I bathe. For now, send Mina here.”

“Second Practitioner Mina meets with War Master Boran, mistress. Her sight has revealed a band of death-seekers along our route. Perhaps she arranges to secure them as captives. Such radicals are often more robust.”

“And just as often they are witless with despair. Send my runner for Mina now.”

“It is done, Empress.”

Jia pulled her robe back on. She sashed it with extra vehemence. Rather than return to her cushions she paced the thick furs underfoot while she waited for her protégé.

Gifted as she was, Mina would need no mystic sight to know why she’d been summoned. As expected she confronted the issue forthrightly as soon as she swept into the disporting chamber.

“Another vessel emptied already?”

“And without ejaculation again. I am told fanatics may attack us?”

“They are massing in the forest to the east. Boran would put them all to the sword. I will send Elia or some other promising Acolyte to render them senseless instead. Perhaps these captives will prove more potent…”

Mina trailed off at her mistress’ look and shrugged.

“The Sisterhood has ruled for many thousand sun-cycles. The arts we use to influence our armies have unavoidably affected the population generally. The men of this world are too cowed by us, even those that become maddened enough to rebel.”

“Then we must reach beyond this world, Sister. What of those who call themselves Americans? The ones from the realm of mind-boggling weapons, flying machines and constant gluttonous feeding? Why have I received none of these recently?”

Mina bowed in apology, and a lock of hair slipped over the shoulder of her formal Second Practitioner’s robes. Thin and straight rather than lushly unruly, dark brown instead of raven, Jia’s sometime lover’s tresses were even longer than those of her Empress. With olive skin and large dark eyes, tall too but slender, Mina was less of a warrior in build than a scholar and assassin. Nevertheless her ascendancy was earned. Second only to Jia in mystic ability, she was actually more naturally gifted if less knowledgeable and adept. She could see where her superior often could not, if only due to the manifest other demands on a ruler’s occult resources.

Jia spent much of her anima as Mina had said, controlling the men who formed the bulk of the Sisterhood’s armies, managing, suppressing or redirecting their innate aggression. Such responsibility and sustained personal expense justified the draining of slaves for replenishment. Still this rite was the exclusive province of the Empress. Though she was learning the proper mantras in the event of an unexpected succession, the Second Practitioner had yet to taste any vitality, much less the extraordinary potency of energy she was charged with procuring.

“You have not sought out that reality recently, Empress. It is becoming increasingly difficult to discern, and even more so to access. The combined efforts of the entire Conclave are often necessary to bring even a single subject through.”

“What has caused this change?”

“Perhaps that very quality which makes males from this world so vital. Lately they have begun to turn on one another, expending their energies in bitter contention.

“Rivals for leadership fan tribal hatreds with illusory fears. Law enforcers prey on their charges, who respond with random assassinations. Civility has been abandoned and the entire society is in turmoil. This makes penetrating such turbidity enough to isolate and claim a subject extremely difficult. Even then, those susceptible to our touch are usually placid types, priests or ascetics – far from ideal for the provoking and sustaining of passion. Such a reward seems minimal for the level of effort expended.”

Jia frowned, accepting the explanation but not the excuse.

“Mina my love and confidant, when you wear this fillet you will feel differently. I guarantee it. Even if one out of ten Americans feeds me like I need, the effort is worth it. How many of the Conclave of Seers travel with us?”

“Fourteen, mistress. Though young Elia counts for as many as five by herself. She is a true prodigy, unlike any I have seen. If only we could spawn more of her rare breed.”

Jia nodded decisively.

“Gather the Seers to try again. And use the girl as the primary eye this time. Promise Elia immediate advancement to full Sister if you should succeed. She has amazing gifts indeed for a mere Acolyte. We should begin grooming her for our inner circle.”

“It will be done, Empress.”

“I want results before we reach the next garrison. And tell Boran to slay the death-seekers when they attack. Every one. Hang the bodies to rot along our route.”

Jia nodded dismissal. As Mina hurried off she opened her robe again and at last returned to her drift of cushions.

Irritable and unsatisfied still, driven to redress the denial of one ecstasy with a surfeit of a similar sort, she waved for her attendants to join her. Gleaming at the honor, Kala and Pell hurried forward.

This time their practiced skills at pleasuring would be appropriately appreciated!




Part One

Thralldom




Chapter One

Abduction

Posit for a moment a disembodied eye, invisible and maneuverable and hovering somewhere over sunny Southern California.

If the eye has a mind, it must be as appalled by the smog as amazed by the skyscrapers, jetliners, and densely crowded freeways. One might sympathize as the eye retreats and flees to the outskirts of all this poisoned commotion.

After all there’s plenty of lovely coastline to admire, still teeming with life if not packed so tight. Circling down, soaring in from the ocean now, the eye follows some unknown art inland about three blocks from the beach. It is drawn toward an utterly ordinary apartment complex. Roving over perhaps a dozen stucco-covered units, the eye angles in on the dwelling at the end. Despite it being brightest midday, all of the windows are blocked with shades.

Perhaps this is the home of a dissolute, still sleeping off his latest binge. The mind behind the eye doesn’t think so. It seems to sense something rare and precious behind those blinds. Possessed of powers one can only guess at, the eye passes right through the locked front door, penetrating the wood as effortlessly as it did the smog.

There’s a kitchen filled with cans of grains and gadgets. This is not the home of the average obese American, living on processed slops. The place is spotless, for one thing, as is the adjoining living area. Following whatever beacon or spoor there might be, the eye turns to a short corridor ending in three doors, two of them open.

Straight ahead is a closet, jumbled and over-spilling with athletic gear. Not all is in such conscientious neatness here. Through the opening to the left, the bathroom is clean at least, although one can see at a glance that this is a classic bachelor’s pad. The toilet seat is up for one thing and there’s a definite scent on the air from the bottle of aftershave sitting on the sink.

To the right, the closed door is no more of an obstacle than before. Behind it the searching eye finds the bedroom, though there’s really only a futon covered with paisley-patterned pillows and sheets. It’s dim in here with both the door and blinds closed but one can make out huge posters mounted on the walls. Some depict exalting natural landscapes, upstate Yosemite for example. Others are intricately detailed psychedelic scenes. The only light comes from a blue lava lamp and a half dozen feebly flickering votive candles slowly drowning in wax. Yet this is enough to illuminate the sole occupant.

As expected, this is a young man just into his prime. Rather short and slender, he is nevertheless superbly fit. Appealingly handsome, his sandy-blonde hair is rubber-banded into a short ponytail. Eyes closed, the face is blank and composed. He sits naked on the floor in the lotus position, obviously meditating.

In health-conscious California, this individual seems as ordinary as a broker in New York, a crook in the Capitol or a fish in the sea. Something indefinable has singled him out however. Joyously predatory, the eye moves in to claim its prize.

***

As a marathoner and semipro soccer player, Drake Green, 23, introduced himself to people as an exercise fiend. If pressed however, he’d agreeably concede that maybe ‘endorphin addict’ was more accurate.

Vigorous exercise wasn’t the only road to getting those flowing, and Drake admittedly indulged in far more punishing pursuits eagerly. Anything to get that all-natural free rush. Yet even as he placed outrageous demands on his body, Drake scrupulously took meticulous care of it – eschewing all smoking and always eating properly for example. He even took occasional colonics to purge out toxins. Yet as anyone familiar with the holistic approach knows, a healthy body is just the beginning. One must equally refine the spirit and mind.

Judicious use of cannabis, peyote and psychoactive mushrooms for example, put one on a familiar footing with the transcendent. To go beyond even that, to commune with the infinite, there was meditation.

Practiced since antiquity and possibly even before, when humans were but bands of nomadic hunter-gatherers, the benefits of meditation are many. Most ancient traditions insist it cultivates or increases one’s store of a kind of universal life-force. Known as prana by the Hindu and chi by the Chinese (plus many other names), it is independently conceived by numerous cultures to be an all-pervasive organic energy one can learn to gather and employ.

Raised an empiricist, Drake wasn’t convinced this truly existed. Like the efficacy of colonics though, he was willing to give it the benefit of the doubt. And whether he was accruing anything quantifiable or not, the other blessings conferred made the effort more than worthwhile. Aside from the obvious calming, meditation was known to promote one’s tendency toward compassion, patience and acceptance, all contributing to a general improvement of self.

Currently Drake was deeper than he’d ever before reached.

Though young and inexperienced still, he was attempting a particularly ambitious form of meditation aimed at achieving an effortlessly sustained single-pointed concentration. Such is the supposed path to nirvana – not heaven exactly but rather an indestructible sense of well-being maintained throughout any trial or activity.

If the Buddhists could do it, then Drake wanted in too.

The only danger he feared was in sinking so deeply inside his mind that he lost his way back. Too much nullity had reportedly claimed others. When something else entirely claimed Drake (in his entirety), staggeringly dramatic as that capture was, it certainly represented an intervention he could never have suspected nor dreaded.

One moment he was focused on his inner image of himself as an energy receptacle (a reefer leaf in a sunbeam) to the exclusion of everything else. So profound was his trance that Drake was close to self-hypnosis. His body might never have existed, or become one with the boundless universe. The next instant that physical self was flooded with nausea.

Suddenly his skin tingled everywhere. Swiftly the sensation swelled into formication: the furious scurrying of a million tiny ants all over him. Then those imaginary insects began to bite.

Stinging agony grew to searing excruciation. It was as if his body was now being dissolved in acid. There was not even a chance to question what was happening. Already the pain was simply too great to withstand, even for a masochistic marathoner. Without ever opening his eyes or emerging from his trace enough to take one last look at his home, Drake Green’s grasp on reality failed completely.

***

Consciousness returned rather quickly. Comprehension would have to wait.

Things Drake knew to be true were few.

He knew who and what he was, and that his body was breathing and alive. He was no longer at home but physically in a different place, now sprawled across a hard wooden surface rather than sitting on a mat spread over his bedroom floor. Nor was he dreaming or emerging from some sort of fugue.

He was naked yet, his skin still tingling as the earlier burning faded away. The only change in him from moments ago was that the rubber-band had disappeared from his hair; the sandy locks lay loose around his face. As he blinked teary eyes clear Drake could see every tiny line in the grain of the highly polished hardwood surface supporting him.

No mental invention could boast such specificity. And the hardness under his aching frame was far too tangible. He could also smell incense, a heavy miasma on the much stuffier, hotter air. This was no brand with which he was familiar. In fact its musty pungency was completely alien to him. Beyond the air the lighting had changed as well. The coolly soothing blue was gone; the flickering yellow richer and far stronger. What on earth had happened, and where the fuck was he? Drake lifted his head and felt his jaw drop in response.

He was in a huge tent crowded with women. He’d arrived on a round dais set up in the center. Light and heat poured from regularly spaced braziers – no wait! These were tripods made of slender metal rods supporting shimmering golden dishes the size of serving platters. And the yellow flames roaring there hovered inches above emptiness. Neither consuming visible fuel nor emitting any smoke they blazed away in befuddling constancy.

Only marginally less mysterious were the murmuring women.

All wore only thin robes of identical cut, embroidered with a stylized design representing an all-seeing eye. Most of these garments were starkly scarlet sashed in black, though a few of pure white stood out. There was a sense of accomplishment and exhaustion about the crowd; most of the ladies were smiling and sweating heavily.

A few were elderly, but the majority of the women were middle-aged or younger, and the way those thin robes clung to damp torsos made Drake wonder briefly if this really wasn’t some weird erotic dream. But then he detected a presence just behind him.

Taking command of his transplanted anatomy at last, Drake flopped over. Two feet away, sitting in a lotus position of her own, was the most striking girl he’d ever seen.

A girl was all she was, maybe in her mid-to-late teens. Too huge to be jewelry, a large clear crystal hung from a golden chain about her neck. Suddenly noticing, Drake jerked his gaze away from the sight of her soaked white robe plastered transparently to her belly and breasts. Wan and dripping, breathing as if from prolonged exertion, she smiled in triumph at meeting his eyes.

Where Drake’s were ordinary brown, the child’s irises were a stunningly brilliant pink.

Jesus, she was an albino, her long flaxen hair stringy with sweat but otherwise snowy white. Likewise below those gigantic, magnetic eyes her plump cheeks and small, fey features were unblemished alabaster, at least where that perfection of complexion wasn’t tinted with a rosy blush of effort. Petite as she was, considerably smaller than even Drake’s measly five foot-six, the strange waif seemed to radiate some imponderable might even in her current weakness. Drake was searching for the courage to address her when three of the surrounding crowd descended on her solicitously.

The women helped her up, speaking incomprehensible words of praise, thanks and comfort. They enfolded and led her away. Mounting the dais in their place, Drake faced two figures that again made him question whether this just wasn’t his twisted mind’s insane invention.

After the stuff he’d been getting into with Shanelle, it might not be that surprising. What if he’d died in a CO leak or something, and their recent exchanges had somehow earned him an ironically appropriate hell?

Staunchly atheist Drake pushed the question away.

Only the weak-minded believed in a real, physical life after death, obscure universal energies notwithstanding. Still he could only gape at what were clearly shackle-bearing captors closing swiftly in on him.

Wearing not robes but scanty leather harnesses that separated exposed breasts and girded each crotch as if habitually fitted with a dildo, these beauties were burly and bosomy both. Heads shaved and tattooed like bikers, they exuded an intimidating ferocity. At their approach Drake finally found his voice.

“What is this ma’am? What’s happening?”

He didn’t really expect his desperation to earn an answer. He hadn’t yet understood a word said in his presence. Yet a retort came immediately, and in crude if contemporary English.

“Shut now! You, male, are thrall, property of the Sisterhood. Speak again, we take your tongue. Fight our will, we take your thumbs. Offend us with eyes, you gouged out blind.”

Well that was clear enough.

Drake closed his eyes and slumped back flat on the dais. At least they didn’t say anything about castrating him. Of course no sooner had this thought crossed his mind than a rough hand seizing his genitals caused his eyes to fly back open. Rather than a knife though he saw the larger of the two women expertly lock a small metal cage about his cock and balls.

Fuck, that’s a chastity device!

Having a bit of experience with the kink community (of which his ‘workout’ partner Shanelle was an enthusiastic advocate) Drake was familiar with such things. Under no circumstances (or so he’d sworn) could he ever permit such an infliction, regardless of its reputed lifestyle benefits. I mean colonics and related indignities aside, get serious. Now however he’d gladly take it over amputation. Sighing with conflicted relief he closed his eyes again and stayed deliberately limp as his ankles and wrists were shackled next. He remained that way until the women hauled him to his feet between them.

“Come, small one. Into slave cage.”

Hobbled by leg irons, cradling his equally heavy manacles to his breast, Drake stumbled off the raised dais. Unperturbed, his tattooed captors hauled him along, toes dragging. Though he kept his eyes timidly lowered, he saw the circle of women part. Between two of those impossible braziers sat a long, low, narrow cart built to tow a row of five cages the size of an average telephone booth – if maybe half the height.

One was already occupied. A naked fat guy was wedged inside, unconscious despite the no doubt great discomfort of his cramping. Taking in the conservative buzz-cut and deep indentations at the bridge of the nose from a lifetime of wearing heavy glasses, Drake had just enough time to wonder if this too was an abductee from reality – or Earth, or wherever the hell he’d come from to get to wherever the fuck he was. He should have watched more Star Trek, or read some fantasy literature. Too late now, as he was being shoved into the adjoining box.

Thanks to his size and limberness, Drake fit almost comfortably by comparison. He couldn’t stand or even straighten his legs, but he managed to sit in a passable lotus position again despite the restriction of his shackles.

Perhaps he could deal with this insane situation by resuming his interrupted meditation.

Drake chuckled a bit giddily to himself. What the hell else could a person do but go into screaming hysterics? For a moment these actually seemed close. But then the slighter of his jailors thrust a metal goblet through the bars.

“Drink!”

The proffered draft was murky and musky and smoking slightly. Still keen to keep his thumbs (how else could he ever jerk off again, oh wait, oh shit that cage) Drake quaffed it in a swallow regardless.

He gulped lava and belched brimstone. Then he went under again as though clubbed.

***

Awareness returned more slowly this time, more gradually.

Blissful oblivion became infected by unconscious discomforts. Pain in many places insisted on recognition. A lulling rocking was interrupted by jostling, the movement violent enough to finally jolt Drake awake. He revived to find himself outside, if still chained in a mobile cage.

This one was bigger at least.

He was penned in the back of a wagon with over a dozen other naked men who’d been similarly restrained. They sat leaning back against the sides facing inwards, some talking gibberish to each other, some lost in private despondency or just unconscious.

Through the bars above him Drake saw the same old blue sky with puffy white clouds. Birds flitted across it. His wagon was part of a long train, all drawn by oxen with enormous horns. The trees to one side of the road were towering temperate old growth, a mixture of conifers and broadleaf varieties. When a mounted warrior with armor and sword cantered past on some errand, he was followed by a pair of pugnacious-looking war dogs similar to the Rottweiler.

Birds, horses, oxen, dogs; blue sky and yellow sun: this sure looked like Earth. He hadn’t been whisked away to another planet, so fuck Star Trek. Still where (or when) the hell was he? This was obviously an army on the march, but of the preindustrial variety. And the balmy air tasted impossibly clean and sweet, even with the unwashed stink of their scruffy wagon-mates to contend with. Drake highly doubted there was a giant floating garbage dump the size of Texas in any of this Earth’s oceans. Plastic hadn’t even been invented here yet, say hooray and okay.

“Hey. Hey you. You’re awake, right? Say something, dick-weed.”

Startled to be addressed, and in English, Drake turned toward the words.

He was seated near the front corner of the wagon. The man beside him was asleep; the one sitting kitty-corner was the fat nerdy guy he’d noticed earlier. Now he was peering myopically at him, obviously absent a pair of glasses. The indentations by his nose looked redder than ever. In contrast to all the other dirty, weathered men, and Drake’s own California tan, this dude looked ghostly white, as did the unconscious fellow in the corner. Drake guessed the three of them (the only three wearing chastity cages as far as he could see) had similar stories to share – if Tubby could just stop blubbering.

“What’s going on here? What’s happened to us? I know you’re not one of them.”

“No, I’m not. I’m Drake, from LA. America, you know, land of the Big Mac. You?’

The guy didn’t answer. He was still gibbering and quivering like a mound of Jell-O.

Drake supposed he couldn’t blame him. He was scared pretty shitless himself. But he’d done enough psychoactive drugs to know that the only way to get through a bad trip was to keep as calm as possible and just ride it out. Gently he extended a shackled hand to shake but the guy cringed away. Well, he started this conversation. Drake tried again.

“I was home meditating. I got sick, felt itchy, felt agony and blacked out. I came to in that weird tent with all the women. I don’t know what’s happened or where we are now. But as Dorothy said to Toto, I don’t think we’re in Kansas anymore.”

“I was praying.”

The guy between them had revived too. Shifting stiffly in his chains, he raised a prematurely balding head to cast a glance between them. They all seemed to be about the same age, though where Drake was whipcord thin and Tubby a bit obese, Baldy was merely portly. And where Drake immediately pictured Tubby planted before a computer screen twenty-two hours a day, this studious fellow would look more at home in a library or indeed at church. He reached to shake hands unhesitatingly.

“I’m Jeff, from Wisconsin. I’m a seminary student there, still a novice. The same thing happened to me. I was praying, perhaps more fervently than ever in my life. I was asking the Lord to ease my torment, to take temptation away.” Jeff shook his head helplessly. “If this was his response, he’s got a cruel sense of humor. All those half-naked ladies…”

He trailed off, dropping his head again. Drake turned back to try Tubby one more time.

“You’re an American too?” He rattled off the date, the name of several pop stars and the most recent winner of the Super Bowl. When Jeff nodded support and added “Coca-Cola and Donald fucking Trump,” their mutual compatriot settled a bit and nodded too.

“Bill Barkowski.’

He swallowed hard and looked around. A number of the other prisoners were watching and listening whether they understood or not, probably just for the distraction factor. Drake noted that a few of them actually were missing thumbs. Bill lowered his voice.

“I was just studying. I’m a grad student. Math. MIT. I’ve been working on some extremely esoteric linear algebra recently, super cutting-edge stuff.

“A proof like this could make my career – or at least get it started with a bang. I almost had it too. One minute I was so deeply involved I could taste the solution, everything coming together. The next I puked all over my shirt and keyboard. It felt like I was on fire. I passed out and woke up with that creepy kid hanging over me: no shirt, no shoes, no clothes at all, not even my watch or glasses. I can’t see crap without them. Where the hell are we?”

“Who knows? Looks like Earth but when?” Drake recited his observations: the yellow sun and blue sky, birds, horses, dogs and bovines. The untainted atmosphere and primitive weaponry suggested they’d possibly traveled into the past. Then again the impossible fires in the golden dishes hinted at some kind of super-advanced technology or magic, take your pick – to say nothing of the unknown means of their abduction. He admitted to being stumped.

Jeff kept his gaze down, perhaps mulling about God again. Drake let him be. Bill squirmed, scratching between rolls of fat. He reached up as though to adjust his glasses and whimpered at finding them gone. Perspiration gleamed on his already reddening skin. The land had opened out; the position of the glaring sun said it was about three o’clock. Casting his head back, Bill closed his eyes and spoke as if to that merciless sky.

“Maybe we’re caught in an alternate reality. You know, bouncing around the multiverse.”

“Come again?” Drake really wished he’d read his science fiction. He was strictly a Tom Robbins kind of guy. To his surprise it was the theologian that spoke up.

“It’s a fashionable theory in quantum physics right now. It says that our universe is but one of an infinite number of coexisting ones – the multiverse. That everything that could happen actually does happen in some other reality. So somewhere there’s a world where Trump lost, for example, or Germany won World War Two.”

“Huh.”

Now it was Drake scratching at himself. He suspected his fellow travelers were carrying some travelers of their own, and spreading them around. “So we’ve been taken to an Earth where the Enlightenment never occurred, where industry never advanced beyond simple metallurgy.” He sounded dubious even to himself.

“Maybe an Earth where magic writes the rules rather than science,” offered Jeff softly. Bill sniffed dismissively at this. Drake felt his own empiricism tested though. He was here after all, and he hadn’t taken any taxi to get here. Before he could follow up with Jeff however their discussion was interrupted.

***

“Magic! That be the word! The ones like you all use.”

A couple spaces down and across sat an old man, the oldest by far in the cart. He grinned slyly at them, showing all of three teeth. “Many time I see. Always hear.”

Drake shifted forward, excited to get input from the natives. He tried to be respectful although the smell of old urine, body odor and rotted teeth all made him want to retch.

“Tell me more, old father. You must be very wise. How do you come to use our tongue?’

Glad of a chance to show off, the old man moved over next to Drake. Equally eager for a show, the other prisoners made way for him. Several cast a glance at the whip-wielding driver of the wagon following theirs, then turned to observe the education of the newcomers.

“Name be Cor. We all slaves. Me slave many many…ages? You are special ones. Special of special, top of all ones brought here. Seen many, few now. Learn talk. Always you say ‘magic’ like…not real.”

The old man cackled. Others joined in hesitantly, earnestly trying to follow or learn. Less interested in metaphysics for the moment than in their immediate situation, Drake smiled agreeably back. Jeff and Bill deferred to his attempt at rapport.

“What others, Cor? You’ve seen many Americans, and other people too brought here? How is this done, and why?”

Cor searched for words.

“Many worlds. Many, many worlds. More worlds than…no can count all worlds.

“All worlds same, but different. Jia see worlds, take special men. A-mer-i-can best for her. Jia feed on them.” He smiled, his look sad and sly and somehow envious all at once. Bill gave a squeak while Jeff leaned tensely in. While it sure sounded like they might be onto something with this multiverse idea, the question of how they got wherever they were suddenly seemed less pressing than what was intended for them.

‘Who is Jia, father? What is this about feeding?”

Slowly growing more proficient as his grasp of their language returned, Cor began by providing a thumbnail sketch of his country. It seemed to be an island continent ruled for centuries (at least) by a sisterhood of powerful sorceresses. Their emblem of the eye signified an occult ability to see where others could not.

Beyond having the power to see and even access other realities, this psychic sight has guarded their realm from invaders for so long that the outside world has left them alone for untold generations. Perhaps understandably, gratitude and fear of ravagers have lately begun giving way to resentment of the sisterhood’s oppression. Yet so unchallengeable is their sight and might at home that only desperate lunatics dare to rebel – though apparently a band of these was slaughtered attacking the column from the forest just hours ago.

Currently they were on a regular patrol about the provinces to reinforce imperial control before swinging back around to return to the continent’s capital. And so after all this background the new slaves finally learned that their ultimate owner was the Empress Jia, the undisputed ruler of what was called Shatra and the head of this mystic sisterhood. According to Cor (and the uneasy nodding of those able to at least partly follow), she was a giantess, an unbeatable warrior-witch who had supplanted her mentor very young. After ruling for some dozen or so ‘sun-cycles’ now she’d already gained mythic status. All feared her exceedingly.

Again there were nods, and some men kissed their knuckles in what seemed to be a superstitious gesture to ward off misfortune – or evil. Seeing and listening to this, and noticing the way Cor was evading the main issue, made Drake catch the contagion. For a moment his mouth was too dry to speak. Jeff took up the interrogation for him.

“Why do you say she feeds on them – on us?”

Everyone shifted uncomfortably. Cor began obliquely again.

“Must understand. We all slaves, us, you. Slave not person. Property. No worth but work. Mistress or master kill, no crime. Only use what owner need. Jia need life, seed to keep power. Take special slaves. Call them ‘thralls’ in your words. Always kept locked.” Cor pointed to the chastity devices that distinguished the three of them.

“No fuck, no play, no spill, no waste. All for Jia to feed.

“Many go to her bed. None seen again. She stay strong. Thralls…” Again the old man looked both sympathetic and humorously envious as he poked a finger rapidly through his closed first. “Lot of fuck. Lot of hurt, lot of fun. Come and come and come. Too much come. Die young, but smile maybe. Only way for slave gain honor. Me, die shame, rope or drop at work. You think you no lucky. You much more lucky than Cor.”

Some of the others nodded agreement. Most signaled in the negative and a babble arose as the issue was translated and argued over. Was it better to be fucked to death quickly or worked to death slowly? For these fellows the question was academic. As for the Americans, Bill began whimpering again: oh shit, oh damn, this can’t be happening, et cetera.

Jeff was shaking his head, clearly appalled but smiling a little ruefully too.

Jehovah was obviously in one of his Old Testament moods. Drake already suspected the conflict the novitiate had been praying over was sexual in nature. This rather confirmed it. Obviously struggling with celibacy, homosexuality or both, he’d just been condemned to death by excess intercourse.

Still trying to take everything in stride, still put in mind of wild Shanelle, Drake found himself asking either the obvious or the ridiculous.

“Is Jia good-looking? Pretty?’

Cor broke off his argument to start another. Drake listened close. There were many points of agreement. Jia was undoubtedly beautiful. Jia had great breasts and ass. But Jia was huge and she was muscular, a fearsome warrior. The debate was over whether her size and power negated her sex appeal. How could a man be aroused by a woman capable of slaying them – as she appeared to do with every male she bedded?

Drake had heard enough. He leaned back against the bars again and closed his eyes.

Shanelle would certainly appreciate the fate he’d been handed. She was always pushing him to go further. Maybe she and Jehovah were both in on this trick. She made him address her as ‘Goddess’ during their sessions after all, a needling about his atheism. Drake just hoped her methods of inducing endorphin overload worked to his benefit in facing that fate.

He sighed, and tried to ignore everything for a time. Calmness, patience and acceptance: it wasn’t an indestructible sense of well-being. But at least it might be within reach. If only he wasn’t so hot and thirsty!

***

Fortunately their route soon left the open fields, where the dust of their passage hung in the air, clogged the lungs and stuck to their sweaty bodies. Being under the cover of trees completely was a huge relief, mosquitoes and all. And after another few miles their column straggled past a large cistern where a forest stream had been dammed. Finally skins of water were filled and liberally passed around.

Drake doused himself and drank until his belly was bursting.

Like the air, the water tasted so sweetly pristine it made the environmentalist him both rejoice in the experience and despair for his own society. Soon enough they were back on the open road though, baking in their cage and watching vast farms give way to sullen little villages. Even at these clusters of homes and shops, forges and hostels, there was little smoke going up. Drake recognized a lot of shiny parabolas, sun stoves in use, and the smells of evening meals being cooked outdoors made his stomach twist even in its bloating.

He had no idea how long it had been since his abduction but it felt like days since he’d eaten. He could hear big Bill’s obviously unaccustomed belly complaining too. Still the ride slogged on, as the sun slowly lowered and the density of dwellings swelled. At last the walls of a huge fortress rose on the horizon.

Well-laid stone, the road led straight to this. As the ramparts loomed ever higher, the villages turned into town and then city.

Wood and stone, even marble replaced mud brick, and fine metal and glasswork were everywhere. The alphabets in use were as indecipherable as the languages haranguing one and all, but sign-fronts and advertisements were recognizable anyplace.

A million delicious smells announced the dinner hour; a hundred vile ones reminded of the benefits of modern sanitation. The declining sun blazed on the face of the huge edifice ahead, a perimeter defense at least a hundred meters tall. As they approached what the restlessness of their fellows suggested was their destination, Drake discerned a switchback route up the front.

Already long rows of mounted troops were on the way up, the vanguard of this army. Oxen-drawn wagons laden with weapons and sundry other goods followed. As their own towed cage approached, Drake noticed the similar slave wagon ahead turning not with the road to begin the ascent but heading straight toward a set of large iron gates standing open at the base of that towering stone-block wall.

Soldiers stood watch, men and women integrated seamlessly it seemed. They passed between swords and spears into and through a long tunnel lit by little torch-sconce versions of the magical fire dishes they’d seen in the tent. Emerging at last behind that massive outer wall they found a wide courtyard before another enormous wall, the gloom of evening in the deep chasm driven back by gigantic versions of the same strange braziers.

The smells of animal shit and offal indicated nearby stables and stockyard. The clanging of hammers suggested never-ending blacksmithing going on. More iron and wood or merely barred gates in that second wall stood open or closed as convenience or protocol dictated. The slave wagons pulled up to one and halted at last.

One by one the wagons were unlocked.

Men clambered out of cages under the eye of overseers, the occasional crack of a whip punctuating the clanking of chains. Shuffling into place they were hurried as rapidly as their shackles allowed inside. Though their own cage was the second of five, Drake didn’t miss that it was the last to be opened and emptied. Nor was it lost on him that the scruffy overseer had been joined by one of those burly bosomy bald women.

Last out of the wagon were the three ‘thralls’. As they fell into line behind the others, Drake bringing up the rear, that bare-headed-and-breasted, whip-wielding beauty strode beside them. Mindful of the threat to his eyes, but unable to help himself, Drake kept peeking over at her.

Her tattooed skin was bronze rather than brown. The tits were bigger but remarkably similar. And Shanelle usually used a belt or riding crop rather than an actual whip. Still Drake again couldn’t help but be reminded of his friend from the gym, who’d been introducing him to endorphin highs that blew his mind. Of course those kinky excesses had other effects just as compelling. Dwelling on them next to this truly desirable reminder, with the fate revealed to him in the wagon impending, Drake found that most telling effect recurring. Unbelievable (and extremely unadvisable) as it seemed, he began getting an erection.

The metal cage containing his manhood enclosed his entire genitalia together. The pictures Shanelle showed him online were far more restrictive, often involving piercings or punishment spikes. His cage was roomier at least. Still in a way this worked to his detriment. Without such acute pain to immediately banish his attempt at tumescence, he continued to pointlessly – and conspicuously – throb and swell against the confining bars.

Now it was himself Drake couldn’t help peeking at as they neared the doors. He jumped when the minder beside him laughed and spoke in English.

“Soon, but not so soon, special one. You are saved for last. Tiny morsel, but tasty tidbit. You do not shrivel in fear. You rise eager. Very special, maybe.”

Drake felt a tiny twinge of hope amidst this madness.

He had a few more days at least. And bizarre as it was, it seemed the predilections his kinky workout partner had unleashed in him might indeed increase his worth here. Even if it wasn’t enough to spare him, it might at least ease the horror of his end. Maybe, like Cor said, he could even go out with a smile.




Chapter Two

Sharing

Provincial as they were, the ruling Sister’s quarters at the Governate of Makkan were considerably more comfortable than the command tent. Best of all a sizable library had accrued over the generations, which should come in handy shortly.

Last night’s newest disappointment notwithstanding, the fact that Elia had procured three Americans in a single afternoon was an unprecedented breakthrough. It needed to be investigated, not to mention replicated. That effort would begin immediately, this morning, as soon as the visiting Empress was properly refreshed.

Unlike the bathing basin brought with her command tent, the one built into her rooms here was of finest stonework, the highly polished pink marble veined with black and gold. Deeply oval and ornamented with baroque carvings, it easily accommodated giant Jia and her three attendants with plenty of room for more.

Exquisite oils softened the water.

Thousands of floating flowers perfumed it.

Steam arose in wisps.

The maids sent to bathe her were the loveliest in the governate, and while exalted at the honor earned they were mature enough not to be too nervous. Slowly, sensuously they soaped and scrubbed her every swell and crevice. Their lingering caresses emphasizing the mute offer in their adoring eyes, each subtly competed for her every sigh.

Jia knew she really ought to indulge them.

Servicing the Empress would be an honor they’d cherish forever, and the ruler had responsibilities to those under her, if only to maintain morale among the ranks. The whole reason for this tour was to refresh the imperial presence. And though she’d finally fed well last night on the first American, the experience had been far from optimal. An hour or so of orgasmic thrashing in the bath would help make up for that.

On any other morning Jia might have fitted on a phallus and done the fucking herself.

Send these tender young lovelies away all limping and whimpering, bruised and amazed at the mistress’ zeal. Let them brag that tale about the garrison!

Mina and Elia would be waiting for her however, with this momentous new development to exploit. The prospect of a ready supply of supremely vital vessels was a lure Jia couldn’t refuse. Finally she decided to compromise.

Swishing all her freshly washed hair around underwater one last time, she let her body float up to the surface and opened all her limbs in invitation.

The Empress didn’t even need to beckon. In a second she was cradling a naked maid in each arm while the luckiest appeared between her legs. Together they supported her, one stroking, squeezing and suckling each big slippery breast while the third turned her oral enthusiasm loose on the great mistress’ pink-petaled blossom.

Jia gasped and quaked and rode the waves of pleasure like the silky hot medium suspending her. Within minutes she was bucking and ejaculating, crying out ecstatic praise her maids would no doubt take to the grave. As soon as the contractions lapsed however Jia pulled herself back to the side of the tub and got her still faintly quivering legs back under her. To the maids’ timid dismay that no orgy in the offing accused them, she smiled reassuringly.

“That was sublime, my darlings. You bring pride to your calling. Great matters await though. Come, let us finish my hygiene. Make me as lovely as you three.”

Soon they were cooing ebulliently as they dried her, rubbed her body with lotions and brushed her hair. Jia sat while her feet were pored over and slipped into sandals, and a maid fitted the gold fillet of her office over her forehead. Upon standing they helped her into her black silk First Practitioner’s robe, richly brocaded in scarlet and gold.

Her own maids at home couldn’t have performed more flawlessly. Dismissing each with kisses that had them beaming through weeping, Jia left the inner apartments behind. Emerging from a hallway into a comfortable consulting room normally used by the displaced garrison commander for private meetings with close subordinates or important visitors, she found both of her own in attendance. Seated in soft armchairs about a low table, Mina and Elia (the latter still in her white Acolyte robe, her feet curled up under her), sat sipping glasses of spiced cider.

This was a local specialty. With servants ordered beyond earshot, Jia poured a glass for herself from the decanter. Formality or any greetings indeed were superfluous between her and Mina. And though this was her first time welcomed into the Empress’ semi-exclusive presence, Elia picked up on this preference easily. Both remained seated and silent as their sovereign took her own chair.

On the table sat a Seer’s stone, a large gypsum crystal worn by one witch in order to share her visions with others, and to draw upon their strength in return. No doubt this was the one Elia had recently worn for the first time. Despite her unprecedented success, Jia knew the experience could be overwhelming to the initiate. Prepared to be as forbearing as with her awed and fawning maids, she opened their meeting with well-earned praise.

***

“I am deep in your debt, Sister Elia.

“Though the ceremony lies ahead yet, let me be the first to call you that. We are Sisters. Other ranks aside, you have equal status with your Empress in that.

“Every adept of the Sisterhood of the Oculus shares a bond of unavoidable honesty, one that guarantees that equality. And adolescent though you are, I think we can all agree that no mere Acolyte could have achieved your feats yesterday. Not even Mina or I could try without disregarding everything else in the realm. So I thank you, from the bottom of my endless need. These Americans can be potent beyond compare for me.”

“The great mistress honors me beyond excuse.”

The girl dropped those extraordinary eyes, pulling into a smaller ball on her seat. Jia was about to demur when Mina picked up on her qualification.

“They ‘can be’ potent beyond compare. These thralls are not ideal so far, are they? Once again they just haven’t the temperament. I may have erred in sending you the cowardly fat one first. Despite all that extra flesh I sense him seriously deficient in eros if not anima as well. Again, hardly worth the effort to bring the pig through.”

“I will be the judge of that,” reminded Jia, using a finger to nudge her fillet. “And still the remarkable accomplishment stands. Our pearly Sister here is an amazement and a treasure, and a budding prodigy to nurture with eager hope. She may have the talent to make armies unnecessary someday. I would be honored and glad to be supplanted by her so.”

Jia smiled more encouragement at the shy child a fraction her size. Elia relaxed enough to smile back and sip her cider. Mina wouldn’t let it go though.

“Tell us about this latest thrall, mistress. What was the reaction of the fat one? Something curious may be at work, something contrary to the ordinary. It might give us a place to start figuring these mysteries out.”

Hesitating, Jia sat back and sipped some cider herself.

She wasn’t concerned about undermining the girl’s accomplishment, or revealing details of what went on during draining. It was all the kids had talked about when she was an Acolyte too. She just didn’t want to dwell on lingering frustrations after such a positive development. Mina must have seen something important though, so Jia sighed and described the previous night’s unsatisfactory feeding.

‘You were right. This one is all flesh with little inner energy. His endurance for torture is less than that of a child. He swoons at the first taste of pain. Terror is his only consistent state. He must be forcefed potions to gain any erection and even under expert, relentless stimulation he feels no arousal.

“Engaging in either form of intercourse was unfortunately pointless and beneath me – although as usual I enjoyed the richest exudations while the Afflicters buggered the bawling and squalling hog. After that it took several spells of suggestion to convince him he was somewhere else. Losing his virginity to a street girl was the only memory we could tap. Finally after endless furious effort Kala and Pell got him to ejaculate into me. But it was only by choking the puling thrall almost beyond recall.”

Jia shook her head, contemptuously remembering.

“And extraordinarily rich and potent as the seed was, and for as long as I managed to sustain the orgasmic spasms, climaxing was nothing more than a joyless reflex for the pathetic pig. Absurdly well-fed as he is, this one has less passion in him than one of our own slaves. I doubt he will manage to ejaculate even one more time, no matter how badly we blind his mind with erotic illusions.

“Still the thrall remains plump enough for a few more drainings. And the anima of these Americans, even when scanty, has an unrivalled potency, just like their seed. One day we must truly learn why this is so. For now though it is enough to have claimed three fresh vessels and to have the path opened to potentially many more. That is the overriding issue here. So how does all this fit in with your ‘contrary knowledge’ Mina?”

The Second Practitioner tucked back an errant lock of hair.

“It doesn’t unfortunately. It’s the smallest of the new thralls that interests me. He represents an intriguing anomaly. I couldn’t figure how or why Elia isolated on him. Too tiny and skinny, though his member is respectable enough. However, Nala reported seeing that member swelling.

“The thrall displayed unmistakable carnal arousal in her presence. Nor does he weep or reek of fear like the others. He hasn’t become dissociated or lost his mind as outworlders often do. I suspect that puny body harbors more eros and anima than the other two men put together. It makes little sense, but you will be the one to judge.”

“He is very rare.”

Elia’s first contribution in council was little more than a whisper. Jia eagerly drew her out.

“Rare how, Elia? Is it in the breeding, like with you?”

“No, mistress. He differs that way no more than any other human. But something about him drew me like a lodestone. The others were very difficult to differentiate. He was not. Why this might be, I cannot imagine. But like Second Practitioner Mina says, I believe he will prove the most fruitful for you.”

Jia was intrigued.

Pig-males were unappealing sexually regardless of how those ample reserves of energy could be tapped along with their eros and anima. Tiny or not it would be beyond overdue to bed a man remotely worthy of her for a change.

“Well, I shall postpone the pleasure then. Leave him until last as you had planned. And once again you will have my unbounded gratitude, whether you two are correct in your assessment or not. But for now let us go over the captures carefully again, in more detail. This was your first time wearing the Seer’s Stone, Elia. How did it go?”

Animation filled the girl’s face at last. She almost began to babble.

Jia and Mina both listened with a trace of affectionate indulgence as Elia recalled an experience no less compelling for them despite its familiarity. Serving as the primary eye with the power of the Conclave behind you was about as exhilarating as it could get – feeding on an attractive willing male aside. At last the girl got past the initial rush to describe more nuanced perceptions.

“It wasn’t like sharing the view from support at all. I could see clearer and further by far than ever before. I saw not only the Urganthers across the Sea of Cyclones but the Wheeled Ones beyond, and vast jungles where humans still live without glass or metal.

“Forgive me, Empress, I fear I dallied. There was so much to see! Snakes as long as trees, predatory birds the size of yourself and incredible creatures extinct here for eons, like elephants, aurochs and knife-toothed cats. Finally Second Practitioner Mina had to goad me to go beyond this world. Of course when I did…Oh Empress you know how it is: all of infinity opened itself up to me!

“Worlds upon worlds spun before the eye of my mind like cards being shuffled from an endless deck. I could feel Mina guiding me, searching for the reality these particularly potent others call their own. Yet she and the other Sisters will confirm that I did not need this. I felt the way forward worn before me both by you two and many others previous. I sent my sight hurtling into the world of the Americans and I saw all of the appalling things reported to me.”

The girl shuddered and took a fortifying sip.

“I was traumatized and terrified. How could such a place even be? Descriptions do not do it justice. The Sisters supported me however and I recalled my mission. I moved in on a populated area but the people of this world are so incredibly numerous and densely packed that they were as the swarming of ants. There was nothing to distinguish one from the rest. Finally however I sensed a focus of extremely intense abstract involution, a lowering of mental barriers that led me at last to the cowardly fat one.

“His deep preoccupation left him vulnerable and we claimed him. Everyone celebrated and rested. Encouraged by my success we tried again. The second attempt was different however.”

Jia leaned forward, her own spiced cider forgotten.

So far everything Elia said jibed with the Sisterhood’s communal experience – except for the ease of the girl’s access to America. What had changed for her then?

“Again I put on the Seer’s Stone. Again it was like a wonderful lens, empowering my sight and might unimaginably. This time there was no dallying. I found my way back to that disturbing reality instantly and effortlessly: America. I could feel the Sisters’ astonishment at my discernment. They could not have picked it out without costly searching.

“Again I encountered poison and emotional commotion beyond bearing. There were more humans than grains of sand in a desert, all howling in a gyre. Yet this time one stood out almost immediately. There was an intensely potent energy presence that I could sense but not define.

“I sought it out easily. It proved to be a rather small man.

“He had none of the extra flesh we’ve come to expect. I could feel the supporting Sisters’ perplexity. But he was exquisitely defenseless mentally. And on some level the others were unable to share, he stood forth like a cynosure to me. He burns with a keenness of purity. I can’t put it any better than that because I don’t really know what I mean. I only knew he was very special compared to the others and so we took him.’

“Very easily too,” added Mina. “He came right through.”

“You felt none of this difference, this burning purity, even sharing her vision?”

Jia felt a tingle of awe as Mina shook her head.

No Sister could conceal perceptions from another adept while sharing the vision trance. That was what she’d meant about the bond of unavoidable honesty. The child was truly unique. “And so you tried a third time?”

“It went like the first attempt, mistress. I found America with ease, but no other anomalies arose. After a struggle I isolated and secured the third. But I was greatly weary by the end.”

“No doubt, brave Sister!” Jia leaned in and kissed her on the brow, right where she hoped to place her fillet some day. “Again I say: wondrously done!

‘I don’t understand your achievements either, though I can certainly appreciate them. The next time you try, I will participate in the vision as well, share and support and see what I can perceive too. Let me study up on the matter, and drain these three thralls.

“As you know, I often absorb memories or impressions along with everything else. If the small one is as special as you suspect, he may be able to supply me the insight we need, provided the answer is not right here in the archives. Let us spend this week preparing to try again.”

Mina was already nodding.

“I recommend we remain here another ten days anyway, mistress. Hanging the fanatics to rot along our road in has stirred up more discontent than expected. There will be further death-seekers to deal with. We should allow them time to gather and organize before moving in to wipe them all out at once.

“In the meantime, we can hold a complete ascension ceremony for our special Elia here. I know we hardly ever bother with it these days. But not since the Empress herself has anyone been made a full Sister at only seventeen sun-cycles. What say you, Sister Jia?”

“I say to go ahead and make the arrangements. Adjust our travel schedule. Deal with the elimination of fanatics. Plan to gather the Seers again once I’ve exhausted all resources here. And by all means, let us measure Elia for scarlet and have a suitable party!”

‘It will be done, Empress!”

***

“Ohio.”

“Columbus.”

“Vermont.”

“Montpelier.’

“Ouch. Thought I might get you there. Okay then…Alaska.”

“Juneau.” Drake didn’t even hesitate and Jeff threw up his hands

‘Juneau. D’you-know, this game is stupid. I can’t stump you on a single state capital. Let’s go back to playing paper-scissors-rock for the Stanley Cup Championship: four-round tournament, best out of seven series.”

“Forget it. That much repetition will put me to sleep. I like to stay up at night.”

It was their second one incarcerated in the depths of the huge fortress. No one knew how many they had left. And here they were wasting them: playing silly games to pass the time and keep from dwelling on Bill’s empty cell – and their own impending date with fate.

No one did them the benefit of leaving them guessing.

On arrival they were ushered past a guardroom and into a tunnel-like corridor with a succession of further branching halls all blocked by more barred doors. Clearly these led to communal slave quarters, for chained men gathered to hoot and point at their groins and otherwise mime fucking and dying. The men in line ahead of them were sorted into these chambers, until the three thralls were led alone to a last aisle of six individual cells.

Three on a side, these were the size of a narrow closet, their stone walls and iron bars as inescapable as any death row hell-hole. Each American was installed in an adjoining cage, where in addition to their existing shackles a heavy iron collar and chain secured them to the wall.

Bread and water waited and a woven mat on the floor was the only comfort. The bald guard, clearly part of a special cadre, teased them too some more before leaving. She did so again less than an hour later, after Bill was dragged away blubbering and raving.

No one needed to tell them he wouldn’t return. Jeff and Drake were left with nothing to do but try and prepare for their own impending ends.

Unsurprisingly Jeff tried praying.

Ignoring the patrolling guards he knelt in a corner and picked up where he’d been interrupted. Drake on the other hand pursued interaction. He spoke to everyone that passed. While a few of the turnkeys knew a word or two, only the bald, bare-breasted women in authority had enough experience with his kind to really communicate.

They were remarkably eager to do so.

Like the slaves in the wagon, they wanted to expand their horizons. In return they enjoyed hinting about the sex-death upcoming even to the point of flirting some. One who named herself Nala (the first to recognize Drake’s arousal) had actually sat chatting with him through many of the long dark hours while Jeff and the rest of the dungeon slept. While improving her English she actively encouraged Drake’s perverse excitement and urged him to indeed make the most of Jia’s feeding. Wallowing in willingness was so much more rewarding all around. Nala only wished she knew how to drain a thrall…

“What did she tell you?”

“Huh?” Drake was stirred from recollection to find himself swelling again.

“That guard you were talking to all night. The one with the tits who keeps teasing you. She’s getting into your head isn’t she? You’re actually starting to look forward to this aren’t you?”

“Maybe.” Drake squirmed a bit, rotating the heavy collar where it pinched.

“So what’s the story? What really happens to us up there?”

Now it was the other iron pinching him again. Drake cleared his throat and shared what he’d learned. It didn’t help that pinching.

“Apparently this witch can absorb some kind of energy from our emotions. Pain, lust, awe, excitement, any strong passion in her presence strengthens her. So we can expect both torture and relentless sexual stimulation. But that’s merely foreplay.

‘She can also use ejaculation to somehow siphon off our very vitality. She can artificially prolong orgasm for that purpose. It takes three or four occasions, but seldom more than a night or two to irreparably drain the life from a man. That’s how they get the power to rule this world.

“For whatever reason, we Americans seem to provide more energy, or at least last longer, which is why they go to the trouble of abducting us. But like they told us in the wagon, whatever she does to them, no one brought to the Empress’ chambers ever returns.”

Drake heard the ache in his voice and stopped. Jeff heard it too and shook his head.

“Okay, impending death has a way of making you face uncomfortable facts. I’m finally ready to admit to being a hundred-percent gay. But I don’t get it, Drake. What’s the appeal of dying in any fashion?”

“I don’t want to die.” Drake looked over through the bars. “Who does? But if I have to check out at twenty-three, I can think of about a billion worse ways to go. It’s almost fitting for me. I’ve been seeing this girl…”

“Yeah?”

“Well she… I mean we…” Drake stumbled to a halt, his face heating uncomfortably.

“Listen, why don’t you tell me your story while I think of how best to put it. I bet I can guess most of it already. You chose the priesthood as a way to make celibacy a virtue rather than a necessity.”

Jeff snorted. “I’m not a potential pedophile if you’re wondering. It’s not that kind of deviance I’m suppressing. I’m just a garden-variety gay guy brought up to believe buggery’s a sin. My family, my whole peer group would ostracize me if they knew. So I choose a life without sex entirely instead of being repudiated by everyone I value. Only I quickly discovered half the guys in the seminary are trying the same dodge – and failing.

“It didn’t take me long to fail either.

“People just aren’t meant to live without intimacy. So this other novice and I, we kissed a bit and traded blowjobs. A direct violation of our vows, not to mention Holy Scripture. I couldn’t believe I’d done it. So there I was, praying for forgiveness, guidance, punishment or something. And the next thing I know…” He shook his head again. “Women do absolutely nothing for me.”

Bolstered despite the other’s despair, Drake finally found himself able to discuss his own recent unconventional lifestyle.

“All right. I met this girl Shanelle at the health club.

“I’m a huge endorphin fiend, and we pumped a lot of iron together. She talked me into letting her whip me as a way to get an even more powerful rush. She said it was much better than running or weightlifting and she was right. It was awesome, well worth the hurt. In fact the hurt made it feel earned, like getting over the wall in a marathon only ten times as intense. I couldn’t get enough of it. Soon I was letting her do other things to me too, giving me colonics and stuff, just in exchange for continuing to whip me. And I have to admit, every bit of it turned me on.

“Femdom, she called it. Female domination. There’s a whole kinky subculture out there that she was a dedicated member of. You know, real Marquis De Sade shit. She was constantly trying to coax me in deeper – and fuck me wobbly, but she was succeeding.”

Drake had to take a steadying breath. Damn, his cock hurt again.

“Unfortunately I mean that literally.

“A little perfectly natural cocksucking aside Jeff, this girl liked nothing better than to strap on a dildo and butt-fuck me! And a hundred-percent hetero or no, I was actually getting addicted to that too. So I’ve been trying to resist temptation as well, you see. Now I find myself trapped in the ultimate female-dominated universe, about to be sexually victimized by its figurehead.

“It’s like the epitome of where my ‘Goddess’ was leading me. I had just refused to take the next step on my own. So frankly, my friend, I’ll accept my deity’s twisted sense of justice over yours any day of the week.”

They laughed ruefully together.

Quiet fell as they listened to clanging doors signaling the coming of night. Soon most of the magical fires would go out as mysteriously as they ignited.

“Well, I’m going to pray anyway, brother,” sighed Jeff. “I don’t know what else to do.”

Atheist Drake refrained from comment.

He was considering meditating after all. Whatever gets you through the night was more than just a cliché on death row. Calmness eluded him however.

He wanted to talk to Nala again. Then instead of meditating he found himself dwelling on Shanelle some more. For a girl he’d never penetrated or even really kissed (her cheerfully spurning feet aside); for a woman he didn’t love or feel romantic toward at all, she’d certainly had a profound influence on him.

He supposed he ought to be grateful, given the circumstances. Drake closed his eyes and remembered their last tryst. Not his wife, girlfriend or even a real lover, she’d again wanted to put a chastity device on him! Oh, how she’d be snickering now…

***

The first few times they’d gotten together had been at Drake’s apartment.

Their pursuits were embarrassingly noisy however, with all the slapping of straps, screams and exhortations. Once they’d learned enough trust, rooted in mutual understanding of the value of what they’d found in each other, they quickly changed the venue of their approximately weekly ‘workout’ sessions to Shanelle’s house. Her basement was most appropriately equipped.

All that remained of the original recreational space was the keg-bearing bar at one end, a couch and the huge TV on the wall – though this now showed only an endless succession of bondage and domination videos. The rest of the big room had been remodeled into a fetishist’s private dungeon.

Racks of implements, closets full of bondage gear and restraining devices for furniture were but the least of it. Gagged and wrapped in chains, Shanelle’s perpetually cuckolded husband Roy was kept locked in an oversized bird cage. Hanging there he was forced to witness even their companionable exchanges of flagellation for sodomy, or ‘pegging’ as the mistress of the house referred to it. Though Drake was always naked and Shanelle often close to it, there was really no infidelity involved. Drake suspected the guy was there as much as an abject object lesson to him as a source of enjoyment for his hosts. Finally Shanelle revealed her ultimate aim again.

For the last few hours Drake had been locked into a set of stocks. His back latticed with welts and all splattered with dried candle wax, she had him bent way over with his extensively paddled, strapped and caned hindquarters thrust most invitingly up. He was facing that cage, trying to ignore Roy’s obvious anguish while the poor guy’s wife cried out repeated orgasms.

Super-fit Shanelle, wearing only her strap-on cock and a cup-less leather bra (the draping chains of which hid almost nothing of her protuberant little tits) had been drilling him more tirelessly than ever. His neck and wrists galled raw, his bowed torso in agony, legs trembling helplessly and backside throbbing both inside and out, Drake still wasn’t anywhere near using his safe word. But at last his ‘Goddess’ hammered out one last climax and abandoned his ass.

Panting in aftermath, Drake felt a hand between his legs. Shanelle gripped him and began stroking and bending his erection, testing the fierceness of its steely need. Drake groaned in harmony with the jealously watching hubby.

“Bet you can’t wait to get home and jerk this thing.”

Drake’s quavering plaint was confirmation enough.

“That’s a filthy waste you know. You really ought to let your Goddess lock this up. Orgasms are far more satisfying when they’ve been earned over time. Isn’t that right, boy-toy Roy?”

A mania of desperation flamed through blearing tears. The urgency of the nod was self-evidently honest.

“Show him what you endure for me.”

Bird-perched Roy spread his deeply bent knees. Not only was he spiked like a pedestal on a giant upright cock in there; his own poor dick was locked into a uselessly straining semicircle by the steel rings and piercings linking him inseparably balls-to-glans.

“Having an outside authority control your orgasmic activity can do wonders for your body and spirit. Forget about meditating. Not only is all that otherwise squandered sexual energy kept safely contained. It is inevitably directed toward self-improvement. Roy darling, if I promised you sixty seconds of jerking yourself in exchange for sucking off Drake here, you’d leap at the opportunity, wouldn’t you dear? Don’t you always?”

The flagrant mix of misery, self-disgust and eager hope certain to be crushed blazing in that red-rimmed gaze was as unfathomable as the even more eager agreement. Goddamn, dude…

“See? And Roy’s as straight as you are, or at least he used to be. With the right lever you can move mountains, or even change the whole world.”

“I like my world the way it is, I think,” Drake managed, unable escape the raving weight of that gaze. Meanwhile Shanelle was still fondling him. For a moment he’d felt such unreasoning allegiance to his dispenser of whipping and pegging that he’d almost caught himself considering her suggestion. Then she laughed and slapped his ass, and began releasing him from the stocks.

Twenty minutes later Drake was home – and masturbating just as furiously as prophesied. Only suddenly he was picturing himself locked up forever and begging Shanelle for release.

Instead she laughed, peed in his face and whipped-whipped-whipped and pegged-pegged-pegged him to within an inch of his life before leaving him all tied up and spiked on a dildo overnight, gagged and helpless in his own bedroom and watching impotently while she banged an endless succession of guys on what used to be his futon. Afterwards she had them…

Uh-uh-uh-uh-uh-aaaaaahhhhh! Damn, he’d come so hard the jizz hit the bottom of his chin! Now less than two weeks after that involuntary bout of insanity his cock had been locked up indeed. And his whole world had been altered in his mistress’ image after all.

It was a funny old multiverse all right.

***

Drake looked down.

Only one torch was left burning at the end of the corridor. It was enough for him to see the way his cage twitched with every throb of his terribly cramped cock. With Jeff snoring next door he unselfconsciously tugged at it, trying uselessly to find a less confining position. Nala’s soft laugh startled him into blushing.

“The small thrall is impatient to be drained.”

Having arrived silently, she sat on the floor just outside his bars. Grateful for her lovely company (how many condemned men enjoy such a privilege?), Drake eased as close on his side as the chain to his collar allowed.

“Your speech improves amazingly, Nala. And you are right. I would give myself to you right now if I could.”

Nala’s smile was proud and wistful both.

“I am an Afflicter, not a Seer. My mystic gifts are small. They help me learn, and to read a thrall though his movements and smells as much as his words. But I have no talent to make use of the passions I have been trained to stimulate. And draining men is for the Empress only. Still if I am lucky, and earn favor by convincing you to be willing, I may be chosen to attend Jia while she feeds on you. Then we will have our fun together, you and I.”

“Do some men really enjoy it, Nala? Being drained, I mean?”

“Many men did once. Now it is usually only outworlders, like you. I have heard the Sisterhood’s arts, while keeping our armies from rape and other bad behaviors, have bred too much fear and weakness into our men. Plus as desirable as Jia is, her size and might tend to scare more than just men. Some maids too are afraid; others very sorry after. You feel opposite, yes?”

‘Yes, Nala. Mighty women excite me. Even being tortured by them excites me. Right now I want you to whip me so bad…”

“You want more. I smell your craving and shame. You want sex as women have it. This is good. Always Afflicters do this. Most men suffer much. If you enjoy, that makes you special a hundred times. Giant Jia may take you herself, feed on lust and thrill as well as pain and shame.”

Drake tugged at his cramping again. Belatedly realizing what he was doing and why, he looked up to see Nala had shifted her harness and was rubbing her own crotch. Her gaze had glazed with fantasizing.

“You are so very rare, thrall, in so many attractive ways. Even your size has come to be appealing to me. If only you were sold on open market! I would have you for mine always. I would hurt and pleasure and excite you endlessly. I would fuck you every way, every day. I would suck and try to drain you nightly. I grieve that this can never be.”

Drake regretted it a million times worse. He nodded at her diddling fingers.

“If you come in here, I will tongue and suck that for you. Do your men do that here?”

Nala laughed, regarding him fondly.

“You want to do sex like a woman again. Only maids and girls together do that. What man could possibly know how? I would let you try though. I would squash and rub and hump – very rough and fun anyway. But not tonight. Seers cannot be fooled. I must get permission before unlocking this door. Instead, I must do for myself. You will watch, and grow ever more eager for your cage to come off.”

“I can’t wait,” said Drake, to both prospects. It seemed frustrated voyeurism was in his destiny after all as well. But seriously: did Nala just agree to let him eat her pussy?

***

It seemed she had. But it wasn’t until two days later that the affectionate Afflicter returned to do so. And by then Drake was all alone in his little cellblock.

They’d come for Jeff shortly after dinner.

As thralls they were provided vegetables and even meat along with their bread and water. The knowledge that they were only being fattened for a feast didn’t deter Drake’s appetite. The longer he lasted in this Empress’ embrace the better. Jeff by contrast could hardly swallow.

He knew his time was nearly up and his despair only increased as his bizarre execution approached. Sometimes he wept quietly or prayed. More often he just sat and stared morosely at nothing. When a pair of bald Afflicters finally appeared (neither of them Nala) and moved to unlock his cell however, he managed to maintain dignity.

“Looks like this is it. So long, brother. It was good getting to know you. I’m glad I didn’t have to face this alone.”

“Yeah.” Unable to reach to shake hands, Drake sketched him a little salute. “You’re a good man, Jeff. I’m sorry this happened to you. But I’m glad you were there for me too. At least it proves I’m not dreaming. Stay strong, brother.”

“I’ll try. You…well, enjoy it for both of us. I think I’m about to puke and piss myself, personally.”

He gave a weak chuckle as he was led away, which was certainly better than Bill’s weeping and shrieking. Drake saluted him again as he disappeared, a guy who’d certainly deserved better from his family, culture and luck.

After that Drake was left alone to try to settle his competing feelings.

Sorrow for Jeff led to resentment over the injustice of their abduction.

Regardless of their needs and his own proclivities, nothing gave these women the right to steal their lives. Murder was a crime in any society, to say nothing of random kidnapping. At the same time, this ruthless victimization stirred the submissive compulsion Shanelle had cultivated in him tremendously. And despite that dark excitement Drake still harbored a very real fear of his approaching extinction.

Try as he might to disguise and subsume this by ‘making the most of things’, terror and despair and poignant regret over decades of opportunity denied remained as much a threat as they had for Jeff. Fortunately Drake had help in fortifying his defenses. After giving him just enough time to mourn his friend and sort through his torn emotions, that blessed distraction came to his rescue.

Doors had quit clanging and torches winked out. Not even trying to meditate, Drake slouched against the stone wall at his back. In the dancing yellow of the lone remaining light he thought about how he’d give anything right now for a good long repetitive paper-scissors-rock tournament. Then the door to the cellblock opened and beaming Nala slipped inside, closing it just as softly behind her.

“I have come for you, little one.”

Teeth gleamed in the dim and big dark eyes twinkled. “The great mistress has given her permission. She is gratified by your willingness and amused by your wishes. I am allowed to test you and prime you for her, though not to exhaust your eagerness. Do you still wish to afflict me, delicious young thrall?”

“I wish for decades as your sex-toy slave,” avowed Drake in all honesty. If there was no going back to California, why not? “But I’ll take whatever I’m allowed. Your allure captivates me more than all these bars and chains.”

To his surprise Drake saw a blush appear on those pretty bronze cheeks as Nala moved to unlock his cell. “You are what we call a ‘sugar-talker. Say nice things to cozen a dim maid.”

“We say honey-tongue. So let me prove it to you. Let my honey-tongue provide a lifetime of climaxes in one wild night.”

Nala’s smile was answer enough as she opened his cage. Leaving the door wide (he was still shackled hand and foot and chained by his collar to the wall after all), she hurried to join him.

Half-sitting Drake moved to rise and she pushed him back down.

Without ceremony she straddled his body, her leather-girded crotch coming down right atop his chastity cage. Oh, those full breasts were right in his face, sexily separated by the straps of the body harness that crossed between them! Muscular arms covered in tattoos clasped his head and drew him directly to the puckered nub of an erect nipple.

“Maids like to play this way as well. It is even rumored Jia lets specially favored thralls feed on her in return, in order to further extend their lingering deaths. So let us begin our pretending as we choose: either as maiden lovers just learning or Empress and impossibly honored thrall. No one need admit to which.”

Replying would be rude with his mouth full. And why bother explaining that in his world men were fixated by tits and needed no fantasy to embellish their worship? He let the fervency of his servicing make words superfluous.

One quivering breast after another Drake suckled as if indeed it provided the most luscious vital sustenance. Nala moaned as joyously as any California girl, and was soon rubbing her saddle against his cage as if friction and need might wear the iron and leather away. Her moans were interrupted by gasping praise.

“Oh slave! You do know how to please like the most skillful maid! I had heard that women are abused in America. Were those not lies, or are you rare in your land as well?”

Drake came up gasping for breath himself.

“Evil men hurt women and often go unpunished. Good men live in love and treat them equally. Some few worship women beyond reason. We seek a lifetime of pleasing them. We develop our skills accordingly, just as you have.”

“Jia must learn of this!” Nala groaned, as Drake resumed his slavish licking, nibbling and suckling. “We must have more like you!”

As little as he wished to condemn others to his fate, Drake wasn’t about to stint on his servicing. His mania for that worship was overriding everything else. As compelling as his dalliance with Shanelle had been, it lacked the romantic connection he’d so quickly established with lovely and affectionate Nala. That she was an expert in torture and sexual stimulation was already secondary to her personal appeal. When she at last pulled her tits away Drake was throbbing so painfully beneath her ever-shifting weight that he wanted to cry his desperation to the entire dungeon. Instead he didn’t hesitate to worsen his frustration.

“Now we shall see,” Nala breathed. “Now you will perform for me. Caged or not, you will have me climax for all the times fate has denied.”

“Yes mistress!”

The honorific came automatically, as did obedience when Nala lifted and gestured for him to shift and lie back on his sleeping mat. The second she swung astride his face and pulled aside the already soaked leather strap between her legs he went even more ardently to work.

And so began Drake’s second dalliance with a dominant woman, already so much better than the first. Soon enough she would be torturing him like Shanelle on super-steroids, and hopefully expertly pegging him too before helping to put him sexually to death. For the present however, and the few days left in his cell, he poured all of his fear, excitement and lustful awe of the omnipotent feminine into gratifying this epitome of it. In his way he was training himself (and being deliberated trained in turn) for his coming encounter with that ideal’s godhead.

Drake quickly proved an adept in his own right.

Whether performing like a maid indeed or just repudiating Nala’s sexism, he brought her to the first of those promised climaxes in minutes, the second not long after. Each time she gushed fluid copiously and even squirted on him; perhaps these women had evolved a more powerful orgasm in their millennia of ascendancy. It certainly seemed so from the force of her shuddering. And time and again it was Nala that shrieked out loud enough to wake the entire complex.

Who could never learn how to do it, mistress?

No matter.

Drake’s demonstrated expertise didn’t prevent Nala proceeding to ‘squash, rub and hump’ him to several more such thrilling defilements. It was ‘very rough and fun’ for all involved after all. And he truly might have been content to go on urgently performing all night, determined to afflict Nala with every bit of ecstasy he’d promised.

Mistress had her orders however.

After what could only have been between two and three hours she’d finally climbed off his slathered face. She wiped his lips and actually kissed him, then murmured her praise and appreciation before slipping out and locking him in again.

No doubt she had an important report to make.

Drake was left to spend the rest of the night alone, his head spinning between giddiness and new dismay. How he couldn’t wait for lovely Nala to return! But what might she be telling the Empress about America?

The following few days – as far as he knew the last of his life – Drake spent meditating as much as he could. He napped after his evening adventures and dreamed of Shanelle turning into Nala turning into some glorious being he couldn’t quite see, her divine brilliance was just too blinding. But oh how she whipped and pegged and smother-rubbed and gushed on him endlessly before performing some even more hideously thrilling act, one he eagerly succumbed to in the full knowledge that it was gradually killing him…

Awake again Drake mused too much on these too-specific imaginings. He dwelled on erotic memories while his caged cock throbbed and his balls began to visibly bloat – something snuck into his food perhaps, or an effect of the strange potion he was now being given every morning. Groaning at the pain in his stretching scrotum, he mixed his memories, anxieties, fantasies and lusting-dreading speculation into a feverish turmoil while he lay about waiting helplessly for the end. This was preferable to dwelling on his empty future, if hard on his already badly cramped manhood. Of course that was nothing to what he joyously suffered soon enough.

Two more nights Nala came to his cell. And oh my blessed heavens, in reward for her information she’d been given permission to bring along her cock.

Whether the Afflicter affixed this big ivory prick to her own crotch or to the outside of his seemingly shrinking chastity device, she rode Drake so spectacularly that those caged bloats seemed to boil and bulge like a pressure-cooker about to blow.

Oh, it hurt so incredibly bad, but in a way it was so good! Shamelessly in love with his jailor, the prisoner thought nothing more of his actions possibly contributing to the abduction of more Americans. He could only lick and suck, give and take hard prick in a frenzy of impotent desperation the likes of which he’d barely glimpsed in the eyes of old boy-toy Roy .

Having your erection locked away certainly seemed as affecting as Shanelle had suggested. The future of both himself and his countrymen would have to take care of itself.




Chapter Three

Initiation

The library at Makkan was as good as the Empress remembered.

Brightly lit by fire-dishes that needed only the simplest spells to evoke or adjust, the huge cedar-paneled room was designed to baffle sound as well as vermin. As elegantly appointed and comfortable as the Ruling Sister’s quarters, the only disturbance came from the whisper of turning pages and Jia’s frustrated sighs.

This study was still going nowhere.

After nearly a week of poring through every tome, scroll and memory crystal stored here, it was clear the answers they needed so badly must lie elsewhere. Not even being flush with the energy of the first two new thralls (infuriatingly substandard as they’d proved) helped her toward understanding. Unless it was recorded elsewhere it seemed Elia’s feats were truly unprecedented in the history of the Sisterhood.

Disgruntled as she was to be stymied this way, both by lack of lore and men inconceivably incapable of being aroused by her, Jia cheered herself with the thought that both situations might soon be remedied, and coincidentally.

Thanks to an alert Afflicter, the third thrall was not only already proving sexually accessible, he was absolutely bursting with eros. He was thus being primed for her, a privileged expenditure of his energy justified by the near-certainty of a prodigious return. Best of all he’d even provided a priceless first clue as to what may have drawn Elia to him.

Second in charge of the slave pens, Nala was the one who’d first reported the thrall’s arousal to Mina. With intuitive initiative she worked to nurture this, charming the male into an eagerness for his date with the Empress. Successful beyond hope, she’d come to Jia with stories of maids’ cravings and a wonderful opportunity to explore the wildly promising passions of this apparent singularity. Jia was quick to give her qualified permission and this decision had borne incredible rewards. She could still see the thrill in the Afflicter’s fetchingly intense eyes when she returned.

“I have huge news, Empress.

“First, the thrall is both astonishingly adept at maids’ play and crazed with need for his freeing and feeding. The smell of his heat is overwhelming and already his testes cramp the cage. You were right; his constant arousal makes the production potion you ordered for him especially effective. Yet not only is he desperate for emptying and enamored with sexual sacrifice. He honestly looks forward to his torture as well. Instead of fearing it he lusts for pain and what he calls ‘pegging’, being violated as either a loving maid or cruelly subjugated victim.”

Seeing Jia’s jaw drop, Nala hurried to explain.

“He claims to devoutly worship women Empress, the mightier the better. How well this obsession bodes for you both! Where our men would quail and flee, he leaps forward eagerly. Yet at the same time he has trained himself to slavishly service and submit to us as unthinkingly as the meekest of maid-slaves. It seems too fortuitous to be true. Most amazing still however, he claims not to be unique at all!

“Though seemingly rare, his kind exist in significant percentage, he says. With the unnumbered multitudes of men I’m told inhabit America, this could represent an effectively endless supply of just such inestimably precious vessels.”

Jia wanted to get up and dance. So many reasons for elation!

She had to restrain herself from promoting Nala on the spot. Obviously the gem was far too valuable in its current setting, at least for the moment. Though not a Sister, Jia bowed to the younger woman as an equal.

“Superbly done, Nala. I do not exaggerate when I say that your skills may have rescued the Empire and will preserve the Sisterhood in power forever – not to mention feed me orgiastically for life. Ask absolutely anything of your deeply indebted sovereign.”

Nala bowed back, beaming.

“Thank you, great mistress! I wish only to attend you at the draining.”

“More, Nala. Much more. You do immense honor to the Cadre.”

Blushing at such approval, Nala bowed again. “Mistress, let me return to the thrall with my phallus on. I greatly enjoy his maid’s servicing and wish to indulge his endearing craving. Let me continue to prime him for you by awakening all his miraculous lusts and firing them unbearably up. Clearly your feeding will only be the better for it.”

Jia could only agree.

“Both requests I would have issued you as orders. So I must go beyond them.

“I will remember you for swift advancement, have no worry of that. You will never lack for comfort or challenge. And as I must make a memory-record of this potentially momentous draining, you will be given your own crystal, so you can relive it all as if you were me, and experience this incredible feeding for yourself – if not actually absorb the benefits.

“This will be your secret ecstasy to enjoy at will into your dotage, though at the end of your span it must be submitted to the Sisterhood or go into the crypt with you, as you prefer. I also relieve you of any reasonable limits in your priming play. Exhausting this thrall’s eagerness seems unlikely. Just do no true damage to that precious vessel!”

“You have my vow, as well as my amazed gratitude and adoring reverence Empress!”

Nala’s zeal and appeal were such that Jia decided she wanted her in her bed as well, and maybe for more than just a morale boost for deserving troops.

The joy she exuded was infectious, particularly regarding this thrall. Though Jia had returned to both her studies and to draining the second, ever more dismaying vessel, she remained eager to see evidence of these wondrous aberrations for herself.

Nor did she need wait.

Up very late in the library, Jia interrupted her reading and reliving vision-records three times to send her sight down into the slave pens. Each time the excitement she felt in response sent her back to her work with a will. In the first instance Nala had removed the torso-crossing belts of her body harness and was using one to whip the thrall’s buttocks. Willingly he presented them and expressed mad joy at every lash.

Later she saw the male maid-servicing Nala as feverishly as reported, and finally Jia observed him kneeling like a mutt and presenting that welted ass once again while his mistress brutally ‘pegged’ him.

Jia liked the term, and she liked his response even more::a rapturous delirium that had to be seen to be believed. So arousing was the scene Jia wanted to fly down and join in.

She could almost taste the energy-rich air. Nala had been right about not just this male’s skills and devotion but his obsession; they were all unprecedented.

In fact they were as unprecedented as the way he’d been found and claimed. Was this the distinction that Elia had sensed in him? Was the same thing that made him so priceless that which differentiated him in the vision? It seemed more than just plausible.

Putting aside such shining hopes for a time, Jia had concentrated once again on finishing up both her fruitless search through the archives and an American that was as devoid of eros as the third was bursting with it. Now at long last done with both, she could turn her attention back to the only place it wanted to go.

Tomorrow she would share these new insights-possibilities with Mina and Elia and truly begin to pursue the breakthrough that might save her Empire from its seemingly inevitable decay. Tomorrow night she would feast like never before and seek further insight in the thrall’s mind and exudates. For now though she must get some rest. Nevertheless after Jia put the library back in order and returned to her quarters she couldn’t help looking in on Nala again.

Tonight she’d mounted her cock on the victim’s crotch, so that she could ride it and him to as many orgasms as she could manage without the limited male failing her. As an added bonus her every lunge and shudder would be transmitted directly to that cramped cage. However madly she ravished him, his seed stayed safely contained and it only maximized his trapped manhood’s furiously raging frustration and pain. And yet the compulsive thrall was more exalted than ever. Sitting slumped against the wall while Nala straddled and pumped relentlessly atop him, constantly devouring his mouth or battering him with her breasts (or reveling in his obsequious servicing of these), the little fellow acted as if rabid to continue so undo death.

It really was a shame that draining him was going to destroy such a remarkable vessel.

Jia vowed on the spot to do all she could to prolong this one’s endurance – at least until the means of replacing him with his equivalent or better could be achieved. Snuggling down alone in her enormous bed, no Mina or maids or favored Afflicter to tempt her tonight, Jia prayed to all the Sisters who’d gone before her that the next sun-spin would prove as important and rewarding as all the omens indicated.

***

Their meeting convened in the same consulting room Jia had used all week. After the War Master and garrison commander were excused Jia had Nala join them. Sitting with Mina and Elia to discuss the truly important matters at hand, the Afflicter looked a bit nervous but secretly ebullient to be included. Also glowing was recently elevated young Elia.

Her hair and face looked particularly radiant against the rich scarlet of her Seer’s robe. Those extraordinary eyes had been shining since her ascension ceremony, which had been held in the Makkan Keep’s Chamber of Justice with every Seer and Sister in the governate present. Her youthful beauty, fey look and rare coloration had made a sensation in the garrison, with word traveling about the city beyond too. Though normally shy, Elia understood her acclaim was well-earned and was growing quickly in confidence. Having learned that Nala had discovered a possible key to her second capture’s distinctiveness, she no longer sat curled up defensively but held herself poised expectantly. Jia smiled commendation at both.

“Okay, Nala, give us all your formal report, from the moment the thralls were unloaded into your custody. You noticed the small one risking his eyes to ogle you. His manhood was roused.”

“Yes, Empress. I knew he was special immediately. The others were rank with fear and despair. The small one smelled of robust health and reluctant heat. I knew my duty. Any opportunity to encourage arousal or willingness must be exploited. I reported to Mina and returned to find the thrall eagerly seeking interaction, specifically information about his fate.

“I used the opportunity to cozen him, to which he gladly submitted. He even cozened me in return, earning my respect and affection. Again I recognized opportunity and this time spoke directly to the Empress.”

Nala went on to detail her adventures in mutual affliction and the revelations obtained. Jia substantiated her amazing account. As usual Mina was quickest to sort through all the wondrous implications to the most important one.

“So the decline can be averted.”

“Yes, Sisters. Let us finally acknowledge out loud what we have long known but been too timid to openly face. Our method of control is a dead end.

“By tempering the excesses of our men we are also progressively weakening the eros and anima that infuse them. The difficulties we are having with our thralls will only grow worse until the energy is no longer enough. Then after eons of enforced peacefulness our populace is likely to revert to the worst disastrously. Our Sisterhood could fall and leave Shatra both in chaos and open to invaders again.

“We have postponed this reckoning by reaching into other worlds to seize men who haven’t been weakened. Of the infinite versions of this world we are able to see many. Those our sight can penetrate number less than a hundred. Those with humans like us are less than half that. The only world with enough people – and amazingly vital people – to make harvesting them cost-effective in the long run is the one known as America. Yet lately this madly advanced, fecund, savagely aggressive society has become increasingly inaccessible to us – well, most of us. We are in dire trouble whether we’ve been brave enough to admit it or not. Fortunately our youth has thrown our Empire this precious lifeline. Between them Elia and Nala now give us this unexpected hope: both a new ease of access and a possible way of recognizing the most suitable candidates, so we no longer waste effort and energy on inadequate returns.”

Jia reached out a hand to each woman, clasping fingers tight.

“Sisters, (for so I call you too Nala, though you are of the Cadre), I say again you may have saved us all, down to the last little child. Wonderfully done. But let’s not get ahead of ourselves. It is up to us now to follow through, to make this shining possibility a reality.”

Jia gave their beaming one last squeeze before dropping their hands.

“So Elia, what do you think? Is it true? Could the distinctiveness you sensed, the ‘rare burning purity’, be this man’s obsession with suffering for women? This sexual compulsion that seems so unlikely and yet promising?”

Elia was nodding and frowning both.

“It seems probable, mistress. Yet I am not sure. My instinct tells me this is only part of his difference. Yet I certainly can suggest no better avenue to explore.”

Sounds of hopeful agreement came from around the table. Jia shrugged.

“Of course, we don’t even know yet if this thrall will prove as vital as he seems. We will learn that this evening and possibly much more as well. As you know, during the draining I often absorb images, memories, language and other perceptions from the vessel. That may provide us with further insight.

“Since I will be leading the foray to wipe out the death-seekers this afternoon, I will entertain the thrall after dinner. We will do it not in the dungeon or one of the disporting rooms but in my own private bedchamber. Mina, I’ll need a recording crystal and several instruments installed.”

Jia rattled off a list of devices for concentrating exudates, increasing a subject’s suggestibility and augmenting telepathic impressions. She named the restorative or aphrodisiacal potions she wanted prepared and in what quantity and at last turned to Nala.

“You will attend me and no others. Prepare my bed as you choose for us.” Jia grinned back at the euphoria in the girl’s face at all this implied. “Likewise I leave it to you to arrange whatever instruments or implements you think will be most effective. Bring the thrall to my bed when the sun stands three spans from the horizon.”

Jia faced Mina and Elia. “Tomorrow, once I’m hopefully enlightened and empowered beyond all earlier expectations, we will gather the Conclave again. This time I will join you and lend all my strength and talent and understanding as we search across the worlds together. Between us we will find the means to preserve our people!”

As always Jia’s conviction was infectious. Mina nodded decisively, already writing down formulas. Elia gazed at her with the awed reverence reserved for mythic sovereigns while Nala’s adulation was openly erotic as well as inspired. So new to her entourage, these two would now be behind her to the end. Thrilled with how well the meeting had gone, Jia whistled shrilly.

Within seconds her runner appeared, a little girl of maybe twelve sun-cycles whose slender, leggy frame befitted her station.

“Yula, tell the armory I’ll be down shortly and to have my gear ready. Also find War Master Boran and inform him I will lead the foray. I want the best hundred warriors we have available, a third from the local garrison. The people must see their Empress in action!”

“Yes, great mistress!” Fleet as an antelope, the girl galloped off.

Jia stood to dismiss the others.

She stretched and swung her limbs, limbering up her sword arm. Boran wouldn’t like it, and neither would her other advisers besides Mina, what with such crucial matters at hand. But the risk was minimal. And a little taste of battle, even a routine maneuver to wipe out a bunch of lunatics who thought they could keep secrets from Seers, was just what she needed to both distract her for a few hours and whet her appetites for later.

***

After recent excesses Drake slept late – this despite the constant clangor of doors as slaves were herded to and from duties, lodgings or punishment. When he rose at last he used the sewer hole provided. Carefully he capped this and then emptied his bowl and flask. These contained some kind of grain, peas and bird meat along with more of the bitter potion he was sure now was behind the unnatural swelling and roiling in his balls.

By now this was a constant feverish pain that grew worse by the hour. The limited room he once had to erect was history; the pinching was unrelenting now even in his shriveling. Still he never considered ditching the drink, nasty as it was. Deranged as it was, the fealty he felt toward Nala forbid him from disobeying her wishes. In like vein he composed himself to spend the day not in wretched anxiety or malaise but recharging himself for the coming encounter.

Drake was sure as well that it was his last day in the cell.

At the end of their final marathon of frenzied, cock-locked, mistress-worshipping punishment-sex, Nala had quit shrieking and stabbing and squirting and collapsed atop him.

Pegged to the floor beneath her, playing the maid in the missionary position, Drake had been surprised by a new shine in those darkly expressive eyes. She breathed to him as if even the mice might overhear.

“Tomorrow, beloved, I must give you up – or share you to the end. My heart will hurt so bad then. My duty to the Empress has never been such a pleasure. I will mourn you forever.”

Teardrops fell on his face and then she was kissing him with an ardor completely outside his experience. Enraptured Drake had only a minute to treasure this incredibly thrilling bliss. He vaguely thought to lower his shackled arms (currently stretched above his head) and loop his lover into an embrace from which she might never escape. Before he could succumb to this impulse though she was out of him and off of him and closing the door behind her.

Earlier she’d explained what a privilege they were both being shown in allowing her to expend some of his energy stoking his frenzy. Along with urging him to drink every drop of his potions, Nala had pleaded for him to harbor and restore his ‘anima’ every way he could.

Whether this was the same prana he’d been attempting to accrue when taken or not, Drake wasn’t about to hesitate. If it helped to prolong the draining days ahead he would fill himself to surfeit with it.

Thanks to Nala, he was further along toward an ‘indestructible sense of well-being’ than he ever could have dreamed. With death, nirvana or both imminent, Drake did as directed. Turning himself into the most effective energy collector he could condense into a single mental image, he settled in to meditate.

***

Motivated like never before, he easily surpassed previous achievements.

Ever deeper into his psyche Drake sank, much deeper than he’d ever dared. Everything swiftly sloughed away. The noisy prison, its foul odors, the discomfort of his wonderfully belt-welted butt sitting on stone all ceased to impinge on him. There was only that one crystalline image originally suggested by Jeff: the impossibly dense center of the supermassive black hole at the core of an enormous galaxy.

He was sucking in all matter and energy with such stupefying force that not a single charged particle within parsecs could escape. Everything in Drake and his vicinity had been reduced to a singularity: that pit of ultimate black exerting an infinite attraction. Eventually he grew unaware of even the pain in his groin and heart, or the remarkable slowing of his autonomic systems. Pulse, respiration, even his temperature had plummeted.

His onboard computer was shutting down all the accessories, running everything on maintenance while the battery of his body charged. All day Drake remained in this nearly insensate, passively receptive state, escaping his otherwise escalating dread, lust and suspense in the process. Only when the door to his own cell finally clanged open did some inner sentry nudge him back to awareness. Was it Nala? No. Sigh.

The same turnkey that brought all his meals had returned with a seeming feast: a great hunk of tender rare beef, a pile of raw yellow string beans, salted potatoes and a flask of watered wine.

This was certainly a gesture not wasted on his fellows, as was the bucket of hot water, cake of coarse soap and sponge provided. Carefully Drake un-kinked his stiff limbs. He did a few exercises to get his system warmed back up, amazed at how refreshed he soon felt.

He bolted his condemned man’s last repast and guzzled the wine, though usually he was a teetotaler. What did it matter anymore? Enjoying the slight buzz Drake returned to the sewer hole and evacuated thoroughly before gratefully scrubbing all the sweat-stink from his naked body. Then, still dutifully following instructions, he returned to meditating, though only lightly. It wasn’t long before the door opened again.

Drake opened his eyes to see lovely Nala entering his cell. Her engagingly shaved head gleamed; as did her teeth. Her big dark eyes were as brilliant as her smile. All heartbreak at losing him had been subsumed by the adventure at hand.

“Thank you for bathing yourself thrall, though I’d have enjoyed the chore myself. Did you feast on the dinner I had sent down?”

“Very gladly beloved. Thank you so much. Is it time for us now?”

“Yes, delectable one. Tonight we join the Empress, and not in some crude dungeon or disporting den. We go straight to her bedchamber, just the two us. You cannot grasp the scale of the honor shown us both, or the stakes at play. Are you prepared?”

“Yes mistress. I will go eagerly to my end for you and your Empress.”

“She is your Empress too now thrall.” Nala unlocked his collar-chain from the wall. “This you must accept in the depths of your soul.”

“Of course. Forgive me mistress. May we go to my glorious Empress now?”

All the week’s cumulative agony in his groin seemed to have returned and redoubled. Drake groaned as he wrestled himself upright.

“Yes my love. We will go to her quicker than you think. I will show you another rare honor granted us, and tell you of more as we go.”

Leading him out of his cell by the chain to his collar, Nala turned not to the barred gate leading back through the slave pens, the way Bill and Jeff had been taken. Heading toward the blank wall opposite she tripped an unobtrusive lever that opened a disguised door in the stone. Shuffling in his shackles, Drake followed his jailor down a narrow dark tunnel. It occurred that he could use his manacles to choke her from behind and he immediately flushed with guilt at the betrayal. Luckily they soon emerged at a nexus of several such tunnels, a large round chamber boasting many entrances. Within this circle was a second formed by a ring of huge standing mirrors, all facing inward so that they bounced infinite reflections of each other back and forth between them. Nala drew him toward the center, where the tiles of the floor made an intricate mosaic describing some creepy occult symbol.

“The Sisters have established this shortcut for emergencies – or the privileges of rank. We will not daunt and exhaust you as usual, or delay the draining by making you climb thousands of steps. Walk to the very center of the pattern with me, where the reflections all intersect. We will feel pain, but only for a moment. Then we will appear high up near the battlements. You may lose your chains and cage and I my harness, it is uncertain when travelling in this fashion. Often objects will not accompany one. I will have your obedience regardless, yes?”

“How can you ask, my love?”

“Duty insisted, though the answer was obvious. Let us go then. Our Empress awaits us, freshly blooded in battle and eager to feed. We will save all of Shatra perhaps, tonight. And though I will soon lose you, I will gain a memento of our momentous time together to savor forever. Only being allowed to bear your child could be better.”

This staggering statement distracted Drake as they stepped into the nexus. Then suddenly he was nauseous like before, his skin tingling, itching, burning! A wave of disorientation came with the peak of searing pain and then abruptly his ears popped and the light changed.

Though he stood on an identical mosaic within another ring of mirrors, the dancing yellow of those no-longer-so-confounding fires had been replaced by the steady rich orange of the declining sun. This poured in through expansive windows; they were now high above the surrounding town. The airy room’s décor was far more refined and there were wide corridors and fewer doors leading away.

Somewhere nearby there were footsteps and people talking. Disregarding this Nala led Drake as swiftly as his shackles allowed (everything had come up with them after all) to the nearest of those doors. They slipped through unobserved and proceeded down another dark passage.

Here Nala quietly resumed gloating.

“Not only will I alone attend until the end and share the Empress’ bed. She has promised me a memory crystal, a rare and potent piece of magic all my own, so that I may relive this night as often as I like to the end of my life. When I am old and feeble, you and Jia will still be making me writhe and climax in my pitiful weakling’s bed.

“I owe so much to you slave, and so might our entire world. If there are truly many more like you and they can be identified, we may all be saved. This night of our delight will also insure a glorious new future for all of Shatra!”

As much as Drake treasured his mistress’ elation, sharing all her glee and pride was hard. She was talking about using knowledge he’d blithely provided to more effectively target many more Americans in perpetuity. Though he’d accepted his mad destiny enough to choose new allegiance, contributing to damning endless other Jeffs would be impossible to live down.

Disturbed by this dilemma, Drake almost bumped into Nala when she stopped in front of him. In the dimness she glanced over a tattooed shoulder.

Impishly she winked, a jerk of her head indicating the heavy wooden door before them. No words were necessary. Empress Death was on the other side. Keys jingled and Nala turned back to attack the lock. Drake eyed the lovely lines of her bent neck, unhidden by any hair. He could easily throttle her, use her keys to free himself and…what? Find a way out of the fortress? Hide from psychics so powerful they could see other realities?

Jump off the battlements to save his soul and countrymen before they could catch him?

The lock clacked back and the door creaked forward.

Foolish fancies and imperative worries dispersed. They floated off like the wildly evocative smoke swirling in the murk beyond. Tugged onward by his collar, Drake Green thought no further. Bloated balls boiling, he went eagerly to greet his destiny.

***

Gloom shrouded the high-ceilinged room.

Stone block like the rest of the keep, the walls were hung with woven tapestries that seemed to depict decisive battles in the Sisterhood’s history. It looked like a bloody business, but it was hard to tell: the whole room was flooded with incarnadine.

The sinking sun’s orange poured through gauzy red curtains screening off an arched oriel or maybe balcony. Furthermore the torches on either side of the enormous bed (made up in scarlet silk with piles of tasseled black pillows) and the larger braziers spaced around roared a hellish red now as well. Clearly whatever art kept them alight could also alter them to fit the occasion.

Tinged crimson, precious gold glimmered all around.

Set up here and there were odd instruments, the most complex one imbedded with several large gems. The smoke came from incense; its alien tang seemed to make his groin hurt even worse. Driven by his screaming need for release, Drake hunted the shadows for some glimpse of his executioner. All he saw were racks of torture implements. Besides the bed, several cabinets and a pair of comfortable chairs, the only furniture was an upright square; a sturdy wooden frame set up just beyond that sumptuous bed’s spread.

More shackles rested on the floor and two dangled from the upper corners. Chains ran from cuffs through pulleys to a side-mounted cranking mechanism. And from the midpoint of the crosspiece hung a slender cord already looped into a noose.

Nala pulled him toward his gallows and a thin moan escaped Drake.

All the sex he’d ever had, the marathons and other punishing runs, his kinky experiments with Shanelle and even the past week’s madness were all about to be superseded beyond belief. If he had to die to achieve such transcendence, then it was criminal idiocy not to make a friend of fear and revel in every second. Hackles rising Drake hurried forward, and was almost tripped by his hobbles. Nala steadied him into position.

“I need to remove your chains, slave. Be a good little thrall and behave.”

“I love you more than anyone else ever mistress,” Drake admitted to them both.

He thought again of Shanelle’s assurances that a chastity device made for an ideal husband and actually laughed aloud. When the manacles fell off he meekly lifted his arms so the mate of his heart could restrain him again. These snugger cuffs were adjustable leather at least, as were the ones that replaced his leg irons. The galling collar came off next. Fitting the noose snugly up above this redness, Nala grinned at him up close. He was already panting and quivering as if expecting a trap to drop open beneath him at any second.

“Are you excited, beloved?”

“Extremely so, mistress.”

“Wonderful. How about now?”

She unlocked and removed the chastity cage.

Drake’s balls seemed to balloon up and drop like sandbags at the same time as his prick leaped into unprecedentedly huge rigidity. He was still crying out inexpressible relief/imperative need even as Nala turned the crank and the chains began retracting, hauling him into the air.

Seconds later he hung by his hands, splayed out spread-eagled with his feet about a half-meter above the furs underfoot – just below the level of the bed right in front of him. Nala tightened the chains until his limb sockets threatened to pop and Drake gasped his almost orgasmic appreciation. She giggled her own excitement and moved behind him.

One hand rubbed his bung, an insistent finger reminding of their fun. The other palpated balls bloated to bursting, fulminating like faulty hand grenades about to explode before oh-so-gently stroking his insanely raging spew-spike.

“How I’ve longed for this moment! You are not so small after all, with the Sisterhood’s potions hot in your blood. Too bad for us both. Shall I make up for all the pleasure denied this and us with a lifetime’s punishment tonight instead?”

“Please, mistress!” Drake wailed.

All the madness of the week peaking, he writhed uncontrollably, an insect trapped in a black widow’s web, avid for his devourer to come and slurp him out. Yet where was the promised succubus? As Nala pinched his most sensitive tip between sharp strong fingernails digging viciously in, the exquisite agony made him cry out the same question as a million martyrs before him. Only his prayer was answered.

“Where is my goddess?”

“Here, thrall! Come to accept your sacrifice!”

A shadow dimmed the room further as a hulking form appeared in that oriel.

Framed by its arch and backlit by the sunset flaming through her translucent raiment, trailing a banner of spectacular hair and boasting the brawn of a warrior, the haunches of a satyr and yet the breasts and loins of an odalisque, the glorious Empress Jia proved to be a giantess indeed.

Aware that his perceptions might be skewed by circumstances (or the occult influences he could sense already working on him), Drake estimated the female before him to be nearly six foot-ten in height – well over a full foot taller than he was anyhow.

Robust as he was spare, she easily doubled him in weight. Yet there was nothing maladroit about that massive frame. The Empress was simply an exceptionally athletic woman genetically blessed with extraordinary stature – not to mention beauty, talent and drive.

A stunning sapphire blazed on her brow, centered there by a thin golden fillet. Just as blue and twice as brilliant, the eyes below were beyond piercing in their equally regal setting. Sternly authoritative with a hint of playfulness, that autocratic visage was divine indeed, beautiful enough to make the entire being a knee-weakening, cock-hardening epitome of fearsome feminine power and appeal.

What world-hopping skeptic wouldn’t accept this paragon as a goddess? Atheism suddenly seemed as irrelevant as abstemiousness. Drake could only goggle and whimper and feel his entire groin throbbing as with some kind of deadly infection. So important to him only moments ago, Nala slipped unobtrusively away and his new mistress, owner, Empress and deity smiled upon his awed response. She spoke to him again in fluent American.

“And this is the male that worships women, is sexually compelled to suffer for them, avidly serves maids’ purposes, seeks the mightiest female possible to subjugate him and thus willingly offers his precious energy, seed and even life to satisfy me.’

Forgetting the threats in the tent (to his tongue as well as his eyes), Drake spoke without thinking even as he gazed amazed at those Herculean lines, luscious curves, pointy big nipples limned by silk and a loveliness as hard as steel yet still as fresh as a flower.

“I present myself on your sacrificial altar, my Goddess.

“Though you steal me unjustly, your allure is irresistible.

“All that you say of me is true. I would service and suffer under and worship you forever if allowed, just as I would the incomparable Nala. We would be all-powerful deity and soul-enslaved subject for eternity. Instead I’ll have to be content to treasure whatever you give me until it finally kills me.”

Belatedly Drake veiled his gaze. Luckily the great mistress only smiled at his effrontery.

“Let us hope that moment is delayed indefinitely, slave,” she purred as she approached, the sheer yellow robe clinging to her so enticingly even as her looming hugeness daunted so excitingly. Even moving in sporting circles, Drake had never encountered anyone larger.

“You are very forward to speak to me so. I trust you will be as forthcoming when we talk of more important matters. For now though you will hold your tongue until told, or until your passions demand release. I have waited many frustrating days for this, to enjoy your exudates; to sample the energies you seem so outrageously awash in. I taste them on the air even now. I have seen your eagerness and found it too tempting to be believed.”

Jia moved to the bed, loosening her airy robe. Gracefully she draped herself over the pillows at the foot, reclining directly before Drake’s stretched-suspended helplessness. She smiled at the Afflicter, who after closing off the balcony was going around sealing the room completely.

“Nala is incomparable indeed isn’t she? Talented and admirable in every way. I have come to love her as you do, my surprisingly wise thrall. I approve of your romance and have enjoyed allowing it. It has blessed us all with this blissful complicity, so superior to the usual adversarial scene. Our mutual darling will afflict you for me now, and we will begin to see just how special you can be. Feed me pleasingly with your remarkable passions and I will repay you personally with unimaginably honored intimacies.”

What sacrificial victim could resist an offer like that?

***

And so after so much anticipation the slow execution got underway.

In a spooky smoky reddish gloom, Drake’s lover, jailor and terminal torturess returned.

Nala descended on him with widely smiling affection and the tools of her trade in hand.

Clearly not trusting his ability to withhold, the first thing she did was to tighten a silver clamp onto the root of that outrageously tumescent appendage, preventing any overexcited spillage. Then though his balls were too obscenely swollen to be similarly collared about the base, Nala produced a long tough rawhide thong. Stretching and winding this tightly all about both hugely bloated gonads, she finally tied it off before hanging enough dangling weights from an attached ring to be satisfyingly agonizing.

“Ahhhhhhh, yes, I taste you well, special vessel.”

As the sacrifice broke a heavy sweat Jia’s appreciation gratified him more than the horrible roiling in his squashed, overstuffed seed factories. Her deep breathing released a savoring sigh.

“Your pain, your lust, your shame, your inseparable devotion and craving: how the flavors of your passions mingle on the palate! You strengthen me deliciously. You dampen my loins and swell my breast. I have enjoyed none like you in ages, if ever. This I can tell already. Continue please, Nala. Give this precious male a lick of leather. I promise both of us will bless you for it.”

Gleaming Nala gripped the whip that habitually hung coiled at her hip. An expert flick of her wrist shook out the eight-foot lash. Her sadistic enthusiasm reflected back all the times Drake had begged her to use this on him and she’d had to refuse.

He’d felt like a fiancé forced to wait for his wedding night. After all, Shanelle as well had still been working her way up to such a deadly weapon. They’d only progressed from his belt collection to her riding crop, perforated paddles, flogging straps, limber thin switches and rigid canes before their relationship had been suspended – or maybe superseded. Finally he was going to learn what a true whipping felt like!

Inked-up muscles bulged all over arms, shoulders and a back well built up by such repetitive exercise. Then they flung themselves into function.

Nala’s whip sang its seductive sibilance, swirling all that evocative incense. Incisively slender leather licked along Drake as ordered, a tongue of agony like a fiery knife slicing across his vulnerable torso. As welcome as Nala’s real tongue along his prick would have been, that explosion of sensation truly was orgasmic in its intensity. Yet that was but the initial detonation. Nala’s loving lash licked him relentlessly, again and again, while Drake jerked and screamed uncontrollably, his clamped prick flopping, his ball-weights swinging wildly and his devourer beginning to gasp as well only a meter or so away.

Close enough to be hit by drips of his sweat and even the thin blood being flung from him, Empress Jia was obviously in her element. Inspired by her euphoric beaming, her irrepressible squirms of physical fulfillment, both Afflicter and thrall gladly gave her their all.

Nala supplied the effort of course. An adept of the Cadre as in love with her calling as she was the others, she was in her element already too. This however was burgeoning masochist Drake’s moment to truly come into his own. As trying and electrifying as some of his times in Shanelle’s basement may have been, they were quickly relegated forever to foreplay by this kind of apocalyptic endorphin orgy.

Drake felt like a casual jogger forced into the New York Marathon or a semipro footballer called up for the World Cup – and excelling beyond any believable expectations. All through punishment far worse than the worst he’d ever dared to brave, Drake wallowed unabashedly.

Pealing out ceaseless paeans to his goddess despite the noose beginning to slowly choke him, he thrashed, jerked, grunted, wept and feasted his gaze on the iconic female epitome reclined before him. Finally giving his perverse inclinations full rein, he never even considered begging for the least surcease.

If Nala paused a moment to turn the crank and stretch him further, or to add more weight to his squashed-oblate gonads, he whimpered not so much with pain as with impatience for the flagellation to continue. And all the while his magnificent new deity smiled beatifically upon him. Huge chest swelling ever more expansively, slowly stroking inside her robe, she fed on his emanations and clearly found them as enjoyable as Drake did his interminable whipping. Of course the ordeal had barely begun. Whipping was not his only initiation tonight no matter how wonderfully long it dragged out.

Where Shanelle had enjoyed drizzling molten wax, Nala eventually pressed home glowing iron. The third time she did this Drake’s hips bucked so hard he nearly dislocated one; without the clamp he surely would have spewed. And it wasn’t just his addiction to neurotransmitter surges, his recently unearthed sexual obsessions, his complementary cozening or even the potency enhancers in his food, drink, and now air. Something in the two-inch circular symbol itself that Nala had just branded into his side seemed to add to the madness of pain-lust-fealty increasingly deranging him. So crazed was Drake with masochistic enjoyment that he didn’t realize Jia was getting more than just energy from him until she spoke up. Her voice almost reverberated from both inside and out.

“Gently now, sister. He almost dislodged a hip.

“The fault is not yours. We have never dreamed of such unbridled passions. He is like a crack in the fabric of heaven, with ever better wonders pouring forth. He once worshiped even without love or attraction. Now he is driven beyond reason. He is open to claiming utterly. I must take him before his uncontainable passions damage him.”

“No afflicting of the penis, mistress?”

“Tempt me not, vixen! I can hardly keep from sucking him empty in one prodigious gush of life potent enough to burst my brains.”

Even as she protested thus, Jia was squirming around to confront his purpling genitals for herself. Robe falling open, she reached to squeeze each roped-off ovoid bloat in awed assessment before feeling of his rigid shaft and quivering tip. She glanced up his writhing distress to meet his impertinent eyes and slowly a wicked grin spread.

“We will save further affliction for later. I have fed amazingly on eros and anima already with no appreciable depletion. This vessel is obviously a reservoir of unmatched capacity. With judicious use, restorative potions and even rejuvenating infusions if needed he may actually last a week or more. That will be plenty long enough to explore this anomaly’s bottomless thirst for torture, and to indulge in all sorts of intimate pain-and-pleasure play. I know what will feed me most deeply right now. I know how to most effectively rouse this wonderfully contrary little male maid. I needn’t even read it in his defenseless mind.”

“I smell it on him too, mistress. For days and days like this.”

“Yes, Nala love. Now he sees me and his craving turns to raving. A part of him dreams of how it might feel even while wide awake under expert affliction. And shall I not admit that I envied my friend Nala as I watched her at her ravishing?

“Let us all indulge one another before the unfortunately debilitating draining. Take the vessel down, but leave the genitals clamped and bound. Bind the hands properly behind. Keep him safely noosed and leashed. Swiftly treat any injuries. Then both of you are invited, nay, commanded into the imperial bed!”

His head swimming with agonies, endorphins, incense, subtle occult influences and undetected eavesdroppers, his body wound to a similarly unimaginable pitch and his devoted spirit suddenly soaring, slave Drake couldn’t wait!




Chapter Four

Gratification

So flushed with the most deliciously fresh energy she was trembling, Jia wondered if this was the distinguishing characteristic that made this vessel so precious.

Such a maid’s craving would never be admitted in her world. That this American greeted his coming subjugation with so much passion was a novelty Jia was eager to investigate for its own sake. Momentous possible additional significance rendered the imperative even more overriding. With posterity aboard in the form of the crystal mounted in her fillet, the Empress was like a rampaging beast straining at a leash.

While Nala saw to the thrall, Jia fitted herself with her favorite phallus.

The gift of her retired mentor Teela, this was not only commensurate with her majestic stature. It was virtually priceless – both in worth and design ingenuity. Carved from the spiraling tusk of a two-ton foreign boar, it was actually a double phallus, with half of it painstakingly shaped to fit inside her.

Once secured there by vaginal pressure, the outer half curved up completely realistically, right down to the tiniest carefully crafted detail. She might have been a male herself but for the flaring of her hips and the raunchy bunching of her protruding haunches.

Of course few if any men sported such an enormous organ. And none could keep it ivory-hard indefinitely. But the Empress was very rare in her own right. To this anyone ever brought to her chambers, maid or victim, lover or servant, could woefully attest.

Wiggling her fit a bit, smugly loving the response from within and the feeling of vengeful superiority being so dangerously endowed gave her, Jia proceeded to pile up a drift of pillows. By then Nala was helping her latest victim-lover abed.

The Empress was supremely gratified to find herself attracted to a thrall after so long.

She would ride this one’s own member, tiny as he was, and for far more than the needs of empowerment. He made her juices flow all on his own. Indeed his size only promised an even more immensely rewarding feast in store.

Seeing her looming there disrobed at last in all her hermaphroditic immensity, her realistic erection rearing up ready and raring for ravishing, made her victim’s eyes and mouth turn big and round and his pores pour forth another flood of awe-lust-desperation-hope-dread.

Without being told he scuttled forward. Awkwardly he flung himself bound facedown over that waiting pillow pile. Eagerly he presented himself, raising and spreading and cocking upward with shamelessly anticipatory invitation. Realizing the pricelessness of the prospect ahead, Nala held a bottle of rare oils infused with herbal aphrodisiacs. Mina must have authorized this and Jia blessed them both. Even if unneeded the drugs couldn’t hurt. And given the respective sizes of organ and entrance, the risk of irreparable damage was too great without lubrication.

Still alight with her own delight, Nala lovingly provided.

She poured oil until it puddled, poked in and out and bored all around, poured again and expertly coaxed agape an opening she’d spent days drilling so thrillingly into incredible mutual fulfillment herself. Giggling forgivably at the prostrated maid’s lifting and moaning and rapid panting, she finally stretched him pried-open wide and held him ready for the Empress to enter.

Into that liberally slickened passage Jia forced her hugely disproportionate penis.

The resistance was as delicious as the thickening energy miasma enveloping them. Jia had the power to overcome anything however. She drove their connection home, with Nala’s celebratory cooing making a lovely undertone to her own contralto cry of delight and the skewered thrall’s simultaneous soprano shriek.

For a moment the exudates were too thick for Jia to do anything but breathe and feast. A couple more muscular thrusts and, impossible as it seemed, she’d buried the entire spike of her need in that tiny body. How exhilarating the victim’s pitiful build suddenly was! And how validating his wildly ungovernable surrender to her mastery after recent affronts!

Jia took several more incredibly energy-rich breaths, swelling herself to bursting while charging her body for exertion. Then she nodded at radiant Nala.

The Afflicter gave up her spreading grip as the Empress seized those slender hips. Retreating to where the thrall’s abased face was pressed to the deep down mattress, Nala braced his shoulders against the pounding upcoming.

Such precautions were eminently necessary.

Settling herself, Jia bore down and hammered her new thrall far more savagely than any lover, favored subject or unlucky maid. This was finally a chance to use all of her monstrous size and strength without any compunction whatsoever.

Occasionally a victim enraged her enough that she took over for the Afflicters. But this kind of ferocity was far finer, not bitterly vengeful but joyously uplifting. Even better, it was astonishingly complemented by an equally appreciative groveling delirium.

The more punishingly she ‘pegged’ this irreplaceable male-maid (lovely idiom, that), the more blatantly his cries, reactions, smells and exudates all advertized his exaltation. Already feasting nearly as deeply as she had on the others’ unwilling milkings, Jia was so gorged on energy and thrill that she lost control of her appetites for a time. Falling forward until she was propped on columnar arms, she put that muscular butt to use pounding fiercely away in an inadvisably sustained frenzy until the reciprocal rocking of that inner cock propelled her to an early but absolutely galvanic climax. Aiiiiiieeee! Ecstatic ululations echoed around the room. Buried under her battering, that tiny body may have been getting irrecoverably bloodied. Still the Empress couldn’t stop. All of Shatra had to hold its breath and hope for the best.

Jia quit shrieking at last. She fell back panting, her prick still dripping with ejaculate. Once she’d read of a spell, too taxing even for her, that could develop her already big and responsive clitoris into an actual penis, the use of which could enable even more amazing arts.

One could only dream of such achievements. Yet with this much energy at her disposal who knew what might be possible? For the moment Jia could only sprawl back on her elbows and breathe deep, filling her lungs and being to surfeit and beyond on that endless eros outpouring.

Nala was petting and murmuring to the whimpering vessel, then examining him for damage. Jia returned her beaming assurance with more overdue approval.

“You are a treasure, Nala, for discovering and encouraging these amazing affinities.”

“All for the honor of my calling and Empress. Though who could scorn such enjoyment?”

“Not this Empress.”

“Would you care for me to clean you?”

Nala’s eyes begged for any intimacy. Jia could do her so much better.

“I will only soil it again immediately. And we have a far more fitting candidate to perform our maid’s chores. How adept do you suppose this pleasure-slave really is? Could he service you to climax even while enduring a much more extended introduction to sex with his acknowledged new goddess?

“I’d never made maids’ love with a willing male before. As long as he isn’t susceptible to tearing, I believe I need to repeat the experience.” Jia used her toes to rub those hugely swollen, safely bound up seed-sacs. She’d been speaking in his language all evening and the thrall took this caress as permission to beg on behalf of his beloved.

“I owe Mistress Nala a million climaxes still. Please let me perform for both of you glorious beings. I exist only to please you exceedingly until the mutually orgasmic end.”

“You do please us exceedingly, thrall,” Jia allowed, rewarding an allegiance which she had surely just ensured. “Like Nala, you are a treasure in any world. You make our ungentle necessities unforgettable. Let us all enjoy them together this time, before I finally relieve you of the seed you’ve spent all week so generously generating for me.”

So began the tender brutalities once again. This time the afflicted Afflicter was seated spread out just below that supporting mound of pillows.

Of course with his hands bound and no attendant to steady him, the thrall had only that proffered crotch to absorb the relentless pounding impetus of the Empress’ inspired rhythm. With no real chance to lavish Nala with skillful service, he was soon reduced to merely extruding his tongue to the maximum and letting the indomitable Empress’ mighty efforts batter-impale the two of them together. When Jia finally took up the leash to snub back his still excessive sliding, the resultant throttling caused that tongue to swell and further protrude beautifully. Oh how she fucked them both then! And all the while the abused male reeked of joyous complicity along with his exalted distressed extremis.

The eros poured from him in an unrecoverable glut, far too much for her joyous distraction to capture. Indeed eventually the vessel’s frenzy grew so great that Jia was forced to curtail her own rampant revelry – and this after only three or so climaxes for each orgiastically exultant female.

To delay the draining any further was to risk not capitalizing on the moment of peak potency. Kneeling regally above her abased slave and favored attendant, Jia spoke to the latter in Shatran between panting breaths even as she kept up the preparatory pounding.

“I must empty him now. All that life…will never be more ripe.”

“I grieve for us all, mistress.”

“I truly do too. I will try to moderate. This one is…worth preserving.”

“Feed well then, Empress. The entire world relies on your strength.”

“You will experience every nuance soon…and at will again until death.”

“Bless my most generous Empress.”

“In a moment …I shall again be blessing you, for your craft and cozening. Let us pause this wonderful fun, turn and position the victim quickly.”

“At once, great Empress!”

***

In a matter of seconds they had him flipped.

Again the vessel was stretched atop that pillow pile, this time with his arms trapped awkwardly under him. With his head lolling back to the mattress and his heels flung wide likewise, his already splendidly decorated body was bowed up in achingly arched offering. Jutting emphatically from the apex, that cumulatively maddened, magically enhanced manhood throbbed all purple-red and twice any previous achievable reach. Mutely importunate it strained in inexpressible torment.

The sacrifice knew what was coming next, and that the procedure would inevitably be lethal. Yet though dread was temporarily ascendant in his smell, that frenzy of endlessly suppressed arousal still ruled him utterly. Again he spread his legs voluntarily, even eagerly, and strained to lift his hips to the succubus.

When Nala slipped the slim blade of a torturer’s scalpel in and sliced the thong binding up his balls, the thrall’s cry was all unbearable need frantic to be eased. When she removed the silver clamp and fresh blood flooded into that already miraculously distended member, he screamed savage excruciation, illimitable gratitude and suicidal eagerness all at once.

Every huge breath supercharging her for this most momentous-ever draining, Jia wasn’t about to make him wait. So far she’d been sampling the foam gathered off the top of a glass of ale. Now she would quaff the limitlessly nutritious and delicious lot.

Nala made way, returning to grip the shoulders again while readying the noose – though this certainly wouldn’t be required. No one would have to choke an orgasm out of this vessel. On the contrary, Jia had to be careful not to trigger it with her first touch. Silently reciting her spell, she insinuated her thumbs into the proper hollows for rubbing. The thrall’s whole body was thrumming. His eyes pleaded for her to hurry up and feed!

Goddess Jia obliged.

For herself and all of Shatra as well, the Empress opened up and engulfed that pulsing prong. Once it was safely inside her she even had time to enjoy a few swiftly slurping strokes. But then the wailing and writhing and hot wet jetting began and Jia had her hands full – not to mention her mouth and mind and entire being.

Of course she could never be truly full of stolen life. Her capacity for absorbing such energy was effectively infinite. But that didn’t make overindulging advisable. With Nala restraining the thrall’s mindless squirming Jia expertly stimulated the pressure points that prolonged ejaculatory spasms. Yet even as she rubbed hard and chanted the ancient mantra the staggered First Practitioner was coping with far more than just renewed and runaway elation. Images and impressions poured into her along with so much exceptionally pure and potent ultra-concentrated life that all thoughts of moderation were once again chaff in the wind.

One rubbing thumb kept the vessel trapped writhing obliviously in never-ending orgasm; the other hand squeezed the slowly deflating gonads. Eventually of course the seed itself ceased to pump from him. Yet once again that extraordinary anima seemed inexhaustible. No matter how ruthlessly Jia drained it away, no matter how dangerously she prolonged such relentless ecstasy, the vessel never seemed to approach depletion. Could he truly represent some kind of depthless reservoir? In the end it was the Empress whose body failed them.

Gorged beyond bearing, such a hugely gushing rush was eventually just too much.

Squirming as irrepressibly as the vessel with an ecstasy that made his continuously extended climax look tame, Jia suddenly began to gasp and twitch. Feeling some kind of seizure approaching she pulled back before her teeth could do any unintended amputating. Then suddenly she fell away sideways onto the mattress.

Limbs jerking erratically, bucking body bridging, shaking and keening in some kind of supra-orgasmic life-infusion overload, Jia was dimly aware that she was ejaculating now too. As bursting as those emptied balls had just been, the rest of her gigantic self could only shudder and come and wait for the galvanic throe to be over.

***

This had already been a night of surpassingly fantastic extremes not even Shanelle could have believed. As fulfilling as he’d found his whipping and branding and suspension-bondage, being pegged by Empress Jia blew away every sexual, hormonal, physical, emotional or masochistic excess ever. It was an ordeal for the ages, just as expected.

If this murderous kidnapper was a monster, then she was definitely a monster worth worshipping and even dying for. Drake only wept that this initiation couldn’t last, that he couldn’t remain this giantess’ whipping-boy butt-bitch for decades of such wondrously punishing subjugation. Her cock was so hard and gargantuan, her strength so overwhelmingly exhilarating! Then just as his rutting heat was at its most feverish the feeding had begun.

Now that the impossible had passed, and he’d somehow actually survived it, Drake could only slump limply and gaze amazed.

One moment he’d been caught up in an endless ecstatic neuromuscular convulsion. The next his gloriously orgasmic emptying had been interrupted and it was Jia who was writhing wildly – not to mention coming uncontrollably. Fluid arched upward, squirting out around the giant double cock that had been so effectively connecting them. Blue eyes rolled up to whites and that whole huge body began to thrash. What the fuck had happened?

Against expectations, Drake wasn’t dead. Nor was he even seriously debilitated, at least beyond what could be expected from the evening’s exorbitant excesses. Instead it was his intended murderess that suddenly seemed in distress – or perhaps the opposite of this. As Drake gaped at what looked like excessive pleasure paroxysms, Nala hurried to help.

Before she could brave those flailing limbs, Jia gave one last shudder and settled. Her eyes returned to sapphire-blue shining. Seeing Nala hovering concerned over her, she pulled the Afflicter into an elated embrace. Kisses celebrated too much to readily articulate.

“Are you all right, Empress?”

Drake was cautiously sliding down the side of the pillow pile to see for himself. Jia was literally shivering with glee.

“I have never been better! Words cannot capture how incredible that was. Just wait until you re-live it. Such gluttony should not be possible. Or it should have utterly destroyed the vessel. Yet this thrall is hardly damaged at all. Speak, slave. Prove you are sapient.”

“I can think and talk just fine, your highness. My name is Drake. I hurt everywhere that I’ve been so enjoyably tortured. I feel rather woozy and weak. But anyone should be wrecked after climaxing so continuously like that. Holy crap. You could make a mint in America selling that trick – providing all your clients didn’t die of heart failure before the check cleared.”

Nala was beaming as well now. “Yet you did not lose any vitality! You can be drained and not slain. How is this possible? Did you gain any understanding of his difference, mistress?”

Still exalted and exultant, Jia beckoned her thrall forward. Delighted at far more than his inexplicable persistence, Drake squirmed over and squirreled himself in between the two women. They caressed him as if he was the potentate and they his pleasure-slaves.

“I absorbed much, Nala: a few answers, but many more questions. Mostly what I imbibe from a victim’s mind are powerfully remembered emotions. Grasp of language is different, and almost automatic. But many of the images shared by Americans are simply too bewildering to decipher. Even with the benefit of generations of such abductions, and the mystic glimpses recorded or described by the Conclave, some things surpass understanding, like their space-faring rockets and air-born battle-wagons. Other things are less spectacular but no less befuddling. Perhaps our miraculous vessel can help explain them.”

Drake winced. He really should have slit his wrists.

Here it was at last: the insoluble dilemma upon him. How could he keep his new allegiance without betraying his heritage? How could he live with himself (assuming he wasn’t already doomed) if his assistance enabled more murder? He could never forget the injustice levied on Jeff. Of course Jia detected his hesitation effortlessly.

“I don’t need to delve deep to read you, thrall. Your smells and reactions are as legible as a scroll.” Her huge, gently caressing hand cupped his nuts; slow pleasuring implicitly threatened its opposite. “I know your reluctance. I will know any lies before they’re spoken. Aromas do not dissemble. So you will tell me truthfully all you know. Or Nala will begin to cut off your toes.”

That rather simplified matters. At least he didn’t have any choice.

Perceiving his surrender just as easily, Jia cuddled Drake close in reward. Nala kissed him from the other side and the questioning began.

“Who is this Roy? Why is his predicament so affecting? You picture him often, with both condemnation and compassion; amazement and arousal, longing and dread. Tell me everything about him, and how it relates to your abnormality.”

Profoundly uncomfortable already, Drake had to squirm and blush describing the situation with ‘Goddess’ Shanelle and the aversion/compulsion conflict her orgasm control and cuckolded voyeurism games raised in him.

Both ladies were suitably appalled and entertained. They giggled and teased and fondled Drake erect again. They groped his butt, rubbed his bung and reveled in the smells of his shame and excitement. And soon enough, the interrogation was interrupted for a little practical experimentation.

“So it also stirs you to watch, bound and impotent, while another enjoys your beloved?”

“I don’t know, Empress. I’ve never really had a beloved before coming here.”

“Let us see then. Perhaps we have another delightful way of coaxing exudates from you. And lovely Nala and I are well overdue for intimacy anyway. We must express our deep affection and attraction for each other. She will be left in no doubt how intensely I value her. You will drink the replenishing potion I have had prepared, whether it is needed to preserve your use or not. Then you will watch your betters making love, like your friend in the cage.”

The pungent potion hit him hard, like Viagra mixed with amphetamines. Stretched out suspended above the bed again, Drake writhed and throbbed unrelievedly like before. Only this time his unfettered genitals were free of pain or any restraint. And he didn’t need a noose to take his breath away. The show on offer was more than enough.

Watching Jia and Nala spend hours taking turns fucking each other was without a doubt the most arousing spectacle Drake had ever witnessed. The way they flexed and thrust and clung and kissed… It certainly tested him, his frustrated inability to join in or even touch himself. All he could do was struggle in his cuffs and waggle it wildly about. Yet gloriously tormenting as all this was, it generated none of the anguished shame and jealousy that had so ruled Roy. There was no surpassingly potent passion inspired. Though Jia claimed to enjoy the energy he did exude, it was clear that no new breakthrough loomed.

In other words, still nothing substantive had come of his reluctant revelations. And by the time the women finally had their fill of each other, only enough of the night remained for one more unprecedented amazement.

Nala climbed off the Empress. Sporting the imperial penis she looked so hot even in sweaty aftermath that Drake could barely keep from begging for his turn underneath her. Of course his restraint was wasted on Jia.

“He burns for you even now.”

“I smell it Empress.”

“He is intensely rigid still, after hours untouched. The potion is hot within him, yet the fire it stokes never seems to wane. Not half a night has passed and you’d never know he’d been drained – not to mention so extravagantly.”

“Do it again, Empress!”

Drake risked his tongue speaking out of turn. He also risked a lot worse. But it was worth knowing if this miraculous reprieve might continue – or whether he could start counting out his remaining hours in those insanely sustained mega-ejaculations. Nala seemed to agree.

“Don’t you intend to join the Conclave tomorrow, mistress? You spoke of empowering and enlightening yourself beyond any previous expectations. Let us learn how special this thrall truly is. Perhaps we need never even seize outworld slaves for use again. His sorrow accuses us with justice, mistress.”

“This is the danger of taking a thrall with love,” Jia chided gently. “It can weaken one in the face of duty’s need. But as often as I have wished for a world without armies, I would certainly welcome taking all the vitality I ever require from this one special vessel. Who would need a memory record of our exploits then? We could relive each draining day by day in reality. So yes, by all means, let us see if this male can endure another emptying without undue injury.”

Jia crawled to him, those projecting breasts now pendulous. Confident that he wouldn’t spill precipitously this time she fondled his urgent up-jut, marveling.

“One could certainly do worse in finding an endless fount.”

Then she was humming and rubbing him in ways that made him frantic. She gripped him and licked all around him appreciatively before taking him in straight down to the root again. This time it took more than a few perfunctory strokes. Drake actually had an Empress, a goddess, a divinely endowed giantess lovingly pursing and slurping and hungrily head-sucking on his adamantine manhood for well over a minute before her expertise succeeded. Then once again he found himself as trapped in orgasm as in his web of chains.

Though the replenishing potion had spurred enough unnaturally accelerated sperm production for him to supply another remarkable load of this, that wasn’t nearly the end of it. Again Jia did something that kept him writhing in that mind-blanking intensity of ongoing ecstasy while she ruthlessly drew some indefinable but all too recognizable sustenance from his feverishly roiling genitals. When she at last pulled back gasping and gleaming and seeming somehow even larger and more beautiful-powerful-effervescent, Drake felt a bit wilted by comparison – and in more than just his quickly shriveling prick.

This had undoubtedly been the longest night of his life. When gleeful Jia pronounced another unbelievable feeding with no appreciable depletion, he groaned and fainted in his exhausted relief. Still Drake came to only moments later.

Nala was again considerately treating his many welts and burns. After holding a chamberpot for him and locking his cage back on, she lowered him down and released his limbs completely. Though these were promptly shackled back together behind him and linked in a classic hogtie, Drake was actually allowed back into the Empress’ bed.

Thrall and Afflicter were invited to bracket that giant body. Brawny arms encircled and drew them in like cosseted children. From expecting to be dead (or at least well on his way there), Drake considered the situation instead to be pretty much his new definition of heaven.

It certainly beat the slave pens all to hell. He was snugly asleep within seconds.




Chapter Five

Accommodation

Replete with her best-ever feeding, the Empress Jia slept long and extremely well.

Rich in texture, dreams deep with meaning kept her cavorting through thrilling adventures even while her battle-whetted, ecstasy-exhausted flesh rested. Despite such wonderful slumber however she was the first of her bedmates to waken.

Her system was just too supercharged to stay somnolent. Restlessness aside, Jia rejoined awareness with a delectable naked body still molded wonderfully to either flank. Each breast pillowed a head for which she felt privileged to provide a bed. Ruler of her world with access to perhaps an infinity of others, Jia wanted only these lovers.

Carefully she raised a hand. Her fingers nudged up her fillet of office to rub the spot on her forehead where the transmitting crystal had been pressing for so long. Her link to the recording device had ended upon falling asleep, so there was no more need to wear it.

Indeed, might there truly be no more need for any of this effort and equipment?

Words she and Nala had spoken over aromas that accused them more eloquently than any cries recurred to Jia now in the mid-morning silence. Pleasing as such idealistic dreams might be, the First Practitioner knew they were currently premature.

Her first concern still had to be isolating this thrall’s distinctiveness and learning how to distinguish it. Even if he persisted sufficiently to supply Jia throughout her life, her successor would still require a replacement for this unfortunately mortal miracle. Ensuring the eternal primacy of the Sisterhood was her paramount responsibility.

Still, no one said that always had to be onerous. Even pursuing dead ends wasn’t always a waste of time.

Jia felt a grin spread. Making love with Nala under the helpless thrall’s gaze had been as rewarding in its way as everything else. Even now it warmed her to think that the young woman need only grip her own crystal tight to experience not only all the night’s wonders for herself but to feel the indisputable honesty of her Empress’ love and regard as they coupled.

It was inevitable that Jia would move on from the girl as she had so many others. It salved their mutual hurt to leave this enduring proof that it had been far more than merely physical between them, or a fulfilling of mutual duties. Plus how erotically surreal must it feel to be essentially inside someone else who’s making such devoted love to you? Perhaps Jia could ask.

As for her other lover, elation wasn’t a great enough word to describe what the Empress felt at what she’d acquired.

A bottomless reservoir or not, this American more than made up for a hundred of either of their useless countrymen. And whether he represented the salvation of her civilization or just a glimpse of new possibilities, the novelty of him captivated her personally.

Much as the Empress enjoyed riding the occasional virile male (whether thrall, slave or merely one of her warriors), and as delightful as she found allowing Nala, Mina or her maids to pleasure her, jaded Jia generally preferred to don the cock and do the fucking for herself. Especially since that fantastic phallus matched her efforts in fucking her right back. Who else could do her so satisfactorily? Unfortunately such size, strength, stamina and zeal were just too punishing for most women to endure.

Of course she could have ordered any man in the land to accommodate her and had indeed brutalized thralls this way before. Yet that had been fueled by anger rather attraction. The erotic possibilities had never occurred to her – a bit of cultural blindness of her own. Nala in the slave pen had opened her eyes however.

To have discovered an eager worshipper begging for her worst, an undersized but attractive male-maid wildly aroused rather than terrified by her monstrous power and stature (not to mention the deadly threat she represented), inspired an unprecedented lust in her in return. A previously unsuspected, entirely delightful new kind of sex life beckoned. Jia wanted to keep on pegging her new property almost as much she craved the super-pure potency of his overflowing energy. This male she would gladly keep beside her until he died.

Which thought brought Jia back to another facet of last night’s gem. How long might this thrall truly last? The evidence was a bit ambiguous. Two incredible emptyings and he still seemed perfectly healthy. Yet he’d hardly stirred in sleep and his tanned skin looked pallid – either from anima depletion after all or maybe just his week underground.

Boran and her military advisers wouldn’t be happy. Mina might fret too. But Jia decided to push the Conclave back for another day. She would spend this afternoon and evening further gorging on this male’s seemingly inexhaustible vitality, enjoying his flattering reciprocity of lust and learning all she could of him. The Conclave could only benefit and the patrol schedule would just have to suffer.

Jia shifted enough to considerately rouse her lovers. Fawningly deferential eyes adored her instantly upon opening. Nala gave the gigantic nipple so near a kiss on the projecting tip.

“Back to work with us mistress?” They both spoke in Shatran.

“Duty calls for us all.”

“I thank you beyond expression, Empress. I never dared dream of even meeting you. Now my days will never be the same.”

“In the name of all of Shatra and the eons of Sisters still to come I thank you humbly in return, Nala of the Cadre. You are a hero to us all.”

“What are your wishes?”

“Find attendants to see to this thrall. I want him shackled as before and chained by the balcony so he can receive sun and air. Only ensure he can’t reach the parapet. Our guilt-ridden vessel has seriously considered self-destruction. This will not be permitted.”

“Of course not.”

“Have him bathed and treated, fed and given the second potion Mina has prepared. I will send orders for his disposition later. Meanwhile you and I will bathe and join the other councilors for breakfast. There will be more schedule shuffling I’m afraid. I need your support on the importance of last night to justify it.”

“I will eagerly earn all these honors.”

“Go then, beloved. And have the maids bring you an adviser’s robe – there’s another honor you can continue to earn.”

As Nala slipped from the bed Jia turned to the bound form cradled in her other arm. Another openly worshipful gaze greeted her. At least the impertinent slave stayed silent. Jia addressed him formally for good and all.

“I do not care what you used to be called. You are my slave and your name is now Thrall. And though only subhuman property, you have my keenest preference. I want nothing more than to drain you daily and peg you every second I can for as long you survive. Rare as you are, you arouse and fulfill me tremendously.

“But I rule here. I will punish insupportable impudence with instant amputation. You will devote to me your utterest allegiance with no more consideration of self-harm. We will glory in our lust for each other and I will preserve you as well as I can. You may yet have your decades of loving domination, my delectable little male-maid.”

Awestruck adulation strained to credit her benevolence.

“I shall serve you with unswerving fealty forever mistress. And I will pray every available moment for the future you offer, my spectacular goddess. I live only for you now.”

Jia smiled disarmed at that.

“Nala’s priming has certainly paid its return. We will enjoy exploiting your obsession considerably once I have discharged my other duties. Behave for the maids, nurture your vitality and I will return for you when I can.”

“I worship you blindly. I will always obey.’

Jia rose and went to open the oriel. Fresh air and light flooded in.

She breathed deep and stepped out onto the balcony.

Beyond the keep and town, the road stretched on through more rich agricultural land. The smells of fecundity were everywhere yet that didn’t make for contentment. Jia felt the communal resentment and sighed under her burdens.

The folk here and especially across the wide grain-growing governate beyond tended to begrudge feeding the less productive parts of the country. Naturally they blamed the Sisterhood for preventing them from eating like Americans while everyone else starved.

Discontent was especially rife lately with lower-than-average rainfall threatening the usual surplus, hence the need for this patrol. Jia sent her sight winging along the path ahead and saw even more restiveness than expected, incipient rebellion waiting to be quelled. She sighed again and used some of her current surfeit of anima to hearten the army.

Stepping back inside Jia took off the imperial fillet, removing the blue transmission crystal.

She stored this for Mina to secure later and moved to examine the three recorded copies. All were perfect reproductions of her experience. Again she put two aside for Mina, the copy for the archives and the one for her own records. She picked up the third just as Nala returned with a bevy of comely maids.

“You have the new robe?”

A maid produced this. Jia thought the black border of rank would look perfect with those big dark eyes. She beamed appreciation as she slipped the enchanted crystal into the Afflicter’s hand.

“Tuck this into the pocket and don’t lose it. After our meeting with Boran, Elia, Mina and the others you may take the rest of the day for yourself. I must arrange for your promotion to my staff and see to your replacement in the slave pens. Do you have any objections to leaving the garrison here for an eventual place in the palace?”

“My Empress jests!”

“No, darling. We may not share nights like this often, or even ever again. But your worth is too great to languish here. You can arrange for any family to move to the capital after this tour. Until then stay close to me and continue to serve us all so well.”

Nala had run out of verbal superlatives for her glee. Her eyes alone expressed all this meant to her. Jia leaned down for a long kiss.

“Come, the maids wait. Let us bathe together. Brief as it’s been, our world-shaking tryst hasn’t quite ended yet.”

***

Newly renamed Thrall waited hogtied on his side while attendants poured into the room. Most of these were young ladies clearly chosen for their beauty.

Short white robes hung half-open, showing quite enough unblemished adolescent perfection to make a modern American adult feel uncomfortable.

One woman at least was older, with the shaved head, bare breasts and body harness of an Afflicter. It was she who unlinked Thrall’s limbs and shackled his hands in front of him again. The collar was locked back about his neck. Then as Jia had ordered the leash-chain was secured to a ring set in the stone of that arched oriel.

Three maids closed in a bit timidly.

Though ‘subhuman’ Thrall was of much lower station, the privileges being dispensed emphasized his importance. Teenagers still, they seemed quietly awed as they brought him a chamberpot to use and pushed over a steaming basin.

When Thrall tried to wash himself they would have nothing of this. Thankfully after recent excesses his libido was depleted if nothing else. He was able to stay blankly passive while achingly attentive nubile beauties scrubbed and rinsed his entire body and carefully applied unguents to all of his wounds.

Without more than a word or two of English they even insisted on rubbing some specially medicated ointment into his abraded anus. At last Thrall was given a bulging water-skin, a bowl of mixed fruit and another smoking potion. Once he’d quaffed the latter he was left alone to crouch out of the way and eat while the remaining maids cleaned the suite.

Shortly the morning bustle wrapped up. The Empress’ chamber emptied completely except for a single warrior left to watch both him and the door. A woman of about forty who looked capable of destroying him without need of her sword or spear, she had a forbidding manner that Drake (Thrall damn it, he was Thrall now) shied away from challenging. Instead he moved as far onto the balcony as his chain would allow and looked out.

He no longer considered jumping.

His owner’s orders aside, this place had turned into paradise overnight. Between them Shanelle and Nala had indeed primed him ideally for this destiny. Giantess Jia just pushed every submissive button in him, twisted all his dials right into the red. Whether he truly considered her a goddess or not could be left to the emotions of the moment. All that mattered was that for a masochistic sodomite and dominant-woman-worshipper, she was as close to a divinity as he was ever likely to meet. If his life was going to be spared, if he truly wasn’t going to succumb to Jia’s strange vampirism he would just have to find some other answer for his guilt. Perhaps he could even ingratiate himself enough to gain some influence with this ruler, and convince her to target only guys who might prefer such a perverse fate – like him. Because if a door to LA suddenly miraculously opened in front of him, Thrall felt no doubt that he would kick it quickly closed.

Sorry, Shanelle. I can do a lot better now.

Besides, he couldn’t really be blamed for spilling his guts to someone who could both read his mind and hack off his toes with no compunction whatsoever, could he? Nevertheless, try telling that to some quiet family guy with three dependent kids, some guy whom Jia had unjustly abducted with his assistance. Explain it to him before he was murdered right in front of him. How many times could anyone sit through that?

With no answer but vague hopes for some half-imagined redemption, Thrall had to fall back on distraction. Thankfully he now had plenty of simple pleasures his incarceration had heretofore denied him.

Up here near the roof of this prodigious citadel, the reeks of clustered humanity didn’t quite reach. And though the sun hadn’t cleared the structure behind them it was a gorgeous late summer morning. The breeze was light and iridescent butterflies sampled potted rose bushes. After being bowed up in bondage so long Thrall stood straight and stretched, savored the pristine air and entertained himself watching the birds wheeling about his aerie. It sure had staring at a dungeon wall beat.

He was still engaged so, trying to identify familiar species when a woman entered. Tall and slender, Thrall recognized her from his arrival in the tent. Ignoring him, she went around dismantling gold instruments and putting away arcane pieces of apparatus.

He faced her deferentially as obviously someone of rank. Still she gave him only a silent study before departing. Thrall took her visit as a chiding from his owner though. With the morning’s potion already making his balls swell, he sat down to become an energy collector again. Who knew? Meditation might be the only thing keeping him alive.

***

Another afternoon passed in pursuit of empowerment and inner peace.

No one troubled Thrall; he and the warrior by the door may have both been statutes. After a while the sun reached his balcony and his body rejoiced as if starved for vitamin D. Like a thirsty sponge his skin soaked in the solar radiation, a far more tangible energy than any anima. By the time the opening door signaled a new arrival he was beaded all over with sweat yet once again wonderfully refreshed.

Thrall’s balls had also gone from wrinkled little walnuts back up to paired purplish pomegranates shiny with scrotal stretching. No matter – the woman entering was another Afflicter, unfortunately not Nala.

She came directly to him and the slave struggled obediently upright. Without words she freed his chain from the ring and tugged him toward the bed. Thrall’s heart leaped: his goddess must be returning! He obeyed every peremptory gesture and soon found himself helplessly suspended again – and hogtied back up as well.

With his shackled wrists and ankles all linked behind his kidneys, these restraints were hooked in turn to a chain descending from the ceiling. Thrall hung (and gently spun and swung) about a meter above the middle of that sumptuous mattress.

Gravity savaged his spine and limb sockets while his caged and bloated genitals dragged lowest. It wasn’t lost on the slave-boy sex-toy sustenance-source that he dangled at the ideal level for both kneeling pegging and reclining feeding. Jia would indeed be here soon to resume their mutually compulsive, destructively parasitic, joyously obsessive dalliance.

It felt like an hour. But the agony was more than worth it – and for more than its own sake.

When the Empress arrived at last she came unaccompanied.

She must have ordered the warrior to seal the room and take up guard outside, because abruptly they were sequestered together. Without ceremony she took off her robe and golden fillet, though not those heavier bands, the ones always increasing and emphasizing biceps already the size of Thrall’s thighs. And by the time Jia reached the bed she was carrying that bottle of rare oil and sporting a bone-hard boner for him as big as the last half of a baseball bat. Ah, the requirements of his exciting new life…

No longer bothering with Afflicters or torture at all (other than the stress of his wrenched suspension), Empress Jia kept things congenial.

Petting him coquettishly she assured little Thrall that soon they would couple in more conventional fashion; many spells could only be performed via such coitus. And she wanted to honor him that way at any rate, not to mention ride his slavishly servicing face the way Nala had. But of course for now his energies fed her best through direct ingestion. And surely they were in agreement that it was this fantastically titillating and exhilarating alternate form of intercourse, this forbidden aberration each found so compelling that needed to be wallowed in further first.

This was the reciprocal addiction that would forever bind and define them, even more so than lethal parasitism. Opposites in so many ways, literally creatures of different universes, they were nevertheless ideally matched pegging partners. They may have been created by fate specifically to fulfill each other’s unexpected sexual destiny. Never would either be able to get enough of this quintessential expression of their complementary obsession.

Just as Thrall expected, Jia crouched comfortably behind him. She stroked him adoringly some more, cooing approval of his worshipful urgency. Just when he could bear the suspense no further she spread him out and mounted. And thus began the next demanding marathon, one far more punishing and rewarding than any silly old road race. Time after time Thrall jerked and swung as helplessly as he hung, suffering and soaring on unsurpassed extremes of passion while his doting owner enjoyed him to endless supremely ecstatic ejaculations.

Twice more Thrall writhed in his own artfully-extended orgasmic emptying as well. With Jia lying supine beneath his dangling genitals she had all the leisure she needed to unlock, examine, play with, stimulate and afflict these before ever more gluttonously suckling her mystic sustenance from him.

Naturally this position allowed for comfortable interaction as well – for questioning and even desultory conversation in the intervals between excesses.

Here was Thrall’s chance to ingratiate himself.

He timidly tried to charm his deity, flattering her exciting squirting. He asked after her and Nala’s obviously forceful orgasms, contrasting their power with the fact that many American women couldn’t climax at all. After a mutually horrified digression about female genital mutilation, Jia agreed that her world had bred for far greater female pleasure over the eons.

Later they spoke of the Sisters’ mystic sight, which Thrall eventually identified in American terms as ‘remote viewing’ a supposed psychic ability once the subject of both CIA and Soviet covert experiments. The old Drake Green had considered psychic powers good for making movies about but little else. That guy may as well have been left behind with his hair-band.

Such diversions couldn’t work forever. Eventually the discussion turned more intense.

Thrall was forced to admit that he knew where best to look for other masochists – Roy’s basement aside. He explained about fetish clubs and dominatrix brothels, where men like him went to find either willing or paid partners to sate their deviant needs.

Jia gleamed with love and delight.

During this latest interrogation they’d been face to face, with the Empress spread out below him. She had removed her elephantine phallus and lowered him nearly into kissing distance. His own twice-drained prick was aching hard yet again; little wonder as Jia had been fondling it, lifting her splayed crotch to it and swinging him to and fro above her just gently enough to skate its burning length along her lubricated labia.

“There are places like this in your city?”

Thrall whimpered hopelessly. “Certainly. More in the big city to the north. San Francisco. I don’t know where exactly. I would have to search, but it would take only minutes. If I was there, and could get to public listings.”

“Help me find them from here, so I don’t doom anyone else unsuited to this.”

“What do you wish of me exactly?”

“Do you think you can come once more? I want to try and drain you again. Though you have weakened a little at last.”

“I felt the debilitation that time, Empress.”

“I can rejuvenate you afterward if needed. My breasts will produce a serum. But we should test your resilience and your limits. How often can we do this if you keep taking potions? Will we have weeks or years or a lifetime together?”

“These are good questions.”

“I have others too. To answer them, you will try and think of these pain-lovers and the places where they congregate. Fantasize you are among them while I feed. Your seed will be scanty anyway, so I will be feeding mostly on you. Give me your impressions of these deviants and their dens along with your anima. You will save many more men like the friend you mourn.”

Thrall was in no state to unravel moral logic anymore. Jia was still swinging him slightly, rubbing their aroused genitals together. Her sapphire eyes treasured him but would brook no refusal. She read his acquiescence, smiled and slid down to use her mouth.

Having already ejaculated four times in about thirty hours (each orgasm amazingly sustained), it shouldn’t have been possible. Replenishing potions and stimulation skills perfected over millennia made it so. Though it took considerable time and effort (while neither begrudged either in the least), Jia’s rubbing and humming, slurping and suckling eventually had her slave writhing mindlessly again. Almost literally coming his brains out, Thrall still clung desperately to the commanded fantasy even as he could again sense some essential necessity being pitilessly pulled from him through his madly spasming sex glands.

The feeling was almost supra-orgasmic. Above the physical and emotional ecstasy of nonstop coming was the spiritual exaltation of his vitality going. The submissive frisson of his victimization was so keen that Thrall would have gloried in it even unto the twitching end.

So did the maiden succumb to the vampire, in all those horror movies. Fortunately this succubus had better discipline.

With another gasp and laugh of elation Jia stopped rubbing-sucking him off. Sagging limply, Thrall finally felt drained indeed. Suddenly even blinking was an effort, to say nothing of licking back the slaver collecting on his lips. Drooling on his goddess would be ghastly. Somehow Thrall mustered himself into focus just in time. He swallowed. Then he blinked away the blear to see his devourer smiling up. Her familiar glutted glee was tempered by a critically assessing eye.

“You are not a bottomless reservoir after all, Thrall. Too much depletion could kill you in the end like everyone else. How unfortunate, if not unexpected. But neither are you in immediate need of a rejuvenating infusion. You are resilient still. I believe with rest and care and judicious use you may last indefinitely indeed. And you have earned such consideration. You helped me well tonight. You are still a miracle to be cherished, my delightful little male-maid. For the remainder of tonight and tomorrow you must rest and recover.

“In the morning I shall join Elia and we will see just how irreplaceable you are!”

As Jia lowered him at last, releasing him to spend a second blessed night cradled in her arms, Thrall was already slipping into a recuperative swoon.




Chapter Six

Breakthrough

The Conclave convened deep in the Makkan Keep’s Chamber of the Sacred.

Generally used for honoring, communing with or seeking intercession from ones’ ancestors, this was also the site of the governate’s high rituals both public and private. The décor was somber, all rare dark woods with highly polished black stonework luridly lit by giant red-tuned dishes roaring around the circular perimeter.

Inside these, ranged about the round central dais, stood every Seer and Acolyte in the governate, both those stationed locally and the ones traveling with the Empress. Nearly fifty strong, the women rustled with anticipation despite remaining decorously silent. Smoke from incense and powerful herbs smoldering among aromatic wood chips wafted up from ceremonial censers. High, high above, an opening in the distant domed ceiling – an oculus – admitted a brilliant shaft of sun that took on an elusive churning solidity passing through this effluvia.

It was only moments from midday. Stabbing almost straight downward, that narrow cone of refulgence fell strikingly on the arresting figure of Elia, seated alone in the middle of the dais.

Though under a moon now from being eighteen she still looked half the waif, with her full cheeks, fey air and sylphic appearance. As always her singular eyes, skin and hair, even her hands protruding from the sleeves made a jarring contrast with the scarlet and black of her robe.

Before she’d seemed an apparition in her Acolyte’s white. Now she drew every eye, a figure of radiant power despite her youth and size. Though this was only her second Conclave serving as the primary eye, she now held the Seer’s Stone with greedy assurance. Waiting for the most auspicious moment she was poised perfectly between confident calmness and eager intent. Waiting too, standing with Mina in the first circle of support, Jia shared both the girl’s resolve and the awe of her felt throughout the room. Very soon they would be sharing so much more…

From one newly ascendant youngster to another, the Empress cut her gaze to Nala.

Back in her Afflicter’s harness, she waited across the dais by the cart of empty slave cages. Meeting her mistress’ gaze brought a beaming despite the gravity of the moment. They’d only spoken privately in brief since yesterday. But it had been enough to confirm that the contents of her crystal had bound the woman more irrevocably to her Empress than ever.

Leaving Thrall in the care of her maids after fixing him an especially soporific restorative, Jia had bathed and joined her advisors for breakfast as usual. After reporting on developments, recent revelations and confirming her purpose, she’d set everyone to their tasks.

Boran left to ready the patrol to resume on the morrow. Mina finished organizing the delayed Conclave. Elia retired to dwell on the information Jia had gleaned along with Thrall’s staggeringly abundant energy – although verbal descriptions could hardly compare to the rapport upcoming. Having received instructions to resume her old role for the ceremony, Nala had hesitated before moving away. Aware of how the girl’s adoring eyes had been glued to her all meeting, Jia stole a moment and drew her close.

“Your time off duty was spent enjoyably?”

“I love you so much, Empress!” Tears of worship shimmered over limpid depths. “Ask anything you wish of me ever. My life is yours!”

“Then answer, dearest.” Jia bent to murmur. “How does it feel making love to yourself?”

One of those tears slipped free and trickled down a blushing cheek.

“More flattering than anyone so wonderful could ever imagine.”

Nala kissed her sweetly and hurried off, clearly in a race against sobs. Flattered in turn, Jia had sighed nevertheless. She’d been looking for something spicier.

Tensing suddenly, the First Practitioner banished such frivolities. Midday was here; the shaft of sun and smoke now speared straight down upon the perfect circle of the dais. It was time to save the Sisterhood, not to mention all of Shatra. Jia took a deep breath of the augmented air, feeling the truly unprecedented glut of energy within stirring. It was time to hitch a ride on this amazing adolescent’s eye and truly see what she could do.

Elia met her gaze as she raised the gold chain overhead and the Empress nodded encouragement. Then as the prodigy donned the crystal and clasped it in her hand Jia (along with everyone else) closed her eyes and opened those of her mind.

All was blazing radiation as they shot upward, along the path of that roiling beam, through the oculus and almost instantly up past a circling condor way overhead. Feeling Elia’s zeal for immediate adventure, Jia used her influence to rein the girl in. The scope and acuity of her sight was astounding; it made Jia’s recent brief reconnaissance from the balcony seem the work of a trainee. Feeling her Empress’ admiration and wishes, Elia paused to look again at the unrest awaiting them ahead.

The Sisters were old hands at sensing rebellion.

With the entire Conclave working together, covert gatherings and weapon stockpiling were swiftly pinpointed. Leaders were noted for removal by Mina. The work of days was accomplished in moments, with a minimal expenditure of effort. Elated all over again, Jia resisted the temptation to accompany the girl on a quick jaunt exploring the wonders of the other continents. They were not gathered here for sightseeing but to save their society. Elia’s leashed eagerness nearly screamed with the need of a fresh challenge, a new chance to expand upon a potential all involved could now sense seemed to be as limitless as the worth of their quarry. Jia gave the girl her mental blessing.

A nearly effortless flex of will and infinity opened up. Immediately they arrowed into the flux. Before Jia could even begin to differentiate between destinations they emerged unerringly not only in America but in the same vast, smoggy city by the sea from which their reluctant informant-exemplar had recently been plucked.

Their prodigy kept improving constantly.

***

As always America was an assault on both the senses and sensibilities. Still Elia forged ahead, bolstered by the strength and experience of the Conclave.

From her position of first support Jia in particular flooded her with power, as well as the guidance gained from that recent precious acquisition. In the total rapport that vision-sharing brought, Elia was finally able to perceive those gleanings directly. The passions that drove these pain-lovers, the particular flavors of their desperation, the surroundings they sought, even the subtlest aromas of the male-maid’s rutting heat were hers in which to immerse herself.

Soon the spoor was recognizable.

With Elia exalted by the energy flowing inexhaustibly into her, along with her Empress’ euphoric anticipation of success, they braved the noxious heart of the sprawling mess. Through the toxic maelstrom of mechanical contraptions and aggressively swarming denizens they pursued that elusive spoor into an area identifiable by the images culled from reluctant Thrall.

Homes and reputable businesses gave way to taverns and dance clubs – and whore-dens. Though it was the middle of the working day, none seemed to lack for patrons. Everywhere women abased themselves for men – or money. They saw purchased or coerced sex in the most revolting, outrageous situations and conditions. Elia quailed while Jia wanted to bring down a cleansing fire from on high. Still they pushed on, the spoor growing stronger, until it led to a club with one of their ubiquitous lighted signs. Rather than words these glowing tubes formed pictures: a whip and a set of manacles. It was all true, and too easy too.

Inside was a warren-like wonderment.

Beyond a main public area where patrons drank, socialized and watched performances, smaller rooms featured more intimate gatherings. Much greater in number and smaller still were flop-closets shared by heated couples. And as horribly as women were being treated in the wider society, here it was men that were being shamed and hurt and subjugated. And like their special vessel had revealed, these men submitted enthusiastically! Dozens of them, all in one structure!

Elation at this bonanza was augmented by righteous excitement.

It wasn’t a purging firestorm but the sight of so many men being bound, tortured and pegged was particularly satisfying amid so much surrounding anathema. Jia’s arousal tapped into the prodigious reserves within her and power poured forth like never before. Exalted almost unbearably, the First Practitioner stepped up a level in perception and detected a kind of faint shimmer about each of these willing victims. Elia’s acknowledgement came immediately.

She’d sensed it already, like before.

The rest of the Conclave remained baffled, but Jia had achieved parity with Elia’s formerly exclusive insight. She also understood another thing immediately. While these males shared Thrall’s American potency and better, the erotic compulsion that enriched his willingness with such passion, they were not his equal in other regards. This almost indiscernible shimmer could hardly be compared with his signature aura of blazing purity. Nevertheless this was a breakthrough to be celebrated.

Now the Sisterhood knew what kind of thralls to claim and where to seek them. Rather than waste effort on culls they could maximize their return. The only difficulty remaining was to isolate one susceptible to abduction.

Unbeknownst to themselves, most humans’ normal flow of consciousness, even while asleep, defends them from possession. The constant flotsam of sensory input and shallow trivia leaves no opening in which a mystic may insinuate that essential first tendril of mental energy. Only during states of deep concentration (the deeper the better) are these defenses lowered.

Needless to say, busy social scenes were hardly conducive. And the Sisterhood’s policy was to never take a captive where others could observe and raise an alert. Such an advanced world might come up with technological countermeasures if it became aware of its accessibility. In any case, a few rooms had lone men left in bondage, but their feverish struggling and fantasizing left them immune to influence too. For all the glut of power available and all the ideal candidates located, there remained obstacles to overcome. Rather than waste any more energy in the face of certain frustration, Jia decided to retreat and consolidate the considerable progress they’d made.

Elia pulled back. Out of the building, city and world they flew in a blink. Back through the oculus and into the keep again, everyone opened their eyes. Elia took off the Seer’s Stone, breaking the vision trance and ending their mental link. Still no one needed to speak. All had shared in the good news and bad, except for Nala. For her benefit Jia shrugged.

“We return enlightened but empty-handed. You may put the cages away. Then join Elia and me for council. Mina has business with War Master Boran.”

As Nala and Mina bowed and left, Jia lifted her voice to address the Conclave.

“Sisters, you know our next need. Men ideally fit for draining exist in vast numbers, and if we now have means to identify them, they remain beyond our current influence. A way must be found to change that. Perhaps once identified candidates can be tracked, so we can attempt to take them after they return to their dwellings.

“Please work diligently on this or any other ideas you may have. Tomorrow we must continue our patrol. But I would like to try again within days, before we reach the next keep. I will continue to accrue power and knowledge while working on the problem myself. Perhaps Elia or I can discover how to detect which prospects have refined enough minds to regularly lower their defenses.”

Jia let them all taste the force of her conviction.

“We will succeed in this, Sisters! We’ve made more progress in a week than in generations of slow decay. Ours will be the breakthrough that heralds a glorious new age!”

A rare spontaneous cheer greeted this. Heartened in return, Jia tapped her fillet in salute. Then she waved for radiant Elia to accompany her upstairs. Nala would be waiting.

***

The potion he’d been given at breakfast put Thrall down for a serious sleep. Yet while his body repaired itself, his mind both relived recent days and tried its hand at prophecy.

He was back in the slave pen with Nala thrashing atop him, her strong arms locking his head between her breasts. Then he was wallowing in shamed agony and ecstatic about it; Goddess Jia was pegging him into delirious subjugation all over again.

She was mounted astride his dwarfed form and riding his erection; she was proffering a nipple as big as his palm and spanking him barehanded while he squirmed naked across her oversize lap like a naughty child caught with the cookie jar. He was dying at last, his final shreds of sentience being ecstatically ejaculated out of his shriveled husk and into the glorious succubus so ravenously, lovingly devouring him. Perhaps once she’d cocksucked these last wisps of life from him he’d become a dependent part of her forever. His spirit subsumed and encapsulated in her own, he would be her eternal plaything and victim then, the ultimate submissive possession.

This actually must have happened, for next Thrall was a helpless bystander, a jealous voyeur watching from within as his glorious goddess made noisy, fervent love to an even more vocally appreciative Nala. As deep into her dominion as the consumed slave was, his betters’ mutual passion reached him, taunting his impotence until his groin cried out in its agonized cramping.

Eventually Thrall receded even deeper.

Unable to bear the old nightmare of frustration, he passed beyond dreams into nullity. Still his instincts retained enough awareness for him to judge that the entire day and most of the night had passed when he finally woke up again. And perhaps not all his subconscious adventures were complete invention either.

Thrall was curled alone on a pallet of furs, his collar still chained to the oriel. Several feet away was that sumptuous bed, where Nala and the Empress were snuggled entwined in post-coital slumber. The moon poured through the gauzy sheers drawn across the balcony to show a water-skin and chamberpot next to him. Thrall availed himself of both. Though he did so quietly he saw the shining of his owner’s eyes as he finished. Her voice was a low husk.

“You have recovered well.”

“Yes, Empress. The weakness is gone.”

“That is fortunate. I will need your strength. We were unable to seize any of your fellows, though your help allowed us to locate them. Yet none seemed to share your singular refinement. You remain necessary to me, as well as a most irreplaceable bedmate.”

“My life is yours, my goddess.”

“You are the second to say so this day.” Jia kissed the sleeping Nala, who smiled and stirred but didn’t wake. “You both have my gratitude. Tonight after we make camp our beloved will afflict you for me again, we will enjoy much more wonderful mutual congress and you will feed me beautifully. Do these ideas please you?”

“I could beg for little better.”

“Then rest now. Harbor your vitality. Dawn will arrive in due time.”

“Of course, mistress.”

Like the soldier she was, Jia went right back to sleep without effort. Thrall was left to lie without stirring, mulling over what she’d told him.

So he hadn’t doomed anyone yet, though that treason was closer. Relief battled anxiety, with self-loathing waiting just offstage. Thrall tried on Jia’s justification.

They were going to take men regardless. With his help they would take fewer. And some of those might come to embrace their destiny, even thank him. He was actually reducing the sum of suffering here, not worsening it. He was saving the next Jeff, not condemning him.

Given the limits of his knowledge the logic seemed sound. But that still didn’t soften the image of possibly watching some innocent guy die. Almost as painful, what if his privileged position was supplanted instead? Roy’s miserable jealousy might seem trifling then.

Miserably jealous even considering this possibility, that his place in heaven might be under threat despite Jia’s assurances, Thrall decided to pray for the first time since walking out of church at twelve.

Call Thrall a doubter too, but he’d believe somebody could come back from death when he saw it happen – and an expert confirmed it. When it came to the manifest blessings dispensed by this goddess however, he would seize any conceivable expedient to keep receiving them.

***

Dawn arrived as promised.

The morning bustle was more hectic than usual, as the Empress’ party was departing this day. At the peak scramble, after he’d been bathed and fed, Nala returned for Thrall. In place of her harness she wore a rich scarlet robe, and carried one of dull gray. Dressing him in this she explained that slaves were rarely allowed raiment; he was being honored yet again. Cuffing his hands in front yet freeing his ankles, she took up his leash chain and led him from the chamber.

Through the scurrying menials and maids, servants and soldiers they went down a hallway and several flights of stairs. In the end they emerged from the base of a tower onto a vast flat surface – the roof of the inner keep, where the army and baggage train were forming up to descend the switchback ramp down to the road onward. Thrall spotted Jia immediately and his heart sped up like a love-struck schoolboy.

Mounted on a charger larger than a Clydesdale, silvery breastplate gleaming in the sun and girt with a sword that Thrall doubted he could even lift, she was the ultimate comic book Amazon. Sable tresses fluttering in the breeze, muscular arms gesturing vigorously as she berated some laggard, the Empress moved briskly among her troops. Men and women alike focused fervent admiration on her and the glorious figure she cut justified their adulation.

Soldiers fell quickly into order. Nala tugged gawking Thrall on toward the wagons, piled high with disassembled tents, crated weapons and stores. Drawn up behind an elaborate coach that must have carried the other commanders in relative comfort, one of these wagons contained mostly carefully packed glassware, magical apparatus and other breakables. Yet space had been made for one of those half-a-phone-booth slave cages.

Apparently he was still considered irreplaceable too.

Nala bundled Thrall into the cage, shackled his ankles and chained his collar to the bars. Impish delight enlivened her actions and Thrall responded to all this redundant bondage by cramping his other cage again. Nala gave a surreptitious giggle.

“Tonight, beloved. Thanks to you I have joined the Empress’ own entourage.”

She kissed his forehead, closed and locked the cage. Thrall watched her stride away, only to return shortly with the albino girl who’d abducted him and the slender woman Thrall took to be Jia’s top lieutenant. All disappeared into the coach, joined by a few others whose elaborately embroidered robes indicated exalted rank.

With Jia now out of sight as well, the dually caged slave sighed and settled back. Within a few minutes horns blared out and the army began to march.

***

So began a week of travel: uncomfortable by day and fantastically rewarding each night.

Once beyond the town they were back into farmland, though only for a while. Fruit orchards soon gave way to rough, uncultivated lands while the gently rolling hills climbed into a series of forested ridges. Interrupted by scrub-filled gullies, these were no challenge to the Sisterhood’s engineers. Still progress slowed and the road became rougher. Jostled about in his cage, bored with even the changing scenery (which now looked like any temperate landscape), Thrall often recalled his earlier journey back in the trailing slave wagons.

The company of old Cor and his cronies would be a welcome defense against monotony – and the lesser confinement would spare him considerable bruising and cramping. As it was he could only gaze enviously at the mounted messengers that occasionally cantered so freely past.

Often the Empress visited the command coach as well.

Thrall quickly learned to distinguish her enormous horse from others, though every faint drum of hoof-beats made him stir intently. Often his owner would provide a smile as she passed by and these brief, infrequent blessings sustained the slave throughout otherwise interminable days. Of course by night she treated him to outrageous sensory, emotional and hormonal extremes he’d already embraced as well worth extinction. And so Thrall’s new life (or wonderfully gradual execution) finally began to settle into a predictable routine.

Routine was not how many people would describe those evenings of course. One should pity such benighted souls.

Thrall exulted in every torturously ecstatic second. In the time it took to establish camp each evening he would be fed and allowed to refresh and relieve himself before the ordeal. Then as soon as the Empress decided everything was well in hand she spent every moment possible with him, just as promised.

Whether eliciting and absorbing his exudations, probing for further information, glorying in their unexpectedly intense erotic connection, feeding on his seed and vitality or any and all of these together, gigantic Jia remained insatiable. Even better, she resumed including their mutually beloved Afflicter nearly every time.

Pain still drew plenty of luscious sustenance from the devoted masochist. All three of them reveled in Nala’s sadistic expertise, whether she used her various whips and the usual pincers and brands or more insidious instruments to keep Thrall shrieking and struggling uselessly.

Included as well in the even more rewarding maid’s play, she betrayed a wicked invention. Regardless of whatever demeaning new position Empress Jia might be inexhaustibly pegging him in or how violently she might be hammering out her latest ferocious climax, Nala always found a way to keep Thrall enraptured by her as well.

From inflicting delightful incidental tortures to smothering him under her humping (or with her perfectly firm but squishy tits) to fitting on her own phallus in order to coincidentally fuck his face, she was never either an intrusive nor extraneous presence. Naturally Jia generously allowed her to peg Thrall as well, while she took her own amused pleasure sampling his servicing or pinning him under her slippery sacred center until she gushed her usual flood into his eager greed.

Even when the tables were turned and Thrall was enduring his twice-nightly draining the girl was invaluable.

Beyond adding her efforts in further stimulating the sacrifice, and restraining his mindless writhing through his prolonged convulsive emptying, she served as a restraint on Jia as well. On the occasions the succubus got carried away gorging and threatened to either overload her system or unduly debilitate his again, Nala was there to voice a gentle warning.

The jewel was a boon too through his continuing questioning.

With Jia still seeking clues to his rarity it was the Afflicter who casually asked after his habit of sitting totally unmoving for hours.

When Thrall belatedly explained his devotion to meditation, positing it as a possible reason for both his energy profligacy and particular vulnerability to abduction, Jia hailed her as a heroine again. With the Conclave currently studying ways to mystically mark each potential thrall for easy location later, this complementary information might prove crucial. Even in their interludes of relaxed pillow talk Nala provided insight that both Thrall and Empress found enlightening. It was through such desultory chatter that he learned more of his new world, its layout, stakes and players. And provincial or not Jia seemed to appreciate her input as well.

It was the end of their week of arduous travel through the rocky uplands. Under discussion was the battle expected on the morrow. Their next march would see them through one last pass onto a great plateau, where wide fertile flatlands supported vast fields of grain. An ambush was being prepared for them by fanatics, which Jia intended to rout. Already scouts were far afield as were assassins dispatched by Mina – the slender, straight-haired Second Practitioner. It was mention of Jia’s confidant and known lover that prompted Nala’s comment.

“I fear Mina may resent me. Haven’t I usurped her place here?”

“This was never her place. It is mine to share as I choose. And why should she resent? Mina can order anyone in the Empire into her bed.”

“Except for you. And after you, who could prove appealing?”

“You flatterer. You are like the vessel here, full of clever cozening.” Jia reached up and gave Thrall a small push. Elaborately bound and again suspended just above their cuddling, he swung helplessly about.

“As for Mina, she stews because she fears being doubly supplanted. Elia will grow swiftly to claim her position, and eventually mine. Yet fear not. There can be no treachery or intrigue among Sisters. Who can plot when the vision-trance links all minds? It is to our pride that all accept the dictates of fate graciously.

“When Elia’s ascendancy overtakes me I will kiss her congratulations and turn over the fillet without rancor. Mina and I will retire or be assigned new duties. Not in long generations has there been a violent succession. If Mina pouts it is to her own dishonor.”

“I might pout after losing you,” Nala giggled. “Never could I have imagined bedding the Empress! But I have a certain crystal that will keep you with me forever – and with this priceless cozening American as well.”

The women fell to kissing tenderly, their passion spent but love still on the ascent.

Flattered himself at his generous inclusion, Thrall held no jealousy or rancor either as he hung above his mistresses watching them kiss. He just hoped nothing ever happened to either lover. Thinking of the ambush ahead, and Jia’s intention to confront it, he even turned that hope into another prayer.




Chapter Seven

Bloodletting and its Begetting

The full moon was still setting behind them, and daybreak was yet a dim promise beyond the ridge. Despite having so many recent reasons for exultation, Jia felt little of the old excitement, the anticipatory thrill of battle, as she led her warriors on their latest mission of slaughter. A bit sickened by the necessity rather, she cursed the self-destructive idiocy of her subjects.

It was bad enough they had to be constrained by imperial decree not to hoard their bounty while others starved, nor to destroy such productive habitat with rapacious overexploitation. Could no one exercise simple foresight? That some were so misguided as to choose the far quicker suicide of attacking their protectors however, of attempting military rebellion against omniscient mystics often inspired outright disgust. After a week of amazing sex and policy success Jia’s contempt seethed afresh.

Slaying such defectives must surely improve the breeding stock. And it could be argued that foolishness on this scale deserved the destruction it courted. Still there was little of challenge or honor in such butchery. Jia could have left the matter to Boran or even some ambitious young captain and spared herself. In fact she could spare everyone.

Get close enough and the right spell would render all the enemy unconscious. They could march the army through unscathed and leave the fanatics to wake up bewildered and humiliated the next day. Or they could simply take them as slaves.

Past experience suggested they would remain incorrigible however. It was better to eliminate them altogether. And Jia wanted to ensure that her warriors, while remaining ruthlessly efficient, didn’t let their zeal turn to atrocity. Provoke the people too much and they might all rise up. No amount of occult sight would avail them then.

Pausing in her climb, Jia sent that sight ahead again.

They were scaling the ridge well before the pass in order to flank the intended ambush. Though the locals knew the terrain well enough to plan for this possibility, their sentries were strung too thin. Leading the climb in near darkness without need of scouts, Jia ascertained that the way ahead was still clear. Shifting the sword strapped across her back, she worked her way laterally along the ledge she perched upon until the way up the last three body lengths was easier. Silently she climbed on, until reaching the top Jia crawled forward into the waist-high grain that grew even here at the brink of the plateau.

Her warriors followed, a select company of thirty. Once all were crouched ready Jia sent forth her sight to where the fifty or so death-seekers had set up their ambush.

The road came up the face of the escarpment before turning sharply upward to follow a natural split in the ridge to the top. Generations of engineers had insisted on fortifying this access to the upland, but all such defenses had long been razed by order of the Sisterhood. Now however boulders had been piled up and rigged with levers, and artfully arranged to give cover to archers. All was in readiness to rain death upon the approaching army. Yet the fanatics secreted in their niches were almost all asleep; the attack wasn’t expected to happen until almost midday. Even the men supposed to be at watch were dozing; just before dawn was always the hardest time to stay alert. Jia’s contempt deepened at this amateurism. She reached out to the only sentry actually standing and used her arts to ease his lethargy into unconsciousness. As soon as he sat and then slumped over she gave a hand signal to her troops and drew her sword.

Staying low they moved through the grain toward the road, picking up loose seeds and soaking themselves in dew. At the verge they paused while one of the warriors, a compact but powerful man named Fogar, slipped out to finish the somnolent sentry. Pulling his dagger free of the fool’s brainstem, he turned to cock an inquiring eyebrow.

Clearly it would be easiest to just silently continue, to slip in among the death-seekers and grant their wishes one by one. Jia shook her head however.

Let them have their feeble chance to fight. They could enjoy a quick taste of adrenaline before they died. And let the few terrified wounded they spared report the horror and glory of an angry Empress to the rest of the governate.

Hand signals were passed through the plants. Half the company slipped across the road to deal with those on the other side. Jia heard the first surprised grunt and death blow and at last burst from cover herself. Unleashing a blood-freezing scream mystically augmented to disorient and terrorize (which her own troops had been conditioned to resist) she led the charge upon the fanatics’ half-assed position.

Comically startled men awoke to see their worst nightmare in the flesh. Bearing down on them with sword raised, features contorted with rage and ululating in a way that made water run down the stoutest of legs, Jia gave them scant chance to regret the enormity of their idiocy.

Hardly any even raised a weapon. The attackers were inside effective bow range within moments. While the intended ambushers were still fumbling for quivers, scything sword strokes were lopping off their heads. Jia heard the clang of blades meeting steel here and there. Some of her warriors were encountering resistance. But as she charged around the piled boulders killing at will, Jia met only abject begging.

No one dared lift a sword to her even in defense. Where was the fanaticism, the zeal to overthrow the safe order of things for anarchy? And why should seekers of death cringe and pule so when they find it upon them? As expected this was not battle but butchery. It left Jia feeling soiled rather than triumphant. Still her sword rose and fell relentlessly. A verminous, wall-eyed cretin turned his weeping face away and lifted an empty palm in pathetic defense. Jia’s stroke separated both the arm from the elbow and the head from the shoulders.

Fountaining red drenched the rocks. Jia kicked the corpse over to avoid the flood. She dodged around to confront the next niche and saw that gush of gore had painted crimson a figure smaller even than Thrall. A boy hid there, hardly older that one of her runners. Formerly curled into a protective knot, he was shrieking hysterically, uselessly swiping at the hot sticky tissue slicking him.

Leaving the boy alive as a witness, Jia turned to see that their work was finished. Dripping blades were raised in salute. Above the boy’s gibbering she could hear another survivor sobbing; meanwhile none of her warriors had suffered so much as a scratch.

Jia hawked and spat. She wiped her glaive clean on a corpse’s robe and sheathed it in disgust. One of her warriors eyed her cautiously and Jia reassured the woman.

“Excellently done. But hardly a test, was it?”

“No Empress.”

“This necessity is my failure.”

“How, mistress? Some rogues cannot be governed. The fault is in them.”

“I am their ruler. I should find some way to influence all men the way we do our brothers in arms. If only we could wean them from their irrational aggressions, slaying them would be unnecessary.”

The warrior had no response. Jia gestured.

“Collect all weapons. Send for slaves to build a pyre right here – in the rocks, not the field. Then guard the pass until the army comes through. We’ll relieve you then. I will return there now; they should be breaking camp soon. I’ll join them on the way up. Oh, see that child is treated and find out if he has any living relatives left.’

“It will be done, mistress.”

Jia spotted a pack among the rocks, abandoned by one of the slain. Poking out was a swatch of fabric, a warm robe brought along in case the upland night proved chill. Jia claimed it. While the warriors moved around carrying out her orders she used the robe to wipe the wetness of dew and blood-splatter from herself. Some of the mix had trickled under her breastplate, carrying those itchy seeds with it. Rather than wait for bathing with her maids Jia removed this and peeled away the blood-stuck quilted cotton undergarment. Wiping down her breasts, Jia belatedly noticed the boy she’d spared goggling at her while another warrior similarly cleansed him.

At least he’d stopped shrieking. Jia put her armor back on, the metal cold against her nipples without the cotton padding. She took a long drink from a skin being passed around and turned to descend the ridge – by the road this time.

As huge strides carried her downhill Jia shook her head. This time her contempt was aimed at herself however.

There had to be a better solution than military oppression. And as she’d said, as leader it was incumbent on her to find it. In the urgency of her quandary, Jia suddenly thought of Thrall.

His world was certainly no place to look for the secret to quelling irrational aggression – or so you’d think. Yet he’d found ways to discipline himself to an amazing equanimity. Perhaps his techniques could carry over. Wouldn’t it be something if her lover proved not only an ideal bedmate, a nearly inexhaustible energy source and a guide to an endless supply of his kind but also provided the key to her idealistic dream of a world without need for armies?

If so, maybe she should be worshipping him.

***

By the time Jia returned with the army the pyre of the dead was roaring.

Blazing like a beacon at the corner where the ridge met the cut through the pass, it marked the place of slaughter unmistakably even in the midday sun. Using wood from old apple trees helped, but there was no misidentifying the reek of cooking meat. It made saliva spring to the mouth even as one’s stomach turned.

The horses didn’t like it either, though Brod, the Empress’ coal-black destrier had not only been specially bred and augmented for size and stamina but trained for reliability in battle. Only a twitching of his ears betrayed his upset. Roon, the smaller bay carrying War Master Boran beside her kept shaking his head and blowing breath out loudly through his nostrils. Pacing the command coach as they passed into the upland, Jia had to raise her voice over equine fretting.

“War Master, we need to leave a squad here to watch that fire. The wind is light, but the last thing we should do is wipe out the locals’ livelihood. Collective punishment is self-defeating.”

Boran nodded. Stocky and grizzled with over thirty sun-cycles of service behind him, he pulled off his scarlet-plumed helm to reveal the stripe of pure white that ran through his gray-black hair like an additional insignia. Souvenir of a knife-slice received in some battle while Jia was yet a sprat, he glanced around in veteran assessment.

“Any chance they’ll be attacked?”

“No. The locals are cowering in their homes. We’ll assign a Sister to keep watch in any case, and to see who comes to mourn the remains. As long as no further operations are in order the squad can catch up once the fire’s out and the survivors have been reclaimed. We’re still a half moon away from Wellerton Keep.”

“Have we heard back from the assassins yet?”

Jia’s glance directed the question to Mina. Riding in the command coach alongside, the Second Practitioner spoke through her open window.

“The next two closest threats have been disrupted. These rebels were less committed. Losing their leaders took the heart from them. We should have four, maybe five dawns of untroubled travel before encountering any more fanatics.”

“Good enough.” Boran returned his mistress’ nod of dismissal. Pulling his helmet back on he cantered off to obey. If only all males could be so self-controlled. Jia turned back to Mina.

“Any progress?”

Neither needed to identify the most important matter.

“Elia believes she may be able to penetrate deep enough into America next time to leave a ‘tag’ of mystic energy with a couple dozen prospects, so each can be readily located later. Great strength will be required however, and we no longer have the Sisters of the Makkan garrison. Nor do I like the odds of any of that small number of prospects proving suitable.

“I confess I do not understand how she intends to extrude so much of herself so deeply into another reality. Seeing is one thing but depositing durable energy? Still, since becoming a Sister and getting access to all the archives Elis has been studying memory crystals I had forgotten even existed. Who knows what nuances we may have missed that appear transparent to one of her rare talents? If we give the girl another half a moon and some private time in the Wellerton library she might well expand her capacities further, even double them. Who knows?”

Jia wasn’t going to be put off that easily.

“I may be able to help her narrow the options.”

Elia’s face appeared in the window too and Jia addressed them both, explaining Thrall’s habit of purposely inducing the vulnerable yet invaluable energy-collecting trance in which they’d found him. This was another practice that while esoteric, certainly had its significant percentage of devotees. The objective now was to winnow the two groups down to common members. These would be their targets for tagging and eventual collecting.

“We will attempt this two nights hence,” The Empress declared. “That will give time for the detached squad to return, the Conclave to husband its strength and for me especially to power up for the exertion.”

Both Sisters nodded, Mina hesitantly.

No doubt buoyed by their continuing praise, Elia was all eagerness again. Jia beamed back at her and then slowed her pace until the wagon train brought her beside the safely caged form of that priceless energy reservoir. Thrall beamed his own adoring greeting through the bars.

“Tomorrow night we will share delights, precious one. Until then I must put you beyond my temptation. Collect your energy for me every second. I may have to deplete you severely.”

“It will be done, mistress.”

Clearly Thrall had picked this up from her underlings. Jia smiled her affection and spurred Brod on, back toward the head of the column.

***

Once the entire patrol was safely atop the plateau the day’s march passed uneventfully.

Vast fields of grain stretched ahead on all sides, cut by irrigation canals and spotted with huge cisterns. Homes and barns and storage bins stood well isolated from each other and the occasional villages or trading posts. They shared the road with huge wagons, some bearing lumber from more wooded parts of the governate out onto this plain while others headed the opposite way full of produce, fodder and raw grasses for weaving into baskets, mats or thatch, all destined for the more populous lands ahead.

Most traffic made way willingly.

These rustics were apt to enjoy any spectacle. An army on the march was grand entertainment. Seeing the Empress riding at its head was all the more reason to pause and gawk. No one begrudged the delay in their work day. Only seldom did Jia sense resentment around her, while many were fawning in their adoration or thrilled by the opportunity to see her in the flesh. At some villages the residents had even prepared music and floral welcomes or came out to offer the passing troops and servants refreshments – or to flirt with them in the process. Anyone aware of the thwarted ambush seemed eager to disavow it.

The only blemish came at the end of the day.

With the command tent set up and bivouac mostly established, Jia had been eager to bed down with new confidante Nala and share her feelings of the day before succumbing to sleep – she’d been up since well before dawn. Unfortunately Mina had a tragedy to report. Meeting her Empress by the entrance to her chambers the Second Practitioner’s somber demeanor warned of bad news. Jia’s weariness made her sharper than usual.

“What has happened?”

“We have lost a warrior, mistress. From the squad left to supervise the pyre.”

“Not death-seekers!”

“No, Empress. Hansa, the Sister I assigned to watch, reports that after returning the child that was spared to his relatives, the warrior and his horse were taken unaware by a pride of lions. Both were killed and the warrior carried off before villagers or the squad could respond.”

This was gruesome news on top of a hastily bolted dinner. Jia took it hard, weighing the cost of a loyal soldier against an impulse of mercy – or act of cold-blooded policy.

At least this sacrifice on their behalf might quell the resentment that had led some of these locals to rebel. Muttering a prayer of thanks and apology to the lost warrior’s ancestors, Jia passed at last into her private chambers.

Nala was there, bless her, directing the maids in the arrangement of cushions forming the imperial bed. Seeing the Empress enter she quietly dismissed these and hurried to help remove Jia’s greaves and other armor herself. Loosening the ties so her breastplate and cuirass fell away exposed rawness and even an inch-long blister where the metal had rubbed without padding all day – Jia had considered the discomfort less annoyance than digging out a fresh undergarment on the march. Nala cooed with rue and treated these minor wounds with her usual quick expertise. Then shedding her black-bordered robe she helped the much larger Empress into her arms and bed. Stroking her sovereign solicitously she smiled charmingly at Jia’s grateful sigh.

“How may I ease you, mistress? Clearly the day has not been kind. Roll over, so I may rub your back and shoulders.”

Jia took this offer as a welcome order from her subordinate. She obeyed with a sigh of mixed effort and anticipation of bliss. Then as the erstwhile Afflicter used all her considerable skill to massage away the tension and soreness of the day the grateful Empress took the girl into her confidence.

Between deep sighs Jia shared her anger and regret, both over the warrior lost due to her unwillingness to slay a stripling and the necessity of such butchery in the first place. Perhaps it was their recent common experiences with a certain beguiling American. But unlike the warrior this morning (or Mina had she been here), Nala didn’t attempt to repudiate the guilt Jia felt. Understanding the burdens of command better than the Empress’ presumed successor – and more open to moral considerations than any such practiced assassin – the girl instead agreed with Jia’s urgency for some other solution. In a repeat of Jia’s thought process earlier she spoke as well of remarkable Thrall.

“Hope exists, Empress. As you have said, you may currently lack the capacity to extend the gentling of men beyond those sworn to the Sisterhood. But one day Elia might prove able. Plus the relentless growth in your own strength now that you have Thrall to regularly draw upon may enable further wonders. Perhaps we can even spread his calming techniques among the people.

“Somehow he can suppress the mad aggression inherent to his own breed. He could teach us much, and about other things as well – more such knowledge that he considers unremarkable but which may be life-altering for us. Has anyone taken the time before to really learn of these people? Or do we just seize, use and discard them?”

Realizing Nala had just exposed generations of foolish wastefulness on behalf of the Sisterhood, Jia reminded herself to kiss the girl when she wasn’t so wonderfully relaxed yet exhilarated by fresh possibilities. Instead she merely murmured into her pillows.

“Bless you, brilliant one. Tomorrow night we will afflict and drain Thrall like never yet. And we will dredge him for information again, about this ‘meditation’ of his and any other unsuspected aid he may have to offer.

“You are right, and why have we never seen it? Just because his world is filthy and teeming and terrifyingly chaotic doesn’t mean we should shun its lessons. We will learn of it from our captive American, bettering our understanding of them daily. Now however I must rest.”

Jia rolled back over and the bald little beauty nested into her preferred flank. She pulled a coverlet up over them both – it indeed grew chillier at night at this elevation, even during high summer. Warm and snug among feathers and furs, both women were asleep within minutes.

***

The cooler air was not his only source of misery as the night deepened. And Thrall remained properly grateful for the thin robe he’d been given. Others had it worse. He’d even been let out of his slave cage, though his collar remained chained to the bars. The long hours of bumping and cramping had given way to the opportunity to stretch out stiff limbs.

Such physical relief aside, nothing could ease a conscience gnawed by renewed doubts about helping Jia to capture more of his countrymen – or banish selfish worries that his current taste of abandonment might become terminal thanks to his witless collaboration. But of course it was that abandonment itself that tormented Thrall the most. Being shut away from his goddess night and day was far worse than any guilty shivering.

At least during the day he had Jia’s frequent visits to look forward to. Even if she didn’t acknowledge him during her consultations with those in the coach he could still feast his adulation on her magnificence. Those brief glimpses made up for all the miles of monotony and torments of confinement. In contrast being locked in darkness all alone to endure the unknown hours until dawn was a hell of miserable anxiety.

When the next day saw Thrall loaded back into the cage for another interminable stretch of cramped travel though unchanging farmland, he faced his renewed trials with fresh fortitude.

Whatever torments the bumpy wagon ride brought, he had his Empress’ promise that this night he would he would finally get to wallow in the blessed exaltation of inclusion. He would soon be in bed with his beauties. And between his twice-daily potions and two successive ‘sun-spins’ without draining, Thrall’s balls were back to that baleful boiling bloat.

Once again he was so desperate to empty them!

Even Jia’s warning that she intended to unprecedentedly deplete him this time added a sacrificial excitement to the erotic anticipation. When the day’s march finally ended however, camp was made and Thrall found himself naked and restrained in his owner’s bedchamber again, it quickly became apparent that new considerations were at play.

As usual Jia lounged and watched and feasted on his exudates while Nala afflicted him, this time more excessively than ever before. Yet throughout the most extravagant torture both women seemed curiously determined to engage him in idle conversation. Aware that this was probably a prelude to a far more searching interrogation, the slave was nevertheless happy to oblige. Anything to delay further betrayal of his undeserving countrymen…

***

Actually the first clue that his ladies prioritized extended speech with him came when they chose to forgo the usual noose.

Whether as a part of his affliction or another of the Sisterhood’s ejaculatory tricks, regularly choking him to the brink of asphyxia was one of their most mutually enjoyable indulgences. Often Thrall hung by his neck for hours, the only thing keeping him from throttling completely the enormous carved wooden pig-pegging pedestal (or impalement post, depending on whether Shanelle or Nala had invented it) upon which his helpless body was simultaneously spiked.

Squirming in equipoise between strangling and skewering may have been madly thrilling. But it quickly limited his speaking ability to a labored wheeze. Instead he’d been suspended by his manacled hands. With legs folded up and bound off the ground he still had only that massive oaken penis-pole to support him. But straining with his arms and shoulders allowed a little brief relief – or even aroused bouncing. And he could scream and beg and profess his worship endlessly. They could even just talk, as friends and lovers and workout partners do.

“You like this, I know.”

Nala giggled a bit pressing glowing metal to flesh. No one could fault her lapsed decorum while Thrall writhed so deliciously. “What do they do in America, where you say such scarring is reserved for special significance?”

With weighted hooks piecing and stretching out his nipples, more weights squashing his swollen testes and his body covered with fresh brands and welts aplenty atop all his older wounds, his expert Afflicter was again using a long, red-hot needle on him. Rather than poke any more instantly cauterized holes in him though she was following Jia’s instructions in burning occult patterns of cross-hatched angled lines all along the shaft of his rigidly appreciative erection. This would assist its ongoing enlargement. Meeting the eyes of his avidly interested Empress, Thrall turned his next agonized cry into an answer.

“Electricity!”

“That word is too obscure.”

The next thing he knew, Thrall was giving a seminar on how lightening in the sky and a shock from wool clothing were the same thing. Electricity powered his whole world, and was tangible, easily quantifiable energy that could burn and kill. Shanelle had often used it on Roy – she had yet to try it on him.

“You could do it here.” Thrall gasped wistfully. “You need only some magnets and copper wire to generate electricity.”

From describing the most basic motor to explaining how spinning turbines in dams can light up an entire city, Thrall delighted his captors with scraps of high school-level science and engineering. In truth he had wondered why people with access to far more advanced worlds hadn’t seized on those advancements in order to better themselves.

It seemed objects might not pass between realities the way people could – Bill’s glasses for example. So maybe they couldn’t just import a bunch of machine guns. The knowledge of how to make gunpowder on the other hand was right there in his head.

Sulfur, charcoal and saltpeter, right? And anyone able to cast a bell could make a cannon.

Thrall didn’t know the proportions or procedures, but that’s what science was for. Happy to be mined all night for such information, he explained simple aeronautics too – that birds and planes stayed aloft because their speed and the shapes of their wings channeled air in a way that generated lift. Thrall could have gone on discussing Fulton’s basic steam engine and other eventually environmentally disastrous discoveries of the Industrial Revolution indefinitely while he screamed and thrashed in endorphin heaven. Unfortunately the questioning eventually returned to the more personal. They wanted to know more about meditation. And Thrall had no choice but to be just as forthcoming.

As he had done previously for the kink community, he described the kind of people that generally enjoyed meditating – and where they tended to congregate. This part was a bit trickier. He’d never been to a Buddhist temple or anything, having learned at a ‘wellness center’ that he hadn’t returned to since. Again he begged for understanding.

“I don’t know where to look physically because I never had to. We have the web. It’s a public listing of all businesses, but much more. It’s a vast library with nearly all the accumulated knowledge of mankind that can be accessed anywhere and searched through almost instantly. If I was at home with my phone I could find you a thousand addresses in a minute. From here I have only the vague impressions you’ve already been receiving.”

Jia’s eyes glittered in a way that made Thrall cringe worse than Nala’s iron pincers.

“You believe congruent groups to be few. Masochists and meditating don’t mix?”

“Perhaps among monks, mistress. Some practice flagellation, or so I’ve heard, to vent the pressures of celibacy. But these are not lustful men or they are like Jeff – not aroused by the feminine.”

“Nevertheless I must learn to recognize them.” Jia began shifting around. “Tomorrow we will seek your like again. Think deeply of this place for me.”

She nodded to Nala, who sliced the thong dangling weights from his bound-bloated gonads. Thrall’s intricately burned-decorated member strained forth fiercely, its urgency and agony inseparable. Though it was early in the evening yet, the Empress clearly intended to feed already. Reading his mind, aromas or both, she spoke again.

“I warned you I would need more of you. Elia will be attempting unprecedented feats. I must be similarly super-empowered. Twice this night I will take all I can from you.”

Thrall responded with no doubt pungent honesty.

“Feeding you fulfills me like little else, mistress. Only being your pitiful little pegging pet excites me like feeling you stealing away my vitality. I beg you Empress, if you should find my replacement someday, please empty me completely. Don’t leave me alive to watch like Roy in eternal jealous misery. I couldn’t bear that.”

“You will bear whatever you must, slave. You are a captive of the Sisterhood and my personal property. And believe me, I have plenty of pegging planned for this evening too. If you could smell it, you’d know how much I’ve missed you in my bed.”

“I smell it, Empress. I smell your love and lust for us both.”

Nala’s purr was sultry as she moved in behind Thrall.

She cupped and squeezed buttocks already pried outrageously wide by the impalement post. One hand reached around and tightly pinched his root, preventing any premature spillage while pointing him down and into the approaching open mouth. Once the Empress had safely engulfed him and begun her irresistible rhythmic slurping and suckling, the Afflicter’s strong fingers encircled Thrall’s throat.

While orgasm was still only building, those fingers stroked him gently, adeptly.

Caressing along the aorta they seemed to heighten the flood of blood to appropriate places even as they spiked up the victim’s sacrificial excitement. She was humming so evocatively! Once the pleasure-pressure-agony-ecstasy grew uncontainable however, and Thrall began squirming and squirting and evacuating those swollen seed-sacs, those skillful digits turned into pitiless ligatures. Clamping tight they took to throttling Thrall as effectively as the noose had ever done. Heart and head pounding, eyes bulging, entirely body convulsing around the spasming in his loins and the skewer supporting him, the emptying vessel drifted toward incoherence in his euphoric anoxia. Hot breath hissing in his ear reminded him.

“Think of this meditation place!”

Thrall tried. But just as Jia’s rubbing was prolonging his climax terribly, that choking was increasing its force. Everyone was bent on exceeding previous achievements. Still Thrall clung to the image of the shabby room where he’d taken his first lessons in meditating even as the horribly enjoyable draining continued to wrack him relentlessly.

Driven to expand her capacity beyond the needs of the most insatiable greed (and already ravenous after two full days of abstaining), gargantuan Goddess Jia indeed seemed likely to deplete him completely before she even secured his replacement. Oh, he just couldn’t stop constantly climaxing! At last the insatiable succubus fell back though, twitching and jerking in overload as she had the first time. At least she didn’t visibly ejaculate.

Thrall scarcely noticed.

He scarcely noticed that his body was whooping reflexively for breath either. Slaver spattered as loose lips flapped; spittle ran down his chin. The lights had lowered, either in the bedchamber or some more personal interior. Everything seemed dim and diminished, even the pain of his worst burns. His muscles slumped limply on his bones and even thinking required too much effort. All his mad passions had been quenched – at least for the moment.

No matter.

Jia knew how to rekindle his fires even without potions or infusions. And she had uses for him even in his dangerously debilitated state. As soon as she recovered control the Empress left little question how maniacally energized this most gluttonous gorging had left her. Exultant, exuberant, exhilarated beyond expression by the exorbitant amount, purity and potency of the vitality she’d just absorbed, Jia would not be prevented from beginning her most ferociously celebratory orgy of pegging one second longer than necessary.

Quickly Thrall was released from his bonds. Weak as a rag doll, he could only loll and flop as he was flung down among the cushions for fun. Giggling like children as they erected organs and positioned his limp limbs, neither woman seemed unduly troubled by their male-maid’s unresponsiveness. Jia’s mania would permit no pity and as always Nala followed her mistress’ lead. And of course gripped by an ever-worsening addiction or not, the Empress knew best.

After an eternity the unprecedentedly brutal and extended double-fucking of his helpless body began to pound first appreciation and eventually passion back into the badly depleted vessel/receptacle.

The dazed weakness receded. Cries of erotic suffering escaped lips that no longer slobbered sloppily around the hard cock driving so relentlessly in and out. Hips were raised voluntarily, eager to increase the pain of penetration. Finally Thrall’s own erection returned, the arcane patterns of burns shining angrily purple over a healthy ruddy red. How the tender tip quivered! Then despite his patently incomplete recovery it was agreed by all three that another draining was worth the risk.

Already amazingly empowered, Jia was eager to add even more vitality before the morrow’s effort. Nala promised to restrain her if needed and Thrall could of course never resist the chance to climax so powerfully for so long, or to feel his life being leeched so deliriously away…

In the end it was close. Just how close was something Thrall might never know. He was lying splay-legged on his back, head pillowed in Nala’s lap and still climaxing in ongoing mindless ecstasy while glorious Jia devoured him voraciously when his last consciousness fled.

Sleep, swoon, simple exhaustion or dangerous lapse in vitality, his coma-like recovery would require the rest of the night and most of the next day.

By then his newly inspired owner would have far more momentous questions for him, more pressing inquiries than simply where to look for her next victim.

She would have a whole new world of possibilities to pursue.




Chapter Eight

Epiphanies

With the Conclave scheduled for sundown, the army remained bivouacked where it was.

Out of simple decency and respect for the warrior lost, every attempt was being made to recover his remains. Unfortunately while living beings with sophisticated mental processes were easily detectable to a Seer, dead bodies were no more distinctive than rocks.

Sending trackers to follow a pride of lions to its den would be begging for more casualties. Sending a squad in to hunt and slaughter them in revenge would be even more pointless.

Another pride would just move in and claim the territory, and continue to do what lions do. A species planning the kidnap and murder of its own kind could hardly complain about suffering a little predation in return. Still the army stayed encamped almost as a diplomatic gesture to the locals as well as in deference to the troops. Only the Conclave and Jia’s inner circle knew that matters of potentially tremendous import were concurrently under attention. And these did not convene until after the evening meal.

The gathering was held in the Seer’s Sanctuary, a large chamber of the vast, interconnected command tent. With Nala overseeing the cages again in case they achieved any captures, they numbered little more than a dozen. Despite this diminishment spirits were excitingly expectant within the vision-trance. All shared Jia’s recent insights and understandings; all reveled in the incredible power she wielded.

Because there was no deception possible, all recognized as well the steady worsening of their Empress’ addiction.

Having constant access to such a lavish source of life-energy encouraged intemperance, even abandon. Jia accepted admonishment. Yet all agreed the stakes justified the indulgence. Gleeful at the fresh opportunity to stretch herself, to attempt her own intuitive modifications to obscure ancient spells, exhilarated Elia urged them all on. As soon as she felt their approval they arrowed out of their own reality – and unerringly into Thrall’s city. It took less than a blink and they were even in the neighborhood from which they’d taken him.

Following the map of the vessel’s memory, Elia took them directly to the establishment where he’d learned about meditation. As luck would have it, a class was currently underway.

A couple dozen people sat in one large room, all facing the instructor up front. Surrounded by potted plants, most carried a faint shimmer similar to but slightly different than that of the pain-lovers. The strength of this varied. Perhaps novices in this pursuit, some showed no energy signature at all. A few like the instructor were easily identifiable. Unfortunately none approached Thrall’s brilliance; none shared his obsession. Worse, nearly all were women.

Vexed and yet armed now with the ability to discern both crucial differences, the Conclave turned back to revisit the nightclubs and whore-dens.

Again Elia took them there effortlessly. Where before it had been midday it was now evening and the traffic was considerably heavier. Every establishment was booming; the horrors all around were far worse. All shared Jia’s wish to bring a scourging fire down upon the place. Better yet, Jia pictured herself storming through those streets with her sword, wreaking the vengeance of femininity personally. How rewarding it would be to perform such a gloriously righteous slaughter after all her sickening exercises in suppressing fanatics!

Undeterred by any of this, Elia arrowed on to the kink clubs (to use Thrall’s term).

These proved similarly crowded, with hundreds of males available, though some of the clubs catered to abomination. There were men dominating women or even other men, if with more consent than in the surrounding city. Still there was a wonderful abundance of potential vessels. Unfortunately it was as they’d feared. None in the entire throng shared the optimum combination of traits they needed. Pain-lovers and trance-lovers seemed generally disparate groups.

Yet they did overlap. Thrall was proof of that. And he was honest in his insistence that he could find others like himself easily by using his universal library, this ‘world-wide web’. If only they could gain access to it themselves!

If only wishing could make it so.

The question remained how to proceed now. Elia was eager to attempt intruding into this reality, at least far enough to try the tagging she envisioned. Yet how to choose which prospects to follow? With no trance-lovers to target, they were no further ahead than before. Flush with unprecedented power bursting to be used, frustrated Jia seethed. Again she yearned to plunge through the barrier between worlds, this time not to slay but merely to feed indiscriminately.

In their rapport all shared the urge. All felt as well Elia’s blooming inspiration upon considering the possibility.

Why not? If they were able to pull people through into Shatra, what was there to prevent travel in the other direction? Until now it had been power. None had conceived of the strength needed being available, so no serious study into the spells required had been made. Elia however had been immersing herself in the most recondite arts. Long neglected by modern mystics, these archaic mysteries were so abstruse that even in the vision-sharing the prodigy’s understanding could not be adequately conveyed. Yet her confidence was as genuine as her enthusiasm.

If the modifications she intended to attempt here could be extrapolated to this far greater challenge, the accomplishment wasn’t out of the question. Travel between realities could be feasible; bodies could follow where for now only the mind ventured.

If one or more of them passed through, they could far more easily find and mark targets for later collection. Yet that was not the only indispensable information on offer. All had recognized the value of Nala’s insight: that while objects could not be brought in from America, all manner of invaluable knowledge was there for the taking. Why get it secondhand from slaves?

Also recognized by all was their addicted Empress’ greedy zeal at the prospect of gorging herself on a whole world full of exceptional vessels. Communal anxiety greeted the idea of unleashing this. And other considerations from the practical to political abounded. Nevertheless it was agreed to suspend debate until after Elia attempted this lesser intrusion. Perhaps failure would render the matter moot.

***

Through crowded caverns where colored lights played over costumed performers, they proceeded along hallways to a warren of private chambers. Passing through these one at a time was an astonishment: couple after couple were engaged in torture and/or depraved sex. Still none of the suffering men presented themselves as any more vulnerable to abduction than the others.

That was all right. Elia’s intentions had altered. She would be attempting something even more ambitious than depositing durable energy. She was going to penetrate deep enough into America to affect matter. Rather than envelop and absorb flesh they would seek to topple an object – an incident the Americans should dismiss without suspicion. Upon reaching the last room at the rear of the building there was no more excuse to delay the attempt.

Nevertheless the whole Conclave couldn’t help but pause a moment to gawk.

Here the male was seated on a saddle fitted atop a bizarre mechanical contraption. Locking stirrups kept him clamped in place; his wrists were shackled to the back of the saddle. It was obvious he was impaled on a giant penis jutting from that seat: its thick girth and several inches of the shaft could occasionally be glimpsed as the supporting mechanism caused that saddle to bounce and buck violently beneath him.

Linked by chastity rings, his genitals flopped comically. Still the male howled agonized joy around the bit harnessed between his teeth. Dressed in only a wide-brimmed hat, a kerchief knotted about her neck, crossed hip belts bearing holstered weapons and boots with spurs, the woman with him laughed as she lashed him with a bullwhip.

“Yee-haw, cow-poked? Ride that bucking bronco-cock! Nothing like the dildo-saddle to train a new trail-hand!”

The male squealed agreement, eyes glaring with deranged extremity between the straps of the elaborate halter buckled about his head. The woman lashed and laughed, lashed and laughed.

“That’s it, bitch! I’m going to break your ass if it takes all night!”

Jia could almost taste the eros in the air.

She wanted to jump right through and join in; she wanted to seize that device for her own use. No, she wanted the knowledge necessary to build one – as well as to duplicate those ‘firearms’ her helpful vessel had lately explained. Mostly she wanted to gorge on life and learn nonstop until she became so powerful she could not only save the Sisterhood but solve every other problem plaguing her society. And why not? As Elia focused on the chosen object – a short stiff riding whip left balanced across a nearby pillory – the eager Empress mustered the already unprecedentedly prodigious energy stored within her.

Feeling its rise, the prodigy began to mentally chant a very ancient mantra.

Jia and the others tried to follow along. But though mostly familiar there were sophisticated new nuances to this spell which quickly accumulated until their collective import eluded all but Elia. The rest could only concentrate on pouring all their will and strength into the relentlessly incanting witch and trust in an intuition which they could share but not…quite…grasp. Perhaps with repetition they might one day. But then success came so abruptly that the objective was accomplished before the effort could endure the least analysis.

Feeling the incantation peaking, Jia opened inner reservoirs charged with the eldritch energy of a thousand thunderstorms. Intending to let it all out in a lightening-like yet indefinitely sustained discharge, she’d expended only the first fraction of what she had available when the primary eye went from exquisitely intense concentration to celebration.

The whip dropped to the floor.

The woman glanced at it and went back to her fun. The squealing, bucking and bouncing male never even noticed. Within the vision-trance, everyone accepted Elia’s instant conviction without question.

It could be done. With a little more study and a lot of preparation, it could certainly be done.

America, thought Empress Jia, here I come.

***

A short while later she strode ebulliently into her chambers, followed by an equally excited Elia, Nala – and the predictably frowning Mina.

These represented the poles of eagerness and anxiety within the Conclave.

While some had been set to various mundane duties and others to scour the available archives with instructions from Elia, all accepted that the Empress was unlikely to be dissuaded from her quest. Whether they considered this advisable or not varied considerably. Jia left them to ponder and confer while she discussed the matter among those closest to her. Of course first she had to fill in Nala, which she finished doing as she poured glasses of wine for the four of them. The girl’s eyes widened with awe.

“You think you can go there? In person?”

She cast an involuntary glance at Thrall. The slave was still deeply asleep, curled on a fur, shackled up and chained to a support post in the corner. When she looked back those big dark eyes were shining.

“All the stuff we talked about – learning their secrets…”

“That’s right, my love. Your inspiration was indispensable.”

While Nala beamed, Mina waved and murmured at the torches, adjusting them to a buttery warmth as the temperature outside dropped. She folded herself onto a cushion and took a long swallow. Smiling up at Jia, she waited until the Empress and Nala took seats as well before speaking. Elia still hovered excitedly.

“So say it all straight out, Empress, before I start to dispute. What exactly do you intend?”

Jia grinned over at Elia, who nodded firmly and at last perched on the edge of the bedding.

“I will leave this tiresome tour to you and Boran. I will leave Shatra itself, and travel to America in quest of the power and knowledge necessary to turn our world into a paradise. With luck I will be gone only a few sun-spins, half a moon at most. But I will journey between worlds and brave the raving chaos of our prey’s domain and return triumphant. It is the great adventure of our age, one which will ensure the Sisterhood’s ascendancy forever!”

As usual, Elia and Nala were captivated by her glamour. They raised glasses to her brave words, clinked rims and drank. Without either youngster none of this would have occurred. Jia saluted them back and faced her Second.

“Okay, now spell out your objections.”

Mina leaned forward, serious and intent.

“Beyond possible practical disasters, which I shall detail shortly, I have a more general concern about this undertaking.

“You wish to go beyond identifying men for capture and acquire advanced knowledge from these people. Perhaps the kind to give us an insuperable military advantage – well and good. Their war machines are fearsome indeed. Then maybe you want to replicate their mechanical ingenuity – create all manner of engines to ease our labors. Soon we will have a paradise where all we do is breed and feed. How long until our world is as poisoned, teeming and obese as America? Is this the paradise you seek? Our predecessors were wise to shun the corruption of that place. Bringing their ills home is not something to rush into unconsidered.”

Elia looked uncertain at this. Jia remained undeterred.

“I have no intention of importing their ways entirely. We have no need of their befouling machines. I still dream of making armies obsolete. Yet it makes no sense to disregard their teachings completely either. The trick is to sift through that vast quantity of knowledge for those portions which can be adopted constructively. I can only do that if I am there, immersed in its every use and consequence. Questioning captives will always be pitifully inadequate.”

Keeping her eyes on the wine she swirled in her glass, Mina conceded noncommittally.

“Very well. We will have to trust your judgment on that, and hope no apparently wise choices go unpredictably awry. On then to the more immediate concerns.

“Beyond the fact that this whole patrol was designed around your conspicuous presence, not only will your subjects be deprived of this inspiration in your absence. Your army, both here and in every garrison throughout the Empire, will be without your gentling influence. The instincts for rape and aggression in the men will begin to manifest themselves in unpleasant fashion after being suppressed or redirected for so long. It may take some time or an inopportune crisis, but we could see dangerous unrest within the ranks before you return.

“And forgive me beloved, for raising unpleasant possibilities, but what if you never do return? America is fraught with more than poisons. There are obvious perils enough, and surely myriads of which we cannot conceive. You could easily become sickened or struck down. Where would our Empire be without your strength and example? I am no fit replacement. If your quest fails it could bring us all down.”

Mina glanced around.

“Forgive me as well, Elia. But there is no guarantee that if you achieve this feat it can be repeated. Suppose you survive and succeed. What if you cannot get back, or we lack the means to retrieve you and you become trapped there? You will still die in exile while Shatra falls into anarchy. The risk is too great, mistress.”

“I will have to go as well. I will ensure the Empress’ return.”

Elia’s posture was proud, her voice emphatic. Only those extraordinary eyes betrayed the tiniest unease – not in her abilities, but in her tolerance for that place. Seizing on this support, Jia nodded gladdest thanks.

“Between my physical and mystic strength and your own amazing gifts we are a match for any contingency.”

Mina shook her head in exasperation.

“So you risk our brightest hope as well as yourself.”

“We will go.” Jia declared. “The reward on offer is salvation for our people. It is worth the risk. Tell me Elia: how do you propose to bring the vision crystal along? Objects are far more difficult to transport than flesh.”

“We must set it in a new fitting, with a new chain of gold. Properly imbued during forging, this should suffice.”

“Excellent!” Jia let a wicked grin surface. “We must forge another, larger collar and chain as well. We must ensure strict security over our second most priceless asset.”

She swung her head to regard Thrall. At long last lifting a befuddled face from the floor, her precious energy vessel seemed to have revived. He gaped at her, his astonishment hardly any less than the others, as the Empress switched languages to announce her intention.

“This slave will travel to America with us!”

***

Feeling a bit lead-limbed and fuzzy-headed after his long recuperation, Thrall could only struggle with his confusion. Mina spoke up for him. Though her words were gibberish it was clear she was protesting. Whatever she said, Jia was having none of it.

“I will need him. Not only is he a dependable source of energy in emergencies. He must teach me to use this ‘web’ of his to find others like him. He will be our guide in the bewildering maelstrom of his society. He can advise me as I decide what knowledge to adopt.”

Mina made another protest, to which Nala shook her head even as the Empress scoffed afresh. “He will not escape and abandon us.”

Jia grinned her confidence at him even as Thrall shifted gingerly upright in his shackles.

“First, this slave is obsessively devoted to me. He does not even dream of escape. And should returning home tempt him to reconsider, the chain we shall forge will prevent any such possibility. None will be able to free him of it but me.”

Mina said something to the albino girl – Elia, she was called – who nodded and shrugged. She seemed older somehow, far more assured than when he’d first seen her, exhausted from his capture. Jia beamed at the girl, said something that made her flush with pleasure and turned back to Thrall on his fur.

“Answer, slave: will your dwelling be undisturbed if we return there? Or will it have passed from your possession upon your disappearance?”

Thrall blinked bleary eyes. He was still processing the preposterous possibility of returning to America. A door he’d sworn to kick closed was being thrown wide for him. Why was horror his only response? It took him a moment to focus on abandoned banalities.

“The lease is paid. The power bill is debited automatically, ditto the cable and cellular. There will be a pile of mail and a full inbox. But the place should be just the same – as long as the candles I left going didn’t burn down the building. I surely lost my spot on the soccer team. But other than that I bet only a few friends have even noticed I’m gone. Shanelle, for example.”

“So we could return there surreptitiously. We could stay there unnoticed for a moon or so if necessary, in complete safety and comfort.”

“Well, not as comfortable as this.” Thrall smiled wryly around. “We would be sheltered and fed. I have money enough to afford better lodgings as needed.”

The Empress’ smile blessed him in turn.

“You can teach me to read your characters? To use this web and all of your other advanced devices, and to understand the various ills that plague your society?”

“I enjoy interacting with you in any capacity. Your least wish is my command.”

Finally deigning to address him in English, Mina interjected with suspicion.

“How is it that your capture has gone unmarked? Had you no responsibilities, a superior to report to that required your attendance?”

“No.” This was bizarre, explaining his joblessness as if to a disapproving guardian. “I finished my education last year but haven’t yet settled on a career. I haven’t needed to – my parents died in a car accident. The vehicle’s manufacturer was at fault and I received some modest wealth in compensation.

“I did volunteer work occasionally for various causes – even teaching children. But there was never any obligation. People will just assume I’m off running another marathon halfway across the country. That’s all I really do – train and run in footraces.”

“He is deliciously fit for being so small.” Nala observed. “Like a battle messenger or one of your runner slaves. I think he spent his time well.”

Jia agreed and shrugged the matter away. “This all seems ideal. I see no reason to delay.”

“No?” Mina frowned still. “Mistress, Sister Elia, talented as she is, has not quite reached her eighteenth sun-cycle – the minimum age for perilous duty. You were the first exception made in over a generation. And only because…”

“Because I’d bested every warrior we have by the time I was sixteen. How many dawns away are you Elia?”

“Only four. And we will need that long to forge the chains and develop the proper spells.”

“There!” Jia triumphantly declared. Mina shrugged sourly, unrepentant but out of arguments. She finished her wine and rose.

“I will inform Boran in the morning. He will not be so enthusiastic.”

She swept out. Elia rose too but hesitated. Jia raised grateful eyebrows then spoke gently.

“The Conclave can see to the forging. Why not rest, husband your strength? We have a wondrous quest ahead.”

“I will rest, Empress. But first I must consult those Sisters I sent to the archives. Inspiration cannot always wait. If we are to do this, I must pursue this evening’s breakthrough while the experience is fresh.”

“I understand. Just do not overtax yourself. Will you update me at breakfast?”

“Of course Empress.”

As Elia departed Jia and Nala exchanged looks and immediately began to disrobe. Naked, the Afflicter reached up with shy familiarity and removed the imperial fillet. Ignoring their chained slave the women kissed for long minutes. When Jia broke away Nala giggled fetchingly.

“Save the Sisterhood you may. But not until you’ve gorged your way through an entire world of inexhaustible vessels. My mistress is growing greedier by the hour.”

“You defame me!” Jia laughed back. “I can save Shatra and indulge my gluttony both.”

“Well I shall pray for your safety, the success of your mission and that you return to bed me again soon, in that order. I will miss and worry for you unceasingly.”

Together they settled to the bedding, obviously intending lovemaking. Mourning his exclusion, Thrall reached for his water-skin and made just enough disturbance rehydrating himself to draw their smirking attention. Nala even winked at him.

“I will miss you too, slave. After this past moon my lonely bed will feel so empty!”

Jia swept back the curtain of her hair and chided the pining voyeur.

“You must rest as well, Thrall. Tempt me not to drain you again already. Starting tomorrow I will feed once daily, so that I continue to power up for our adventure without depleting you unreasonably. If watching me give love to another torments you, what can I do? Imagine the jealousy you will feel watching me ravish other men soon and be content. The lot of a slave could be far less favored.”

The Empress engrossed herself in kissing again. Nala reciprocated, overfilling her palms with breasts larger than her lovely bald skull. Squeezing and stroking, legs entangling, murmuring and smooching wetly the ladies paid their slave no more heed. Caught between a bursting bladder and the beginnings of a cage-cramped erection, Thrall turned away from the cause of the latter to relieve the former. By the time he finished squatting over his chamberpot Nala was shrieking uninhibited ecstasy as their mutual mistress pounded away with that enormous organ. Unable to sleep after his extended rest, Thrall could only crouch on his fur and watch. Trying to sort out his feelings about visiting America would be an impossibility with such a compelling show on offer. One thing was a certainty however.

Mistress was right about the torment in store should she begin bedding other men. This misery of exclusion would be a pittance next to living out Roy’s nightmare. Yet would he not be even worse off than Roy? Beyond experiencing that cuckold’s searing jealousy, he would bear the guilt of any damage to the usurpers that he himself would be expected to help procure.

Already envying Roy in advance, Thrall drank the potion he found waiting for him. A large meal had been left as well but despite his hunger the twisting in his viscera at this epiphany kept him from eating. His face as hot as his locked-up throbbing, he watched his Empress hammer his Afflicter silly and then turn over the erection to Nala so that she could do likewise. Not until they’d spent their passion and slept was Thrall able to settle his upset.

Dutifully the slave cleaned every scrap from his plate. He would need his strength. In like vein he pushed away his lingering tumult and composed himself to meditate.

Whatever gets you through the night, right?

***

With the decision made to keep the army encamped until after the Empress’ departure, Jia chose to skip her usual breakfast with her officers. Boran would be apoplectic at her intent. In the interests of diplomacy (and avoiding any unnecessary exertion of authority), she wanted to let him blow off steam for a while. Instead she convened with Elia and Mina in the archives, where the hollow-eyed Seer had confessed to spending the entire night.

Jia forgave this disobedience, earning another frown from Mina. Despite her tiredness, a current of ebullience ran through the girl’s words.

“I know how to do it, mistress. It will require vast power and precise timing, and the willing contribution of the slave. The spell will be a coital one requiring simultaneous orgasm.”

“Those are the best kind,” Jia grinned.

She lavished Elia with gratitude and then ordered her sternly to bed. When the girl hesitated by moving to put away the scrolls and memory crystals she’d left piled on a table, the Empress chivvied her out and took over that task herself. Mina joined her and they worked in silence. Once everything was properly sorted and stored, Jia beckoned her Second to a crate of crystals deliberately left unpacked. Before taking what she knew to be a risk with her former protégé the Empress asked after practicalities.

“We need to find the best local forge, and inquire about the skills of the smiths. We could perform the forging ourselves. But it never hurts to have an expert if one is available. Can you have Boran send out scouts?”

“It will be done, mistress.”

Mina cleared her throat. When she spoke again her voice was carefully neutral.

“You will need a great deal of gold.”

“Yes,” Jia affirmed. “We will melt down the arm bands I’ve worn these past several years. The metal will remember me, strengthening the affinity between us. For the rest we will melt as many fire-dishes as necessary. Having already been enchanted once the gold will be easier to imbue. The army will have to make do until you can resupply at Wellerton Keep – where I expect we will rejoin you, our heroic aims achieved.”

“And if you do not?”

Jia sighed, nettled by the other’s constant defeatism.

“Then you will succeed me, and make your own decisions while others question. That is why I’ve asked you here. If some catastrophe does befall me, preventing my return, you will need to be empowered to pick up the pieces. Though you haven’t earned it yet, I’m going to give you access to the most secure secrets of the Sisterhood. Here you will find all you need to master the last mantras. Watch me.”

The crate was solidly built, with a lock no key could open. Jia tapped it with her middle finger, incanting a convoluted little couplet. The lock snapped open. Lifting the lid revealed a number of smaller boxes inside, these lovingly crafted and ornate. They were recognizable as the receptacles for collections of memory crystals, though far finer than usual. Jia stepped back.

“Choose a box and try the spell yourself.”

Mina hesitated only a moment. Then she duplicated the First Practitioner’s actions. The lock clicked. Opening the box, Mina gazed at the carefully arranged rows of crystals nestled into their felt beds. She didn’t attempt to touch one.

“I assume we’ll have no more complaints about my plans, yes?” Jia cocked an eye and Mina dropped hers in apology.

“Forgive me, Empress. I am rightly shamed by your trust. Let us devote all our resources to ensuring that both you and Elia return. I am not a fit successor. I haven’t your strength or touch when it comes to gentling the men.”

“You will learn.” Jia closed both box and crate. “And I will return. You’ll have no need of these for years yet. We are just being prudent here. Let us get about this forging. I wish to leave as soon as Elia is eighteen. That’s three more dawns.”

“Your will, mistress.”

First and Second in the Sisterhood, they left the archives.




Chapter Nine

Theurgy

The sun was close to setting, its fiery orb standing only a span above the horizon. Oblique, elongate rays turned the vast field of grain into a sea of golden-red: seed-laden heads undulating in waves as the wind hissed through their sibilant stalks.

Red and gold gleamed in the tree-shadows as well, where soldiers with raised spears and scarlet-robed Sisters surrounded this small village forge. Their circle kept all but a few select locals at a respectful remove. And of course inside the forge itself, where Elia and the Empress were preparing to finish the work begun three evenings previous, fire-red and glowing gold blazed forth in a furnace roar that kept all but those two sorceresses and the forge’s burly master at a cringing distance. Even that worthy smith, who’d labored with great honor for them while neglecting his own livelihood, stepped back at Jia’s gesture. Without the mystics’ protective spells he could be harmed by the forces about to be unleashed.

The forge itself should be all right; it was of admirably sturdy construction. And even if it was damaged so badly it needed rebuilding, the risk was worthwhile. The site itself would long be blessed by the lingering aftereffects of the magic performed here. Feats currently out of reach could be forevermore achievable. Eager for the culmination upcoming, the lucky smith bowed gratefully in his retreat. This village would breed no fanatical idiots misguided enough to rebel.

Already the army’s unexpected stay was appreciated. Rather than prove a drain on native resources, their encampment was a chance for unexpected commerce. An almost carnival atmosphere prevailed once the lion attack had slipped a bit into the past.

Pennants normally stored for festival days fluttered gaily everywhere. Children shrieked and played and ran all about while important locals strutted and preened. And of course throughout their stay there was plenty of fraternization and fornication going on between the natives and travelers, all conducted without coercion or even undue sentiment. Any chance to mingle breeds and sate innate needs was to be cheerfully seized. Now with the army scheduled to march the next morn, even committed couples could be seen agreeing to turn a blind eye to each other while they sought out off-duty companions for an exotic one-time tumble.

Those blades catching the declining sun were by no means the only spears raised this pleasant summer eve. There would a fine crop of babes from such a sowing. Elia and the Empress ignored all but the task at hand however – no attention could be spared for frivolities. While not particularly taxing, imbuing this metal with the properties they wished would entail a delicate bit of magic.

It was also going to be considerably showy. That was often the way of things. Minor feats produced spectacular effects that dazzled the ignorant, while the truly stupendous achievements passed unnoticed in the shadows.

That was all right. One was for tomorrow; the other tonight. The result of three sun-spins of effort by that master smith, an imperial jeweler traveling with the Empress and several of the most skillful Sisters in the Conclave, two radiant gold chains lay finished before them.

Against the backdrop of the fiery forge these rested on the scorched-black surface of a rectangular stone table. One longer than Jia was tall ended in a circular collar and was made of links as thick as a child’s finger. The other was much finer, shorter than her arm and already fitted with Elia’s preferred Seer’s Stone.

Both shone with more than just the usual luminescence of a lustrous metal reflecting the light of competing fires. At just the right moment, as the source of the redder rays touched the horizon, both Empress and her new protégé began to chant.

An expectant hush spread out until the whole village seemed stilled. Harsh and dark, the incantation raised hackles on man and beast both; nearby livestock began to bleat and low. Stepping up directly behind Elia, Jia clasped the girl by her slender shoulders. Bracing her physically while turning her into a conduit, the First Practitioner increased the cadence of their mantra until the power swelling within burst containment perfectly.

Ethereal energy lanced out of their bodies.

Mostly carried on their harmonic sustained shriek, this was visible as well as an argent light streaking forth from eyes and nose and mouth and even their nipples and groins to infuse itself from end to end in the already luminous metal.

Corners crumbled from the table. Dust was stirred from every corner and soot silted down from the ceiling. The fire roaring in the forge was snuffed abruptly out, all of its fury sucked suddenly into a gold now glowing too fiercely to behold. Outside children wailed, dogs howled and the stones of the building itself made an ominous grating sound. But then the incantation ended. The last of the eerie light was emitted and absorbed and everything abruptly returned to normal in the now darkened forge. Only the slowly lowering glow of the cooling gold lit them from below as the red sun sank at last past the horizon. Elia quivered exhilarated in her grip and Jia gave her an impulsive hug from behind.

“Bravely done, Sister! We work better together all the time.”

The girl shivered with reaction still.

“That was incredible, Empress! And I’m not tired at all!”

“Well it looks and feels more impressive than it is. One wouldn’t want to rely on such magic as a weapon. It’s not really practical.”

“I understand.”

Jia turned and waved to their host, who was creeping back to investigate.

“Come, Master Smith. Your home is your own once again. You have the gratitude of the Sisterhood, indeed of all Shatra. I will see you are appropriately rewarded.”

“We are rewarded already, great Empress. You bless us with every request.” The man approached timidly and Jia beamed her benevolence.

“Your reputation is well-earned, good sir. Your heirs will continue to prosper. Please allow me to leave a few soldiers and Sisters here until our work cools and can be collected.”

“Your will, Empress.”

Anticipating her, the patrol leader in charge of this detachment stepped forward even as the bowing smith eased in to inspect the result. Jia indicated herself and Elia.

“We will return to the command tent. Have the chains delivered to Mina. See that everything here is in far better condition than before. Then dismiss the warriors. Ask the Sisters to report in mid-morning. The rest of this night is for revelry. Tomorrow the great quest begins!”

***

Thrall had passed the three days wait glad not to be on the road, in the wagon, bouncing around his slave cage. Chained to a post in his owner’s quarters he was free to consider the far less mundane travel planned. This was not at all conducive to cultivating an indestructible sense of well-being.

He’d given up on LA, on being Drake Green.

Embracing his exotic destiny had meant turning his back on the past – on freedom, to say nothing of modern conveniences and diversions. Now little-missed delights tantalized. Mexican and Indian food, his music collection, the camaraderie after a race or big soccer win…climate controlled buildings and proper clothing…the list grew ever longer.

How sweet it would be to experience these things again! Yet such seductive blandishments threatened. Serious anguish seemed a certainty. Might he come to regret his lot with Jia and actually wish to remain? Or worse, what if he had to remain and every second proved a nightmare? After all, they were returning there so he could help his mistress select his successors. Miseries and moral pitfalls galore lay in store. Hell, even the thought of breathing American air again was unpleasant. If only this status quo could remain indefinitely so…

Daytimes Thrall was left shackled and chained to his post, but mostly alone.

Apparently Jia was busy reviewing her troops and overseeing preparations for the patrol to resume in her absence. It seemed her top general was being contentious in attempting to salvage what was left of their original tour schedule. Nala clearly had other duties too and so once he’d gulped the usual throat-scorching potion Thrall was free to feel his caged genitals swell and pass the hours as he pleased.

Of course he was under general orders to meditate as much as possible and he did so. But when his anxieties grew too great he instead took to exercising – at least as much as his bonds permitted. Sit-ups and push-ups were easily and profitably performed, with the weight of his collar and chain increasing the effort necessary. Similarly his ankle shackles made leg-lifts deliciously difficult. Thrall did curls with his manacles. He even managed squat thrusts and other calisthenics, getting in a couple good healthy workouts after weeks of imprisoned docility. Still the vessel was careful not to overdo it. More than ever he needed plenty of energy every evening, when his blessed mistresses took him ecstatically into the Empress’ bed. Though Jia limited herself to one judicious feeding a night, their three-way loving admitted no such stinting.

Tacitly Thrall understood this was mostly for Nala’s sake – as well as their own; who wouldn’t miss that delightful Afflicter? But while Jia was headed into adventure with anxious Thrall coming along, neither with any guarantee of return, Nala would be left pining behind. Whatever occurred, she could easily be seeing the end of her unforgettable run as Jia’s lover.

Each night they pegged and played and wallowed wantonly in using him together ever more inventively. By the time their final night arrived, this dynamic came to dominate their congress.

Empress Jia had additional reasons to defer of course. But all appreciated the honesty of her enjoyment in allowing her younger lover every possible indulgence.

Thrall was dozing off the dinner he’d been brought when Empress and Afflicter swept in, the former enthusiastically practicing her American. Vivacious Jia was describing how she’d just finished mystically imbuing the new collar and leash she’d had forged – the one intended to link him inseparably to her on their journey between universes. Nala was all worshipful awe and eager erotic promise as the two came straight toward him. Without waiting they collaborated on unlocking Thrall’s bindings, even to the removal of his chastity cage.

Jia palpated his bloated balls approvingly. Nala was gushing about how fetching the new golden fetter should look on him. Still not really addressing him directly, they pulled him into the middle of their bedding. There Jia explained the night’s requirements.

“Once more I will drain this slave. Then I must rest, for tomorrow’s need will be severe. That will not be sufficient for Thrall however.

“The spell we must soon attempt requires both female-superior coitus and simultaneous climax. If I mount this mite for the first time ever and he’s not at least moderately sexually exhausted, he’s liable to ejaculate immediately. That would ruin everything.

“Darling Nala, your duty this night is the much the same as on those last few in the slave pen. Short of allowing orgasm, use this vessel extensively. Leave him but the last third before dawn to sleep. Tire and yet prime him for me, so that he can endure the most exalting coupling before joining me in transcendence.”

At last his owner smiled at Thrall. She took him proprietarily in hand. Her words had him aching erect already and she deigned to confirm them for him.

“Yes, lover, tomorrow noon I will be astride you. We will make love as man and woman do. Your controlled performance and timely contribution of vitality will both be essential. I will be counting on you not to let me down. Tonight is for Mistress Nala however. You will enjoy each other lavishly in preparation for our departure.”

“Absolutely, ma’am.”

All commands should be so easy!

Nala was already disrobed and cuddling his upper body, dotingly stroking his intricately scarred torso and fingering the many brands she’d inflicted. With no more orders Jia bent to pump and suckle him. And so began Thrall’s last evening in Shatra: much as the few previous, though as instructed it soon proceeded more on the order of his first ones, those locked in the Makkan Keep dungeon.

Jia took about two minutes to bring him to orgasm. She sustained this for about as twice as long, or so Thrall could only assume. He writhed in mindless blessedness throughout, exulting in his emptying as the succubus fed.

Oh, she was taking more of him each time! As addicted as his Empress, he reveled in his diminishment. Then with his bloated balls relieved again and the cage reapplied he was turned back over to the first woman to truly earn his worship.

While sated Jia went easily and deeply to sleep only a couple of meters away, and Thrall lolled limply over a pillow-pile recouping his temporary depletion, lovely Nala began by pegging him with Jia’s giant penis. And it only got more rewarding from there.

Half the night and more the Afflicter performed her chores. Never more ardently did she use him and not a bit of it for duty. For once her mania matched or even exceeded his. Thrall felt both the desperate aggression in her loving and the tender affection in her every affliction.

Like before, she grieved in advance at losing what they shared and was determined to make the most of this (possibly) last mistress-gifted marathon. Amid all the pegging, punishing and oral servicing Nala returned repeatedly to riding his own cage-mounted dildo. More than just priming him for the wonders of the morrow, she made endless faux-love to him with an honest joy and bottomless appetite that turned deeply poignant for both of them by the end.

Tears again dripped in the dimness and afterward he slept shackled not by chains but only by his beloved’s treasuring embrace. Despite the fact that he’d never had more than a tongue inside her, and hadn’t actually technically gotten laid since being abducted, Thrall had never felt such a deeply valued attachment – or the exquisite fulfillment that came with it.

Slavery be damned. Was it any wonder he preferred this universe to any other?

***

After a hearty if tedious breakfast, Jia escaped Boran and her other irate officers to the Seer’s Sanctuary, where all men were currently forbidden.

Sister Elia was already preparing her arts and was thus completely nude.

Beyond the fact that clothing wouldn’t travel with them anyway, it was an impermissible encumbrance to her task – more so even than her flowing snowy locks, which she’d wound up carefully about her head.

Still these gleamed in the sun pouring down through opened flaps in the roof of the tent overhead. Similarly her wonderfully unblemished skin shone luminous against the dark wood of the central dais. Though her svelte shape was perfectly formed and her movements beautifully fluid she provoked no arousal in Jia, only wonder at her rare being and awe at her abilities.

Surrounded by a circle of the ten most accomplished members of the Conclave present (these already murmuring a dissonance of interleaving chants and shaking gourd rattles filled with semi-precious stones and the teeth of particularly significant beasts) Elia worked with amazing concentration and skill. From the center of the dais on out she was creating an intricate pattern of carefully sprinkled substances.

Using various powdered roots, bark and fungi, ground up charcoal along with different salts and other minerals, she poured in perfect dribbles, scribing freehand without guide or reference. Constantly cleansing her hands between materials, she left not a smudge or scatter astray.

Jia could have practiced for a year and not done so well.

Though the process took most of the morning the Empress spared every bit of attention from pestering messengers that she could to observe. The endless chanting and rattling picked up momentum as the spell progressed, as did Jia’s excited anticipation. When the elaborate pattern was finished with stone bowls of several different smoldering herbs and incense placed around the perimeter it was nearly midday – almost time for their quest to get underway.

While the Seer worked and Jia readied for an unparalleled effort of her own, Mina and Nala had been busy with other arrangements. Now with perfect timing (please let it continue) they emerged from the shadows, leading separate contingents to join them.

Mina was trailed by an honor guard of two warriors and the imperial jeweler bearing the Seer’s Stone on a crimson silk pillow, expertly set in its shining new necklace. From the other side came Nala in her Afflicter’s harness, leading Thrall by the utilitarian collar and chain he’d worn since his enslavement.

The usual shackles had been removed; only his chastity cage and myriad markings adorned his diminutive form. Behind followed a quartet of white-robed Acolytes. Bringing up the rear was another particularly muscular Afflicter lugging the stunningly magnificent new collar and chain made of that same mystically imbued gold.

Not a scratch could mar nor a smudge sully that gleaming metal while the infusion held. Neither could it be cut nor melted without unfathomable force. It would yield only to her or Elia.

As the primary eye retreated for a final cleaning and the flaps in the ceiling were closed to hold in the aromatic smoke, the gold still glowed subtly luminescent in the gloom: hints of the sunset and forge fire it had absorbed. Jia was distracted from this only by another, almost equally magical gleam, that of smiling teeth. She spared Nala a returning grin and blew her a kiss. Then Mina reached her and it was time for seriousness.

“All proceeds exceptionally well, Empress.”

Both kept voices low so as not to disturb the spell. It was unlikely any could hear them over the ceaselessly shaking rattles.

“Everything is settled for my absence?”

“Yes mistress. Boran is resigned to your intent and now chafes to resume the tour. Scouts have already set forth, accompanied by Seers. The army will be mobilized upon your departure. We should reach Wellerton Keep by the gibbous moon.”

“I will endeavor to rejoin you there. Until then (and indefinitely if I do not), I leave Shatra and the Sisterhood of the Oculus in your charge. Rule well and with wisdom, my love.”

Jia reached up and reverently removed the imperial fillet.

Mina bowed slightly and the rightful Empress set the badge of office on her head. She spoke the ancient phrase that triggered a transfer of powers, followed by the one that caused the imbued circlet to mystically resize itself. Then as Mina straightened Jia also removed her elaborately brocaded First Practitioner’s robe. She folded this and turned it over as well, though of course this was merely ceremonial. Garments could not be so easily refitted and the new (hopefully temporary) ruler might be obliged to visit her seamstress.

One of the Acolytes knelt at her feet and freed the cross-gartered straps of her sandals. Nude as the morn she was born, Jia stepped from these just as Elia finished her ablutions.

Returning to the dais the Seer seated herself the same way that Thrall did when meditating (a curious congruence in their ways). Carefully she positioned herself at the very edge of the mostly symmetrical pattern she’d created. About as round as Jia was tall, this remained perfectly undisturbed – though that condition couldn’t last. As Elia added her own chant to the ongoing susurrus Jia waved forward two more Afflicters who’d arrived just in time.

This spell required not only mutually climactic coitus but coincidental pain for both participants – another former difficulty dispelled by this slave’s unbelievably fortuitous depravity. Brought forth from the disporting chambers, the awed Afflicters carried a kind of circular rug made of gleaming metal mesh fashioned rather like chain mail. While one side was polished smooth enough not to mar the finest floor however, the other was deliberately crafted to be particularly jagged, each little link ending in an up-thrusting, barely-blunted point, so that lying upon it was as uncomfortable as a bed of nails.

Unrolling this between them the women stretched it out taut and gingerly spread it atop the mystic pattern, still taking extreme care to disturb it as little as possible. Meanwhile Nala removed both collar and chastity cage from Thrall. Naked, he stepped forward as he’d been ordered to and waited docilely as two of the Acolytes closed in on him.

Carrying decanters filled with a mix of rare oils impregnated with specific flower pollens, the young women murmured their own mantras as they anointed the required male.

Already twitching toward tumescence when they began their task barehanded, by the time his entire body was coated gleaming and slick Thrall was fully erect. Yet when they finished by rubbing the mixture into his bloated gonads and urgent rigidity he emitted only the tiniest moan. Nala had done her work exceptionally well.

Now that favored Afflicter took the gleaming new slave restraint and passed it along to Jia. Only the First Practitioner could do this part.

Though just as heavy as his iron collar, the gold one was considerably slimmer. Imbued the way it was, this fetter needed no bulkly thickness to insure security. Indeed it needed no hinge or lock either. Its unbroken perfect circle pressed against the skin of Thrall’s throat for a moment and then yielded like smoke as Jia flexed her will and spoke the ritual words.

“Kyee-tull!”

From utter impermeability the matter of the metal suddenly mingled easily with that of the captive male.

Seemingly solid gold passed through skin and bone, vital tubes and wiring alike without doing the slightest bit of damage. As soon as it emerged to encircle that slender neck however the collar became indestructible again. It could only be removed similarly, and by one of the two witches who’d infused it.

Thrall visibly pulsed, his erection celebrating this new claiming.

In his culture, gold was used as matrimonial jewelry. That new fetter must have felt weighty to him in any number of ways. Leaving the chained slave to Nala with a smile, Jia stepped back for her own anointing.

While the four Acolytes worked swiftly together to rub and coat her, the four Afflicters took hold of Thrall by his limbs.

Lifting and stretching him out much as they’d done with the punishment rug, they carried him over and lowered his naked body just as gingerly atop it. Spread out supine over that now hidden pattern with his head settled into Sister Elia’s lap, the sweet man looked more uncomfortable about his pillow than that jagged bed.

The sylph’s chanting increased cadence regardless. Nala wound Thrall’s chain about the girl’s tiny waist while Mina now stepped up directly behind her, holding forth the Seer’s Stone dangling from its identically imbued necklace. Faultlessly following the orders drilled into him, Thrall submitted timidly as Elia clasped his hands and added powerful new nuances to her chant.

It was almost time. Marshalling her resources, all her earned expertise and staggering accumulation of appropriated anima, Jia stepped onto the pattern, feeling the eldritch forces flowing through it far more acutely than the pain in her feet.

Already tingling with anticipation, her nipples seemed to quiver in their aching stiffness. Fluids slicked her inside as oily as her surface; her clit was soon engorged and protruding.

Less sensitive to the energies at play, Thrall remained desperately rigid out of simple worshipful excitement. His lust was heavy on the air and his gaze stayed riveted to the monolithic nudity looming so immanently above him.

Midday was moments away. Everyone waited breathlessly as the chant cycled around and the time wound down for Empress Jia to mount.

***

Thrall had buried all unresolved conflicts. The fact that this first real fuck since his abduction was intended to return him to the exact same place could not be allowed to taint his dedication. After all the swiftest way to forfeit his deity’s favor was to fail her expectations.

The sole purpose of his conditional new existence was to serve her always in faultless worship regardless of – indeed in constant celebration of – the ultimate cost. Now the exaltation that filled Thrall at the incredibly glorious honor about to be bestowed was leavened only by his fanatic determination to prove worthy of it – and by extension his indefinitely continued favor.

Ah, Goddess, she looked so incomparably divine towering over him so!

Glistening with slickness, every luscious curve and formidable thew seemed as magically imbued as the wondrous new restraint she’d placed upon him. Groaning with suspense as the chanting and rattling swelled and the seconds ticked past Thrall also focused obsessively on his spectacular mistress as a way of avoiding any real acknowledgment of the third party involved.

Elia made him uneasy for so many reasons!

Beyond her strangeness was her role as his abductor. Her mental infiltration of him at the time seemed to have left some residual imprint, an instinctive fear of and fealty toward her. Unlike his obsession with Jia however there was nothing erotic about this.

Though arguably an adult now the albino still carried a waif-like air that rendered such stirrings a bit repellent. With his head pillowed in her virgin lap and her bare little breasts just a shift of the eyes away, Thrall was even more aware of Mina standing just behind her, awaiting the moment to drop the ‘vision crystal’ around the girl’s neck. The fact that she would then be mentally linked with the Empress proceeding to ride him should have been thrillingly kinky but was not. Yet by no means could any of this be allowed to disrupt things…

Just as the suspense was becoming too intense, the witches acted at last.

The chant changed tone and cadence even as the maddening rattling stopped. Mina dropped the necklace on Elia and the crystal, a seemingly ordinary chunk of translucent gypsum, emitted a sudden burst of white light.

Dazzled by this flash only inches from his eyes, Thrall missed sight of his equally spectacular mistress’ simultaneous advance. Suddenly he was just being crushed into that jagged metal mesh. And his magically enhanced erection was sheathed in hot, wet, supremely possessive flesh. Chanting as well now, glorious giantess Jia had finally mounted his comparatively tiny body!

Thank you Nala, for exhausting his capacity to be exalted to just the right degree!

Thanks were due to Jia too naturally. After so many madly addictive drainings, Thrall’s tolerance for erotic ecstasy was considerable. He could revel in every perception; savor each sensation as his pinned captivity was outrageously stimulated.

The eminently fit ruler of this feminist paradise was using their incredibly momentous first coupling to take them raiding back through the multiverse to his original reality. Moreover the success of this audacious quest was as dependent on him as anyone else. That this goddess trusted his devotion enough to justify such a commitment was as thrilling-fulfilling spiritually as the extreme physical gratifications this occasion was lavishing on him.

Every sense splurged to surfeit.

The incessant interleaving chanting wove an aural tapestry that grew steadily more mesmerizing. Beyond the aphrodisiacal incense and herb-smoke Thrall smelled a mixed womanly musk that was more seductively compelling with each ever-heavier inhale. He could even taste the weight of pheromones on the air, though unlike his lovers he lacked the discernment to interpret them.

No matter. Awed eyes gazed unfathomably honored lust up at the enormous form imperiously riding astride him. To admittedly obsessed Thrall, all of femininity’s infinite superiority seemed embodied by both their positions and the tremendous disparity in their sizes.

Breasts bigger than his face bobbed bouncily about just above it. Hair nearly as long as he was tall stuck to their oily skin and draped all three of them in raven waves. The Empress’ great weight squashing him into and grinding him against the punishment rug made every subtlest shift of position a masochist’s glee – to say nothing of her evermore inspired lunging against him. If this last most precious sense filled Thrall so splendidly with pain however, the coincidental pleasure was even better.

Pegging was wonderful fun of course and life-draining fellatio literally to die for. But nothing could ever surpass old-fashioned vaginal intercourse. Particularly when the vagina in question was just as supernaturally adept as the rest of this fabulous Empress.

As well as swelling Thrall’s balls, all those daily potions had added inches to his erection. (And wouldn’t that secret sell well in America too!) Despite the way she dwarfed his frame and the outrageous organs Jia was accustomed to taking, their fit was still splendidly adequate.

Not only did his owner grip his aching engorgement quite as tightly as any of the half-dozen women Thrall had previously known. Her exquisitely trained channel knew more neuromuscular tricks than her orgasm-prolonging thumb and fingertips.

Even as Jia chanted and thrust against him with a strict mix of rigor and vigor, her hot and slippery insides performed increasingly deranging manipulations all up and down his rocking, sliding, oh-so-hard-it-hurt prick. Goddess above, it felt like her entire vagina was sucking on him just as voraciously as her mouth habitually did!

Thrall groaned aloud and Elia squeezed back on his desperately clutching hands – warning him to both silence and restraint. Nothing must dispel the spell’s momentum. Steadily the pace of chanting, fucking and undulant cunt-sucking accelerated. Without warning the eerie rattling of teeth in gourds resumed. The buildup of herb-smoke and incense in the enclosed tent added to an indefinable atmospheric thickening as the overall ambiance altered in a way Thrall could soon sense and share if not understand.

The collar around his neck began to grow hot.

This wide if thin gold band and both chains were truly beginning to glow in the inside dimness. The fresh burning spiked up his masochistic excitement and the willing slave submitted gladly to it, cooperating intuitively on the required timing. Both spell and sex act were building unmistakably toward climax now and it would not be Thrall’s fault if it all went wrong.

Perhaps they should have better anticipated the challenge that did threaten their endeavor.

Too much constant wallowing in carnal extremes had inured the succubus and her victim to the effects of such wanton excess on the uninitiated. But perhaps nothing could have properly prepared poor Elia for experiencing Jia’s predatory ecstasy secondhand.

The little virgin (if she could ever again be considered so) was shuddering with the power of that obviously rampant arousal. Thrall could smell her response from below and feel it in their linked fingers; sweat beaded and trickled down her lithe, panting little body. Alabaster skin flushed a rosy pink. Still she struggled to concentrate on performing perhaps the most difficult spell attempted in this Sisterhood’s entire history.

Despite the cries that tried to burst from her she continued to incant every syllable precisely. Though her sitting hips jerked a bit in unconscious sympathy with the Empress’ far more urgent rhythm, and the chain wound about her waist must have scorched her unaccustomed tenderness as badly as the shared pain from Jia’s knees tested her more general toughness, the newest Seer didn’t falter. Bless the holy Goddess, whatever she was doing must have been working. Thrall could feel the effects of the spell finally: a faint but growing tingling no longer easy to miss amid so much sensory riot.

Accepting this contribution to their tripartite excitement, the slave joyously rode the wave cresting them toward orgasm – and America. The renewed rattling and chanting was reaching a frantic tandem. His owner’s impossibly adept pussy was pulling so hard on him that no matter how wildly their pace escalated he never once risked slipping completely out of her. That would not be allowed to happen. Meanwhile Elia’s chanting was scaling toward breathless shrieks. Though gibberish to Thrall, the mantras she recited must have remained correct and effective however. The tingling was turning to agony, a quadrillion miniscule skinworms boring in. Nausea tried to make inroads but arousal refused to allow this.

This was it: the best fucking ever was about to culminate in world-rending fashion. Would the spell work, and return him to his modest apartment? The former Drake Green no longer spared the matter any thought. Suddenly another draining was upon him, and his goddess in all her glory and greed was too fabulous and demanding by far. The blessed victim could only exist in the instant and do his eager part.

Jia’s chanting was turning to screaming too. This and a dozen other familiar signals heralded her approaching climax. Her fucking becoming furiously frantic she bore down even as her big hands seized and enclosed those of Thrall and Elia. Using the awesome spectacle of his beloved deity in rampant action to sweep him pell-mell along toward apotheosis, the former had no defense against what he saw next.

Suddenly the brilliance of those sapphire eyes blazing lust and purpose down at him turned utterly blank. The balls must have rolled up in their sockets; nothing showed but pure white like the thighs pillowing his head.

The sight was terrifying for some reason – perhaps because the gorgeous giantess’ coitus just continued to culminate. Blind to his stunned terror-lust or not, she screamed incantations, crushed him into the rug and pattern beneath, thrust madly with her hips and butt and pulled so powerfully and unceasingly on him with her cunt that even this bizarrity only added to the intensity. The instant Jia began to convulse along his length and squirt Thrall followed suit. Crying out himself as their simultaneous climax was achieved, the slave may have dreamed he had no more capacity for enduring/enjoying so much agony/ecstasy. But of course this adventure never failed to surpass his expectations.

The tingling that had turned to agony turned excruciating: a return of that searing acid-bath sensation suggesting his body was being dissolved. Meanwhile the exaltation of intercourse with his divinity soared euphorically into the irresistibly addictive submission-frisson of succumbing to orgasmic vampirism.

Thrall was still screaming and ejaculating like he’d never stop either when extremity at last overwhelmed his awareness. Whether their attempt proved successful or not, unconsciousness claimed him completely.




Part Two

Adventures




Chapter Ten

Arrival

“AAAAAAAAIIIIIIIIEEE – YES!”

Jia’s paean of victory brought Thrall out of his faint. She was still socketed astride him, still panting and quivering with exertion and orgasmic aftermath. Her jubilation filled the room.

“Superbly done, my friends! I knew none of us would fail the test!”

Thrall was still blinking away blur, but he knew she was right. The jagged mesh under them was gone, replaced by the mat he’d been meditating on a month (or million years) or so ago.

Gone too was the smoke from herb and incense. The air was as fresh as ever in a climate-controlled home and yet still had a nasty tang of pollution to it that he noticed immediately after his sojourn in Shatra. Nor was he the only one to notice this.

Suddenly the back of his head hit the floor as its pillow was pulled away. Yanking off the Seer’s Stone, Elia lurched to the side and vomited, the chain connecting them wrenching Thrall’s collar and neck. Jia’s ebullience vanished.

“Sister! What is it?”

She leaned forward to free the leash from the girl’s waist. All Thrall could see were the stupendous breasts bracketing his face and jiggling vigorously.

“How can I aid you?”

Elia only continued to retch. Right away Jia stood, slipping off his slumping dick and exposing knees and legs deeply stippled an angry red from the punishment rug. Yet before going to their indispensable prodigy’s aid she used her magic to link the ring at the end of Thrall’s golden tether to the frame of his futon a few feet away. For all their love and trust she was taking no chances on losing him either. Then she was moving to soothe Elia.

“What has happened? Tell your Empress!”

Hearing an imperial command the girl gasped in enough air to answer before retching again.

“Poison!”

“You have been poisoned? How? How badly?”

Elia spat twice into the mess on Thrall’s carpet. Obviously holding further upset barely at bay, she cleared her throat and quavered carefully.

“The air. It is…bad here. How do you…stand it?”

“It stinks,” Jia agreed. “We will bring none of those oil-burning machines (or the knowledge how to build them) back with us. And we will stay only as long as we must. I am distressed a bit, I admit. But my robustness can bear it. Will you be able to adapt, little one?”

“I will manage, mistress. I must.” Weary, sweaty and disheveled, Elia sat up slowly. She wrapped her slender arms about herself and shivered violently.

The building’s central air conditioning was of course purring reliably away – luckily. Without it the muggy, smoggy atmosphere of LA would be considerably harder on the poor kid. Pitying her naked chill, Thrall spoke up in forgivable impertinence.

“There are clean clothes in the closet behind you. The bathroom is across the hall.”

“This is truly your home then!”

Jia flashed him a confirming smile as she rose to slide open the indicated door.

Immediately Elia backed up, scooting her sitting butt all the way in to the rear wall. There she nestled into the space under the garment bar like a wounded creature retreating into the depths of its lair. Jia shoved shirts to either side to make room and pulled a thick white terrycloth bathrobe off its hanger.

After she was helped into the robe Elia pulled over the dangling tail of the dress shirt nearest her and held it over her mouth and nose as a filter. Thrall rose gingerly from the now blood-dappled mat and plucked up the small plastic wastebasket next to his futon. He passed it to Jia who wordlessly pushed it in to the invalid.

“How else can I ease you, sister?”

“May I have a drink of water?”

Thrall barely heard the timid request, but he spoke up again regardless.

“I can do better than that. There’s ginger ale in the kitchen – great for settling the stomach. Allow me to serve refreshments like a proper host and I’ll clean this mess up as well.”

Jia threw him a piercing look.

“We will tour your home together. We will find drinks and ensure security. Do you have anything that might fit me?”

Thrall considered a minute. “Perhaps only the kimono. Look back at the very end of the rack for a robe of black samite. It has a protective cover on it, a thin clear film.”

Rather than slide the doors across and close Elia in, Jia leaned deep and peered. Getting comfortable offering unsolicited suggestions, Thrall helped her out.

“Press that switch by the door.”

The closet light came on, bringing a cry of delight from Jia. Even Elia emerged from the shirt with a smile at this technological marvel. Well if they liked that… Thrall picked up a remote from the foot of the futon and pointed it at the stereo. By the time Jia backed out holding the beautiful souvenir kimono he’d brought back from Japan, Thrall had some soothing jazz-fusion pouring mellowly from the speakers.

After startled jumps, more cries of astonished joy greeted this.

While the visitors gaped at each other over the novelty of such sophisticated music coming without a single visible performer, Thrall took a perhaps belated look about. It seemed he’d been right: everything here was okay. The candles had burned harmlessly out, as had the little light bulb that powered his lava lamp. Everything in the bedroom was dusty but undisturbed.

No doubt there was a pile of mail by the slot and a lot of rot in the fridge. The plants were brown. His laptop left in the other room would need a reboot. Everything else was copacetic.

Looking back Thrall saw Elia relaxing a bit at last. With the music to distract her she seemed to be gradually gaining control. Jia meanwhile was smiling widely as she held up the admittedly magnificent kimono he’d treated himself to after placing well in the Osaka marathon.

Gleaming as richly as her hair, its sable sheen was bordered with green and embroidered with an intricate dragon motif across the back and down both sleeves. Costing him more than twelve hundred dollars, this was raiment fitting for an Empress indeed. And as hoped, the literal fit was adequate too. At least the sleeves were voluminous by design – no other garment in the home could have accommodated those herculean arms and shoulders.

Of course the front couldn’t close over her breasts and the hem barely fell to mid-thigh. Nevertheless the effect was regally sexy beyond belief. Thrall whistled low appreciation as she finished smoothing out a few wrinkles. His owner cocked an affectionate eye.

“I like this, thank you.”

“What is here is yours, my goddess. You own it as you do me.”

“Come then, slave. Show me my new home. Provide us these promised drinks. I am in need of replenishment too, in more ways than one.”

With a muttered word she freed his chain from the futon and took it up like a leash. At her nod Thrall headed for the door, ignoring the tickling trickling down his backside. His loving owner noticed of course. As he opened the door to reveal the sink and mirror of the bathroom across the hall she spoke.

“If that is where you wash, then enter. You need treatment.”

Thrall flicked on the lights as he did, earning another gasp at the fluorescent whiteness bouncing off all the gleaming porcelain, stainless steel and the mirror.

“So bright! It’s like being inside a lightning strike!”

“Electricity, mistress.”

Enjoying her endearing glee, Thrall started the faucet in the sink so that steaming hot water gushed forth. He opened the mirrored medicine cabinet and took out a spray bottle of iodine-based disinfectant and stepped aside to open the linen closet across from the tub and shower stall.

Finding Jia working the faucets and gaping again at the ability to so easily and precisely vary the water temperature, he set a few washcloths and towels down along with the bottle. Stirred from her wonder, she turned a dazzling smile on him.

“I could well get used to this place. But for that you must be kept safe. Here, turn so that I may attend to you. The conjuring took a toll from us both, though you performed perfectly as ordered. I am so very pleased with you. And I enjoyed our coupling immensely. Kyee-tull!”

Jia linked her end of his leash to a large wall-mounted ring through which a hand towel could be hung in close reach of the sink. This was mostly to get that heavy chain out of the way; a strong yank could no doubt rip the whole mounting free. Then with all Nala’s tenderness yet a brisk efficiency (poor Elia needed her drink) the Empress set to work on a back and butt that indeed felt chewed to raw hamburger by fucking on the punishment rug.

***

Still dazzled by their success and an almost child-like wonder at the marvels she kept encountering, Jia chose a towel. She started by wiping off blood and unabsorbed anointing oil; she’d done the same for herself earlier with another of those wonderfully fuzzy robes. This ‘kimono’ was just too beautiful to ruin. Then with another clean towel she pressed hard against the damaged areas until the myriad little wounds ceased to ooze. She breathed the rich exudations this generated in deep.

“Ah, that’s good. I am the one who is depleted now, my beloved vessel. Coming here took all the power I’ve lately taken from you, all you provided in the conjuring and all that I usually devote to controlling the army. I will have to feed up substantially before we leave. Each little twinge from you is like a sip of nectar in a desert.”

“You’ll like what’s next then.” Her unabashed devotee indicated the bottle on the countertop. “Spray that stuff all over me good. It’ll hurt like hell, but kill any infection.”

“Ah!” Here was a practical example of a boon she could bring back to Shatra: advanced medical understanding! Jia might have pursued the subject immediately except that Elia was in distress. Instead she just paid strict attention as she did as suggested – and greedily imbibed the very gratifying response.

It took a moment to figure out the little pump mechanism. But after thoroughly coating Thrall’s wounds she allowed him to don a dark blue robe that hung from the back of the door. The damage was both too extensive and yet not deep enough for practical bandaging. Sighing with linked satisfaction and rue as the empowering pain emanations ebbed away, Jia freed the leash chain and tugged him on their way.

The apartment was not large – certainly not by imperial standards. A few more closets aside, there proved to be only two more rooms. They passed through one devoted to working or relaxing into that intended for preparing and eating food.

Thrall opened a small door and more of that amazingly bright light poured forth, along with chilly air. Jia saw various containers of food and drink, the contents occasionally spoiled despite this ingenious cold closet. The sealed bottles their host proceeded to pull forth looked perfectly fine though.

“Ginger ale for Elia. I’ve got beer I keep for guests here… I believe I’ll have one too. Unless you’d prefer some fruit juice.”

Jia took the cold glass bottle, wishing she could read the label. Thrall twisted off the cap for her, then his own. He clinked necks and drank from his. Jia followed suit, finding the draught refreshing in its chill, if lacking in body and bite.

Thrall gestured with his bottle.

“Door and windows are all closed and locked. Shades are down too, so no worries about security. Shall we take the Sister her drink?”

Jia nodded and gave the chain a tug. Back in the bedroom they crouched together by the closet. Thrall opened the last bottle, demonstrating how this cap screwed on and off before handing both to Elia. “Shall I clean the floor?”

Jia let go of the chain. She would have to trust his love and lust a lot more soon. While the slave moved about scrubbing the rug the Empress eased in closer to Elia.

“How are you?”

“Getting better, Empress.” She gave a small belch. “This drink is good. It’s full of sugar.”

“Well, you could use the ailment. Do you wish to eat?”

The girl made a face and shrank back into her den.

“This place still sickens me. I wish only to stay in here and rest.”

“You have earned your every comfort. Through you we have already achieved a heroic feat. The people of Shatra will sing of your service for generations to come.”

Elia bowed her head in either modesty or resurgent illness. Finished cleaning, Thrall appeared volunteering more comforts. As long as they were strangers here Jia was glad to relax normal protocol and allow the slave his initiative.

“I have blankets here and a couple pillows. Let’s make you a snug little nest.”

Once the girl had padding under her, pillows to lean on and a coverlet, Thrall produced a small flat glass rectangle. He did something and it lit up to show a brilliantly real picture of some mountains.

“This is a little tablet I use to read books, watch videos and play games. It’s great for passing the time, if you get bored in here.”

Tapping various places on the picture, he caused it to be replaced by another, one of colorful geometric shapes. Then these began to move! Enthralled, Jia watched along with Elia as the slave explained how the fascinating little world depicted was a game. He demonstrated how one played; it was easy and immediately engaging. Jia felt jealous watching the girl smile and withdraw into the welcome new distraction – she wanted to try!

Thrall touched her deferentially.

“Mistress, my laptop in the other room has even more games, plus a bigger picture. I can even hook it to the giant screen on the wall. You’ll like that a whole lot more. More importantly, that’s what I use to access the web. We can order some clothes for you two to be delivered here, along with anything else you need.”

Too dutiful not to remember how crucial this tool was to their mission, Jia tore herself away. Her love/slave promised even more amazing marvels.

“Come, then.” Jia drained the bottle she’d been given. “But let us get more refreshment first. This traveling between worlds is thirsty work.”

***

With fresh bottles of Corona in hand Thrall saw them seated on the living room couch. He pulled the coffee table up close. As Jia linked his chain to a handy table leg he pulled over his laptop computer and restarted it.

This had shut down automatically for regular software updates. It would be several minutes incorporating these before the machine was functional. While they waited Thrall picked up another remote and turned on the TV. When the big sixty-inch screen across from them popped alight Jia actually yelped with fright.

One of those Star Wars movies was on, soundtrack blaring. Spaceships were madly firing energy weapons at each other while careening through an asteroid field. Like a giant child Jia clutched him, gaping and cringing as if fearing the ships might emerge and attack them.

“Don’t worry. It’s just a movie. Like a play. There are many other kinds of entertainment available if you don’t like it.”

Thrall switched around, identifying each offering.

“Football game – organized team sports. Highly competitive controlled violence. This is an educational show about animals. This is just advertising. Now one of those insufferable ‘reality’ programs. Here’s a news channel reporting on the Syrian civil war. Those are tanks, the basic element of armed conflict on the ground. Here, you try.”

He handed over the remote, indicating the correct controls.

Obviously staggered but adapting quickly, Jia found her way past cartoons and a soap opera back to Star Wars. Now they were dueling with light sabers and again her jaw dropped.

“Can I get one of those?”

“I’m sorry, darling. This is fiction – not real. It’s an illusion created for entertainment.”

They spent the next several minutes flipping around distinguishing between degrees of reality represented on the screen until Thrall was tongue-tied explaining gradations. Finally his computer finished rebooting and he brought up a search engine.

“All right, here we go. You and Elia need some clothes. We can choose and order anything from here. What else do you want to shop for? Any particular necessities?”

Jia thumped her bottle down. “I need a phallus, yes? And you need to have your capacity caged. I will not risk a drop of spilled seed. Now, you have revealed that your mistress in this world wished to fit you with a device far more effective than those developed by the Sisterhood. Show me what you meant.”

Gulp. Damn her, somewhere Shanelle was laughing her ass off.

Well, if this was the worst this trip had on offer, he could be grateful.

Thrall typed in the address for Mistress Lori’s, a site that sold custom-designed quality steel chastity devices. Rather than large, crotch-enclosing cages these fitted tightly over the penis or even just the glans itself by means of insidious body-piercings that both punished any arousal and made removal impossible without mutilation.

Fascinated by the little photographs, Jia still wasted no time choosing a particularly cruel device. Thrall ordered it of course, demonstrating the simplicity of electronic commerce for her. Before long they’d ordered a pair of dildos too. While Thrall found something called a ‘share’ that was remarkably like the Empress’ double-ended boar-tusk, the maximum size available was a bit wanting. To get a cock commensurate with Jia’s magnificence (and both their appetites) they had to buy one with a traditional harness as well.

After that came a whole list of ingredients Jia needed for brewing up potions. They had a bit of difficulty translating names, but most of these proved to be relatively common herbs, spices or other plant, fungal and animal extracts. Finally it was time to shop for clothes.

Jia’s stature presented a problem, but not an insurmountable one. This was the land of the morbidly obese. Robes were easy, as well as dresses, though they had to dig out a measuring tape and just guess at sizes while choosing carefully from among a glut of fashions. Shirts and skirts came next with Jia gushing over her choices and actively seeking input on the kind of looks that would aid her hunting. When this led eventually to lingerie and fetish gear, the warrior-witch grew downright giddy at the decadence of this world. Thrall must have ordered four dozen outfits and sundry other items before they finished by getting sandals for both women and a few simple robes for Elia until she felt up to doing some shopping of her own.

Impatient with her inability to read, Jia agreed to postpone learning how chat rooms and the like worked until they were more settled. Delayed as they had been by the constant distraction of the TV (which worked its will on Jia continuously), most of the afternoon had passed. Why not take the rest of the day to relax, acclimate, celebrate, enjoy their success so far and recover from their efforts? After returning from checking on Elia, Jia reported her still absorbed in the video game and still suffering from the transition. Having adapted completely herself, Jia confessed to both worry and envy. Distressing as the Seer’s situation was, she still wanted a turn!

Happy to oblige, Thrall thumbed a few buttons, turning the TV into a giant game screen. He set up one of those ultra-violent modern combat first-person shooters set in a post-Apocalyptic war zone. After a quick demonstration he ceded the controls to Jia, who seized them with the zeal of any video game virgin. Wondering if their mission might not get sidetracked entirely by an unanticipated new addiction, Thrall settled in with a grin.

It wasn’t until half an hour had passed that the exhilarated Empress acknowledged him again. She’d had to pause to flex and rub her sword-calloused hands.

“Now I understand why you Americans are so fat! You only exercise your thumbs. And no wonder you are so rich in anima. You obsess on extreme violence even in recreation.”

“Don’t forget the way we eat too much.” Thrall’s belly was beginning to twinge. “Shall I prepare a repast? At the least I should inventory the larder. You know: dispose of spoilage and figure out what I need to stock up on. I may as well cook too.”

Jia freed the chain from the table leg.

“Do not leave the home. Remember that imbued gold is a beacon to me. I can follow you through all the infinite worlds while you bear my collar.”

“Being your property, your subject, is my ultimate fulfillment Goddess. You need not fear the least disobedience. I live for the day you suck the last of the life out of me. Then my soul will reside inside you forever, an eternally loving blissful dominion I can barely dare to conceive.”

Jia smiled at that.

“I have read and felt and smelled this truth in you. Very well. Prepare a meal for us all. Do not overtax Elia’s present delicacy. And bring me more of this thin beer.”

In conscious homage to Nala, Thrall wound his chain crosswise about his shoulders and torso so that it wouldn’t drag everywhere. Certainly lugging it about day and night ought to build up some bulk. Then testing that weight he bowed respectfully before heading for the kitchen. His Empress was already blasting away again.

***

The beer was indeed thin and weak. But the novelty of it being served so cold in summertime encouraged Jia’s indulgence. By the time they’d finished their first meal in America (a very delicious and filling dinner indeed) she’d polished off five of the little bottles – her slave’s entire supply. Of course a body as massive as hers processed that quickly. It was with a pleasant but not debilitating buzz that the Empress arose from the kitchen table and its inconveniently undersized chair. As Elia had only agreed to eat a few dry morsels in her closet, it was just deity and devotee in the kitchen.

Naturally Thrall set about cleaning up immediately. Goddess Jia smiled upon him.

He was born for her enjoyment, an ideal slave secured from a society that had supposedly outlawed the practice. How odd, and perhaps another clue she could pursue.

Resisting the temptation to return to playing that amazing ‘video game’ (at least right away) and wary of being gulled by new seductive luxuries Jia moved to reaffirm her purpose here. For the first time she stepped over to where an adjustable shade covered one of the uniformly blocked windows.

It again took a bit of fiddling to figure out the mechanism. But after a moment the screen of flat slats rotated as one to allow her to look out through them. The sun was but three spans from the horizon and its rays poured in, forcing Jia to squint. Soon the view resolved itself.

From here the neighborhood looked humbly ordinary, at least for this filthy and rabidly teeming world. Much of the ground was buried under a kind of false stone that must have been poured like a liquid before hardening. Lines, arrows and symbols had been painted all over it. Various shades of gray and black, a wide expanse of this (dotted with four-wheeled carriages) looked especially dark and fresh and even through the glass had an acrid reek. Trash was piled in cans and spotted the ground while lampposts sprouted everywhere. Cables were strung from poles overhead and more of those oil-powered vehicles rumbled sporadically past, spewing more sickening fumes. Yet despite the stench and squalor the buildings all seemed well-maintained and the people passing by prosperous.

Resisting the temptation to send her mystic sight exploring (she was not here as a tourist) Jia contented herself with watching the sun sink and the neighbors come and go until Thrall finished cleaning up and joined her.

“What is your pleasure, Empress? Would you like to play some more games, or watch a movie? Our television broadcasts might make you want to go straight back home. Or if you don’t want any more excitement, how about a bath? I’m no trained attendant but I’d be eager to learn. After relaxing that way you could turn in early; rest up to get a good start tomorrow.”

Jia stirred. “Tomorrow you will begin teaching me to read this language. Tonight I must feed deeply. And yes, a bath sounds welcome. Let us see if Elia wishes one as well.”

They found the girl still curled in her recess, raptly staring at the small ‘tablet’ she’d been given. Clearly she’d managed to figure out how it worked to some degree – the game was gone and she was watching what Thrall called a ‘movie’. Unwilling to put it aside, she refused a bath but accepted another bottled drink when offered. Thrall brought this after emptying her makeshift chamberpot. Then they slid the door shut at her request and moved across the hall.

“Luckily it’s a big bathroom.” Thrall nodded at the switch and Jia flicked it, delighted all over again at the instant flood of white. No fire dish could be tuned so bright! Thrall continued, sliding open an opaque glass door. “I made sure the tub and stall were roomy before I moved in. I needed to do a lot of soaking after my various runs and such. May I remove your kimono?”

Jia let him slip it off her. He reached into the stall, turned a knob and water pelted down in a torrent. Coming from a fixture near the ceiling, the water smelled odd but steamed enticingly. It would be like a hot rainstorm or waterfall. Needing no urging, Jia stepped in and sighed at the instant bliss. She swept her hair back and turned her face up to the fixture only two hand-spans above. Thrall joined her and slid shut the door, enclosing them in wet heat. Still he waited patiently while she luxuriated in this latest lovely novelty. When Jia finally turned to face him he held a sponge and was rubbing up a huge lather of soap as white as the lighting yet soft and rich and fragrant as flowers.

“It’s easier to wash standing up before soaking in the tub. If mistress permits?”

Oh that soap was wonderful! So smoothly slippery on her skin! She could certainly get used to this. Once her slave had bathed her he washed her hair, his chain jingling with the vigor of his scrubbing. There was even a secondary ‘showerhead’ on a hose one could detach and hold in the hand. And of course once the ablutions were over a third font filled the tub. Unfortunately there was less room than she was used to and her slave was obliged to make way when she settled in to soak. Opening the door a crack he climbed out.

“I will prepare the bed, poor as it is. Shall I return?”

“Leave towels and await me there,” Jia instructed. Seeing that his penis remained erect from bathing her, she grinned. “Save that for me, slave.”

“It shall be at your disposal.”

Thrall slipped out, leaving the door open. Able to keep track of him by the sound of his movements, Jia was spared any pointless worries about what he might be up to. New to her as it was to trust a slave (especially a thrall), she closed her eyes and sank back to soak and relax. The effect of the alcohol contributed beautifully and an inner warmth engendered by the love/trust/gratitude she felt swelled her contentment – and sharpened her erotic appetite.

Riding the little man had been enjoyable this morning.

Of course in terms of pure sensation it could never measure up to Nala doing her with Teela’s gift, or using some superbly hung prisoner to destruction in the performance of bloody sacrifice. Still orgasm came without effort, the slave’s exudations amply fed her and the indisputability of his worshipful rapture flattered her vanity. Eager as she was to begin replenishing herself for practical reasons, Jia looked forward to the feeding ahead with affectionate zeal as well. With no phallus for their preferred pegging play the Empress was tempted to ride again, or even allow Thrall to mount her in turn.

No – the risk of wasting precious life was too great. And orgasm could be prolonged much longer by hand. After savoring the prospect through a good hot soak, Jia at last left the bath. Tripping a clever little lever to drain the tub she toweled off and used a comb left out on the counter to put her hair in order.

Soon Thrall would have to be further trained to take the place of her maids. In the meantime Jia braided her damp locks swiftly back herself. Across the little hallway she found her slave kneeling by Elia’s closet and saw he was connecting the tablet she’d been using to a cable from the wall.

“She’s asleep,” he whispered. “This thing’s out of power. It needs to be recharged.”

“What a coincidence,” Jia breathed. “So do I. Have you got a plug you can put in my socket?”

“At your service, mistress.”

He gestured toward his bed, which was ascetic at best. This would have to be addressed. Still Jia let him lead her there and settle them in. Unwinding that golden chain from him, she linked it to the wooden frame and turned to see her smiling supine slave spreading his legs. Stiffly erect already, she saw his organ rising from a groin shorn bare of all hair. Reading her raised eyebrows he answered out of the dimness.

“Here in LA it’s the fashion to shave off the thatch. It keeps things neater and enhances the pleasure. Forgive my initiative. I just thought you wanted to learn all you could about our culture. Ladies here shave a lot more: their legs and underarms too. Our body hair is far more noticeable than yours.”

“Yes, except for around the groin it has mostly been bred out of us. This is different in a male, but not unattractive. We will see about enhancing the experience.”

Urgent as her depletion was, Jia took her time. This vessel’s exudations always made such a rich appetizer! Unable to encourage these with a good pegging or whipping (the closet held several lovely leather belts but Elia was asleep alas), the endlessly adept Empress had to settle for more subdued if no less torturous foreplay.

Clasping the gonads in one hand while inserting two fingers of the other, she twisted and squeezed, rubbed and gouged, stimulated each vulnerable nerve nexus and afflicted her little masochist with so much acute excruciation he writhed and groaned desperately. Pores opened to ooze sweat and musk and energy even as that erection strained and waggled madly. Jia nipped at it repeatedly, even catching it and chewing, eagerly drawing in each fresh surge of eros. For nearly as long as she’d soaked herself she drew out the suspense (and in wisps of sustenance), while her greed for a more substantial feed grew gradually greater. When this overwhelmed her at last she began incanting the appropriate mantra and engulfed the entire thing.

Moving her digits to the correct positions automatically Jia attacked that fleshy font with urgent ardor. Soon it was seeping sweetly. Quivering stiffness slipped through slickening suction in relentless rhythm. How the chosen male moaned! Long before her efforts lost savor he began to shudder. Finally a fresh flood of musk and a tell-tale grunt coincided with powerful genital spasms. Ejaculation was achieved and the unabashed succubus fed voraciously.

Maintaining her slave’s climax, Jia drained him of seed and anima as deeply as she dared. Until she had the means to brew potions here she had to limit his debilitation. Finally she stopped incanting, rubbing and sucking, releasing her vessel from his mindlessly emptying ecstatic geas. He gasped, moaned again and wiped drool from his lips even as she sat up and did likewise.

Freshly gorged, Jia swelled with satisfaction and slid Thrall’s limp body easily over. His meek eyes mutely volunteered reciprocal service and hers declined. As they cuddled in it became apparent just how inadequate his little bed was.

The imperial legs hung off the end. The padding was poor and the frame protested under them. Even the coverlet could have been bigger. As she pulled this up Jia only had to ask.

“What are you going to do about this?”

Thrall’s reply was muffled by her flank.

“Throw it out. I can have a king-size mattress or two delivered tomorrow. We can cover the floor with cushions the way you do in Shatra. I’ll get bigger chairs for the kitchen too. I’ve been thinking about a furniture upgrade anyway.”

Jia recognized the joke. But her mind was busy with the image of this room piled with pillows in the manner of a disporting den.

Soon she needn’t worry about overly depleting her vessel. Even without restorative potions it might be all right. After all, they were here seeking an endless supply of his equals. With visions of the limitless gleeful feasting in store, the warrior-witch who’d slept in livestock pens and on blood-harrowed battlefields slipped easily into slumber with a smile despite the discomforts of this first night. Tomorrow the glorious quest would truly get underway.




Chapter Eleven

Accommodations

Morning began the busiest day Thrall had ever spent nearly completely inside his frugal little apartment. Almost as soon as Jia freed him to leave her resting on the futon to await her morning meal, deliveries began interrupting things.

Luckily these first chimes at the door heralded the groceries he’d ordered the afternoon before. You can’t really prepare an imperial breakfast in bed without fresh produce. Still it was lucky the old Drake Green had kept his living expenses low. At the rate his credit card was taking hits his whole settlement might become forfeit.

After breakfast while Elia hid from the commotion watching endless movies, and Jia tried to concentrate on the reading lessons he was trying to give her, the clothes and other items he’d paid overnight shipping for started arriving. So it went through the early afternoon, until a huge pile of boxes had accumulated in the kitchen just as their last patience for signing delivery chits waned. Finally they broke for a quick late lunch. Then it was time for the purposely deferred gratification of examining their purchases.

But wait! No sooner had they started on their first box when the truck with the new mattresses pulled up. Elia, who’d finally emerged to bathe and eat, popped right back into her closet. Thrall tipped the delivery guys extra to cart his futon and a bedside table out to the parking lot for the Salvation Army to pick up later. They moved in and stacked up two king-size mattresses, also adding the linens, thick down comforters and giant throw pillows ordered along with them. Apparently the sturdy new kitchen chairs would come the following day.

While the witch was busy unpacking, examining, sorting and storing the various potion ingredients obtained so far (arrowroot, caraway, borage, fever root, marjoram and mayapple, rosemary and sage) Thrall dressed up the simple if sumptuous new bed. Then together they attacked the remaining mound of packages.

Reading lessons would have to wait another day. Soon there was a kind of Christmas morning feel to the proceedings as they unwrapped the mistress’ gifts. Certainly the recipient was as giddy as a child within minutes.

After crying out glee repeatedly, Jia’s delight coaxed Elia back out as well. Gradually the stack of packages was transformed into drifts of empty boxes and cushioning material. The Empress gloated over her new clothes and (especially) dildos while the slight little Seer happily donned sandals and a new silk robe of her own.

Before they became buried in polystyrene, Thrall got permission to begin hauling all that ridiculously excessive packing crap out to the nearest dumpster. Too joyously involved to be vigilant, Jia just kept opening presents.

Outside in bare feet and a bathrobe wearing an Empress’ ransom in gold, Thrall felt more than a bit conspicuous. His collar and chain had already drawn incredulous looks from every UPS and Fed Ex guy. How long until he was murdered for it? Neighbors he encountered were left agog and Thrall wracked his brain for an explanation. Perhaps he could claim it was merely a very convincing theatrical prop. As for his also rather noticeable owner, they’d better devise an explanation for her too. Indeed by the time he finished taking out the garbage Jia had donned a smashing black dress and was talking about going out herself for the first time.

“Now that I am covered up I have an immediate urge to explore – and not through any mystic vision. I wish to tread these streets with my own two feet. Elia?”

Can an albino blanch? Elia looked stricken at the mere mention of going outside. Every time the door opened she turned away and held her breath. Occasionally this wasn’t enough and she actually retched. Now she closed her eyes and shook her head.

“I have looked. I will not go. These vehicles the Americans use are dangerous and abominable. They speed about so recklessly and foul everything around them. I will sicken until I’m useless if I even get near one.”

“Fair enough. What do you think, slave? We rely on your guidance.”

Thrall bowed his head a moment before voicing his concerns.

“It depends on the level of exposure you wish to risk – how low of a profile you want to keep. Depending on how predatory you intend to be, we might end up trying to avoid the authorities. Unfortunately your great size and beauty will turn heads wherever you go. As for me, wearing this collar and chain garners even more attention. It represents a fortune. People will try to steal it, even kill me for it. Even with such a formidable bodyguard as you, guns are the ultimate equalizer. We could easily be slain.”

“Which is it?” Jia laughed dismissively. “Do you wish to stay safely inside and avoid helping me hunt, or for me to trust you outside without my mystic hold on you?”

“Well, I’ll have to go out eventually,” Thrall deflected. “The chastity device should arrive tomorrow. I’ll need to be pierced before we can apply it. To get expertise like Nala’s we’ll have to go out to a professional boutique. Unless you want me to invite Shanelle over to do it. She would certainly delight in performing the job for free.”

Jia was intrigued.

“This Shanelle will not be jealous of me?”

“Hell no.” Thrall smirked bemusement. “She’ll want to buy you a week’s worth of drinks and talk you into doing heaven knows what to me next.”

“If she will be so willing to befriend me…” Jia tugged at her dress. “Maybe she can be the one to take me to these clubs, help me navigate the culture that the men I need move through.”

“It’s a possibility,” Thrall agreed dubiously. “Depending on effective dissembling. Though to be honest, in those places it wouldn’t be remarkable for people to see either of you leading me around on a gold collar and chain. Most would assume it wasn’t more than a gaudy prop.”

Jia waved this all away.

“I was not concerned about that. I can invoke a spell that will make all but a gifted Seer disregard that tether. If the rest of your people are as insensitive as those I’ve encountered so far, I can probably even make our bodies too briefly invisible at need. Still you are right that we must avoid provoking suspicion before our aims are accomplished. While I must certainly feed while finding and marking targets for future collection, I ought not to damage any victims unduly.”

Thrall sighed his relief at that.

“We’re going to need a cover story for you too: a believable background filling in who you are and where you came from – and why you have no identification. I will have to think on that.”

“Do so!” the glorious Empress ordered, unbinding and shaking out her hair. “Once this is deemed convincing you will call this former mistress and invite her over to pierce you. We will recruit her to our service without revealing our ends. In the meanwhile I must at least walk about the streets a bit, begin to familiarize myself with this world. You will stay here and help Elia order more clothes and whatever else she needs for her ease.”

Thrall met the girl’s oversized eyes and still eerie gaze and answered her eagerness with a smile and nod. Nevertheless he cast an eye at the clock. Rush hour was still on.

“Are you sure you won’t eat before exploring? Smell that stew? I’ve had it simmering in the crock pot since the groceries arrived this morning. It should be pretty tender and tasty by now.”

Tasty it was, if by the chef’s own assessment. The ladies agreed though, with Elia finally eating a hearty meal. The glass of cold milk pleased her even more, to say nothing of the fruit sherbet he served for desert. Both women demanded seconds of this, and Thrall grinned thinking of how they’d react to a margarita or one of those other frothy blender drinks. After scraping out the carton though the mistress could no longer be deterred from further adventure. Transparently eager to learn more about this bewitching new world she paused only long enough to secure Thrall’s chain to the frame of the living room couch.

Elia retreated as far from the threat of an opened door as possible. But soon Jia was through this, slamming it behind her and leaving them alone in the now cluttered-up apartment.

***

Out on the faux-stone walkway, the Empress of Shatra paused to breathe deep. She grimaced a bit at the reek but had endured worse on any number of slaughters. With a sense of smell acute (and educated) enough to read a man’s every flux in his musk, she was more sensitive to the taste of contaminants than Elia. Yet she remained relatively unaffected. Hopefully the girl’s delicate constitution would adjust soon; at worst they might have to relocate to a less polluted area. For now Jia faced the toxic yet infinitely promising city around her with coursing blood and ten kinds of hunger – none of them sated by the delicious meal just eaten.

About to step out alone into a reality that struck terror into every Seer that glimpsed it, the great warrior gloried in her lack of fear. Her tongue still tingling from that incredible icy treat, smelling the sea and greenery and a hundred flavors of people cooking, fighting, fucking and just living along with so much else; watching folk walk unconcernedly to and fro while a racket of horns and engines, rumbles and clattering waxed and waned in a constant unnatural cacophony, Jia felt the pull of mystery and conquest like never yet. At last the passion that had carried her to the pinnacle of her population drove the powerful giantess down the walkway. Less than a dozen of her big steps took her to where it joined another stretching perpendicular to her along a seemingly endlessly straight street. Following knowledge gained from their mystic reconnaissance she turned away from the nearby sea and toward the denser heart of the city.

Thrall had been right. Every head that passed her turned to look again. Some people sidled to avoid her; others gawked with longing. Jia studied each stranger for the kind of shimmer-signature of her ideal vessel and saw none as yet – hardly surprising of course. She reached a crossing street (this part of the city was a simple enough grid) and was stopped by a knot of three Americans waiting to pass over while the stream of vehicles buzzed by in front of them.

Nervous glances were cast at her and then up at the light poles. Though she couldn’t read the words, blinking colored figures indicated it was unsafe to cross. Soon red changed to green, the flow of vehicles halted and Jia joined the others in striding off between the painted lines. Twice more she repeated this, once noticing and following when a man defied the lighted sign to cross a street that was empty despite being marked as dangerous. When she saw a small crowd ahead, spilling out of what was clearly a drinking establishment, Jia debated the merits of stopping to interact. She had none of this world’s coinage, but talk was free pretty much everywhere. Perhaps it was time to test her facility with this tongue.

Decision was no more necessary than was initiative.

As she approached the chocked-open door one of the men called boldly out to her.

Like a great many Americans he had the brown skin and kinky hair so rare in Shatra, where only the descendants of long-vanquished invaders still bred out so dark. Gold chains draped his exposed chest, his open shirt was a riot of color and he held a burning cigarette too perfect not to have been made by some machine.

“Whoa mama, will you look at this? Where did Miss Universe come from? I got a spot for you in Hollywood girl – or maybe on the Raiders’ defensive line. You be the first to sack the quarterback and he be happy about it.”

While a lot of this was gibberish to Jia, the man’s lack of malice was obvious. She stopped and returned his smile while the rest of the half-dozen loiterers (all of them a head or more shorter than her) either cast glances up at her while talking on or gawked outright.

“I am new here. I am called Jia.”

“See? Jia the Giant! You got to be a pro wrestler girl, or the next one to play Wonder Woman. You just got in town? You come to the right place then. You gonna take the world by storm, sister. Where you from original-like?”

“Somewhere else,” Jia shrugged. “Very far from here.”

“Not sayin’, eh? That’s cool. You looking to get into show biz?”

“Right now I only want to meet people and learn my way about.”

“Well, stay and have a drink then, sister! Marquise Harding. This be Juan and Doreen.”

He introduced the rest. “What you having?”

“Having?”

“To drink, Jia the Giant. You gotta let me buy you at least one.”

Others concurred, all of them eager to include her. Jia felt quickly at ease.

“What is good? Not the beer.”

Everyone laughed; some nodded. Jia amended.

“I like how things are served so cold here.”

Marquise stuck his head in the door. “Ginger, girl, get me a daiquiri, wouldja? One of them crazy flavors the ladies like.”

“Damn, girl, how’d you get so big?”

One of the ladies had addressed her. Jia shrugged the way she’d seen Thrall do.

“Just grew that way I guess.”

“Well I wish I had. Are there some sumbitches I would slap silly? Let me make a list!”

The drink came, a creamy, icy, fruity concoction that sent shudders of wonder through her at the first sip. Jia drank greedily until a spike of pain in her head made her stop.

“Good, huh?”

“Yes, thank you very much.”

“My pleasure, Jia the Giant. Remember me when you’re a big star.”

“You definitely got it girl,” another woman chimed in. “Even if you can’t act. No one’s ever been so big and so beautiful both. And those knockers, my god! Boobs and booty to boot. Agents are going to fall all over themselves to represent you. Make sure you get a good one. And read the damn contract, even the fine print. You can’t trust anybody. This one time…”

The woman chattered incomprehensibly on. Though she understood the words, a lot of the concepts eluded Jia. Asked more questions about her aims and origins or even opinions on the most banal things and she could only shrug or shake her head hopelessly.

It was clearer than ever that she needed that mooted ally by her side to help steer her past such lapses. More, she needed the ‘cover story’ Thrall had promised her. Already she was drawing too much attention, as patrons inside were becoming drawn out to see the anomaly. Jia quaffed the rest of that fantastic drink fast.

“You want another? Come on inside and meet the whole crew.”

“No, thank you, I am sorry. I must go on learning these streets.”

All of them protested this, their clamor trying to usher her inside. Jia refused to be moved however and soon they relented amiably enough. Jia was allowed to pass on with wishes for her good health, best success and urges for her to return.

These people certainly were friendly enough. For all their innate aggression they seemed as happy to party as to do battle. And the wonders they’d invented! Video games and icy food and drinks in high summer were surely just the beginning. Her task was to figure out what could be properly adopted without compromising their own way of life – not to mention the health of their world. Which threads could be teased out of the tapestry and how? Here Jia most needed the input of her slave. Still rather than turn back for him the Empress strode on, her keen eye out for any indication of a suitable replacement. As special as he was, Thrall wouldn’t last forever.

***

Once Jia left and the door was safely shut Elia emerged from her den.

She joined Thrall where he was chained to the couch watching TV. James Cameron’s Avatar was on, a sci-fi film full of gorgeously colorful, intricately detailed CGI alien landscapes and creatures. For a time she simply sat and watched, her jaw sagging astonished at this window in the wall to other worlds.

No doubt he would react similarly to sharing her mystic visions of the multiverse. At last she turned and touched his arm.

“Thank you, slave, for doing your best to help me. It would be understandable for you to hate me. I stole you from this life, knowing you would die to feed the Empress. Though you live yet, I have effectively killed you. You respond with kindness. Your vision screens are wonderful; they not only bring thought and feeling to fill every moment but help me master ideas and language merely absorbed in the trance. I love them. I love the clothes you’ve provided too.”

“Well, let’s just provide you with some more then.”

Thrall brought up his Amazon account. This had already seen more activity in a day than in years previous.

“We’ll order anything you wish, mistress. I live now to expire in the embrace of our Empress. I would have it no other way – except for gaining exclusivity with her of course. You have not wronged me as you did my friend Jeff, or that guy Bill. And even if I harbored ill will I would never express it. You have my allegiance in the name of our mutual ruler. I hope she is okay while we sit around watching TV and shopping.”

Elia closed her eyes.

“She is fine. She walks with strength down the street. People stare at her. These…cars… slow as they go by to look. She does not mind the poison they spew or the stares.”

“Oh.” Thrall blinked bemusement. “All right then. Anyway, since we’re guessing at sizes, I thought we might start with some simple track suits. I notice none of you Shatran women wear pants. Here you can get away with it. Some nice cotton sweats are comfortable as heck.”

“Some wear pants, in professions where robes are impractical. Women of status do not.”

“No? Look at the lady in the picture. She looks happy and prosperous.”

Elia agreed to the pants and even used Thrall’s old measuring tape to ensure the right waist. My goodness, she had a svelte belly. Like Jia she soon found on-line shopping wondrous fun. Ebullience began to banish her lingering illness and erode her remoteness. They spoke far more together than ever before; sexual spell aside, it was their first real chance at interaction.

While still struck by the strangeness of those big pink eyes they discomfited him less as he began to see genuine warmth in them. Elia apparently liked him, just as most folks seemed to; he was an amiable enough guy. And despite her role in harvesting his countrymen Thrall felt a kind of brotherly affection developing himself. This leavened the uneasy awe her powers and person inspired. By the time he found some scented surgical masks which might ease her respiratory distress she was already confiding intimacies to him.

Flipping around the channels while he filled out the latest order page, Elia had come across some soft-core cable porn. Watching as the couple on the screen made love in a large bathtub she touched him again before stroking an admiring finger along his chain.

“You are amazingly brave, slave. I have played with the maids and other Acolytes. But I’ve never been with a man. Sharing the Empress’ experience with you was…disturbing. For all the joy and love – yes, she loves you more deeply than even she realizes – there is a savagery to her appetites I cannot match. I am not eager to endure such rites again. This is no reflection on you. I simply fear some lack in myself which may make me unfit for the tasks Shatra requires of me. Forgive me if I avoid witnessing what passes between you and the Empress in bed.”

Thrall didn’t know what to say to that. In any case he was spared answering. The ruler just referred to choose that moment to return. Banging through the door filled with exhilaration she beamed at them.

“Success! None of the Americans I met suspected I was not truly one of them. All encouraged me to seek my calling appearing on this TV of yours and be loved by millions. Well, as Empress I have quite a following already, but that could hardly be my reply.”

Jia went to the fridge for a soda as casually as any native.

“It was clear that you are right: I need an explanation for my presence. Your people are very friendly, though in Shatra we would consider it rude to ask so many personal questions on first acquaintance. Then again, I was examining everyone I met for their energy potential – hardly neighborly behavior either. All were very vital of course – I was sorely tempted to just begin draining indiscriminately. Yet so far none approach our splendid little vessel here.”

She joined them on the couch, crowding Thrall closer to Elia. “Have you decided on my covering story yet?” Jia’s eyes found the TV and her jaw dropped at the erotica. Thrall quelled a grin. Porn could become a kind of addiction too, but for a Seer able to peek into any bedroom?

“How about this? We’ll say you’re from an extremely remote, primitive Alaskan hamlet, one that’s been rendered unlivable by melting permafrost – that’s where ground that was once always icy hard dissolves into nothing but muck. You’re a global warming refugee.”

Thrall explained to his aghast audience how two hundred years of turning both living and long-dead vegetation into industrial pollutants was causing glacial melt and other drastic changes to their climate. He spared her the shame that his people were too stupid and greedy to confront the problem even now. Instead he moved on to suggest that passing her off as a former subsistence hunter from the far edge of habitability would excuse her ignorance of modern technology and culture while explaining away her lack of papers – as well as her warrior’s physique and the slightly weathered toughness of her rather austere natural beauty.

“We’ll say you got as far as Fairbanks. There I met you attending an endurance event, some obscure fitness competition. I was instantly smitten and begged you to become my owner. When you learned what this entailed you seized the opportunity and claimed my willing slavery.

“Immediately you and your ‘sister’ Elia moved here to join me. We can say we do have some vague show business plans for you once you’re properly documented. But for now you want to socialize, explore the big city and this femdom scene that seems so perfect for you.”

“Very well.” Distracted by the high-definition, high production value smut splashed across the wall, Jia approved rather absently. “You will have to school me in this life I have led, so I can provide details and stories at need.”

“I can do that as I teach you to read.”

“Excellent. Tell me slave, do you have movies of sex that are more honest than this?”

“You mean more realistic, more explicit?”

“Yes. With all the mating parts shown.”

“I confess to a considerable collection.”

“Answer plainly.”

“Yes, I do.”

“Then show me. I am already eager for feeding, and for pegging my wonderfully responsive little property. But this movie greatly enhances my mood.”

“It does tend to do that.” Thrall navigated to the correct directory. “You want loving romantic sex or cruelly kinky domination?”

“Both together is best, is it not? This is the bond we ‘share’, my blessed vessel and willing victim. Choose what you most enjoy. Soon you will be secured into impotence again, while I meet this former ‘goddess’ of yours – hopefully my new guide through this ‘femdom’ society.”

As she’d intimated, Elia turned evasive. As Thrall put a seriously hardcore video on she pleaded weariness and retreated to her closet and tablet. When wildly vigorous and depraved pegging on the TV led to even greater excesses right there on the couch, coffee table and finally the pillow-piled new king-size, it all occurred unobserved.

After however many hours spent evoking and absorbing his maddest passions thus, it was finally time for greedy Jia to feed. Thrall sprawled all beautifully bludgeoned-in, his chafed lips sore from sucking both that inch-long clit and his goddess’ silicone ‘share’, her brand new hermaphroditic dick. As his eventual murderer-lover returned the favor he shuddered in the thoughtless, irresistibly addictive ecstasy of continuous orgasmic spasms. With a succubus leeching the life from him and immoral horrors galore on the horizon he could only wallow in whatever pleasures his destiny intended.

At last they fell apart gasping.

Lolling limply among the pillows, drooling Thrall could feel his depletion – there had been no potions for days and like a junky increasing her tolerance Jia was expanding her capacity (i.e. taking more of him) all the time. What had caused overload seizures earlier barely sated her now. Still he only moaned with agreement as his devourer tidied up and snuggled them in for slumber.

“That was an exceptional evening, darling: the perfect way to celebrate my successful first excursion. I only wish Nala had come. I am too lazy to whip and afflict you myself and I sorely miss that taste to your exudations.”

“That sounds like another job for Shanelle.”

Loving laughter rewarded this sally. Strong arms cradled him to that huge body and the two of them soon slept content.




Chapter Twelve

Exultation

The next day was a Friday, the start of another wild LA weekend. For the denizens of the one-bedroom apartment at 1167 Bougainville Way it began in much the same fashion as before. They rose and bathed, with Thrall serving as Jia’s maid and Elia showering alone. After dressing – Thrall was allowed to don a robe – they ate and began holding reading lessons.

Thrall got Elia involved this time by using the closed captioning feature on the television to display written subtitles to everything. Then he returned to the old tutorials he’d accumulated while doing volunteer work, and to spelling out words related to life in the Arctic: ice, snow, fish, bear, seal, spear, fire, hunt. He filled in the fiction of Jia’s back-story for her in the process, combining their learning requirements.

With their innate linguistic facility and the knowledge already absorbed, both admittedly brilliant women made amazingly swift progress. Nevertheless their impromptu school was soon plagued with same intermittent interruptions as on the day previous. This time it was Elia’s clothes arriving, or more of their obscure potion ingredients: bottles of creeping buttercup, fireweed, something called shepherd’s purse. Still they kept at it until mid-afternoon, when the furniture truck returned with their two larger, sturdier new chairs – as well as some other hardware. That was as good a time to break for lunch as any.

Thrall ordered in a mess of the great Indian food he’d been missing and threw away one of his kitchen chairs. He moved in the two Empress-sized thrones, leaving one at the table and dragging the other into the bedroom as directed. After hastily scarfing down his own portion he left the ladies to their latest gastronomic extravaganza and dug out a few simple tools. Among the deliveries had been several large screw-eyes: heavy steel rings and hooks that could be driven securely into wood or any other suitable substance.

The Empress wanted such handy tethering spots installed about her new home just as she’d had in the command tent, or at the keep. Loved and trusted or not, a slave’s place was in bondage. Such was the ethos of her people. As Thrall began screwing one of these into the kitchen wall equidistantly from sink, fridge and table, Jia spoke around a relishing mouthful.

“Most of what I need for replenishment potions is here. There is only an extract from what you call the poppy. It eases pain greatly but if used injudiciously…”

“It wrecks lives.” Thrall finished. “That could pose a problem.” Feeling the tiniest bit wilted himself still, he explained how modern chemists had refined opium to morphine and then heroin and on to ever more potent descendants like OxyContin and fentanyl. “So while a vast swathe of the nation is hooked on these super-powerful but legal pills, the poppy itself is forbidden. We would have to deal with criminals or grow it ourselves clandestinely.”

After Jia got over her incredulity she frowned and shrugged.

“We intend to stay only a phase or two of the moon. Perhaps you can last without potions after all. I have other means to restore you at need. And I have a whole world full of males here on which to feed. This just adds to the urgency of my learning. I must master this alphabet and society alike, so I can begin to carry out my mission!”

She cut a glance of loving smugness at him. “Who knows? Soon I may be able to keep you safely locked up and endlessly accumulating energy for me, an emergency reservoir to be tapped only when truly necessary. Your usefulness and life may be extended indefinitely!”

Despite his lingering debilitation this was not an especially welcome prospect. Thrall avoided thinking of the implications while he moved on, mounting bondage rings all around the apartment. Barely had he finished this task though than another delivery arrived – that most dreaded one of all. It was time to call Shanelle and begin to see his worst fears realized.

Jia was practiced already at scrawling a fake signature. She took the small package that could only be one thing and tore it open even as the door was closing. Out fell a silvery little shackle. The Empress examined it happily before turning to her slave.

“This is another wondrously machined thing. You must be fitted with it immediately. And I will not wait any longer to meet my new American sister, my unwitting assistant and prospective Afflicter. Contact her right away.”

“Your will is my own, mistress.”

Despite his dread of what lay ahead, Thrall had to grin at anticipating Shanelle’s response upon hearing from him again. He was about to make a dear friend’s day – if not her decade. She was so going to love this… While his ladies’ perplexity turned to awe he went to the phone, put it on speaker and dialed. She recognized him right off.

“Who dis?”

“I used to call you Goddess.”

“What you mean ‘used to’ white boy? Where you been at? Get your sexy ass over here. You got such a whuppin’ comin’!”

“Shanelle darling, you won’t believe this. But I have graduated from your tutelage and gained an owner of my own. She just collared me and moved in. And you are going to love her.

“To start with she’s six foot-ten. And she wants nothing more than for you to come over here right now and give me that whuppin’, along with all the guidance you can provide her on the femdom lifestyle. Teach her to properly dominate me. And oh yes, one more thing.

“I’ve just bought the Mistress Lori’s device you so often recommended. As the one to inspire my craving for enslavement, my Goddess Jia wishes you to be the one to have the honor of giving me the required piercing and then locking me into pitiless impotence. Will you please visit and give us your blessings, my poor jilted mistress?”

“YES! How wonderful!” Shanelle’s shriek made the little speaker crackle with distortion. “I wondered where on Earth you disappeared to. And I always told you that penis had a date with my needle! Oh, that’s so super you found someone special to be your keyholder! I can’t wait to lock you up for her! You say she six-ten?”

“Built brawny, bountiful and beautiful too. She’s from the edge of civilization, just got to town and doesn’t know anyone. She can’t even read. But she’s going to be an instant sensation.”

“I bet she pegs you pretty sensationally too.”

“Care to come and contribute? I still have two holes but very little gear over here. We never got around to your whip and Jia knows so little of the many possibilities of electricity.”

“Bitch, I’m putting my bag together right now. In fact it’s three bags: one with my piercing kit, one with a few ‘enslavement presents’ for the new key-couple and one with my traveling torture toys. We going to have our celebratory session right there in your little apartment?”

“Would you argue with a gorgeous giantess who’s also your goddess?”

“Maybe. But not if I was you. See you in forty minutes, you lucky bugger. I sure did miss boning you, baby. I’m glad I still get to do it. Just let me call and cancel the far more mundane workout I had planned.

“Oh I’m so psyched I don’t have to work tonight! Drake baby, get ready for your always inevitable emasculation. I’ll be there in two useless twitches of a locked-down dick!”

***

Goddess Jia approved hugely of all she overheard.

Though it was early afternoon yet she left Elia tidying up the detritus of lunch and waved for her slave to accompany her to the bedroom. While she hurried to change into the black leather skirt and matching knitted ‘tube top’ Thrall had bought her for such occasions she insisted he supply more back-story for her. Once she was ready to make a proper impression they continued practicing by asking and answering questions about Jia’s past and the weeks they’d supposedly spent ‘getting to know each other.’

They also had to account for the undeniable increase in the size of the slave’s penis. Apparently she had occult powers passed down by a primitive village shaman. So much information to retain! She would have to feign difficulty with the language to avoid or explain away mistakes. Diligently they drilled at details until finally a chiming at the door sent Elia scurrying to her closet.

Too anticipatory to worry about the girl, Jia took up Thrall’s chain and incanted a quick spell to make it appear to others like ordinary steel. Together they went to admit their guest.

Shanelle proved to be a dark-skinned girl with her hair in dozens of tight little braids. Adorned with colored beads at the ends, these were gathered at her crown to fall halfway down her back. She too was wearing skimpy back leather, including knee-high boots that sandal-shod Jia envied extremely. Pointed heels made her taller; sculpted the exposed thighs. Silver spikes and studs twinkled all over her tight little bodysuit. Yet these could hardly compete with her giant smile and the glee shining from her eyes as she hauled the promised bags inside.

“Drake! How I missed that skinny cracker ass!” Oblivious to its nature, she grabbed the chain next to his neck and pulled him close for a kiss.

“Whoo-wee, you be collared indeed! ‘Member when it took me forever to talk you into a simple spankin’? And my goodness, look at this monstrous mistress! A monstress is what I call you! And who better to claim my favorite convert, my beautifully fit pegging bitch! Well done, girl! You got yourself the perfect catch. Jia, huh? So very thrilled to meet you. Congratulations to you both! I can’t believe this has come so soon! Damn, I just live to lock up cocks!”

Jia barely managed to return these greetings amid the continuing effusions. Shanelle dropped two of her bags on the kitchen table so she could hug her with one arm – an affront to any Empress, but so what? Clearly her approval of their match carried instant sisterhood with it. She gushed on about how fabulously attractive Jia was, what a perfect couple they made and how earnestly she hoped they would remain on intimate terms with her forever. Waving away the drink Thrall tried to offer her she opened her remaining bag.

“This ain’t a housewarming party or engagement shower. But certainly such a momentous occasion calls for gifts. We’ll make them ‘enslavement presents’. First we have two brand new sets of shiny steel handcuffs. Better than wedding rings any day.”

Like that chastity device, the gleaming, machine-manufactured manacles she produced were far finer than the best Jia’s own people could craft. The lack of restraints around here was swiftly being remedied! A couple coils of good rope followed along with a harness of straps and rings that fit about the head, with the largest of the latter positioned for holding the jaws locked agape. Finally Shanelle drew forth a black, exquisitely molded phallus (complete with testicles) that looked to be even larger than the strap-on one they’d just acquired. Her glee at Thrall’s incredulity was nothing if not infectious.

“You said six foot-ten! I though she ought to have a cock commensurate. And since you never did let me fist you, well this be as big and black as my arm, so maybe Jia do it for me. So what do you say, lovers? Shall we enjoy an orgy of torture and buggery before the surgery? Hygiene requires the slave abstain for a while afterward.”

Jia was all for it.

Though they’d spent long hours pegging just the night before, this was a chance to bond with Shanelle and assess her skills as an Afflicter. Besides, unwitting accomplice or not, the woman promised to be a lot of fun. And what better way to begin her infiltration of this delightfully decadent subculture? They tugged their willing subject into the bedroom.

As soon as they stripped the robe off him came the first test of their credibility.

Shanelle loudly celebrated the sight of brands and scars all over the flesh she’d once tried to limit disfiguring. But she was utterly nonplussed by the increase in the size of the penis.

“That can’t be. You wasn’t no stubby. But my baby Drake didn’t have no club like that. What gives?”

“It’s possible,” Thrall assured with just the right surfeit of delight. “I wouldn’t have believed it either. Please don’t spread it about. But primitive cultures have developed things modern science can’t explain, like acupuncture. The old shaman from her village taught Jia how to brew all kinds of wild potions before she died – among other amazing tricks. But beating is believing. Torture it if you don’t think it’s real.”

“My pleasure,” she said, shaking her head. “No wonder the woman wants to lock that thing up. I’d keep it all to myself too. Well, just let me get my gear out while Goddess Jia ties you up. You ain’t screamed for me in way too long, baby.”

While Shanelle removed parts of her body suit (leaving but a harness about her torso and hips), Jia fitted that contraption of rings and straps about her slave’s head and mouth. Lovely. Then she secured a pair of those manacles about his wrists.

“Raise your arms up high.”

Jia grabbed Thrall by the waist and lifted him easily into the air, so that he could slip the short chain between his cuffs over the hook he’d recently driven into the center of the ceiling. Once he was hung by his hands she used the other set to lock together the feet dangling only a few hand-spans above the carpet. By then adventurous Shanelle had a phallus fitted to her harness, a whip in one hand and a small wand in the other.

Clearly a born Afflicter, she reached this device out to Thrall and touched the tip of it to the tip of that eagerly questing erection. A spark flared, there was a tiny wisp of smoke and the slave jerked and howled with pain. Electricity! This indeed represented the first context in which she’d heard of its use, with Nala helping her ply the little guy for insights to his society. Seeing her glee, Shanelle handed the weapon over.

“I’ll whip and you zap, sister. Let’s have some fun with this pathetic runt!”

Shanelle proved nearly as skilled with the lash as one of the Cadre. And jaded Jia found new joy in affliction herself with that fantastically potent yet precise implement to wield. Between them they kept Thrall twisting and squalling and uselessly working his limbs – at least until Shanelle dug through the hall closet and produced a huge disc-shaped iron weight she dragged over and bound to his ankle shackles. Then stretched out helpless he could only shudder at each vicious lick of leather, or whimper and flinch from the endless ‘zapping’ Jia doled out.

Such an effortless way to inflict pain! The First Practitioner absorbed the results and reveled in the camaraderie being established until Shanelle couldn’t put off the pegging any further. Without freeing his hands or feet they moved the mewling male-maid to the bed.

Ancestors above! Nala may have been an accomplished Afflicter and Jia the most enthusiastic ‘monstress’ ever. But Shanelle obviously had many more sun-cycles of experience and limitless zeal when it came to pegging a slave. She found more outrageous permutations and positions for the three of them to copulate in than Jia could have contrived in a lifetime. And despite the odd dialect she occasionally used, the woman’s exultant crowing as she drove her boner home inspired Jia’s appetites as fiercely as her energy and expertise.

“Yeah! Yeah! Yeah! Yeah! Ax me how much I missed this, bitch! Who be your baddest black ass-master? Choke on my fucking prick, slut-boy! You love every thick nigga inch!”

It wasn’t as if he had much choice.

Enthroned on Jia’s giant new chair, Shanelle had the receptacle suspended above her from both wrists and ankles, his head lolled back with his inverted face in her lap. Clutching him by the new harness she thrust through ring and lips deep into his opened throat even as Jia’s relentless rhythm pounded him fully impaled upon her from behind. With his nose buried in her ass it seemed incredible that Thrall could even breathe, yet he grunted and squealed his excitement even throughout their latest mutually climactic hammering. On through the entire afternoon he wallowed in his use, importunately erect nearly all the while. When at last their guest professed herself sated and impatient for that impudent thing’s caging into hopeless chastity, he was groaning almost continuously.

Clearly her beloved was desperate to empty himself. Yet Jia couldn’t just feed, not in front of this witness, at least not yet. One threat to their credibility was enough. Grimly she determined to forgo the pleasure for both of them. Though it was a pity to not feast on such maddened need, this was not the only vessel in this teeming world.

***

Though thoroughly abused by the preceding liaison, Thrall had endured considerably worse. Finding himself stretched ceiling-to-floor again afterward while Shanelle prepared her implements, still awash in endorphins and aroused beyond reason, he faced his draconian emasculation with most of his faculties (and all his masochism) intact.

Despite the vastly increased cruelty of his penile re-imprisonment (to say nothing of unsettling recent suggestions), the imminent impotent faced the mutilation of his manhood with as much sick exhilaration as anxious exhaustion. Absently stroking the share she still sported, Jia listened rapt with him as Shanelle extolled the ease and benefits of the procedure at hand.

“This model uses the Prince Albert piercing, the simplest one to perform and one of the quickest to heal. Even the passage of urine serves as a natural disinfectant. Still there may be persistent bleeding. It’s recommended to allow a month or even two after the operation before locking on the device.”

Jia scoffed.

“Nala would merely heat the needle. It wouldn’t even be new to him.” She indicated the holes in his nipples and the cross-hatched pattern of brands already decorating the rigid shaft. “Cautery will seal any hole. And this slave will relish the extra pain.”

For once Thrall remembered his manners. Working jaws still aching from the ring just recently slipped free he murmured deferentially.

“If my mistress permits?”

“Speak, property.”

“Despite everything I will happily take the fiery agony over the endless wait. And I have a small torch we can use. It’s just outside the door.”

“It’s settled then.” Jia nodded to Shanelle, who looked eagerly to Thrall.

“Where?”

“Hallway closet where you got this disc weight. There’s a big metal toolbox; I was just in it getting a ratchet for installing these hooks. You can see it from here, next to that old pogo stick. Dig around in the bottom compartment for a silvery cylinder.”

Knocking over the pogo stick and ignoring it, Shanelle hurried back, already popping alight the torch. Grinning at Jia’s gaping at this marvel, she began heating a fearsomely huge needle. The sight made Thrall’s balls crawl and his prick ache and burn like iron in its own fire. This almost suicidal neediness didn’t go unnoticed.

“Somebody be excited about getting his pecker pierced. Either that or he be aware it might never get hard again. That last-ditch boner be bit of a problem though. Jia darling, do you prefer to ice it away or squeeze this beast’s balls until that doomed dingus retreats into appropriate propriety?”

“Squeeze me!” Thrall pleaded, already forgetting his place again. His impertinence was forgiven – and his wish granted.

Giant Jia stepped up. Taking a testicle in each immense fist she began crushing them.

Muscles bulged all up those unclothed arms. The sight was as arousing as the pain – at first. As the latter swelled however its particular character quickly proved crippling in more ways than one. Fresh sweat drenched Thrall. Nausea roiled up and he writhed wildly in his skeleton’s distension. Wishing for something to bite on, even that bitterly metallic ring, he gritted and whimpered and twisted – and gradually slumped back flaccid. At last his Empress released him to shudder in moaning relief.

“Now for a more enjoyable pain,” she purred.

Suspended at face level, Thrall peered through his tears into those fiery blue eyes and shuddered again at the sadistic delight he saw there. Shanelle wasn’t the only one having the time of her life. As if with the senses of his lover he could even smell the excitement on her, as Jia slipped around behind and enveloped him in her brawny embrace.

Hard arms laced with sword scars clutched him to her softness, quelling any more twisting and struggling. Her prick pressed between his cheeks, she held him helplessly, thrillingly immobile. The Empress put her lips to his ear as surgeon Shanelle closed in on them.

“Here we go, my most precious vessel. Your brief penile freedom is at an end. Every last bit of that oh-so potent seed belongs to me. Forevermore it shall be kept under my lock and key. Only your Empress may empty you – and from now only at my direst need. I have decided. No matter what it takes, I swear that tonight I will finally begin finding other men on which to feed!”

His insides suddenly twisting as miserably as his restrained body wanted to, Thrall choked out an unexpected sob.

So it was upon him already!

From believing he’d go on being drained daily until his exclusive self-sacrifice culminated in a supra-orgasmic transubstantiation, he was now facing lingering indefinitely in cheated, impotent jealousy. Of course his obvious dismay was his mistresses’ gloating glee. With a shiny steel instrument in one hand and a red hot needle in the other, Shanelle whooped triumphantly as she confronted his magically enhanced manhood – now drooping limply in martyred surrender.

“Bawl like a baby, bitch! I don’t care how perfect a cock you got, it needs a lock – one that’s truly impossible to weasel out of! And that means this body needs some permanent modifying! Enjoy your interminable impotence, cuckold!”

She must have overheard Jia’s vow. Those two colluding so was the last thing Thrall needed. All such worries were deferred though. Shanelle was fitting the business end of her implement, a kind of narrow steel tube, into his meatus – the opening at the tip of his penis.

Lifting him up by this, she slowly stabbed her incandescent needle through the tender underside of his appendage and into the inserted tube, so that the passage being created connected directly to the urethra. Searing agony so exquisitely localized wrenched a primal scream from the reveling gelding, followed by another when his chosen body-modifier poured rubbing alcohol through the freshly created and cauterized tunnel. Jerking uselessly in Jia’s embrace, Thrall had his teeth clenched and eyes squinched shut when he felt Shanelle squeezing the tight little shackle he’d purchased over the still-screaming bulb of his flesh-helmet.

A curved steel fitting was pushed through that agonized new opening, on through his urethra and out the meatus, where it locked solidly to the shackle now completely enclosing his glans and perhaps the last half inch of the shaft. There its shiny steel collar gripped him implacably close just past the flaring rim, where he used to have foreskin.

Gasping in near-orgasmic masochistic excess, feeling that new metal weight tugging at his terribly wonderful throbbing, feeling himself lengthening again through that drag alone and then with rapidly resurgent arousal, Thrall accepted Jia’s kiss on the cheek while Shanelle celebrated.

“Yes! Locked up forever! One more male as good as gelded! You may never come again, my friend. Without this little key you’d have to rip your tip apart to get free!”

Jia’s share pressed harder against his cleft as she clutched him closer. The fervency of her hug conveyed her exultation as Thrall twitched quickly on toward tumescence – and Shanelle crowed on about how this would soon prove worse than just futile.

“A more traditional device, a tube or tightly confining cage anchored on the nuts seriously limits the available space. Add inner spikes and each attempted erection be quickly ended. That be to punish and ultimately train away any and all arousal in a slave. If I understand a’right though, you don’t want that. I know when I humiliate my guy, I want him as hopelessly, miserably aroused as he is jealous.

“So you see with this design there be a lot more latitude. He can swell and stretch that shaft out good and far before it finally crimp him off at the end. Then it stay so frustratingly, painfully almost erect for so much longer – especially if you torment or play with it, or clip on a little vibrator. I brought the perfect one for you.”

Thrall whimpered anew, looking mournfully down now as Shanelle’s words were borne out.

His semi-erection had lifted itself almost all the way upright only to be stopped to bob and throb horribly on with the heavy steel pinched-and-penetrated head drooping uselessly at the end.

“On the other hand, if you do wish to punish arousal and quickly banish erections – which I would actually recommend during the first few weeks until he be really healed – there’s just as much space left free on that big-ass shaft for a Kali’s teeth collar as for a vibrator.”

“What is that?” Jia asked, as Thrall’s cramped glans pulsed out its agonized pangs.

“It’s a little metal collar with special teeth lining the inside. Locked around the base or shaft of the penis it fits comfortably enough when limp. Any little swelling however makes those teeth dig excruciatingly in, instantly arresting that impudent erection.”

“That would come in quite handy at home,” Jia enthused in her excitement, reaching around to fondle. Fortunately Shanelle ignored this little slip.

“Have your guy buy one then. I see you also need a pedestal.”

“I don’t know that word.”

Thrall groaned explanation as Jia rubbed him on.

“Like the impalement post, mistress. A big upright cock you can leave me spiked upon.”

“A place of dishonor for your little pegging pig to sit and bounce upon, while he watches you cuckold him day and night.” Shanelle elaborated. Suddenly her face came alight.

“I know! You could mount the new dildo I brought on the foot of that old pogo stick there. Turn it upside down, secure it in some kind of mount, and the impotent bitch can be tied up, spiked, and left to fuck himself silly while you enjoy endless other guys right in front of him!”

“Do you hear?” Empress murmured in Thrall’s ear. “You will prepare this pedestal for yourself while I am out finding your first usurper tonight.”

“Yes mistress.” Another unexpected sob slipped out. Oh, his pinched-twitching dick was driving him crazy!

Finally Jia ceased her maddening fondling. She stepped away and turned her brightest smile on her new best friend. “Thank you so much! Thrall promised you would be so happy to help us, and that you would never disappoint. I am so glad he was right. Now all I need are these wonderfully virile other men you suggest – and perhaps some boots like yours too.”

“You like these?”

“They are fabulous.”

“Thanks, gorgeous. Well, with your size, you might need to have some custom-made. But I’d love to take you out shopping. How about now? I know all the best stores.”

“Really?”

“Hell yeah! But I’m hungry suddenly. Nothing builds the appetite like pegging all day and then piercing and imprisoning a penis! What say we go out for dinner first? Then we can hit a few stores before going clubbing. We’ll find you an alpha guy in no time. He’ll show this little runt how a real man fucks – and why he deserves to stay forever locked up!”

“You’re on, sister. Again, thank you so much.”

“Oh, stop it! I be the one thanking you. I thought I’d never get to geld this guy. And showing you around going to make me popular too. Let’s do it.”

Their quick rapport was proceeding apace.

Thrall could only glance meekly between old mistress and new as they bonded over more than shared fetishes. With Jia’s need to hunt and feed disguised as (or newly merged with) Shanelle’s delight in cuckoldry, their burgeoning friendship boded well for the Empress’ purposes. If only the same could be said for the devoted slave.




Chapter Thirteen

Expedition

Jia’s blood was up!

As exhilarated as if headed into war, she faced the challenge/opportunity of truly pursuing her quest at last already flushed with revelry. So superbly securing her irreplaceable vessel had been unprecedentedly intense. Caging to prevent spillage was so routine with thralls that such secondary effects normally went completely unconsidered. The genius was in the details; the thrill insidious. An even crueler glee enlivened her next intentions.

Originally unconcerned how her beloved responded to the admittedly enjoyable necessities ahead (perhaps a bit amused by his memory-obsession with poor Roy), the Empress had in the course of an afternoon come to belatedly appreciate both Shanelle’s delight and Thrall’s aversion-compulsion. She wanted to indulge that wicked taunt and see how her property reacted for herself. What riches might waft from his pores while wracked with such anguish?

After freeing him from the manacles Jia had allowed Thrall to gather his tool box and the various objects he needed. This took but a moment. Then linking his chain to the wall near their new bed she followed Shanelle (clearly just as eager) out into the early evening.

Her unwitting accomplice led her straight to one of the vehicles parked nearby.

Bold Jia crushed a flash of apprehension. She had to hide her unfamiliarity with this kind of conveyance. Following Shanelle’s example she got the door open all right. She squeezed inside – barely. The girl grinned at her.

“You can put the seat back.”

To Jia’s questioning expression she elaborated.

“The little lever on the side.”

Jia found this, worked it and was gratified by uncramping. Another lever reclined her by increments until her head quit brushing the ceiling.

“Might as well be comfy, with no one in the back to complain.” Shanelle started the engine.

Holding her breath against the stink they were now adding to the air, Jia braced herself as they lurched into motion. The greatest warrior of her world, leader of innumberable horsed charges into battle, again had to squash instinctive fear. As they turned onto the street her hands and feet unconsciously reached for purchase. Shanelle couldn’t miss her distress.

“Don’t worry darlin’, I’m an awesome driver. Not an accident in my life. Now, let’s go grab us some grub! Any particular preferences?”

“I’ve enjoyed it all so far.”

“My treat, my choice then. After that we’ll get you some boots and hit the clubs!”

They ate outside, at an establishment featuring a patio with several umbrella-shadowed tables. Ignorant of local ettiquite, Jia followed Shanelle’s every example and made it through the predictably excellent meal without commiting any obvious social sins. None of the stares she constantly drew hinted at any censure anyway. Though she’d taken the little ‘debit card’ Thrall used to make purchases, Shanelle insisted on paying. Indeed her manner remained as eagerly friendly as ever. She spoke endlessly, mostly of her history with ‘Drake’ and her systematic campaign to emasculate him – so gloriously just achieved. Though she naturally enquired after Jia’s exotic past, she acceeded agreeably enough when presented with the demurral that Jia preferred not to think or talk about it while absorbing so much that was so new.

Nodding knowledgably and saying something about ‘culture shock’, Shanelle even provided this term for future use of that excuse. Then as good as her word she took Jia to an amazing store dealing exclusively in boots and other exotic leather goods.

As expected Jia’s size limited their options. But eventually they found a pair that fit both her feet and fancy acceptably enough. A soft and supple black that encased her to the above the calf, these were decorated by curvilinear patterns of silvery studs, with shiny steel caps covering the pointed toes and heels. These latter were only half as high as Shanelle’s but that was good – walking in them certainly took some practice. Still by the time they’d also chosen her a small handbag and picked out a short but lovely quirt (this could serve perfectly as a disciplinary tool but also made a nice fashion accessory clipped at her hip), Jia was moving with her accustomed confidence and grace. Shanelle had to guide her through the process of ‘swiping’ Thrall’s card and entering his ‘pin number’. But then they emerged to find night had fallen in all its stinking, colored-light cacophony. And once again Jia felt a sense of thrilling promise in all that alien chaos. Coming to a halt on the sidewalk she breathed deep of the laden air, tasting limitless human energies under the more acrid stinks. Aware of the way every passerby gawked at them, she smiled at Shanelle stopping beside her.

“This is all such an amazing adventure for me.”

“Hell sister, the adventure ain’t even begun yet! What say we go find some wonderfully hung young studs to fuck us right in front of the men who so pathetically love us?”

“Lead the way, please!”

On they went.

***

Once the other ladies left, Elia had reappeared. She was hungry.

Thrall set down the hammer he’d just picked up.

“I’m pretty hungry too. What would you like?”

Elia wanted the leftovers from lunch. Unfortunately these were bit slimy when cold. Thrall began to talk her through use of the microwave only for her to reach out and take his chain.

“Kyee-tull.”

The end came free of the wall. Elia wound the chain about him so it wouldn’t drag.

“You can work on that later. Eat with me now.”

So Thrall showed her how both ovens worked. And while Elia finished off the Indian food he slapped together a thick sandwich and scarfed it down. They ate in silence mostly, once Thrall was assured that Elia had no complaints. It wasn’t until both had washed down the last mouthful that he presumed to ask.

“Is the Empress all right? Can you see her?”

“I can find her anytime. She is a beacon to me. They are eating too, at a table outside. She is happy and very excited.”

“That’s good. The sooner this is over, the sooner we can get back to Shatra.”

“You do not wish to stay here?”

“No mistress. I want to be back there, in the Empress’ chamber, with only Nala in our bed.”

“I understand.” Elia ducked her face behind a sheaf of snowy hair. “I will not enjoy our ruler’s use of others either. And the poison air here still sickens me terribly. I will miss your TV and tablet though. These are marvelous devices.”

“Perhaps. I did not miss them myself. But I had other concerns in the slave pens and even my various cages. I wonder how things are going back there without the Empress.”

“I would need the Seer’s stone to look between worlds.”

Really? So if it got lost or broken… Thrall quashed the heretical thought.

“No doubt Mina has matters well in hand.”

“Yes,” Elia sighed. “She does not inspire the adulation Jia does. But we have been gone but a couple sun-spins. What harm could have happened?”

They lapsed into silence. Thrall realized he’d dropped his slave’s deference; they’d been conversing here as if equals. He flushed a bit.

“Can I do anything else for you, mistress? The Empress left me a job to do.”

“You had better do it then.” Elia caught his eye, a relative rarity. “You truly prefer your slavery to escape? To disappearing and abandoning us here? Even with this terrible thing?” She pointed to his groin.

Thrall could only shrug and smile wryly.

“I endure what I must to belong to such a goddess. No other owner could ever measure up, literally and figuratively. I can’t imagine any happiness without her now.”

Elia gazed searchingly at him. Her nostrils flared; she was reading his veracity in his odors. Finally she smiled and touched his hand.

“I have said you are brave. I am not. I am terrified of being stranded here, where every breath is toxic. It is unbecoming to beg of a slave. But I plead with you to stay true no matter what our mistress does to you.”

“I have sworn fealty to you both. I won’t break oath.”

“Thank you. Let us return you to your task then. While you work I will watch TV, and keep an occasional eye on the Empress.”

“May she a reign a million years.”

“Hear, hear – but not here!”

They laughed companionably.

***

New best friends Jia and Shanelle pushed their way into Dante’s, a fetish-themed nightclub. Though it was early yet a good crowd had gathered. Leather was naturally the apparel of choice, though when it came to costuming everything from the most mundane to the truly outrageous was in evidence. Jia saw several people being led about on leashes; Thrall and his chain would not have been out of place. As it was Jia and Shanelle not only fit right in but drew admiring stares all the way from the street out front, through the congested entry and lively interior to the long bar stretching down one side of the large main room.

The big central stage was empty. Perhaps it was between performances. Every eye remained glued to the giant instead. Space was made for them wordlessly at the bar, and its nearest tender hurried over.

“Hey Shanelle, who’s your friend?”

“Ain’t you s’posed to start with ‘what’ll it be’?”

“Right, sorry. What can I get you lovely if imposing ladies?”

“Alabama slammers, Jim. And let me introduce you to Jia, no last name. She new in town.”

“Great to meet you. Let me get those drinks.”

“Hey Shanelle! Where’d you find this mountain of a woman?”

“She stomped on down from Alaska. She going to take this town and slap it around. Ain’t you, Jia?”

“Damn straight.”

Jia assumed she used the idiom correctly. She took her drink, drained half at a draft and smiled challengingly down at all the faces beaming around. No one dreamed of disputing her.

“This my friend Tina,” pointed out Shanelle, beginning a carousel of introductions. Mindful of her mission, Jia was interested in more than just names.

Men were fewer in attendance here and it was mostly women crowding in on her to boot. Still the Empress scrutinized each male as keenly as possible. As on their reconnaissance she was just able to perceive the faint mystic signature that identified masochists here and there. None could compare to her unique Thrall of course but the evening was young and her search had just begun. Still it was time to rise to the challenge of meaningful social interaction, though she had to walk a bit of a fine line here.

Jia needed to meet a lot of people without actually becoming famous, as her story was unlikely to withstand any serious scrutiny. Yet every beaming face assured her she was going to become an instant ‘mega-star’. The clamor was actually such that Jia hardly needed do more than nod and smile.

“Are you really real? I’m seeing it but can’t believe it!”

“Me neither. There’s been no one like you, ever.”

“Hey, you got an agent yet? Someone to represent you, find you jobs? My cousin know this guy, but I wouldn’t trust him, he’s a total coke-head.”

“What you looking to do? Model? Act?”

“Get on the fitness circuit or UFC! Surely you can fight.”

“No, no, pro wrestling! Remember Chyna in the nineties? You’re way bigger and hotter than her both! That’s your ticket to the big time, sister.”

“Only you have to dress like this, stay in character.”

“Yeah, do something to draw attention to the fetish scene! You can be the first truly famous dominatrix, a real cultural icon for us.”

“The Monstress!” put in Shanelle. “The monstrous mistress what I call her. And you should see her stripped, strapped on and whipping and pegging a guy! We just gave it to her new slave all day. Then we pierced his cock and locked him up proper. Now she be out hunting for a hung young stud to fuck right in front of him. So show biz will have to wait its day. We got other auditions in mind tonight. You heard me. Line up guys, let’s see who’s worthy!”

Wow, talk about unwitting assistance! Who needed to practice interaction with such a helpful interlocutor? Word was spreading already; heads turned as this brazen proposition was circulated. Jia grinned and finished her drink. Right away the guy closest to her asked her permission to buy her another. Seriously, this was just going to be way too easy…

***

Chained to the wall by the bed again, Thrall let out another groan.

The torment was as much emotional as physical. Beyond the pain and vexation of his freshly seared-and-pierced penis constantly fighting its shackling were the implications involved. Why should crafting the pogo-pedestal he would soon be suffering his first cuckolding from turn him on so much? This was his worst nightmare. Yet with each stage of his handiwork, ever more upsetting fantasies seemed to compete for the attention more properly paid to his carpentry.

Tapping on the floorboards until he located a joist set in prime position for viewing the bed, Thrall simultaneously saw Jia using those spectacular breasts to ravish some undeserving jerk, some clod possessing an Adonis body and empty head. She was even letting the brute grope and squash, slobber and suckle on her the way her adoring subject had never been allowed. While that despairing devotee drilled a hole in the floor and deep into the beam beneath (not caring a fig for his security deposit) he pictured her riding the lucky fuck, or worse saw him doing his goddess doggy-style in addition to other more degrading ways.

His gut churning as he throbbed miserably on, Thrall pried a plastic cap off the top of the five-foot metal pogo-stick. He turned it upside down.

Inserting the inverted shaft in the hole had powerful associations of its own. Still Thrall pushed and twisted and forced it in deep, until the perpendicular handles one normally gripped while bouncing around came flush against the floor. Boy, that fit was tight! Once a few screws were driven through the handles and into the wood that new and improved impalement post proved beautifully sturdy and without wobble. If only Nala could see it…

Using a hacksaw to remove the foot pedals, Thrall squirmed as he visualized Jia kissing and playing and fucking right in front of him. Would she ignore her slave completely, as if he was contemptibly beneath her notice? Or would she grin gloatingly over at him as she broke his heart, tortured his impotence and humiliated him beyond bearing?

Thrall filed the metal smooth. He measured the diameter of the foot of the former pogo-stick, now jutting upright about four feet in the air. He chose the appropriate bit and drilled out the base of the huge, hard rubber dildo that Shanelle had provided. He squirted the hole with superglue and then mounted that monstrous cock on its spring-loaded spike, ensuring the fit was just as secure. He even added a series of hooks up the back of the stick and installed another in the ceiling above. There: he could now be hung by the hands or neck or chained down tight. Either way there’d be no escape from his jealous impotent witness. And with that Thrall finally found himself imagining the worst.

Jia was draining the guy. Voracious beyond restraint, she sucked up his life until there was nothing left but a shrunken husk. She did it again and again, murdering dozens, and Thrall’s assistance was culpable. But inevitably she found a guy even more potent than her timid little male-maid. A far more productive and inexhaustible vessel, he was hugely more burly and attractive too, much more worthy of an Empress. Swiftly he won Jia’s love, leaving the scorned runt forgotten, forever relegated to a hell of impotent envy.

Yet even as he quailed from these horrors, Thrall pushed that giant dildo experimentally up and down, testing the depth of its bounce. Six inches? He squirted a little lube into the works, so the action quickened to a frictionless piston. Without volition he remembered jizz hitting his chin. Usually he tried not to think about how incredibly forcefully he’d come, back when jerking off after seeing Roy spiked and locked and cuckolded that first time.

Damn it, he’d even been fantasizing about Shanelle treating him likewise in this very room! Now the reality was nearly upon him. And oh his crimped-off cock was driving him mad! Despite the dread making his skin crawl, that throbbing drove Thrall on to insane emulation.

With his ordered chore accomplished the voyeur couldn’t wait to take his place, to mount that pedestal and impress his Empress by being obediently ready for her when she returned. Fortunately he had everything he needed within reach. Still chained by his collar to the wall, Thrall began by inducing a more conducive mood in the room.

***

A dozen candles were already set up around the bed. After lighting these and appropriately programming the stereo he turned the music on and the lights off. Then in the ominous-erotic gloom he turned palpitant to the array of toys and restraints all piled on the mattress.

What a lovely new rope! Real silk? Thrall fashioned a noose in one end and looped the other into a sliding three half-hitch. This he slipped over the ceiling hook, adjusting the knot so that the noose hung at what he judged the correct level. Then he returned to the bed.

The vibrator Shanelle had brought was a simple little cylinder (similar to the size of a AA battery) fitted with a Velcro strap. As if the semi-swollen, pinched-twitching pain of his stymied striving wasn’t maddening enough, the new impotent nestled that cylinder up under between his base and scrotum and wrapped the strap about his exposed, half-lifted shaft. Then he buckled in his new ring-gag head-harness.

With slaver already forming, Thrall picked up the bottle of lube and both new sets of handcuffs. Blackly compelled against every rational sense, he kicked closed his toolbox and nudged it over behind that pedestal. His heart thudded as he stepped up on it facing toward both the bed and door. He fitted the noose snugly around his neck, leaving just the right amount of slack hanging. Then he confronted Shanelle’s suggested pig-pegging pedestal.

Surely a good three-by-twelve inches from its elegantly contoured head to the equally realistic testicles, that cock-on-top still jutted up well past his belly button even with the benefit of his makeshift stepstool. Even when pushed down on its completely compressed spring it challenged him. After greasing both it and himself up liberally, Thrall had to actually pull himself up by the rope and fit that fist-sized helmet in before he could get even his tiptoes back onto the toolbox.

Panting with welcome distress at this initial impalement, he had to pause and catch a deep breath before bending up his right leg just long enough to lock a cuff around the ankle. Groaning his glad woe, he worked that unprecedentedly huge intrusion further up into him, until his soles found purchase and he was spiked righteously in place. Next came the tricky part.

Taking another bracing breath, Thrall kicked away the toolbox and bent up both legs – helplessly screaming with masochistic relish at the instant astronomically increasing agony in his gravity-ravaged anal cavity.

Wobbling a bit, kept from toppling by the noose (which tightened alarmingly as it snubbed his swaying), he reached down and cuffed his ankles together behind the supporting post. Then pausing only to switch on that vibrator he locked the other set of cuffs about one wrist, reached down again to pass its chain through the one connecting his upraised ankles and then manacled his other hand.

Wriggling down further, feeling his slack steadily diminish as the excruciation in his ass soared, Thrall slipped those crossed chains hogtying his limbs over the first hook behind him. It caught them, preventing any retreat. Firmly and inescapably secured to his spike then, the little pegged pig also had the leverage to lunge up and down on it, to worsen everything by testing that punishing, spring-loaded six-inch bounce.

Helpless not to do so, Thrall cried out in rhythmic gagged joy-pain as he drove that gigantic impalement prick grudgingly ever deeper. At the end of each lunatic lunge that rope came up shorter though. Hoping he’d judged the slack correctly, and that it didn’t run out and hang him before the balls at the base of that prodigious prick arrested any further descent, the crazed slave could only fuck himself on and wait in tormented dread-lust-agony-exaltation-frustration for his beloved owner to come home – and his introductory cuckolding to commence.

***

Eagerness and greed soon won out over waiting for an optimal target.

One seemed unlikely to appear anyway. And after stumbling over her story a few times Jia deemed it expedient to secure the best of the questionable vessels available and find out what the fellow had to offer already. During a pause while the prospect she’d decided upon shared boasts with a buddy, Jia turned from their flirtation to murmur to her procurer.

“This male next to me, with the golden neck-chain and shaved head.”

“Who, Barry? What about him?”

“Do you know anything of him?”

“He’s all right. Why, do you want him?”

“Yes.”

“Good. ‘Cause I want Emilio. Right now?”

“Why not? Will you drive us back?”

“Sure. I’ll drop you two off and take Emilio home to do in front of Roy.”

“Thank you for everything, sister.”

“Nonsense! You my girl, now. We got to do this regularly.”

“Agreed.”

“Come on, boys!” Shanelle singled out the chosen men. “We want your cocks. I know it’s early, but that just mean more time for round two. Out to the car with you!”

The men made jocular attempts to defend their autonomy but then obeyed with obvious eagerness. Everyone urged the departing Jia to return; she noticed several people recording her with the ‘phones’ that served as memory crystals, communicators and so much else. Outside they crowded into their vehicle, the guys in back due to Jia’s size.

Perhaps it was the liquor she’d downed. But building on earlier, Jia quickly came to find careening down these busy, colorfully lighted streets exhilarating rather than alarming.

Of course it would be far better to be in control herself rather than to have to rely on another’s reflexes. Still the short ride back to their quarters whetted her excitement for feeding wonderfully. She could hardly bother to thank Shanelle and secure agreement to meet again the next eve before hurrying her first prospect up the walk to the apartment door. Nor did she address the vessel as she let them inside. It was only when Elia looked up from the couch and away from the TV that she deigned to speak.

“This is Elia.”

“Wow, another unreal beauty! Barry Reardon. Hey you got a bathroom I can use?”

“Down the hall.”

After he disappeared Jia leaned close to her Sister.

“I will sample the male. If I consider him worth future use I will send him to you. You must tag him with a bit of eldritch energy as planned. Otherwise allow him to leave without incident.”

Though her voice and eyes were steady Elia betrayed a hint of reticence.

“I understand, Empress.”

Jia hesitated a moment, but then heard the plumbing flush. That didn’t take long. She gave her subordinate a fortifying smile and turned down the hallway. Meeting Barry coming out of the bathroom she opened the door opposite and ushered him into her new sanctum.

“This is Thrall, my favorite piece of property. You are here to torment him by enjoying pleasures he’s willingly sacrificed forever. Ignore or afflict him as you will.”

Then the Empress came up short herself at the sight of her beloved awaiting them already bound and impaled agape on the gibbet of his ingenious devising.

Spiked to the balls of that enormous organ, half-throttled Thrall hung helplessly hogtied from the noose that so unnaturally cocked his head and stretched out his neck. Red-threaded eyes bulged in a congested face and the swollen tongue protruding through the new ring-gag had run slaver all the way down his front to drip off the drooping, cage-weighted glans of his madly twitching, half-lifted salute.

Miserably enduring, he wheezed a pleading greeting at meeting her benign surprise. Then he began feebly lunging against that spring-stick-dick, gaining bits of slack and sips of air at the cost of ever-greater anal agony. Fresh tears streamed forth, magnifying the worship in those always guileless eyes.

How her slave adored her!

Jia was touched. And she was reminded why she’d come to cherish this American in return. He’d even prepared candlelight and romantic music for them. Barry meanwhile was playing the boor, hooting at Thrall’s abject devotion. Jia cut his gloating short.

“Remove your clothing, Barry. And get on the bed. Or would you care for flagellation before I feast on your seed?”

“I believe I’ll pass on that. I wouldn’t object to a bit of forced-faggot foreplay though. What say we make your little sissy here suck me up good and hard instead? Then I’ll bang you like a drum, baby.”

“No.” Jia refused to consider it. “I’ll not risk wasting a drip. I will empty you orally and that’s it. Unless you wish for a pegging as well. Then I will bang you like a drum!”

“Okay, a blow job it is. Far be it from me to argue.”

Barry was already bare, a scatter of tattoos accentuating his pulchritude. He sat on the stacked mattresses and leaned back, crossing muscular arms behind his head. Candlelight gleamed on his bald skull and Jia felt a first stirring of lust to go with her eagerness for fresh energy – and her anticipation of the first success of her quest. Pulling free the quirt clipped to her hip she crouched before her victim. A quick glance ensured her worshipper had an unobstructed view from his gibbet little more than an arm’s reach away. Raising her voice, she may have been speaking to both men.

“I’m going to hurt you some. I want to see what it does to flavor things up.”

Before either could object the Empress commenced.

***

Between all the squeezing, twisting, nipping, gnashing and lashing with her quirt, Jia had the prospect’s respectable genitals suffering appropriately in no time. Though he writhed and hissed he didn’t protest and his exudations were reasonably rich. Of course even at a little distance they were overwhelmed by those pouring from Thrall.

Already the jealousy he felt spiced and thickened his olfactory stew beautifully. It really was more than she’d even hoped for since first considering this during his early interrogation. For all the eros and anima she sipped from Barry she guzzled from her beloved. Clearly even if every vessel sampled in her quest proved ultimately disappointing, this cuckolding fetish promised wonderful additional benefits. From now on every time she drained a new thrall her worshipper should be made to bear witness, so that his anguish might additionally empower her. And if his pain was so acute at merely watching her punish another prick…

Jia didn’t bother to finish the thought. Instead she dropped the quirt and let her cruelly afflicting fingers turn caressing. She sheathed her snapping teeth and put her tongue to work instead. Soothingly she slathered all those welts and wounds with lavish cat-like licking. And by the time her lips were nibbling toward the quivering tip Thrall was keening and bouncing and feeding her the way only Nala could get him to do and only at her most vicious.

While still more than satisfactory even for an American, Barry’s exudates continued paltry by comparison. Even as she proceeded through a long slow savoring suckling, it was her anguished slave’s ever more potent response that fed her best. Eventually contempt for this lesser vessel, this damned disappointment, made the Empress want to see him in her dungeon being properly afflicted. See how he tasted then! Instead she moved to finish things.

As First Practitioner, Jia had unchallenged expertise. This prey was as powerless to resist her tricks as any. While Thrall wheezed and whimpered, groaned and ‘pogo-ed’ in ever more savage self-impalement, Barry shuddered through a gasping crescendo and quickly lost control. His orgasm upon him, he grunted bestially and began squirting, giving up a sudden glut of precious essence to her.

Mmmmmmmm! Greedily the Empress fed.

Again however the usual incidental exudates were less, merely elusive wisps in the miasma of their witness’ making. And though the ejaculate was indeed vital beyond that of any Shatran or even recent outlander she’d drained, it still lacked drastically the unprecedented potency to which she’d become so accustomed (or admit it addicted).

Driven by this denial, and her perhaps irrational anger, Jia didn’t confine her feasting to just seed as she and Elia had agreed. Prolonging Barry’s climax in a way liable to create unneeded notoriety she emptied him increasingly of anima as well.

How he twitched as his output thinned! Only a particularly despairing sob from her watching subject reminded the succubus of anything beyond the required incantations and a blind lust for sustenance. At that she at last managed to detach, and to leave her quest’s first conquest depleted if not too debilitated – drained just shy of provable injury. Still some deflection of unsettling questions was no doubt in order.

For the moment Barry could only groan.

Thrall was strangling as he came to rest again so Jia moved to loosen the noose. She kissed his cheek through the harness, a rare touch, and smiled her commendation as he whooped in air. By then the victim was stirring.

“Whoa, baby, that was unreal! What’d you do to me? I ain’t never come like that!”

He tried to sit up, fell back and laughed. “I think I need a protein shake – or a gram or two of coke. How’d you make it go on and on like that?”

“We witches have our ways.”

“Can you teach me?”

“I have sworn an oath not to share such knowledge. It is dangerous to overdo these things. Already you are exhausted, yes?”

“Hell, yes.” Barry let out a huge sigh and rubbed his face with his hands. “It was worth it though. How long until we can try again?”

“I don’t know. I need to sample many men before deciding whether to return for you.”

“I meant, how about in half an hour?”

“No. I’m afraid you must go. Our little tryst is finished. Unless you want to be pegged to bleeding, bleating jelly first. And still I will not empty you again.”

“I will pass then, ma’am – though that was regrettably fast for a first date. Can I at least get your phone number or something?”

Put to the question, Jia made her decision.

Barry was far from optimal. Still until optimal came along he was better than those they’d culled with Thrall. And once tagged, nothing said they absolutely had to collect him…

“Give your own number to Elia on your way out. Ask her to begin a list. It will be good practice for our learning of letters and numbers and such. If you are kind to her, I may certainly enjoy you again someday. For now though you must leave here. I wish to bed my beloved. Locked-up cock and all, he will revel in my most frenzied pegging. And he will beg me abjectly for more. That is what we call exquisite lovemaking.”

Barry remained wise enough not to argue. Blinking and shaking his head he dressed. He gained his feet with effort. Swaying woozily he gazed regretful amazement at her.

“Well, it sure was something.” He fumbled out his phone. “I doubt I can even make it back to the bar. I better call a cab – and a dealer.”

“Do it on your way out.” Jia was already unbuckling that ring-gag. “Elia will help you to the door. Perhaps we will indeed repeat the experience soon.”

Thrall whimpered a drippy gratitude and gazed up in pained adoration at her. Jia heard the door shut and hugged that hogtied body tight – another uncommon gesture of genuine affection. Then flush with fresh energy she set about getting him off that pogo-gibbet and into her bed. Damn, she was randy!




Chapter Fourteen

Feeding Frenzy

So was the new routine established. And a most compelling hell descended.

Mornings still saw Thrall serving as body slave, a duty that never failed to exalt him.

Though bathing and grooming the Empress was murder on his piercing and frustrating in the extreme, it was nothing like what preceded whatever sleep he’d somehow achieved. He was still an inconceivably honored postulant charged with maintaining not only a holy temple but the godhead itself. Even the demeaning role of chambermaid was ridiculously above him and to be reverently dispensed.

Making breakfast and keeping house still followed. Deliveries arrived duly, though fewer, and potion ingredients languished unused without the restricted poppy. With scant interruptions their teaching time proved profitable, and the ladies’ literacy continued to advance at a stellar pace. Soon they would be at home on the internet. Elia in particular grew more adept with that tablet by the minute; Thrall had her blowing right through educational programs. Of course hours were regularly lost to video games, TV news (which held Jia spellbound while repelling Elia) and even trawling through Thrall’s pornography collection. Yet despite such diversions they spent their afternoons relatively responsibly, at least for that next week or so.

They fleshed out Jia’s fictitious history and did what they could to ease the only slowly diminishing distress of the little Seer upon which so much (above all else their safe return) depended. They talked of America, shared opinions and laughed or fumed over the state of things. All in all these were pleasant times spent healing up in fun with loved ones: enjoyable despite the constantly growing pressures of that intimately-enforced new impotence.

Dinners were enjoyable too – though the arrival of Shanelle to join them or take Jia out to eat before their nightly clubbing was unfailing foreboding.

Whether Shanelle taunted him about their exploits or left him alone with just Elia and his imagination, the suspense commenced. After washing up, Thrall could only watch TV, hang out with the troubled youngster, catch up on chores or try to meditate a bit – all while waiting for his insatiable owner to return and torture him in about the worse manner imaginable.

Okay, that was hyperbole. Jia hadn’t killed anyone or replaced him yet. She hadn’t fucked or even kissed another guy. Yet that first night had set a devastating template.

Only the endless strangling and self-skewering preliminary wasn’t repeated. For safety’s sake Jia decreed that her voyeur wait until she reached him on her way home before taking his spiked place bound and strung up on the cuckold’s perch. Having gleefully mastered the basics of her new smart-phone, Jia delighted in calling to say she was on her way. And once she arrived things took their agonizingly predictable path.

Like that first night Thrall savaged himself to the brink of extinction on a torture device of his own devising. Yet his most self-despising frenzies failed to either sublimate or release the sexual-emotional maelstrom that roiled him at watching his goddess servicing other men. His fear, guilt, horridly shameful arousal and absolutely eviscerating humiliation and jealousy were all vastly exacerbated by his painfully-shackled chastity – and vice-versa. The unvented pressure-cooker of his only days-old impotence somehow seemed increasingly worse than those most potion-addled nights of bloated blue-balls in the Makkan Keep’s dungeon.

Alas, he was no longer playing with Nala. Nor was he even bound watching her make deeply committed love with their mutual mistress. This new ordeal was hugely, crucially different, and in ways that went well beyond the gorilla-in-the-room gender of his better. Was it the multifarious threat to him that caused such a powerfully perverse arousal, or something unacknowledged deeper inside? Whatever the case, as intensely as his cuckolding affected him, it clearly rewarded Jia out of all proportion. Regardless of how vital she found each new vessel, she drew in further wondrous sustenance with every breath in her aspiring husband’s conflicted presence. So effusive was his effluvia Jia seemed to swell with appreciation, love and zeal for him even as she so cruelly rebuked his dreams of exclusivity. Hot upon hurrying her first victim out she’d freed and fallen upon Thrall with avidly hammering gratitude despite the earlier orgy with Shanelle, her just-finished tryst and his own long-suffering opening.

Without exception this pneumatic dynamic would be repeated – until Jia began bringing more than one guy home an evening. The nights when she returned to the clubs for a second or third or even fourth victim, Thrall had to wait until she’d finished with the last before finally glorying in his cuckold’s reward.

Some of these men begged to be pegged themselves, and Jia generally obliged them. How that upset him as well! She whipped others that asked, or wrestled them abusively around. Yet rarely did her ‘dates’ last more than an hour or two. And though she tried to temper her appetites, Barry wasn’t the only one to be stimulated and drained a bit too enthusiastically. When a vessel proved particularly rich or poor she tended to gorge, out of either greed or anger. The men she considered worth returning for she sent to Elia, who took their numbers down and magically marked them somehow.

A handshake was all it seemed to take. Despite the ease of procuring prey and the numbers she tagged for later however, and despite the Empress’ delight in her new social life and Thrall’s reaction to it, she obviously considered this but a middling success for their quest. As the days crept closer to their original projected return Jia expressed little concern. Shatra would just have to be patient. She still needed to isolate what made for an optimal prospect. And there were other considerations. The three of them discussed such issues often, even sprawled out on the beach one day. It had taken time, but Elia was at last adapting enough to venture outside.

***

“Wasn’t this a great idea, to get out and enjoy this stimulating reality some? This quest is our great adventure. You can’t spend it all cowering in a little box. I’m counting on you to rule the Sisterhood someday.”

“You’re right, mistress. I must come to take a more responsible part. And I do feel better. Leaving mystic glyphs with each American has allowed me to exercise my arts again. This reminds me of my duties.”

“That is well.” Jia shifted the tiny triangles of her ‘bikini’. She’d come to like the scandalous fashions of America; even an Empress wouldn’t be free to lie nearly naked in full public view this way back in Shatra. “But we are here to relax now, and to take stock of our progress.”

They’d spread a blanket on the sand and erected an umbrella for Elia. While Thrall sprawled in the direct sun wearing even less than the Empress, the albino sheltered her sensitive skin with a thin clingy robe in the shade. Though the public beach was sparsely peopled on what they called a ‘weekday’, a fair share of gawkers constantly wandered by. Still they were given a wide enough berth to quietly converse.

“I have tried a fair number of men now, most masochistic to some degree but others merely daringly virile. Though it’s hard to judge their potential without proper affliction, I think it’s safe to say none approach the purity and productivity we seek. We must expand our search soon.”

“Forgive me, my lady.” Thrall spoke up rather wryly. “You have seemed to feed rather satisfactorily to me. You haven’t had to resort to your reserve source of sperm, after all.”

Jia grinned, forgiving the impertinence. “You feed me splendidly already, slave. Despite the hint I was given, I hadn’t imagined how strongly watching me would affect you in so many competing ways. I smell your excitement and distress even now, thinking about it. I am sure you would pour forth even more were I to ravish and ride and show affection for these men, yes?”

“You mention among my darkest dreads.”

“Perhaps we need uncover some deeper ones then. I confess I haven’t even been much tempted toward coitus. Between the energy you give me incidentally and the fact that these are aggressively bred, masochistic Americans after all, I have been too busy gorging like no Empress that’s ruled Shatra before.

“And never have I been so charged with life! Not even from feeding up before our journey. Oh, the arts I could attempt with this much energy! Unfortunately I am not here merely to feast and play with power. I must secure an optimal and indefinite supply of vessels that will ensure the future of the Sisterhood. And I must evaluate which of the marvelous advances this world contains that may prove advisable to adopt.”

“Please not the vehicles!” Elia wore a surgical mask about her neck, which she briefly pulled up over face. “You promised me. The air is so toxic!”

“Not the vehicles,” Jia agreed. “Though you know they are truly thrilling to race around in. I want to learn to operate one for myself. And I want to ride outside on the two-wheeled kind, the motorcycles you call them. Though they are the loudest and smelliest kind, besides the giant many-wheeled wains.”

“I can teach you,” Thrall offered. “I could even rent one for our time here. But the law says you need a license, and identification papers. You could be stopped and arrested without them.”

“I have my spells. You can truly get one?”

“Sure. Easily.’

“Then do this. Shanelle says she must stop going out every night. She has obligations to her employer, ones she’s been neglecting. The next time you will take me to the clubs. And we will do so on one of these noisy mechanical steeds.”

“It will become you greatly lady, and add to your particular allure.”

“You believe it will attract more men to me?”

“Have you ever lacked for attention?”

Jia scowled. This American was endlessly impudent. “Answer.”

“Yes, it will. Every goddess is more imposing astride a steed.”

“On that we are agreed. And perhaps I have been too timid so far. If I wish to lure in those truly dedicated to pain and submitting to women, I should move beyond engaging in this ‘dating scene’. Have you not said there are more daring places to seek prey?”

“So I have heard – and so have you supposedly seen.” That Jia had.

“Tomorrow, then. Elia shall stay home safe and we will seek the deepest dens of depravity in this city.”

“If you say so, mistress.

She did. And so much for their responsible routine.

***

The trouble turned out to be getting the right size bike.

Thrall was sixteen inches shorter than his owner and had perhaps a third her mass. Any motorcycle large enough for her comfort would be unwieldy for him to manage. Facing the likelihood that Jia would soon be doing most of the driving regardless of the risks, Thrall chose the biggest hog he could hardly handle. With Elia left honing her computer skills, they went from breakfast to the dealership to a rundown old park with wide empty lots and a deserted baseball diamond. There he trained the Empress in operating her iron charger.

As always she learned quickly. And as expected by mid-afternoon Thrall was riding pillion, clinging for dear life as his whooping warrior-witch roared down roads posted with signs she could barely read. He wouldn’t need to worry about reaching the handlebars again.

All afternoon they cruised, first down the gorgeously scenic Pacific Coast Highway and then inland up into the mountains. Here the air was clearer of urban smog, the roads less cluttered and the vistas even more spectacular. It wasn’t until the lowering sun put golden-red fire to the ocean that Jia could be coaxed back to the apartment to eat, change outfits and confer with Elia before beginning the next stage of their adventure.

In a similar manner to which she’d bewitched his collar and chain to appear ordinary steel, the clever sorceress had been using his bank card as ID on the rare occasion this was required.

The spell she’d placed upon it caused the impertinent bouncer or barman to merely glance at the card, nod and hand it back. Perhaps this would suffice for any traffic or even vice cops too. Thrall could only trust in his owner as they left home again at dusk. Now openly costumed as dominatrix and property they headed off to find the scabrous underbelly of the vast, toxic city of his nativity.

Between the mystic recon Jia had done from Shatra and the stories told them by Shanelle and several of Jia’s prospective vessels, it took less time than one might have guessed.

Though it wasn’t Bangkok, with its snuff brothels and pedo-peddlers, LA had its share of hardcore underground attractions. Semi-legal or worse shows featuring scatology or even bestiality, with debased slaves forced to consume excrement or service various animals, were reputedly available to the properly initiated. Despite her rhetoric Jia had no intent to plumb such depths however. While raunchy enough to shock the vast majority, the unnamed club they located only an hour or so after full nightfall wasn’t quite the kind to be at risk of regular raids by law enforcement. Though fights occurred often and vendors of drugs and flesh both abounded, payoffs by the proprietors generally ensured such affairs went unpunished as long as murder didn’t result too often.

By no means was theirs the only oversized motorcycle as they parked behind a row of darkened buildings crowded by shadowy figures. Nevertheless they drew every eye as they climbed off. Jia loomed gigantic in her new boots of course, carelessly pulling her leather miniskirt back down over that spectacularly bulbous ass. Skimpy matching halter showcasing her divine endowment and warrior’s physique, she dwarfed even the hulking doorman as she strode forward, towing Thrall confidently inside by his enchanted chain.

In contrast the slender little slave felt every flavor of fear, anxiety and intimidation. Never much one for clubbing, he shrank from the din of harsh music and shouting. The careless jostling of bodies in the murk, the lurid colored lights constantly changing, the claustrophobically low ceiling all contributed to an instant disorientation.

Everyone was costumed in latex, leather, vinyl and metal; bare skin gleamed with sweat. Tattoos, piercings, shaved heads or bizarre hairstyles were the norm. Of course Thrall wasn’t the only collared slave on a chain. But his otherwise ordinary and contrastingly tiny appearance felt as conspicuous as his gigantic owner. He both trembled and burned with shame as every glance continued to turn their way.

Jia meanwhile looked askance at the female slaves and many men partnered together, for whom she had little use – bisexuals aside. Eying every other prospect critically, she pulled Thrall close enough to hear her over the clamor.

“I smell your response already, my jealous little lover. And I see many promising shimmers. But it occurs to me rather belatedly that we can’t fit three on that vehicle. I will have to forgo taking anyone back for tagging and merely feed here. So come along. I recognize this place from when Elia took us exploring. There are rooms or even small stalls one may rent for private use.”

“They probably got tired of people screwing in the restrooms.” Thrall followed obediently through the crowd, catching only glimpses of the gyrating performers cracking whips on a central stage. “Over there, I think.”

Jia was already heading for the hallway guarded by a pair of bouncers and a sleazy-looking guy serving as a cashier. She pushed Thrall ahead of her, indicating he should conduct the transaction. The sleazy guy cocked an eye.

“Uh…we’d like a cubicle.”

“Equipped or not?”

“Uh…sure, why not.”

“Twenty bucks an hour or fifty until closing.”

Thrall handed over fifty without comment.

“Take number eight.”

“Right.”

They slipped between the bouncers, both of whom eyed Jia warily. Down the hall (dimly lit by bare red bulbs), they passed closed doors and the sounds of sex and sadism to room eight. Flipping a sign to mark the space as occupied, Thrall led the way in.

Maybe only eight feet by ten, the stall’s thin walls were padded with worn old soundproofing. Aside from the prison-like cot and simple chair along one side, ‘equipped’ seemed to mean the St. Andrew’s cross built into the wall opposite the door, the cuffs attached to the bed, straps on the chair and the array of paddles and whips hung on the wall.

Jia looked around and nodded. “Take off your shorts.”

Besides his sandals this was all he wore. While Thrall exposed his imposed impotence Jia pulled the chair over by the side of the cot. “Sit.”

In under a minute he was belted as tightly in place as a convict awaiting electrocution. Of course beyond that little vibrator Jia strapped in its accustomed spot the charge soon surging through the bound cuckold was more metaphorical. It was the raw force of some of the most potent emotions a person can feel that made his pinched-off man-sex scream, his pained heart race and his shamed face flush until his scalp crawled. And all this was in mere anticipation…

Jia fastened his chain to the bed frame and then breathed deep, beaming.

“I’m glad the air is so close in here. Keep your ardor up. I will be right back. I will suck a stranger’s cock while you impotently watch. This you will suffer perhaps forever.”

***

He didn’t have long to wait – just long enough for his owner’s last words to torture him worse than the still-healing head of his vibrator-assaulted, steel-stymied semi-erection. Before Thrall’s welt-covered backside on the hard wooden chair could more than remind him of its most recent affliction (and the long day already spent on a bike), Jia returned.

The guy with her had multiple facial piercings: ears, septum, both eyebrows, and a double-stud in his tongue. Tattoos covered both arms and a brand on the left deltoid was exposed by his sleeveless shirt. Clearly appreciative of pain, it was obvious why Jia had singled such a promising prospect out. And after seating him on the cot right in front of her slave, the succubus made short work of slurping up his sperm.

Within minutes Jia had the guy’s contribution ingested and his number in her phone – the best she could do without learning Elia’s tagging trick. Then with no more than a wink at Thrall (she’d picked this up from Shanelle) Jia ushered her first feast out and followed him in search of a second. Nor was she again long in returning with this.

Again Thrall sat and watched, jealous and humiliated beyond bearing yet reluctantly (and incredibly, painfully) aroused while his goddess sucked off another smirking jerk’s enviably unencumbered erection. The third time was even worse. Like Barry and several others earlier, this indiscriminate stud wanted to make the locked-up and collared little cuckold suck him up good and hard first. He even got as far as pushing his up-twitching glans within a few inches of Thrall’s furiously burning, hopelessly averting face before Jia pulled him back. She would suffer no potential spillage! Still she gave her squirming slave an appraising look, as if considering some new devilry. Then she grinned at him and fed.

Back the insatiable Empress went for more.

One after another she brought men in and emptied them. Though she refrained from prolonging their orgasms or unduly depleting them, there was still no way that word of her appetites could fail to circulate. After perhaps her sixth trip out to the club Jia ceased needing to leave the cubicle at all.

A batting order had formed, with the most eager and/or desirable prospects waiting in a line outside the door. Free blow jobs? And so would continue the interminable horror.

Beyond the penis-pain and heartache, degradation, frustration, fear of replacement and despicable excitement that all roiled him as the number of Jia’s conquests climbed without end was a recurrence of the guilt that had tempted Thrall to jump from the Makkan Keep.

Though she hadn’t damaged any of them yet, how many of these men would eventually end up dead because of him?

Okay, he was condemning them in lieu of less suitable victims. That was small comfort – especially when it excited him so much watching these possibly doomed souls feed his owner. What kind of person did that make Drake Green? Nevertheless his allegiance to Jia was supreme. And if watching his usurpers moan and jerk as she fellated the life from them aroused Thrall, the sight of his goddess swelling and bursting with ever-greater vitality awed and inspired his lust and fealty to a poignancy as great as his envy was eviscerating. Still Jia gorged on, growing more gluttonous and wanton by the minute as she wallowed in her addiction. Thrall began to worry for her too on top of everything else. Transported by limitless gorging, the rank effluvia of her slave’s torment, even the rush of exhibitionist risk in this semi-public smorgasbord, she often shuddered wildly with the excess of power accumulating in her.

Despite the potency of his own compulsions it came as a relief (and more) when after over four hours of this the absolutely exultant sorceress finally had to cease. Literally shoving her last paramour out the door, she slammed this in the face of the next supplicant.

Party’s over folks.

Or was it? Effervescent with appropriated energy, Jia whirled back to where her cuckolded lover sat, tightly bound in miserable witness. This was where the frenzied pegging generally got underway. Yet the only cock available was his, still only three-quarters hard and locked into over a week’s evermore maddened chastity.

No matter. Jia gleamed her delight in devilry. She moved in close, straddling his chair to tower over him. Further boosted by those new spike-heeled boots she loomed nearly to the low ceiling, her spread-legged, crouching crotch right at the level of her slave’s face. Her contralto was a growl as she stripped off her miniskirt.

“So many of these men want you to suck on them. Why is that, little service maid?”

Thrall writhed both within and outside.

“To degrade me further, mistress. To revel in their unquestioned mastery over me.”

“I see. And do you wish to revel to their ‘unquestioned mastery’? I bet shame like that would enrich your exudates even further.”

“Please don’t make me.” (Oh goddess his dick hurt so bad stop it now!)

“But you love sucking cock when Nala or I take you. You wallow in swallowing every gullet-punishing bit.”

Jia had begun rubbing her newly shaved vulva right in front of him. Bobbing and throbbing self-accusingly on, Thrall had to swallow hard before answering.

“That’s not doing it for real. Men are brutish and smelly. They’re sexually repellant to me.”

Jia scowled down, filling him with guilty quivering. Her nostrils flared in judgment.

“Your odors say you’re not being entirely honest. All sexual organs are glorious to toy with, to arouse and suck on. Tell me you wouldn’t suck on your own if you could reach them.”

What guy could deny that?

“Okay, I know I would. But another man’s genitals in my mouth would make me retch.”

“Bullshit.” The witch might have been channeling Shanelle. “You’re still lying to us both. You just want to be coerced into the experience. Instead I’m going to make you wait for it, until your hidden, forbidden cravings beg to be slaked. So let’s set that aside for a time. If not another male yet, how about me? Would you enjoy sucking mine if I had a real penis?”

Thrall didn’t hesitate. The instantly worsening agony in his dick made the words burst from his lips. “Absolutely, mistress! As long as nothing else about you changed very much. You would truly be a supreme being to me then. You could peg me so much more rewardingly too.”

Giant Jia pulled at herself, unhooding a clitoris already the size of the last knuckle of his thumb. Swollen with arousal it jutted at his tongue.

“This is no longer innocent maid’s play then. Suck on this as you would your mistress’ prick. Concentrate on that fantasy to the exclusion of all else. Convince yourself that the more fervently you service me, the bigger my clit will get. Believe that if only you want and work and slurp at me desperately enough, that vestigial little organ will swell and develop and eventually grow into a properly functioning cock. Pray for this miracle with all your infinite ardor, my impotent little cuckold-slut. Do you understand me, slave?”

“Perfectly, my goddess.”

“Good. Now suck my new penis into being and don’t stop as long as you hear me chanting my mantras.”

***

Maybe it was the close confines. Probably it was all the life she’d just imbibed. But Jia already seemed larger, all bulk, muscles and jiggling tits as she pulled off her halter too, thrust forward with those enormous hindquarters and clasped Thrall’s head to her pudenda. At the same time she began some arcane incantation, chanting in a mellifluous language that sent inexplicable waves of shivers through him.

More maniacally eager to oblige her than in any memory, Thrall set himself to sucking. As an alternative to her other hideous suggestion, this fantasy his goddess commanded was truly heavensent. There was no need to fake his fervor. With that soft-hard-hot little extrusion pulled deep between pursed lips and those huge hands palming his skull Thrall worshipfully worked at engorging-transforming that organ for all he was worth.

Eyes closed, he pictured his goddess erect in the flesh. The huge hard bone of her boar’s tusk was now skin-covered and responsive and hot with blood-filled life: truly an integral part of her singular magnificence. How much more rewarding would it be driving into his tightness, or with its soft-textured pulsating filling his throat to surfeit? And because she would be able to feel every least sensation as she fucked his ass and face his wondrous Empress ought to be even more inspired in her already overzealous love of sodomy. Imagine her ecstatic shrieking as her prick so lovingly punched in, punishing him! And then when she squirted at the end, oh it would be far more copious, and so much more degrading as her divine ejaculate was injected in deep or pumped out all over his abysmally exalted beaming…

Transported by the possibilities, Thrall had come too far for skepticism. The supposedly impossible growth of his own penis made him an instant believer.

This witch wasn’t just chanting for fun. Supercharged with energy, she actually had access to such abilities. Yet clearly she required the catalyst of his own extreme belief and need. Any even unintentional stinting of this would be worse than treachery. It would be sacrilegious idiocy. And so focusing obsessively as directed he gave himself over entirely to the endeavor for as long as his infinite commitment might require.

Endlessly the First Practitioner chanted. Shivers ran through her and occasionally her hips jerked; the hands clamping his face in place pressed it harder to her or loosened as involuntary reactions wracked her. Nothing altered the eerie cadence of her incantation however. And as Thrall suckled feverishly on, slurping at the fluids running down his chin and even keening now and then as excitement overcame him, as the soreness in his lips grew with that in his dick he could swear their efforts were having an effect.

Did she protrude into him a fraction further? Was she dilating his relentlessly suctioning orifice a bit wider? It couldn’t just be wishful thing could it, or a religious delusion?

Thrall didn’t think so. Inspired further he moaned and redoubled his already frantic attack. Jia began humping rhythmically against him in response and at long last her precisely enunciated mantras lapsed into climactic shrieking.

In seconds the Empress was squirting. Yet even through the throes of her ultra-powerful Shatran-evolved orgasm those cries continued to incant. And when she pulled back gasping at last, the appendage that slipped dripping from his lips was indeed unmistakably greater. In truth it continued to protrude. No longer able to completely retreat under its hood, it jutted forth in a lovely big stub that just seemed to demand eternal slathering.

Thrall settled for licking clean the entire area. Jia petted his head affectionately. And on the incredible multi-world adventure went.




Chapter Fifteen

Growing Excitement

Empress Jia of Shatra, First Practitioner of the Sisterhood of the Oculus, absolute ruler of her continent, now presided over one apartment in one city of a nation more vastly advanced and populous than most of her subjects could even grasp. Yet never had she felt more powerful or more exultant in her abilities.

Leading her chained slave out of a sleazy underground sex-club while its patrons whistled and applauded her had been more uplifting than the parade through the capital to celebrate her installation as Empress.

Of course much of this was due to the incalculable amount of life she’d consumed. Even without affliction or ejaculation-sustaining tricks she’d feasted far more orgiastically than ever before. Talk about an addict’s most fantastic binge! And what she’d begun with all that energy, the unprecedentedly difficult sorcery so impulsively attempted and successfully commenced, filled her with a thrill that sent recurrent shivers through her. Soon she would have a…!

Beyond even such delicious anticipation however, and the accompanying pride of accomplishment, was the simple exuberance that came with conquering unknown territory, overcoming new challenges and experiencing fresh wonders at every turn. Even climbing on to her noisy, polluting mechanical steed made her heart speed up and her nipples and demonstrably enlarging clitoris harden again. Add in all the delightful conveniences and amazing entertainments America had to offer and Jia was like a scamp set free in a sweets factory.

Her only regret had been leaving so many potential thralls untagged. The next sun-spin Jia sat down with her little Sister and used the vision crystal to commune their recent experience.

With so much practice on the still blossoming prodigy’s part and so much power still charging the Empress it took only a matter of minutes for Jia to master the procedure too. She then shared her intentions for the rest of that energy with Elia, seeking her input on the best way to effect the outrageously difficult spell she was attempting. She proved to be an enormous help. And with the proof that the audacious conjuration was already working now permanently protruding from her, the gifted kid’s refinements could only hasten the process.

Of course most important was that her worshipper keep servicing her at every opportunity. And there were no worries there. Jia had only to expose her vulva and Thrall’s eyes would alight with craving. Whether just waking, during bathing or grooming, after a satisfying meal or toilet or just sitting around idle for a while, neither of them could get enough of his obsessively slavish suckling – to say nothing of his servicing during and after her gluttonous nightly cuckolding.

Naturally this distracted a bit from the lessons they’d been having. Indeed it wasn’t long before their careful routine began to suffer severely, and not just because of endless oral sex. Who had time for schooling when the world itself was so educative? Let Elia refine her reading and learn her way around computers. Jia was still busy getting to know Los Angeles.

At first she took Thrall with her on her daily excursions. His help navigating the city, its laws and mores as much as its geography, grew increasingly unnecessary however. The more she mastered her phone and its ‘GPS’ system, and the more time she spent trawling through the harder fetish clubs and biker bars the more comfortable she felt. And although having her little cuckold along greatly enhanced any incidental feeding she managed, Jia had all evening and late into each night for that – plus the pogo-gibbet and pegging too.

During the day he could be of more use helping Elia. The timid little Seer was still troubled by more than the poisoned atmosphere, and needed to get more engaged in the time they had remaining. While Jia tagged and fed and succumbed to all the seductions of LA perhaps her subordinates could pursue their quest by complementary means.

After all, though she was feeding like no Empress in memory, and marking prospects by the dozen now, even the best vessel she’d tested yet still fell far short of optimal. And few seemed to possess the kind of mental refinement that left them open to easy abduction. In light of her indulgences their success could only be described as unsatisfactory so far.

Luckily Thrall had another attribute that seemed to contribute to his uniqueness. It was past time to explore this avenue. Apparently it was his habit of ‘meditation’ that both so lowered his defenses and enriched his anima. They needed to investigate where this was practiced as well. And if Elia did so she could identify prospects too, and tag them without resorting to sex. Jia needn’t sample every man in town then – though her addiction urged her to keep trying.

Elia took a bit of coaxing. Yet as they’d agreed on the beach, the expectations on her unexplored potential were enormous. And as exercising her already prodigious arts and expanding their scope further recently had heartened her, she quickly agreed to do her part.

Already they were expected back at Wellerton Keep. Although Jia felt no particular obligation to abide by her original timetable, the Seer was less sanguine. In the interest of expediting the mission she suggested that Thrall begin by teaching her the basics of meditation at home, so that she would be less clueless when they moved though the target community.

It was decided the effort would get underway the following day, which marked half a moon away from Shatra. While Jia continued cutting a swath through the fetish scene, gorging up on that super-potent American seed, slave and Seer would sit down and share some experience too.

Perhaps this was even overdue.

***

After sleeping late and eating hugely, Jia left on her bike around noon. As full of zeal as ever, she was headed for a party she’d learned of from one of the previous eve’s conquests. Thus it wasn’t really morning when Thrall and Elia found themselves alone in the apartment. And they didn’t get down to the assigned business right away either.

Most such occasions they’d kept a friendly distance. Thrall would see to his housework while Elia obsessively lapped up his laptop. Largely left the responsibility of finding benign advances that might better the lot of her people, she could spend long hours surfing the internet with only rare interruptions to ask questions. Now given the task of working together however it seemed the albino felt the time was right for a renewed exchange of intimacies. When Thrall left the dishes to soak in the sink and suggested the bedroom as the best setting for their lessons, Elia wilted visibly. Still seated at the kitchen table, she waved for him to return to the chair next to her. There her extraordinary eyes captured his.

“I will need inner peace for this, yes?”

“That’s pretty much the whole point.” Elia’s hands twisted restlessly together.

“I am not comfortable in there, where the Empress does her feasting.”

“I did notice.” Thrall raised his brows, encouraging her to continue. Comfortable wasn’t how he would describe being strung up on the pogo-gibbet while his goddess fed either, but this wasn’t about him. Looking lost and fragile in the oversized white football jersey she lately favored, Elia dropped her gaze behind an even whiter fall of hair. Her voice emerged a husk.

‘I don’t know how she does it. Ever since sharing her use of you during the conjuration that brought us here I have been fleeing the experience. At first I had the air to contend with – or use as an excuse. I could avoid dealing with the reaction her appetites created, the questions it raised. But the more I listen to her siphon the life from an endless run of men the harder this gets.”

Elia looked up again and Thrall saw real desperation.

“One day such draining will be required of me if I am to rule. Yet I have no such savage innate passions. I take no fierce joy in causing pain and injury, much less death. And still this weakness isn’t the worst. I shared your experience too. Even amid the excesses of sex I knew your sorrow and guilt and outrage at injustice and I cannot but acknowledge the evil that we do.

“It is…what is the word…ironic is it not, that I have come to question the rightness of slavery and sacrifice from one so willing to embrace both?”

Thrall didn’t know what to say. Their whole purpose here was to find an endless supply of sacrificial thralls, as his conscience was always so quick to remind him. And while they questioned this, they were supposed to be preparing Elia to go hunting among the non-masochistic! Fortunately the Seer sighed and changed the subject to a slightly less fraught one.

“I also worry that our Empress may be taking on too much with this transformation she is attempting.”

Seeing Thrall’s immediate alarm, she touched his arm reassuringly.

“It will work, male-maid. It is working already. Yet enlargement is relatively simple – consider yourself. We have all the ingredients for the right kind of potion. I can make it every morning easy. The real test will be generating internal testes and other changes in actual structure. For this she will need prodigious energy – energy I’m sure Mina would consider squandered. We do have to get back after all, and this expenditure will at the least delay us.

“Yet who can deny Empress Jia? And the challenge is healthy. My arts advance with each fresh demand, and the demand here is great. But so are the possibilities. Do you know I found the most astonishingly accurate anatomical drawings of both male and female reproductive systems, their complete layout within the body, online? This will help immeasurably.”

“That seems like lore you could use back home: modern medical knowledge, germ theory and genetics.” Thrall suggested. “Too bad you can’t take a bunch of textbooks back. Doctors study for years and you only have time to learn so much.”

“And now I’m supposed to be learning how to calm my mind, and turn my body into an energy receptacle.”

“We have our instructions, my lady. We can do it in the living room, or even your little closet. Though I’ve noticed you sleep on the couch now.”

“Yes. The Empress suggests I share the bed with you two once our last guests leave, or even before. But I am too uneasy sexually.”

“I understand.”

Once again Thrall didn’t know what else to say. And again Elia spared him. Winding all that blinding hair into a knot behind her nape, she smiled resigned at him.

“Why don’t we sit in the living room, where the sun comes in?”

“Good idea. Let’s see if you’re still an amazingly apt pupil.”

***

Sun, yes. But contemplative quiet, inner peace? These were nowhere on offer where Empress Jia roamed.

Her bike had been but one of many bellowing its dragon’s roar. And though she’d left it behind for the time the others continuously vied, like the supposedly extinct fire-breather’s competing mating calls. Music of all kinds too blared from here and there, overlapping with the babbling and screaming of hundreds of people. Only faintly could one make out the rhythmic crash of the ocean.

A beach party in Southern California: how noisily ordinary. Yet tourists from lands far less afar than Shatra would have been agog at the incredible spectacle of decadence presented by the latest Fetish Fling. Hosted by some on-line magazine, this was no wholesome if boisterous County Fair, as much as it might have shared a certain structure.

There were aisles between isles of attractions lined with beer trucks, food, liquor and trinket vendors. Sales booths and display kiosks hawked more durable goods next to supplicants seeking alms for one cause or another. Yet on closer examination the banal gave way to the outrageous.

Beside the expected bikinis and other casual wear were all manner of kinky costumes, even more so than at the clubs. There were more shaved heads, strange coifs and body modifications than at a punk rock concert. Bared breasts, buttocks and other body parts were casually displayed at every turn while striking and imaginative makeup masked faces into caricatures. Meanwhile the souvenirs and other wares were equally exotic, the causes promoted decidedly libertarian and defiantly antiestablishment. Like at the biker dives and flesh dens there was little love for authority or even social censure here. And naturally it was the attractions Jia passed as she towered above the partying crowd that most flouted the norms of conformity.

Moving within a cluster of recent friends and new admirers she marveled at how the trappings and devices of her sensibly hidden dungeons were adopted here as cultural icons.

Barred cages were set up as stages within which erotic dancers writhed and jangled their shackles. Gallows, crosses and restraining frameworks served as settings upon which models were artfully posed (or suspended) in intricate bondage. Bruised bodies in ragged briefs were even chained to stretching racks or bent locked into stocks for any passersby to casually afflict. Every eatery featured a hitching post where collared slaves could be left leashed while their owners were occupied; larger stages hosted multiple performers wallowing in varying degrees of simulated sadism. Most taboo-shattering of all though was the primary entertainment centered around a spectacular pig roast.

As Jia trailed hails and gawkers toward this end of the beach the smell of barbecuing pork rode the air along with extraordinary currents of energy. This gaudy throng was so profligate with its passions! And no wonder: its imagined savageries surpassed even the worst permitted under the admittedly primitive Sisterhood. Approaching the roasting arena at last Jia had to marvel at the extremity of perversity being not only openly celebrated but financially exploited.

Flanking the big central charcoal fire where three pigs roasted the day away on gigantic spits were set up several secondary mechanisms.

Here more nearly naked slaves, male and female both, were similarly chained to rotating iron rods. However these hovered over flickering beds of only cleverly simulated flames, these made of reflective material designed to catch and re-radiate the rays of the subtropical sun.

Apples stuffed sprung jaws while sweat coated and dripped from heat-reddened skin; overlapping whip-welts attested to extensive tenderizing. Indeed laughing amateur chefs lashed away, tossed handfuls of salt or even used basting brushes to paint these slowly spinning ‘long pigs’ with hot pepper sauce! Apparently one could pay to have one’s self or an acquaintance turned into personal rotisserie for a predetermined period here. And all the proceeds to a good cause of course.

Little surprise then that along with all those tantalizing aromas and energies Jia should detect the shimmer-signature of dedicated pain-lovers everywhere! Among poseurs of sacrificial cannibalism the possibilities seemed infinite enough to render her absolutely giddy.

Damn, this gathering was a bonanza beyond belief!

Finally she’d gotten to the heart of her target culture. And finally, just as she reveled thus, the First Practitioner saw through the crowd ahead a truly remarkable male who shared more than just a shimmer of Thrall’s special aura. He may not have ‘blazed with potency’ but he certainly stood out to her mystic discernment.

He stood out otherwise as well, and for the first time this trip the Empress felt a true lust for rutting. And hadn’t this recently been suggested? Perhaps she should take advantage of this last chance. It wouldn’t be long before her new extrusion became an unwelcome complication…

Surely worthy of more than just feeding upon, this prospect was an impressive specimen indeed, if still somewhat shorter than giantess Jia. His physique was equally massive and even more sculpted, the skimpy vest he wore showing off every vein-marbled muscle. With his own coterie of admirers following him around it was obvious he was the best catch on offer. Jia turned to her current guide, a flamboyant redhead all in shiny yellow vinyl. They’d met at clubs before and the woman had attached herself eagerly to Jia as soon as she’d arrived.

“Look at that, Lucie. That’s my kind of guy.”

“I’ll say. His bio says he’s six foot-five. At least he’d stand a chance in a wrestling match. And you know he’s good in bed. That’s Ace Booker there, also known as the Ace of Clubs. He’s a former professional bodybuilder become porn star notorious for his fetish roles. Even pee stuff. Not surprised he’s here. He’s also got a monster cock and baby, he knows how to use it. Here, give me your phone. I’ll show you.”

Within a minute Jia was watching the absurdly hung stud viciously pound some tied-up tiny waif. Then Lucie found a video of him tied up in turn, with one woman squatting over him to void on his beaming face while another tortured those enormously bound-bulging sex organs. There was a list of other available clips but Jia had seen all she needed. She put the phone away.

“I want him.”

“Well, he keeps looking over here at you. Catch his eye next time. To be honest, his peak popularity is behind him. There used to be cameras following him everywhere. Of course it’s super early still. But you’re all anyone can talk about now, mystery girl. No one can get enough of you. A semi-has-been like Ace should be easy pickings.”

It turned out she was right. Jia kept her little crowd moving forward and returned the gorgeous brute’s next glance with a challenging smile.

Teeth flashed back at her from within a closely trimmed goatee and strong square jaw. A single earring twinkled. That was enough. They moved their little groups in union without ever breaking gazes. Their respective entourages respectfully parted and shortly they were testing each other’s grips. Jia tagged him without thinking about it.

“You’ve got be Monstress Jia, from Alaska. Ace Booker.”

“I hear you’re really good, Mister Club .”

“And I’ve been hearing things about you I can scarcely believe.”

“Want to see them proved?”

“Are you serious?”

“I’m always serious. And you’ve got a serious cock. I want to see how much hot spunk I can suck out of it. That’s what I’m really good at. But I want to fuck it too – if you can be trusted to control it.”

“Would any guy dare to let you down?”

“Not where I come from.”

Ace laughed while their audience tittered and buzzed. Jia frowned at the phones being held up to record their exchange. She shifted a bit closer, futilely trying to block them out.

“This party’s just getting started. Come back to my place for a while. We can take my bike.”

“You’re the boss – or should I say Monstress.”

“I’m glad you see it that way.”

As Jia led her prey away from their hooting and protesting following she was already pondering how to use the coitus ahead to accelerate her development.

***

As expected Elia made exceptional progress meditating.

Her naturally gifted mind rigorously trained in mystic skills already had the discipline that most had to struggle to develop. In truth she hardly needed tutoring beyond the basic theory and technique. A few common beginner’s tips and she’d been stone-still and seraphic for nearly an hour by the time Jia abruptly returned.

In contrast Thrall had been struggling. Too many powerful emotions refused to be completely quelled.

Of course those passions were what his owner most valued, and it quickly became apparent she intended to enflame these beyond any previous travail. The alpha-male she’d brought home was everything Drake Green had always grieved at not being. Almost as gigantic as Jia, he was the ultimate mesomorph, built bigger than Schwarzenegger in his salad days. He made the skinny slave feel like a ninety-eight pound weakling getting sand kicked in his face.

All that was bad enough. But then the goatee and a distinctive emblem on the back of his black leather vest (a deck of playing cards with the ace of clubs turned up) identified the guy. Damn if he wasn’t a famous fetish star, some of whose raunchiest submission videos were included in Thrall’s collection.

That was Los Angeles for you. Serendipity aside though, could there be a more exact embodiment of his darkest terror? A guy who could provide Jia with everything he did but in spectacularly superior fashion? A superbly more worthy imperial partner to permanently usurp his position? All those pumped-up muscles betrayed a fellow endorphin fiend – was that his secret previous uniqueness now about to be superseded? Yet even as these horrors roiled his belly and shame broiled up in his face, that cage enclosing and even threaded through his manhood-head was twitching in anticipation of the cuckolding of all cuckoldings upcoming.

Palpitating Thrall rose from his lotus, the golden chain wrapped about him as heavy as his dread. With a sultry pursing of his lips he shushed any unnecessary introductions. Then he led his betters away from meditating Elia and into what was once his bedroom. There with the door shut tight behind them he felt more diminished than a mote.

Shut in a small chamber with two such formidably enormous and desirable physical epitomes he was less than a house mouse trembling between titans. In humiliated homage he did the only thing he could. He obeyed instinctive impulse and dropped naked to his knees, collared and cock-locked and pitifully semi-erect, as subserviently deviant as his deities needed. From somewhere infinitely on high, glorious Goddess Jia smiled down upon him.

“Ace, this is my slave. He must be made to bear witness, and to attend us as necessary.”

“I heard of him too. The wimpy sissy who lives to watch you suck cock. No problem.”

“Normally he would be placed on the pogo-gibbet there to suffer his inadequacy properly. Things are changing around here however. This time he will be needed much nearer. Shed your clothing please, while I put him in his appointed place.”

“No problem!”

Jia nodded and Thrall unwrapped that weighty chain. She linked his collar to a ring in the wall by the Empress-sized bed they’d created in the room’s back corner. There she positioned him squatting on the angle of this, using handcuffs to manacle each wrist to its ankle, permitting the voyeur (participant?) some limited mobility but no whim of resistance.

Piling all the pillows into the corner where the walls met turned the bed into a sumptuously plush, diamond-shaped disporting place – roomy enough for even an enormous warrior-witch. Shedding all but her thigh-high boots and the silver jewelry she’d been accumulating (swinging scimitar pendants for earrings, an almost barbaric choker an inch wide and a jingling array of bracelets), Jia settled back slouching into softness. Half-reclined in cushioned splendor she spread her leather-clad legs: a regal demand rather than invitation. Before she spoke Thrall knew his worst fears were about to be realized. The only question was how many of them…

“My astonished ancestors, Ace, but that is a caveman’s club indeed.”

Jia gestured at the namesake cock now climbing erect. Huge and veiny as those herculean arms, this was more awe-inspiring in person than any video could possibly convey. Imagine giving that enlargement potions! Thrall’s mini pinched misery (twelve interminable days into indeterminate imprisonment!! One for every inch of that ridiculously hefty thickness!!) burned with furious envy – and a shameful something more. Jia cast her deprivation-depraved property a glance that bespoke both unsettling intentions ahead and debates just abated.

“One ought to feel blessed to be pleasured by such an enormous organ – or to pleasure it in return. But I must have assurances, Mister Club. Swear to me under penalty of the most punishing pegging that if I allow you to fuck me with that infamous prick, you will withhold ejaculating until you’re permitted.

“I don’t know what you’ve heard. But this Monstress must always climax first. Then you can withdraw as ordered and allow me to orally empty you. Meanwhile my waiting slave will move in to service me in turn. This is the sequence I insist on.”

“You wouldn’t be the first girl,” Ace grinned, unabashedly stroking up his own monstrosity. “Giantess Jia, I swear that you will have your wish!”

Every Monstress must. And as her sworn devotee, Thrall knew he must endure whatever he must, just as she’d decreed back at the Makkan Keep.

So be it, though his heart broke, his balls bloated to blue-black balloons and his pierced-pinched penis bleated its grief unceasingly!

***

Once again her conjecture proved correct.

Her frustrated subject was so deranged by the prospect of another male mounting her (or ssshhh! maybe him) that for the umpteenth time his effluvia surpassed all previous pungency.

With Thrall crouched bound on the bed right beside her, closer than ever, every breath charged the Empress with unprecedented eros, unlimited anima. Anguished eyes belied by his desperately doomed attempts to erect, her beloved contributed richly to her eldritch aims even as he waited to play his far more vital part. As she started her silent spell-work Jia reached down and began rubbing herself.

This was hardly incidental. Using her fingers to wet and open up (rather than a maid or her partner’s tongue) allowed the nascent hermaphrodite to obscure an obscenely jutting clit that not even ‘rampant steroid use’ (Thrall’s suggested excuse) could easily explain away.

Ace didn’t look close in any case. With the easy grace of a man paid to perform the most demanding contortions he boarded the bed and glided toward where Jia sprawled astride its deep-piled diagonal. One hand boldly clutched her boob while the other braced that broad-beamed, barrel-chested, magnificently defined muscle-mass poised just above her. For just a breath Jia trailed her own proprietary touch down an amazingly taut and tapering torso to the waist. Then before their voyeur could groan more than “No!” it was the unexpectedly eager Empress who took hold of the cuckolder’s gratuitously huge pole – and then guided it so gratifyingly home.

Ahhhhhhhhhhhh, YES! Rarely had she been so fittingly filled!

Teela’s gift may have been larger and harder. But nothing could compete with the feel of living tissue. Warm and silken it slid in to the limit, bringing complementary pain and pleasure: extremes of each melded together, opposites annihilating in perfect proportion. How could it ever be better? Or should she say ‘who could’? Jia’s paean overrode the sob from beside her but nothing could hide the stench of tormented lust, jealousy and self-despite that suddenly spiked.

Avidly the First Practitioner drew this in. Then adeptly she channeled it, incanting exactly – this despite the overwhelming sensory celebration suddenly accompanying the most gratifying fucking of her entire (heterosexual) history.

***

Ace Booker had begun battering her, and oh damn, oh man, no native of Shatra Jia’d had could begin to compare. Rich in exudates even though his passions were manufactured, this no doubt jaded-if-not-dated American stud more than made up for his lack of affect with power, purpose and utterly professional prowess.

Perhaps Nuran (the greatest warrior she’d ever bested and then bedded) had been the man’s peer in beautiful burly brawn. Yet his inbred deference before the Empress had sapped any real zeal. In contrast tit-grabbing, impertinent Ace pounded away without compunction, goaded on by her appreciative cries – and by the disbelieving keening of the tiny squirming male-maid fighting both steel and himself as he watched such superior beings demean him with every galvanic thrust and flex.

Ah, this was paradise in an apartment! At some point Jia became aware that her mental incanting had merged/emerged with her unconscious outcry. She was scream-chanting in the language of the earliest conjurers.

Thankfully no one took notice enough to disrupt either the developing spell or her coincidental climb toward the required climax. Treasuring that escalation, Jia concentrated on channeling all the mystic energy she was both absorbing and generating into her emergent maleness like the hot blood constantly flooding that urgent little engorgement.

The friction of Mr. Club’s piston against this was as gratifying as the heft and heat and reach of that truncheon punching relentlessly deeper. And was it possible that her orgasms were becoming even stronger? Whether due to the increase in that super-sensitive appendage or the corresponding changes within her (to say nothing of such a stupendous fucking), when that incredibly expert club-bludgeoning finally pounded her past her pleasure threshold Jia could hardly stand the intensity of the ensuing necessity.

Nevertheless even as spastic contractions wracked her and she squirted like a geyser, the inspired sorceress screamed out precisely the right regimen of raptures. And rather than revel in release she continued to force all that eros and anima into her transforming organ until this burned like it was near to bursting.

At last it was all too much, and that searing/swelling tipped the balance between shrieking peaking and unendurable agony. Somehow Jia finished the last litany of the accumulation mantra. Then immediately she cried out the crucial command before automatically beginning the next complex set of incantations.

“Now!” Bless the males involved, for they both obeyed ideally.

Ace pulled from her instantly. Swiftly he moved forward to lean into the corner, straddling her supine semi-slouch. At the same time Thrall scuttled under-around an up-flung stiletto heel to fall face-first into the place that wondrous club had just vacated. Even as Ace was thrusting his dripping rigidity through her lips, those of the imperial male-maid closed on the agonized focus of her ongoing growth.

Frantic for both power and easement, Jia ravenously sucked even as her gullet was brutally fucked. The pain in her clit grew absolutely excruciating as her worshipper’s fanatical urgency suctioned her in turn. Drawing on all that accumulated energy, they expended it expanding her living matter. Sustenance continuously became substance, and when Ace inevitably began ejaculating Jia added the sudden humungous glut of vitality to the ongoing alchemy.

Oh! Again this prospect proved potent beyond any other vessel – all but one. Might he prove nearly as inexhaustible as Thrall as well? Realizing that both her earlier chanting and the transformation she could feel so radically advancing made denying her witchery futile anyhow, Jia chose to discover the answer. Her fingers found the sustaining places and she prolonged the man’s orgasm, draining and channeling ruthlessly on even as the pain in her penis-to-be peaked.

Unfortunately this vessel proved unexceptional. Jia could feel the flow faltering as depletion advanced; repeated use would destroy this fool. Too bad: he was so nearly perfect otherwise. At last Jia desisted, and let Ace topple back.

Still Thrall suckled her slavishly on, exalted to obliviousness by the still-perceptibly swelling size and stiffness of the rather androgynous appendage dilating his lips. To equal such effort Jia maintained her own despite the pain, until concern for the suddenly unresponsive Ace demanded action. Dropping her spell-work and pushing away her slave both ended the agony and reawakened awareness of advisability issues.

So much for keeping a prudent profile. Jia at least retrieved her miniskirt and wrapped it quickly about her only slowly slumping new protrusion before going to Ace’s aid.

By the time she did so he was stirring. Obviously groggy, he looked up from the mattress uncertainly.

“Whoa! What the fuck did you do to me? What just happened? What was that all about?”

This wasn’t the first time the succubus had had to evade or explain. Nor would it be the last where her words failed to be convincing.

Despite his wide experience of life, Ace had obviously never developed the mental flexibility to accept the supernatural. Nor had he done enough drugs to distrust his perceptions. Having experienced both an impossibly prolonged orgasm and the debilitation of excessive draining with no way to explain either, and refusing to credit the truth of a witch even after all her mad chanting, Ace seemed to feel he had no recourse but to flee and try to forget all these anomalies. Spurning Jia’s offer of a ride back to the party (or anywhere else), he followed her first tagging (Barry? Barney?) in stumbling out the door as soon as he could support himself.

Well, someday she’d abduct him back to Shatra, and there in her palace dungeons he’d learn to trust his senses – before she utterly emptied him. In the meantime the Empress had spent everything, right down to her personal reserves. Aware that her recklessness was growing along with her addiction (and her wonderfully emergent clit-dick!) she nevertheless dressed, got back on her dragon and returned forthwith to the Fetish Fling.

She had her needs after all and what better place to sate them? This party was still just getting started!




Chapter Sixteen

Expanding Efforts, Abilities, Etc.

The ‘wellness center’ where Drake Green had gone to learn to meditate had closed only a matter of days ago. That was just as well. It had served mostly novices; once these advanced to a certain point they tended to continue alone (as Drake had done) or sought more sophisticated companions.

A little internet searching revealed that the local Buddhist temple set aside certain daily times for adherents to come meditate together. Whether for individuals who enjoyed the ambience or silent support, or groups seeking to achieve some esoteric goal, these gatherings attracted a far more promising sort of prospect. Thrall considered starting there the equivalent of Jia skipping the nightclub scene to wade straight into the pervert worst.

Still recklessly spending down his settlement, he’d rented another vehicle for the occasion.

A small two-seat compact that ran exclusively on electricity (and emitted only water vapor), this was ideal for driving delicate Elia around. Though the fortnight they’d spent in LA had finally acclimated her to the smog enough to function she still hated it, and kept all the windows sealed tight. Again dressed in her white jersey with blue piping (number 81 for the slot receiver) she had also donned fetching paisley yoga pants. With her hair braided back from her fey little face she was stunningly lovely despite the troubled frown she still carried around. Wearing but shorts and a t-shirt himself with a spell deflecting attention from his collar and chain, Thrall nevertheless felt conspicuous again as every eye they drove by was drawn to the striking albino by his side. Finally pulling in behind the temple he parked unobtrusively under a pair of palms.

“What do you think, mistress? Are you ready to do this?’

“I suppose we must.”

“Remember,” Thrall offered. “The more men you guys mark, the sooner we can go back. Then we won’t have to worry about our addicted Empress anymore.”

Elia only shook her head, and turned it to gaze at the people entering the temple.

Worried they both were. Yesterday Jia had been out all afternoon, evening and night for the first time, only returning at the crack of dawn. Around dusk Elia had slipped into the bedroom where Thrall remained chained so he could eat and use the john. And during the wee hours she at last joined him on the giant bed, if only to sit and keep vigil with him, watching over their rampant Empress from afar and assuring she remained safe.

Returning to her party, Jia had seemed starved for seed. And again she’d gone about getting it in a semi-public manner that was already growing notorious. After taking several men in succession into a maintenance shed (its lock no match for her magic) she no longer had to leave it. Could there be a more popular attraction at the party? With Lucie choosing which men to admit and Jia rarely rejecting a prospect, the succubus proceeded to feast (and tag) in classic binging addict fashion. And whenever anyone semi-official poked in, she either drained them as well or used some other spell to send them away befuddled.

Even when the party ended they’d merely moved nearby and Jia continued to suck men dry. As a priceless bonus, one guy even ‘tipped’ her with a dime bag of heroin – the illegal poppy extract that was the sole potion ingredient they lacked. Returning with the sun exultant and bursting with energy again she’d immediately mixed up a production-doubler before bed.

Now while she slept Thrall tugged his shorts from under freshly bloating, already abysmally blue balls. He tried not to think about Ace fucking his goddess so wonderfully or Jia making too many waves (you could say) and admired little Elia instead.

So eerily yet engagingly beautiful, so intelligent and unexpectedly mighty was this teenager who’d kidnapped him. She had sand as well, to do her duty here despite the multifarious dismay this raised. Suddenly she stiffened, almost seeming as eager to find an end to the Empress’ rampage as the impotent cuckold. Her voice sounded a joyous note.

“I see auras of particular potency here. Stronger than in the pain-lovers, if in subtly different ways. I’m sure Jia would consider them worth collecting. Shall we smother our misgivings, and go doom these poor souls to an unjust culling?”

“We must do as we’re ordered,” shrugged Thrall. “But all the while we should strive to find another solution, and in the meantime vow to minimize any unnecessary harm.”

“Very well. Let’s go meet some of these trance-practicing people.”

***

After a few hours of recuperative sleep – all she needed after recent feasting – Jia awoke alone in the apartment. Sprawled nude where she’d lately had such splendid (and magically successful) sex, she couldn’t help but to reach down and finger her new self.

Too bad her little male-maid wasn’t here to convert more energy to flesh! She would even have to settle for bathing and grooming her own body for once.

Giving into indolence, Jia stroked on, delighting in the way her dangling organ flushed and hardened, lifting itself in a miniscule but unmistakable erection. Tender to the touch and oozing with fluid yet, it was still more clit than prick. With her original plumbing unaltered, urine still emerged from beneath rather than through it. But soon she should prove capable of culminating the complicated conjuration. Then she would return to Shatra the first truly hermaphroditic Empress in a hundred generations!

Already she was a living legend; now such rarity would be revered as long as the Sisterhood lasted – all this on top of the heroic part she was even now playing in ensuring its continuance. Yet as exhilarating as this prideful aggrandizement was, the thought of all the intricate sexual exchanges ahead between her and Nala and Thrall was nearly as enticing.

How many variations were theirs to invent and explore throughout her remaining decades? Could she come to climax as a man and woman at the same time? Before contemplation had her masturbating in earnest the Empress forced herself to sigh, rise and be about her day. Seer and worshipper were productively at work; their ruler ought to match their example.

Only briefly did Jia indulge herself while bathing. Again, a sponge-glove couldn’t take the place of her slave’s tongue. And without his active agency and fervency of fantasy she wasn’t getting any bigger no matter how much vitality she’d recently imbibed. (So fucking much!) Besides, there were other sensual pleasures available in his absence.

The hot-air-blowing hair dryer, for example. Even unaided Jia luxuriated in her grooming. She donned a robe for the moment, thick and fluffy. Then making a fat sandwich she took this to her big chair by the kitchen table and pulled over the laptop Elia had left on. While she ate Jia investigated the current social media chatter, specifically regarding the LA fetish scene.

Not as nimble-fingered as Elia, she still had little trouble navigating – though she avoided plunging headlong into that seeming infinity of information the way the Seer eagerly did. What she discovered in her particular cultural backwater was unfortunate enough.

Much of the coverage of the big beach party was devoted to her, with photos galore of her leaving with Ace, even video clips of what they’d said to each other. His failure to return or even reappear anywhere was questioned; her later gluttony both slyly alluded to and sensationally shouted about. Too many men to mention boasted of being superbly serviced by her; some even reported impossible orgasms that left them feeling weak or suddenly susceptible to sickness. All this lurid gossip gave rise to rampant speculation about her origins, abilities and oddly obsessive appetites. Comments rife with filth filled the pages and it seemed suddenly uncomfortably likely she might at any time ‘go viral’ and bring unwelcome intensive global media attention on them.

As inhibiting to their mission as this would be, there were yet more disastrous possibilities.

When all these men began gradually disappearing over the years, her wanton sampling of them could be remembered and recognized as a connection. Though she would be safe back in Shatra, her remaining marked prospects could be alerted to their danger. Countermeasures might be enacted to end such abductions for good. Where would they turn for energy then?

Rather than the save the Sisterhood, she could end up hastening its doom.

Jia could almost hear Mina carping at her and for good reason. Perhaps she ought to retreat from the fetish scene temporarily while other avenues were explored.

The Empress pulled out her phone and called Thrall. Really, this instant communication was continuously amazing. Within a half dozen breaths her beloved was on the other end.

“One moment, ma’am.” A short pause later he was back. “What do you wish, great lady?”

Reminded again of Nala, Jia smiled.

“I fear I’ve been drawing too much scrutiny. How are you two proceeding?”

“Better than expected. Elia says there are many here as near or even closer to my potential than among the others. Still they fall short in some undefined yet subtly different way.”

“Like a variation on what we saw with Ace.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“So all these different types – pain lovers, trance-fanciers, our big hung stud – have valuable attributes that are somehow combined in you.”

“That’s our working assumption.”

“So what does the fantastically masculine Ace of Clubs share with my perverted little pegging pet?”

“I believe we’re both endorphin lovers. We habitually upset our bodily chemistry by stimulating the excessive production of certain neurotransmitters though strenuous physical exercise – in my case distance running, in his, weightlifting.”

Jia felt her smile spreading wider.

“Where can I meet more such endorphin-loving athletes?”

“Talk to Shanelle,” came the answer right back. “I met her at the gym after all.”

“Thank you, beloved!” Jia put all the commendation she could into her cry. Then she ended the call and dialed the first number in her phone’s memory.

***

Thrall slid his own phone back into his pocket – first ensuring it was still set to vibrate rather than ring out loud. That would have been unforgivably rude, a merry jingling disrupting the quiet peace of the temple. Before slipping unobtrusively back inside to rejoin Elia he stole a second to take a deep breath, to stretch and bask in the late-noon sun.

Once out of the car they’d had no trouble meeting people. Elia’s ethereal beauty seemed to gleam with an innate sanctity that was particularly appealing in such a refined setting. Even those too daunted to approach reacted eagerly when she turned her attention to them.

Introducing her as new to the area, Thrall saw her shake hands with dozens of people before they even made their way through the front door. That she was tagging every man in the process was obvious; she’d kept shooting him looks that spoke of increasing guilt. Finally between the crowded vestibule and inner temple she’d pulled him aside to whisper.

“This is…difficult. I can’t help seeing each of these kind, peaceable people screaming in the dungeon, or being discarded withered and mindless afterward. It is despicable, what we do. I need to seek some inner peace.”

“Well, why not meditate some? That’s what we’re supposedly here for after all.”

They’d proceeded in deeper. Yet before reaching the inner sanctum Elia was approached by a robed and wizened elder, clearly the ranking monk, if there was such a thing. They’d passed from introductions to discussing her interest in meditating when the buzzing against his leg had drawn Thrall outside. Now it was time to return, heavy if invisible gold slave chain and all.

Elia had selected a spot by a smoking censer, where a louver in the roof allowed the elegant billows to escape while admitting contrasting shafts of sun. Seeing that she was deeply entranced he didn’t disturb her but silently assumed his own lotus nearby.

For nearly an hour Thrall became the passive energy receptacle while Elia remained as uncannily still as a white marble statue. Nevertheless barely perceptible emanations of power, of arcane activity, disturbed her aura to the point that the more adept in her vicinity were seen sneaking peeks. Finally she stirred. Rousing Thrall with a smile she rose gracefully to her feet despite her long period of stasis. She smiled again, beckoning him to follow her out. Then emerging into the California sun she laughed and beamed twice as bright.

“How blessed we were to visit this place! That wise old man taught me so much so fast! With just a few words he opened whole new avenues to awareness within!

“Your people may not have any magic but some of their insights are just as valid, just as true and profound. Already I have learned to employ the energy within me far more effectively, increasing my mystic abilities unbelievably.”

She lowered her voice as they eased past a knot of gawking newcomers.

“I learned to leave my tags of eldritch energy without ever having to actually touch a person. I could do it now from the safety of the car. This will be so much less distressing for me. I have already marked every worthy man here – all but that venerable elder who was so helpful. I would answer to the Empress for sparing him, even though his potency rivaled your own.”

“You are wise as well in your way,’ Thrall mused. “And refreshingly compassionate. So what shall we do now, my enlightened young mistress?”

“Use your phone to find another such gathering. We will park nearby and I will do what I must to get us home. Again and again I will do so, until we exhaust this city’s possibilities.”

***

“Twenty-eight, twenty-nine, thirty! Damn, you incredible, girl! I ought to hire your ass as a bodyguard. And you say you never lifted once?”

Jia let the barbell crash down into its supports and shook her head. Forgoing guile she answered honestly as she sat up on the bench.

“There were other exercises we did to build strength, though. Not to mention a lot of training with weapons and carrying large burdens for long distances. We never really needed specialized equipment like this.”

“Well, around here we got to pump weights to stay in shape – though some do it for fun, or competition or just to get those old endorphins flowing, like sexy slave Drake.” Shanelle handed over a towel. “That be how we meet, though he mostly jam that stair-master. This a great place to find attractive men. I see you got an eye out for fresh meat still.”

True-dat, as Shanelle might have said. Jia had already tagged eight today.

Thrall had been accurate in identifying Ace’s key attributes. Many of the men attending this gym bore the same special shimmer Mr. Club had, of masochism and endorphin-love combined. Some could be more weakly detected as merely addicted to the latter. Still, even lesser vessels might be worth claiming someday, should Thrall prove truly unique. Jia found a way to shake hands with each. Some she also singled out for seduction, if it could be done more decorously than before. For that she cautiously sought Shanelle’s help.

“They tell me I come on a bit too strong. You know these men, not me. How do I approach such folks and tactfully ask them to kindly let me suck them dry?”

Shanelle laughed and slapped her bare thigh.

“I can arrange you some more nice discreet dates. We managed fine at the nightclubs, right? Not all of these guys will want your little bitch-boy hanging around watching though. But that do bring up a favor I gots to ax back. You got to let me play with that slave some more. I miss his tight white excitement.”

Jia realized something at that.

The finish to her conjuration was going to require a great deal of pain, pain which she and Elia would be too busy to provide. They needed the assistance of a gifted Afflicter, one who could be trusted to contribute to obvious witchcraft. With Nala unavailable, where in America could they find a better candidate? Jia chose her confidences carefully.

“You might be in luck. We’ve been planning an elaborate ordeal for him for about five nights from now. Bondage and extended torture are just the beginning. You’ll see secret rites and body-altering wonders you’ll struggle to keep to yourself. If you can swear to do so however, we’d love for you to join us. It truly will be a magical occasion.”

“Girl you got a deal!” Shanelle unhesitatingly held out a palm to be slapped. “I send as many of these men to your bed as I can all weekend, and then about what, Tuesday…?”

“The full of the moon,” Jia nodded. “From about an hour before sundown to after midnight.”

“…Tuesday I come over for another unforgettable torture orgy!”

“You never spoke truer. That’s the plan.”

This time it was Jia holding out the palm.

Shanelle sealed their compact with another slap. Then she eased Jia through meeting the closest prospect to optimal available. Jia took him back home for draining, followed by two more before Thrall and Elia returned at dinnertime with news of even more fantastic advances to their agendas. All together their combined achievements eased Jia’s concern over her reckless recent descent into notoriety.

Not only had Elia managed to tag over a hundred likely prospects. She’d refined her talents to the point that she could do so at increasingly greater distances. Apparently learning to trance herself was causing a new blooming in the prodigy’s still largely-undeveloped powers. Even without using the crystal to commune she was able to teach Jia to tag remotely too.

With four more sun-spins ahead before the attempt to complete her transformation, these achievements were beautifully opportune – and continuing. While Jia spent her time visiting various gyms and fitness competitions and tagging more men by the dozens (sucking off as many as she could before spending her nights feasting even more greedily), Elia progressed to marking prospects without ever leaving the apartment. From her seat on the floor in a sunbeam she could tag more men in an hour than gorging Jia did all day. Nor was that the only amazing ability she suddenly discovered within herself.

By some mental gift freed through that wizened elder’s guidance, Elia found she could now recall exactly everything she read – or even observed. Thrall called this ‘eidetic’ or photographic memory and claimed it was not unheard of on his world. In any case it was hugely helpful as the girl spent more and more hours devouring medical and scientific knowledge. Not only was she learning how to save untold lives back on Shatra, but she was also growing increasingly confident in her ability to accomplish the tricky restructuring of her Empress’ anatomy ahead.

As for Thrall, he spent every morning taking potency potions and every afternoon and night either banished from the bedroom while Jia drained her more staid prey or struggling on the pogo-gibbet while she put horns on his head right under his nose. And all the time that his balls swelled on and his impotence tormented him ever worse, he remained amusingly unaware that at least a brief reprieve was approaching by the moment.

The culmination upcoming would require prodigious levels of energy. No matter how recklessly Jia gorged herself, when the time came she would still need to feed extremely deeply. And only her exceptional vessel could supply the purity and quantity of vitality called for then.

And so the time of transformation approached with high hopes. The only bit of unease came from Elia.

With the date for the finishing ritual set for their twentieth sun-spin since arriving in America, they were already going to be a bit overdue returning home. Though there had to be a limit to how badly Mina could screw things up in less than a turning of the moon, the Seer repeatedly expressed a desire to don the crystal and send her sight winging back between the worlds to make sure. Something inside was itching insistently at her…

With the great number of prospects tagged so far and the increasing likelihood that none would be found as exceptional as Thrall, perhaps they should consider returning once Jia had her penis – loathe as the Empress was to curtail her adventures. America was like an endless buffet to the addicted succubus. And they would all miss the electronic toys and conveniences. At last it was agreed that they could check in on Mina after Tuesday. Depending on how that hugely consequential spell went, they could then better assess the success of their quest. In the meantime, Jia had to dial up Shanelle again.

***

“Shanelle? Hey.”

“Jia, baby! The Monstress! How’d you like that third guy last night?”

“Scrumptious!”

“So what’s the plan for today? You need me, or should I actually go in to work?”

“You can work. I’m going back to the fetish scene this afternoon, to really get primed for tonight. Speaking of which…”

“What you need me to bring?”

“Can I give you a list?”

“The longer, the better!”

Jia loved this lady’s enthusiasm.

“Okay, another giant cock like one on the pig-pegging pogo-pedestal.”

“Already got it. Go on.”

“A bunch of those short belts you told me about, you know for really serious bondage. And a good whip for short-range work.”

“Cat o’nine tails?”

“Exactly.” Jia had become fluent in American fetish terms in no time. “And didn’t you say you have specialized gear for using electricity a lot more extensively than that little wand can provide? A way to create long hours of unrelenting agony without any permanent damage?”

Shanelle was already talking over her.

“Yes! Excellent! Leave it all to me, sister. We’ll have your boy howling at the moon until it goes down over the ocean. Anything else?”

“Why don’t you surprise me?”

“You got it girl!” Cruel Shanelle laughed with demonic delight. “What time?”

Jia considered for a bit.

“Have dinner first,” she decided. “The other three of us need to fast for this kind of ritual, as least as far as food goes. You know me. But we need to have the sacrificial prisoner and energy vessel bound and ready to begin before sundown.”

“Damn girl, you got a plan, don’t you? You really do be a witch. Am I going to learn how you turned that guy’s totally ordinary dingus into a cock worth putting a lock on?”

Committed now, Jia saw no point in being coy anymore.

“You sure are. And you’re going to help us with something similar but a whole lot better. At the same time you’re going to make your old friend Drake confront the real reason being cuckolded excites and upsets him so much.”

It sounded like Shanelle was dancing in place.

“Oh baby, what could ever be better! Wait ‘til I tell you about Roy’s day of reluctant realization. All right sister, say no more, I am so there! I’ll see you at around seven o’clock. Stay out of trouble until then.”

“No promises.”

Jia ended the call grinning widely.

Her new Afflicter was quite the gift.

She would be missed, though having Nala back soon would be wonderful too. Practically levitating between the energy glut already stuffing her and keen anticipation of the miracle ahead, Jia jotted down the formulas for the potions she needed Elia to brew up over the afternoon. Then she left both her and Thrall in the living room meditating (she really ought to try that herself) and went out to suck as many men empty as she could before the evening.




Chapter Seventeen

Merging the Emergent

Hungry from fasting but too keyed up to have much appetite anyway, Thrall sat naked in the tub. Even his collar and chain had been removed for the occasion. And oh it was murder, trying to ignore his tortured genitals while Elia ceremoniously bathed him!

Several different herbs and dried or fresh flower blossoms floated on a surface shiny with exotic oils. Wearing a white silk gown that was impossibly alluring while paradoxically emphasizing the aura of the sanctified virgin-priestess that similarly clung to her, the teenage Seer chanted in a soft sibilance as she used pale hands to lave that carefully prepared bath all over any exposed flesh. Somehow erotically methodical, she finished rinsing away the gritty mix she’d used to completely depilate him – and scour off at least a layer of skin in the process.

At last she placed a palm on his head, the only area he still had hair. Even some of this had been clipped away, to burn with nail parings and more herbs in an incense urn. With gentle pressure she dunked him under. For at least twenty seconds the incanting sorceress held him submerged, ensuring a total immersion during a few critical stanzas. Finally Thrall was allowed to rise, dry his hair and gingerly pad at his stinging bareness. Finished her reciting for a time, Elia looked both excited for the challenge at hand and daunted by memories of sharing her Empress’ sexual excesses.

Had she overcome the conflicts that created for her? Thrall hadn’t thought to pursue the matter. Nor was this the time, with his ball-bloat and shackled manhood still aroused by her recent scrubbing – and by what was now coming. An ordeal promised by his goddess to surpass anything in his experience was finally upon the fanatical masochist.

Thank heavens! Any sensory apotheosis would be priceless.

After nearly three weeks without sexual release (not to mention all those potions), after suffering the infinite emasculation of countless cuckoldings, Thrall was so desperation-deranged that he’d welcome not only an earthshaking endorphin indulgence but even his worst nightmare if only it offered him sublimation of his unsupportable frustration! As Elia led him across the hall to where his current and former deities had been preparing the bedroom for them, the steps of the sacrificial subject were each more eager than the one previous.

The First Practitioner and her new Afflicter were ready for him.

While Shanelle wore a dominatrix’ body harness, all thin leather straps and silver chains, Jia was magnificently naked.

Bathed and shaved as well, she stood with her almost-penis dangling openly exposed. Still manically exhilarated by the revelation of both that nascent maleness and the evening’s eldritch agenda, Shanelle clutched a bunch of belts as if squeezing them was the only thing keeping her in one piece. Looming so colossally in all her huge nude pulchritude, the Empress gestured to a cleared space on the floorboards, between the bed and where she’d placed her throne-like chair.

Charcoal had been used to draw a pentagram there, with lit beeswax candles marking the five points spaced about eight feet apart. Elia led Thrall to the center of this star, where the crossing lines formed an inner pentagon. Again wordless pressure on his head forced him down, this time to his knees facing the bed. Then while Elia retreated to add a few last pinches to a tray set up with a variety of potions, Shanelle stepped in with her handful of belts.

All of these were inordinately short. That was by design of course, as she used two of the shortest to bind his arms behind him.

With one at his wrists and the other the elbows, his forearms were soon pressed pulse-to-pulsating-pulse for their entire length, while his luckily skinny shoulders were bowed to the brink of dislocation. By that time Elia had returned with a goblet in each hand.

“For sensory enhancement and suggestibility,” she breathed, holding the first to his lips.

While Thrall tried not to gag on the noxious mix hitting his empty belly, he watched Jia drink down a pair of potions of her own. As soon as he’d finished his second he was pushed down to lie prone on that carbon-marked polygon. Within an energy-channeling pentacle of flickering candles he felt his legs being spread.

Treating his pelvic joints with the same disdain as his shoulders (as if he possessed the limberness of a gymnast), Shanelle forced his feet ever wider apart, into a veritable cheerleader’s split, until she could place an unscrewed broomstick atop his hips, and have it stretch out straight from toe to perfectly opposed toe.

Six more belts secured him to this, one at each of his ankles, two about the knees and the longest pair cinching him inseparably to that spreader-rod right where his thighs met his socket-popping hips.

A nice long rope was produced, thick and strong, Thrall shivered as one end was knotted firmly at his coccyx, right in the exact center of that stick.

Apparently balance was going to matter. An identical rope was already fashioned into a classic executioner’s noose. Grinningly Shanelle tugged this snug about Thrall’s gulping throat. Pulling the knot around to his nape, she slipped the remaining stretch of hemp under his belted-together arms and pulled it out between his inward-facing fists. Without ceremony both ropes were tossed over the hook installed in the ceiling right above him.

“Ready, sexy?”

Shanelle’s twinkling glee may have been at odds with the serious demeanor of the witches. Still it didn’t strike a discordant tone. It even reminded of their introductory times together. How incredibly far they’d come since then! And…how much farther might there yet be left to go?

“Anything for thee three!”

“Excellent, slut-boy.” Shanelle coquettishly petted his head. “Monstress say you need to be wired-up by sunset. And I can’t get to the tender bits. So even though the ritual ain’t officially underway yet, I be afraid the terrible pain about to begin!”

Muscles bulged in thrilling exhibition as both superbly fit women, one stupendously immense, hauled on those heavy ropes. Up into the air, swinging and strangling in instant spine-savaging agony rose the tiny, timid, oh-so grateful sacrifice.

With that hang-rope run through his wrists, only the torturous torque on his bowed shoulders and backbone (and the handy ridge of his mandible) kept that noose from completely constricting Thrall’s windpipe. Still every inhale whistled as he was lifted, splayed legs waggling while his swag-belly sagged, until he was suspended with his up-tipped face and hips (and their opposing holes) both at about the level of Jia’s breasts. There those ropes were snubbed, leaving the slut-boy dangling, strangling and thrashing uselessly against the ravages of gravity.

Giggling delightedly, Shanelle immediately pushed over a footstool-sized electronic console remarkably like one to be found at a rock concert.

It certainly had enough switches, gauges, dials, plugs and wires. Then while Elia completed that mystic pattern by arranging another five candles at each point of the inner pentagon now centered below his depending midsection, the Afflicter began connecting those wires.

Adhesive rubber pads glued contacts directly to Thrall’s obscenely bloated balls. More were adhered wherever Jia directed, at each sensitive nerve nexus or pressure point in the vulnerable perineal area. Other wires ended in alligator clips, which Shanelle pinched both directly onto the exposed skin of his penis’ shaft and glans and to the steel shackle threaded through his meatus and piercing. More toothy clips were attached to his nipples, and finally only his body’s most erogenous spots – the always eager orifices at either end – remained.

Dedicated sadist Shanelle ran out not a wire but a cable. This connected to a gigantic conical plug of some conductive metal. Even greased considerably it was agony to insert, though once it lodged behind the sphincter Thrall’s anal fixation most gratefully agreed with it. Finally an even worse contraption was fitted into his mouth. Lodged between his teeth, this insidious metal apparatus both forced his jaws open to their aching limit and clamped down upon his already protruding tongue, stretching it out to full extension and preventing any retraction.

To the dripping tip was pinched one last clip. And with that the subject was wired to receive over two dozen either random, intricately programmable or whimsically delivered charges of electricity, whichever the needs of the instant dictated.

Moving to the room’s window where she could monitor the declining sun, Jia made ready to draw the shade. Closing the door to the corridor, Elia then crouched to light those last five candles. Through the delicious distress already afflicting him, Thrall heard his Empress giving orders to his torturer.

“Remember, from the moment we begin, you must not distract us from our incanting. Do not pose us questions, only afflict the sacrifice as you see fit. This first stage will take hours, so do not overtax your endurance. Let the electricity do your work when necessary.”

“Don’t sweat it, sister.” Shanelle was busy fiddling with dials. She waved a small remote control. “Fingers like these don’t ever get tired!”

Suspense tormented Thrall as dreadfully as gravity then as the Earth slowly turned. But finally Jia nodded to Elia. As the former closed the shade, shutting out the last day she’d see as a singular gender, the little Seer lit those candles. Right away their golden glow began casting wildly dancing shadows on the walls and ceiling above the struggling prisoner, who seemed suspended by the slenderest of strings in the center of that powerful pentagram.

And so ensued as promised the most challenging ordeal that any worshipful slave and dedicated pain-lover could possibly desire.

***

Elia began the chant.

Later they would work together, or take turns augmenting and channeling the life-energy generated. For now the Seer assumed a comfortable lotus position on the seat of Jia’s oversize throne while the Empress herself reclined opposite her on the bed. Already riches of eros were wafting over her and Jia vacuum-subsumed it all in as she settled back to watch this most promising of Afflicters at her work – or her life’s most driven delight.

Shanelle was obviously in her element. First she spent a brief eternity delivering single shocks of increasing intensity down various wires, educating Thrall in which hurt worse. Was it those to his tongue and lips, nipples, balls, various places on or inside his penis or through that greatest cable to his stuffed-up ass? Clearly it was the last, judging by his reaction. She followed this tune-up by playing him like an instrument; jolting screams of varying pitch and volume from her subject by administering ever more clever combinations of stimuli.

Finally after afflicting him through all umpteen wires at their highest levels for an outrageous, skeleton-rattling interval she set the mechanism to go on shocking him at random. With ever-changing numbers and levels of contacts active, and Thrall writhing continuously in his piteous midair misery, Shanelle happily assumed a more hands-on role.

Jia took her cue to do the same.

Using only her fingers (if dipped in a pot of peanut oil heated with exotic herbs) she began to masturbate as she watched. Lounging luxuriantly below her squalling, eye-bulging subject as Shanelle used another pair of consecrated candles to drizzle scalding wax all over his body, she gradually went from easing apart her labia and exploring inside to pinching and pulling on her immediate erection. Nevertheless despite unbearable excitement she paced herself.

Once again orgasm would be wasteful here.

She must concentrate all that she gleaned from her slave and all that her ministrations raised into her evermore emergent maleness. So for the most wondrously slow stretch she sprawled indolently on her pillows and gorged herself on both exudates and genital pleasure, and when Shanelle began to get more active yet she relished the increase as much as her suffering lover.

“How about it, bitch?” Nobody said anything against the Afflicter addressing the prisoner. “Think the foreplay be about over? Time to get busy with the whip?”

Despite the noose stretching his congested face so radically back, Thrall managed the tiniest of pleading nods. Despite bondage more fiendish than even Nala had ever devised, the constant unpredictable shocks and the increasing heat of those candles arrayed beneath him, his bulging eyes held all exaltation in their tear-swimming red-threaded extremity. His aromas poured forth as copiously as ever before, well-spiced with frustrated craving at watching her wanking her gleaming pink, ever-bigger penis-to-be. How he burned to suck on her!

Patience, my irreplaceable slave.

The moment will come for your most servile slut-lust to prove more essential than any amount of sorcery. Then eventually we’ll have the rest of our lives for you to suck me up ever larger. For now just keep those oh-so potent juices flowing…

The flogger Shanelle had brought was made of braided leather thongs, each with a hard little knot at the tip. About three times as long as the Ace-plus-sized dildo that formed its handle, these were punishing enough for extended use while sparing the slave from too much cumulative damage. That proved prescient. For better than her word, Shanelle showed her entire iron-pumping hardbody was just as tireless as she’d professed her button-pushing fingers to be. And as for her pitiless zeal in torturing an appreciative subject, she continued to exceed even the most driven of the Sisterhood’s Afflicters.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah! Three hundred years and more your forebears whipped mine, raped mine, kept us in chains! We was less than livestock, to be bought and sold or tortured to death at whim. Who got the whip now, huh, honky bitch? Who da slave can’t wait to be raped?”

With Elia’s first potion enhancing every sensation that his deliberately tender-rendered flesh sent, Shanelle attacked every already-scalded square inch available to her. From the toes and soles of his feet up both legs to his ridiculously stuffed and split bum (but mostly across his tortured back and torso) she slashed so many overlapping livid welts it became nearly impossible to distinguish any unblemished skin. In spite of the way he writhed wildly trying to pull away from both the candles burning him progressively worse from below and that relentless lashing from above, the dual futility of this only fueled his masochistic transport. So profusely did he endlessly feed Jia throughout his perfectly choreographed torture, she was tempted to indulge in just a little orgasm as they breathlessly built their way up toward midnight.

Of course that would be like pulling the keystone from a dike and hoping for a trickle rather than a deluge. Instead whenever her diddling began to get away from her she took up the long incantation from Elia. The teenage prodigy was so far performing as flawlessly as Shanelle, though of course the real test lay ahead – if by steadily decreasing increments.

Indeed the hours seemed to flee as Jia feasted, stimulated herself and packed power into her pulsating pudenda. No doubt they crawled for throttled Thrall, as Shanelle whooped and laughed and afflicted him pitilessly ever on. Still the real test lay ahead for him too.

It was essential that uninterrupted torture not only strengthen her but weaken his mental defenses as well. The suggestibility potion would help. But when the time came to induce the illusions necessary for her final alterations, the ultimate emasculate must be left too mentally vulnerable to persist in any more childish denial.

And so they kept at him, maintaining and constantly increasing the sacrificial prisoner’s delicious distress until the witching hour at last rolled around. Then First Practitioner and Seer completed the last several stanzas of the accumulation mantra together. Rising as one afterward, they moved to assume their places for the culminating phase without speaking.

While Jia circled the pentagram to take Elia’s former seat on her throne (careful not to trespass into that mystically energetic space), the lovely albino stripped off her silk and donned the Seer’s stone. Then in contrast she ducked under gasping Thrall and sat deliberately in the center of that candle-bounded nexus. Facing her regally seated Empress she assumed her preferred lotus and nodded in determined readiness. Jia in turn nodded to Shanelle, that she should proceed as they’d agreed.

Midnight was imminent, bringing with it the finishing stage of her unbelievably audacious attempt to claim the powers and pleasures of both sexes for herself. That would make her a goddess indeed and not to just her peg-addicted pet. Everyone in Shatra would be more in awe of her than ever. All Jia could do was begin, and pray that her partners were up to the challenge.

***

Exhausted and excruciated from his overstrained skeleton throughout every wretchedly wrenched muscle and tendon to the burned, whipped-raw surface of his epidermis; woozy from hours of half-strangled anoxia and incessant electrocution from both inside and out, Thrall was clinging to the barest remnant of exalted sentience when at last those savaging shocks ceased.

Shanelle’s teasing lilt dredged for his attention. Her words came with searing flashes of additional agony, as she swiftly stripped away contacts and released alligator clips.

“Now, my favorite project, my eager convert to the infinite obligations of submission.

“Now, my beautifully malleable male who so bravely overcame your innate inclinations to first embrace disciplinary and sexual subjugation, then learned to cherish the exquisite justice of systematic emasculation, from owner-imposed impotence to witnessing her endlessly lavishing her favors on your betters; now you finally get to reconcile yourself to the most secretly exciting shaming yet. Revel in memories of how it all began – and remember that your continued acceptance is essential if you wish that owner to be able to exceed even these most deviant dreams, and all throughout a wonderfully perverted perpetuity.”

Having dropped her street slang for this extravagant speech, it was clear Shanelle was serious. Yet Thrall had gone beyond coherent thought. When she next released his scorched-dry tongue and horribly sprung jaws he could only stream hot tears in relief, work strained ligaments weakly and try to generate some saliva.

Almost as if anticipating this, his Afflicter suddenly loosed the hang-rope from the hook installed above him. Ironically this made that noose close completely at last. Still suspended by his stick-splayed legs, Thrall suffered strangulation for real as his agonizingly arched torso was only slowly lowered.

Past a slender nude Elia leaning carefully to one side, he swung on downward until he hung perpendicular to the ground, with his purpling face finishing its descent right in his goddess’ holy crotch. That garrote was loosed and at last removed and he whooped in breath. Meanwhile his straightened spine rejoiced as oxygen-rich blood flooded rapidly down into his head.

Nor were those the only impossibly blessed extremes of relief so generously bestowed after interminable travail. Even as he was blinking back tears to see that super-elongate clit jutting up so tantalizingly just out of reach, Thrall felt something even more inviting. His goddess was unlocking and even removing the fetter that he’d feared might never cease so pitilessly imprisoning the tender end of his evermore maddened manhood!

Thrall almost swooned in the giddy reversal of blood rushing from one head back up to another. Then his imperial owner spoke the first words beyond meaningless incantations or ecstatic little shrieks since his ordeal had begun at sundown.

“Yes my most precious vessel. Even as gorged as I am, only you can provide me the amount and purity of vitality I need to actually modify my anatomy. And even then I may have to drain you exceedingly deep.”

“Oh please goddess, proceed, proceed!” Thrall wheezed.

Almost despaired-of heavens beckoned. Before he could be sacrificed to the succubus though, Shanelle had to chime in. Clearly her excitement had only heightened despite all her long exertion, her labors of manhood-dismantling love.

“Damn, I heard of blood magic. But come magic? This I got to see!”

Standing beside Jia, she wrenched the plug from his rectum in a tearing flaring of sudden excruciation. Then even as she was pouring more heated oil into the gaping, throbbing hole of his opening (and pouring more over the huge plastic prick that formed the handle of her whip), naked Elia from behind guided Thrall’s head onto the Empress’ upright appendage.

Despite the debilitating abuse just past, the slave’s craving responded as eagerly as ever. Forgetting his own finally freed penis, disregarding his aching jaws and Shanelle’s recent teasing entirely, he latched ravenously on and started sucking with all his habitual fervor.

The next second however Elia’s gently guiding hands turned into a cruel grip that clasped his head helpless. She pressed his face to Jia’s vulva and held it. And she must have been wearing that vision crystal while she did so. Because even as her First Practitioner began the most arcane mantra yet, the irresistible sylph who’d abducted him was suddenly for the second time right inside Thrall’s most private mind.

Only she didn’t just join his experience unnoticed. The Seer’s consciousness communed with his, sharing an instant understanding. She was going to use her abilities – and the mental tendrils penetrating him – to delve deep within his subconscious. She was about to summon forth a recent recurring dream of his. So hideously forbidden was this fantasy that he always instantly banished it on awakening, deliberately forgetting it before ever admitting its existence.

She was going to confront him with his direst secret need – which was fortuitously also the overriding requirement of the conjuration they were attempting. As always, he would be counted upon to contribute all of his desire and belief along with his servicing and seed. And as Shanelle had said, his acceptance of anathema to the remnant man in him would be essential.

There was no more time to prepare. As soon as Elia was assured of his understanding, she put forth her power. Effortlessly exerting her will over his, a more fundamental domination of his being than can be conceived, the witch filled Thrall’s conscious awareness with an illusion. Created by her magic, this was far more exact and inescapable than any imaginable dream.

Dream? Of course this new alternate reality he suddenly found himself trapped within was more like his worst nightmare – just as he’d so blithely surmised coming in here.

***

By every sense and perception, Thrall’s brain and body insisted he was back where he’d been a week or so ago.

Goddess Jia had returned from her party. And she’d brought with her not just the usual anonymous usurper but the amazingly hunky and hung famous professional stud Ace of Clubs. No longer suspended upside-down, the resident pathetic buggery-begging bondage-bitch was once again kneeling on the bed, chromed shackles linking each wrist and ankle.

He was bowed down kowtowed. It was just as he’d been when servicing his cruelly cuckolding owner: ecstatically sucking a perceptibly lengthening erection up ever larger. Oh, what Elysium! Only that had been then and this was…whatever this was.

Instead of incipient intersexual Jia lounging imperially on her pillow pile, it was that same hyper-masculine Atlas embodiment, the mountainously-muscled mesomorph whose mere existence so diminished him. And this time the puny puling cuckold-slut wasn’t pursing fervently on an index finger-big penis-to-be. Nor was it the hoped-for gigantic Jia-organ of his formerly commanded fantasy. Instead his lips were stretched to the limit trying to accommodate just the velvety-warm helmet of that infamously prodigious porn star’s prick!

Immediately upon realizing whose madly aroused rigidity he was greedily gobbling, Thrall forgot himself. Worse, he forgot his goddess. Instinctively he tried to retreat. What unadulterated idiocy! In this world or all of them, hands were clamped to the back of his skull.

Whether these were the dainty ones of Elia telepathically imposing this reality or those at the end of bodybuilder Ace’s Mr. Universe arms, they were proof against any attempted rebellion. In nasty mastery they shoved him down harder, stuffing his throat to the limit too, filling him with throbbing hot man-meat.

Sobbing in panic, revulsion, soul-searing shame and (admit it damn it) an unspeakably illicit thrill that made him wish to be instantly killed, Thrall retched like he hadn’t on an invading organ in ages. Oh, his alimentary track was attempting to turn itself inside-out! Yet even as this most deranging horror-ordeal of all descended, its demands suddenly doubled!

Roughened by numberless barbells, more unmistakably manly hands seized hold of his boyishly slender hips. Another hugely punishing club, fat with blood and afire with lustful life, was rudely pressing for entry into his already ravaged asshole. And while in one reality it might have been Shanelle applying the pitiless sodomy, all Thrall perceived was the alternative Elia inflicted.

Whether it was the man’s twin (if identical right down to the pattern of all those snaking veins), or some kind of imagination-created duplicate, another handsomely sneering and robustly pumped-up muscle-bound stud Ace of Clubs was possessively clutching his up-thrust butt. Nor – oh! – was that all. Brimming with derision, he was roughly thrusting his own thickly rigid prick in agonizingly deeper, uh, deeper, ah, oh, ouch, so much fucking deeper! Please! Yet even that was but the teaser.

Before the freshly deflowered slut-boy could begin to accept his new status, that ultimate male ideal was inserted to the balls and violently ass-stabbing the girly-gasping breath from him. And he was doing it with not only all of the professional pride and indomitable power he’d displayed fucking Jia’s cunt but with every bit of the passionate abandon he’d then lacked.

So this was the destiny his own innermost cravings had condemned him to: a doubly-cuffed-and-stuffed sissy-slut spitted between gigantic erections of genuine flesh! Somewhere Shanelle most hugely approved. The hapless captive focus of the ultimate all-male ménage e trios; the finally fittingly emasculated little submissive would be permitted not even the slightest respite from his most deviant needs. He could henceforth only embrace and sate them as his goddess required or fail her (and himself) unforgivably.

At this recognition a warmth of approval from Elia washed into him. Touching Thrall though their now three-way communion, it carried the limitless beneficence of his glorious goddess Jia as well.

Both witches wordlessly soothed his panic. They encouraged him not to try to defeat his instinctive revulsion but to revel in it. It was even okay to despise himself for enjoying this most fundamental possible shaming, though they of course couldn’t begin to judge.

Perhaps deprivation had driven him to this, like a reluctant but eventually willing prison bitch. Everyone was bisexual under enough duress. Look at the way bonobos behaved. The key was to celebrate his supreme demeaning, to allow that sickeningly intense, deeply-conflicted arousal to amalgamate everything else. Then while his inextricable pain, shame, self-hate, disgust and that worst-to-endure depraved lust all empowered his glorious owner, his finally freed need for alpha-male mastery would enable-hasten the development of those newly innate traits she was even then creating.

Messages successfully suggested, the witches withdrew from Thrall’s awareness. Without transition, reality number three reclaimed him entirely.

Once again he was bowed subserviently down, with his again tendon-stretched mouth pressed flush to the pubis of a lordly lounging Ace of Clubs number one. Gullet-stuffed almost to the gut with pulsing hardness thick as his arm, he reckoned the master’s glans lodged so deep in his esophagus was closer to the identical truncheon so viciously impaling his ass than its own choking length.

Astoundingly pounded between penises that reached ever nearer each other as Ace Two’s brutal bludgeoning continuously rhythmically compacted his trapped little torso, the shrimpy sissy wailed inwardly at the scale of the challenge presented him.

How could he ever live with himself after reveling in this reviling, this supremely degrading, fatally emasculating raping? How could he bear the ignominy?

On the other hand, how could he bear to let his beloved down?

Goddess wanted her own cock, and what the goddess wanted, the goddess got – even at the cost of his own inherent manliness.

Besides, the thought of all she might do to him with an erection like the ones so deeply double-drilling him was more compulsory than the implacable hands holding him captive – or even the imponderable power of these witches to commandeer his very awareness.

His goddess needed this from him. And he needed it back from her, forever. So for both their sakes Thrall succumbed to what his mistresses (and his deepest deviance ascendant at last) urged of him. Despite being spitted past the proverbial gills, he began to suck on that throat-full of master-meat as slavishly as any faux phallus or enchanted clitoris ever.

He imagined himself licking and tickling, slurping and slobbering all over it, tea-bagged balls and all, as he endlessly sensuously pleasured and gobble-bobbed either as obsequiously leisurely or as frantically enthusiastically as his menacing master commanded.

Sexual organs were gloriously exciting to service!

At the same time he tried to relish the fact that his ruthlessly jack-hammered-in ass was being so superbly bitch-raped not by a pretty sexy pegging partner but a brutishly barbaric ape-man, a domineering silverback gorilla of a guy twice his weak-sister size.

This was considerably more difficult.

Still the cuckold-catamite was nothing if not committed. And when he ultimately indeed found himself shamefully wallowing in his pain-disgust-hate-lust to the exclusion of all else he was finally rewarded – after what felt like long hours of that wallowing of course, which was its own reward. But then after truly hellish heaven (and an unendurable eternity of deprivation), the Elia-abducted slave’s stymied craving for sacrificial draining finally looked liable to be sated.

***

Even as he sucked and slavered, groaned and strained to further open his horribly gored-in whore-hole, another presence was added to the alternate reality he inhabited. Goddess Jia had joined them! In fact suddenly that big diagonal pillow-pile had become a bower of fluffy clouds.

Supported by no more than the cushy floor of this deity’s demesne, Thrall went on rabidly suckling and celebrating his dual gay rape as Ace One and Ace Two continued to sledgehammer obliviously away. Yet rising through that vaporous medium to appear between his spread knees was the visage of his Supreme Being – the one who ruled this Olympus (and all others). And she had need of more than just his emotional turmoil, lust, need, embattled maleness and belief.

Though he could pick up an eerie kind of energy echo as his mistresses again began to mentally incant, Thrall required no telepathic contact to know the moment of apotheosis was at hand. It was finally time to supply his singularly potent seed – along with sacrificing any last scrap of his born gender or even his very life if need be.

Could there ever be a better way to go?

Fully aware that he was liable to ejaculate instantly after so much stymied insanity, Jia was taking her time. She needed to proceed deliberately while the incantations were finished. She took him into her mouth as she had countless others before him, gripped him firmly with her lips but then slid him in and out with only exquisite slowness.

Thrall would have spewed regardless. Oh it felt so heavenly! Yet Elia remained in control of his brain. Sensing ejaculation approaching she caused the huge skin-skewer pounding him down onto its identical, gullet-stuffing twin to accelerate its power and pace past any mortal capacity.

Not even a monstrous muscleman like the Ace of Clubs could fuck with the juggernaut force and speed of some runaway pell-mell bitch-battering machine. Nor could any eight hundred-pound primate bury its bumpy baculum so superhumanly abusively! Still Thrall exultantly suffered it all, and the resulting excrucio-subjugation explosion held orgasm at bay for a brief bit more – especially when the hands on the back of his head began similarly slamming his face up and down, fucking his gullet as ferociously as his butt.

Nevertheless, after an eternity of impotent cuckoldry, his Empress was actually servicing him again. And even in the fusion of emotions and agonies overwhelming all else, Thrall sensed the incredibly complex incantations culminating. Here was where the emergent maleness would be manifested at last. And oh the amount of energy necessary would be immense!

Elia shared again what they intended.

Internal testes must be generated, along with the ducts leading to a lengthened and rerouted urethra. What good was a cock if it couldn’t come?

How these feats were to be achieved was of course beyond the understanding of a magic-challenged American. All Thrall knew was that with Elia’s arts and anatomical knowledge guiding, the incredible quantity of life-energies Jia had accumulated and concentrated must be employed in combination with his belief and need (and truly frenzied suckling!) These remained as essential as his seed. And oh blessed goddess, after so much hoarding his beloved succubus at last saw fit to harvest this!

He was trembling on the hair-trigger brink. Fingers were finding their familiar places around his gonads. Somehow Thrall detected the intensity of mystic energy within the pentagram soaring in concert with his euphoria just as Jia suddenly accelerated her virtuoso fellatio. And even as she sucked and so swiftly pumped his glans and shaft with those tightly gripping lips, the rest of the reality that had captured Thrall barreled on toward its own climax.

Superhuman silverback-studs Ace Two and Ace One ramped up their already absolutely rampant bitch-ravishing ramming to an equally impossible pitch.

Grunting gutturally, they speared those punishing truncheons in to their deepest reach yet, the identical helmets perhaps inches apart within him. Together they ground those boners around and with terrifyingly primal sounds began pumping their mutual slut full of what felt like gallons of scalding spunk.

Flooding both ends until his stomach swelled toward splitting and he was sobbingly receiving the most abdomen-distending semen-enema imaginable, his alpha-male masters finally combined to snarl the command that Thrall had been so desperate to hear for so incredibly long.

“Now, cuckolder-sucker!”

“Give it up, bugger-slut!”

Whether it was Elia, Jia, or really his nightmare-come-to-double-life granting this permission scarcely mattered. Thrall was ejaculating volcanically on demand. And his only thought as he began was that maybe if he came copiously enough (and forcefully enough!), the emptying of his vesicles might ease the intolerable pressure of all that boiling stud-spew so horribly ballooning up his belly and large intestine.

Apotheosis was upon him.

Ecstasy like he’d forgotten existed threatened to short out every synapse in his over-stimulated system. Yet even as he writhed in every reality there was, the essence of him spurting out like blood from a severed artery, Thrall clung to that ultimate image-intention.

A pair of Aces still had their clubs inserted to the hilt in him. They were both still bloating his belly and below to bursting with their infinitely superior genetic material. The only possibility of relief was to channel all that concentrated male perfection out through his own potion-swollen sacs – and his now ceaselessly spasming, completely engulfed erection.

Only gradually did his triple distension lessen.

Goddess Jia sucked and massaged him on, adept fingers prolonging his orgasm indefinitely. Yet the amount of ejaculate flooding through him seemed as limitless as his appetite for both ingesting and injecting it. It wasn’t until the former began to fail in the face of simple human nature that the balance was tipped toward the impossibly compelling suction on his finally-freed penis. No more able to resist this addictive vampirism than he wished to, still trapped in the reality Elia imposed upon him, Thrall rejoiced in his ongoing emptying even when he began to feel increasingly depleted.

If this was the end approaching, so be it. By now the urge was as heartfelt as familiar.

Let his devoted soul be sucked out of him too, to henceforth reside inside his holy owner. Helplessly aware, he’d be the ultimate captive voyeur and eternal personal possession then.

Alas, no such transcendence commenced. Thrall was still climaxing, still feeling his waning essential substance being leeched eagerly away, when ecstasy at last lapsed into insentience.




Chapter Eighteen

Trouble at Home

It was nearly noon before anyone awoke.

Shanelle had gone back to bugger Roy after helping them treat their convalescent. Once his limp form had been unbelted, bathed, medicated and bandaged wherever necessary, there was little they could do but let him rest. One needed to be awake to swallow a restorative potion, and they’d used up their poppy extract anyway. Similarly a rejuvenating infusion from Jia had to be voluntarily sucked from her, while the Empress’ anima was also utterly spent.

With one lover unconscious and the other lethargic at best, slow and steady recovery was all they could offer either – unless Jia could drain maybe the mailman. Elia alone suffered no depletion from the previous evening. In fact she seemed energized by their achievements and was increasingly behaving like her old self again – or better, like her potential suggested she ought. Sitting upright on the bed beside lounging Jia and a nearly-comatose vessel, she displayed a lively vivacity not often seen even in Shatra.

“I am so glad I came along now! At first this place held only misery for me. Yet no more. Every fresh challenge propels me to new heights. And beyond our astonishing accomplishments and my vastly expanded abilities…”

“I know.” Languidly Jia smiled at the memory. Elia ignored the interruption.

“I understand now how coercion is a matter of perspective in sex. I have been instrumental in inflicting a most extreme experience. I learned much about people in the process. Furthermore I was with you both while you took a male closer to emptiness than any other vessel could recover from – I grasp now the scale of his commitment. My upset at facing your duties in the future is eased.”

They looked as one toward the invalid.

Pallid and thin, a rope-weal still showing starkly red about his throat, he breathed deeply and evenly in sleep. Elia spoke for them both.

“He is exceptional in far more than potency. We must preserve him as long as we can.”

“So says Nala as well.” Jia smiled dotingly. “Besides, his aid is needed to speed my increase. I will remain puny for far too long without his obsessive attentions.”

She shifted her hips and spread her legs. For the umpteenth time already they studied the evidence of their success. Whether she returned to Shatra with the knowledge to save their Sisterhood or not, she would still be acclaimed the first intersex Empress in centuries.

Just above her unaffected vagina, extruding from the upper junction of her labia where her clit had once hid was a beautifully formed, perfectly ordinary penis.

About the size her slave had sported before she’d modified him, it may have seemed puny on her comparatively giant body. Yet its growth would not only be swift but perpetual. With proper potions and encouragement it would certainly eventually dwarf even that one they’d used as a fantasy-model to channel maleness into her along with all Thrall’s other provisions. Call her the Empress of Clubs then…

Of course rather than dangling vulnerably about in the open, her new gonads were safely contained inside, having grown in somewhat below her equally fertile ovaries. Not only could she both bear and sire offspring, but she ought to be able to pump vitality right back into her beloved– a far more potent restorative than even her breasts could provide.

Those testes were sure to have other effects just as welcome. Already they were flooding male influences into her – hormones, Elia called them. She could expect a significant increase in her already heady levels of arousal and aggression.

“I’m so happy for you, mistress – for both of you. I’m happy for me too.”

“Tell me.” Jia stroked herself in smug wonderment. “You enjoyed the sex this time.”

“Again I was privy to every sense, every feeling, every thought. But unlike before I was able to ignore the pain and treasure the pleasure. It was even wicked fun, forcing the male to confront such taboo compulsions. Before I would have pitied his panic. But he adapted so quickly, and wallowed so wonderfully…”

“I know.”

“I don’t think we’ll ever find his like. There is something unique in him, some factor we have yet to unravel. Still we have tagged hundreds here who far surpass those you’ve harvested previously. We should have no trouble reaching out from Shatra to find them…”

Elia trailed off again. Jia knew her qualms had resurfaced. The tender-hearted teen felt guilt over innocent lives lined up to be taken. Yet what else were they to do? Exercising mystic arts required power – to say nothing of controlling armies, armies full of men wont to run amok when their blood was up. The little Seer followed her thoughts.

“We have to check how Mina is doing with the army before we decide upon returning,”

“I haven’t the strength for that. I won’t even be able to help.”

“I can do it. I just need to eat first.”

“I am hungry too. Let’s order some take-out, and hope the delivery boy is susceptible to seduction.” Jia waved at her phone sitting just out of reach. Elia stretched for it. “How about a pizza with everything?”

Elia laughed agreement. “I must begin memorizing recipes to take home too.”

“Just skip the little fish.”

“Right.” While Elia ordered Jia dragged herself off the bed at last.

She brushed out her hair, pulled on a sexy black robe and dug out some of Thrall’s money to pay for the food. Taking a seat in the kitchen she artfully arranged the robe to hide her crotch and expose her breasts. When the pizza arrived it was delivered by a boy indeed, his narrow face spotted with pimples. He had no aura of any kind and was of an age likely to milk himself on a daily basis, yet what was the idiom? Beggars couldn’t be choosey.

Dull brown eyes widened to saucers when he saw her. The bumbler fumbled the bills she gave him and by the time he’d picked them up Jia was burying him in her shadow.

“Thank you for the swift service. I’d like to tip you likewise, with a quick blow job. Open your pants and let me suck up your orgasm.”

“Wuh-wuh-what?”

“Don’t you speak American?”

It took less time than trimming her toenails. Once Jia had ingested what energy she could she sent the stunned kid on his wondering way. After splitting the pie with Elia they helped each other bathe and groom before returning to the bedroom. Thrall hadn’t moved at all. Jia remained confident he’d be okay by the evening, and fit for light draining if necessary by the next. Less sure about the business at hand, the First Practitioner turned to her supposed subordinate.

“How do you intend to see Shatra from here?”

Elia’s grin was almost impish.

“Easily, Empress. I no longer need the Conclave or any of the usual herbs and incense. Just the Seer’s Stone should suffice.”

“And you don’t need my strength in support?”

“Learning tricks from that old man has changed everything for me, mistress. My sight already exceeded yours, now there is no comparison. Soon my other abilities will follow suit. I sense that even if you withheld teaching me the most secret mantras I might discover an independent path to such power. In matters of magic I will soon be unsurpassed.”

“I couldn’t have become a hermaphrodite without your help.”

“Helping you do so helped me hugely too.”

Elia opened the shade. A wide shaft of sun flooded in. Despite the quiet confidence of her predictions her manner remained innocent of any arrogance. “Shall we put our eyes together and take a peek between realities? Three phases of the moon have passed since you left Mina in charge. And she lacks your gifts for leadership.”

“Very well.” Jia fished the vision crystal out of the bedclothes. Dangling it by its enchanted chain she handed it over. Still she felt acute reluctance.

The last thing she wanted was a reason to leave America, with all its endless wonders and aggressively-bred vessels. Even the youth she’d just slurped up had been as vital as any but the most virile back home. That being said though, they still hadn’t discovered any truly optimal prospects, like the one whose potency had brought them here.

Where was Thrall’s equivalent, his pool of endless successors? Her dreams of an infinite supply of energy-rich men were fading away despite all her tagging and gorging. Until she isolated that last variable her quest would remain unmet. Please, Mina, tell me you have everything well in hand so I can keep on seeking (and feasting) here!

***

Elia sat down in the center of the sunbeam. Waving for the Empress to sit facing her, she lifted the chunk of gypsum.

“Are you ready?”

“I suppose.”

“It will be simplest to find the spot from which we left. From there our sight can go anywhere. The Keep at Wellerton?”

“That’s where we told Mina we’d meet her.”

“Okay.”

Elia lifted the chain over her head. As the Seer’s Stone settled against her breast she clasped Jia’s hands. Both witches closed their eyes and joined minds. A flex of will and a flux of numberless worlds opened up. Elia took them instantly and without error into Shatra.

An open field alongside the road atop a grassy plateau: that’s where they’d been encamped. Upon seeing the scene resolve before them though, Jia had a moment of doubt. Only the geology and the road were right. Far more than just her tents and army had gone.

Where vast fields of grain had once undulated in the wind, there stood little but broken stalks. Even the trees that marked wells or villages had been stripped of their leaves. Likewise the villages themselves were denuded of life. Smoke from still-smoldering buildings was all that moved. Jia noted the sites where battle had taken place: looted granaries and other food storage depots. A blackened pyre showed where bodies had been burned while others were strewn about denuded to bone. No scavengers moved through the shadows and even birds seemed to have fled the area. Elia’s thoughts quailed at the horror.

Oh our angry ancestors, what has befallen?

Jia responded with grim distress.

There: look closely. Locusts did this – or began it anyway.

A great plague of them must have hatched without warning. They swept across the upland and ate everything. These people resented sharing even in times of great plenty. They saw their crops abruptly lost and fell on each other thieving. Or they resisted the Sisterhood and Mina mishandled our response. Add in diseases breeding in these bodies and this is what is left. Even the bears and lions have fled for new territory. Such devastation in under a moon! It seems so unlikely. Come, we must follow the patrol to Wellerton and assess the extent of this disaster.

So much for extending their wondrous quest.

Anger and regret bullied aside worry briefly for Jia. Soon alarm overrode everything though, as the scale of the devastation quickly became apparent. Heading up the plateau they saw more barren fields, skeletal trees, smoking ruins and stripped corpses. Some of these were hung as traitors or otherwise left for display by her troops. Further evidence of battles fought appeared, with spilled blood dried in black splashes and charnel pits spotting a countryside utterly stripped of sustenance. The whole governate seemed deserted, at least until they finally began sighting refugees. Limping cripples, crawling elders and abandoned children appeared, all straggling the same direction they were. Ahead lay the sprawling city and Keep of Wellerton.

Only impassable mountains lay beyond, and a river too wild for safe navigation. After patrolling this upland the army had been scheduled to resupply here before returning through the pass and continuing on south toward the great desert. As they approached the end of the plateau they at last saw real activity. Indeed it seemed the governate’s remaining populace was concentrated here, roiling in a scene of such desperation and chaos that only the most obvious outlines could be easily gleaned. The detachment she’d been leading here was now besieged in the Keep. And it seemed that part of the local garrison (and maybe even some of her own soldiers) had mutinied or been expelled from the ranks to join the besiegers.

They needed to get inside the walls to know more. Take us straight to command. Where are Mina and the rest? Boran? Nala? Right away they soared up over screaming mobs and defended outer walls, over courtyards and parapets toward a high tower set back furthest from the plain against the sheer climbing mountainside.

Within the command center just below they found her War Master all right, along with several subordinate officers, her most senior Sisters and Lara, the local governor, all clearly in council. Boran was poring over a large map littered with markers denoting troop deployments. From their arrangement, he’d sent for relief forces, yet these were being delayed by other uprisings. No doubt rebellion was suddenly spreading like a contagion. So where was the acting First Practitioner during all this, the idiot wearing her fillet?

Using this clue as a cue, Elia sought that badge of office. Its mystic properties were more distinctive than any person could possibly be, and the Seer more perceptive. Down from the tower they plunged, the fillet’s spoor leading predictably straight to the deepest dungeon. There a pair of arguably even more appalling circumstances confronted them.

Burrowed furthest back into the mountain range backstopping the fortress, the most secure suite of inner rooms featured a sumptuous disporting den with its own bedside cell. With a fully equipped torture chamber right outside the door, this feasting suite led on to a hallway lined with more cells leading to more halls and suites and eventually up to the rest of the complex. Those closest cells were packed full of thralls, clearly all waiting for their turn to be drained. For Mina was even at that moment feeding greedily on the emaciated remnant currently quivering empty-eyed in the shackles suspending him slackly above her.

Damn that fool!

At the very least she was using the crisis upon Shatra to justify gluttonous improvidence.

Having seized on the expedient to finally get to feed upon the vitality of men, she must have proved particularly powerless against its addictiveness. Now she no doubt wallowed worse than Jia ever had, her irresponsibility inexcusably exacerbating this unfolding disaster. Worse still she must be suppressing dissent, refusing to heed those who opposed her misrule.

What else could explain the greatest travesty here? For the private, innermost cell delved into the wall of the disporting chamber held not some special slave or valued vessel, or even any male at all. Collared and chained despondently to the wall was a whipped and beaten-up Nala!

***

Jia had already seen more than enough to know that return was imperative. This affront was unendurable however. If she couldn’t just crash through whatever barrier stood between worlds and come to her beloved’s rescue immediately, then she couldn’t bear to witness her misery anymore either. She had to act.

Obedient to this expedient, Elia returned their sight to their bodies.

They opened their eyes in sunny Southern California. Taking off the Seer’s stone, Elia remained grave but free of panic. Jia was impressed; she felt next to frantic herself. She opened her mouth to let out the flood of cursing bursting to emerge (she never should have given Mina access to the last mantras) when Elia stopped her. Laying a finger to her Empress’ lips in forgivable impertinence, the albino shook her head.

“Self-recrimination won’t help.”

“I’ve been an idiot, and in so many ways.”

“You are our ruler. What must we do?”

“We must return at once and free Nala. We must depose Mina and clean up her mess, promoting you to her former position. But for that we need energy. A lot of energy. And as you warned, all of it has been squandered in making me a hermaphrodite.”

Elia squared slender shoulders.

“I will get us back, mistress. But yes, both of you must be restored to fitness first. Returning will require another coital spell. We will need more of the poppy for potions too.”

Jia sighed. She was still trying to shake away the image of Nala, her eyes blackened, face misshapen by swelling. She’d had a fuzz of hair on her usually meticulously shaved head, evidence that she’d been imprisoned for a while. Love and worry burned toward fury, giving Jia the goad to get going. She heaved herself upright.

“I must go out and gorge again. Luckily I know where to find both pain-lovers and poppy now. And as we are leaving America soon I no longer need to be so discreet.”

Even in all her concern Jia felt her addiction stir. Oh she was going to feast like never yet! To combat this unseemly glee she turned from worry over her people and Nala to her slumbering other lover. Nodding down at Thrall, she stretched until her spine crackled.

“You will do all you can for this one?”

Elia smiled her eagerness.

“His mind is mine, Empress. And I am feeling both skillful and strong. There are things I can try to nudge his recovery along. Everything I attempt just extends my abilities now. And I ought to prepare him for the necessary intimacies ahead.”

“I leave him to you then.”

Jia began dressing in her biker-dominatrix garb: boots, miniskirt, tit-harness. Elia’s smile turned somber. “Be cautious please, Empress. Let not your upset make you reckless. No one can save Nala if you crash that vehicle – or fall to some other unexpected, uniquely American peril.”

“You speak with your usual wisdom, Sister.”

Jia bent to bestow a kiss. The smile reappeared, bright as sunlight on snow. She bent even further to kiss Thrall too, though he remained oblivious.

Too bad: feasting was so much more rewarding with her beloved cuckold along. Checking the time on her phone (it was two-oh-four and boy would she miss this device), the Empress of all Shatra left for one last ravenous ravishing of American manhood.

***

For who knew how long there was nothing. He was submerged in the oblivion of deepest unconsciousness. But finally an emergent dream surfaced – or so it seemed at first.

He was weak and powerless, feeble as a newborn. But like the luckiest of infants he had a warder who valued him.

Surrounding the slave was an omnipotent feminine presence, one that wanted only to protect him in his weakness, even offer it nurture. Though sightless as a kitten he felt the enveloping shelter of powerful arms. A turgid nipple was nudged between his lips. Opening in automatic acceptance admitted this. So impossibly large! Either Thrall truly was once again a babe-in-arms, sensing everything from an infant’s perspective, or he was suckling some luscious sustenance not from a doting ward or wet-nurse but a monstrous giantess.

With that recognition came vision.

Of course this was a dream, a dream of being rejuvenated by his goddess! She had described the process, tauntingly dangling the possibility.

Outside of his duties as a body slave, her treasured chest was strictly plunder for others. After so much hopeless cuckoldry Thrall could barely dare imagine even caressing those incredible breasts. Nursing at them would be so far beyond divine he’d always tried to put it out of his mind. Only when freed by sleep could he be so cruelly teased – or could such an opportunity be seized. Immediately the fantasy cohered into reality.

Strangely there was nothing erotic about it – yet. He was swaddled in his goddess’ arms, his face pressed to a breast considerably larger than his head. All was safety, warmth, love and light. Divine Jia was smiling down, pouring her benevolence upon him even as her infinite feminine strength spurted into him. Constantly responsive to his ever more urgent suckling, gush after loving gush filled his dependent being with fortitude and healing. Oh what a balm for whatever ailed him, and a bond with his goddess like no other proffered! As his weakness slowly receded, Thrall’s perceptions began to sharpen, lending an exalting clarity to everything.

So exquisitely sensitive to texture and taste was his tongue that he moaned in disbelief. Everything had a kind of hyper-reality to it, though as his perceptions extended outward they could only be detecting invention. For beyond his enfolding goddess was but a heavenly bower. They lounged in blessed bliss, supported by puffy white clouds. It was just like when…

Unspeakably lurid memories poured back in a horrid panic. Abominably thrilling, hideously sickening, these both roiled Thrall’s soul and recalled his penis into being. Even though emptied extremely recently this hardened until a miserably familiar pain prevented more. Following upon the potent associations of his surroundings, that frustrated foreboding jolted Thrall. And unlike that alternate reality earlier, this time he was permitted egress. Abruptly he found himself awake.

Small hands palmed his skull, holding his head to a breast. Beautifully firm as it was though this was not the teat of his dreams. It was but the size of a nice ripe peach. The nipple-stem pressed upon him was comparably tiny too, and gave up nothing to his suckling. Gently it detached and pulled back: a swollen bud of rosy pink in all that divine white.

Almost luminous skin, a lustrous curtain of fine-spun silk-strands: this was his kidnapper Elia of course. Her fingers were buried in his own hair and that gypsum crystal hung between them on its enchanted chain. Fey and lovely was her face. The moment Thrall met those pale pink eyes the clench on his scalp tightened again. Still distressed by recent experience he flinched at this. Yet no new illusion descended. Instead came a return of total rapport, an instantaneous inundation in information and emotion. Much was shared in moments.

Elia pitied and loved him. She apologized for invading and controlling his mind. She teased him over his complicity and celebrated several splendid successes. The conjuration had worked! Empress Jia was forevermore intersex. Their contribution had been vital, and just now Elia had managed to rejuvenate him considerably from the dangerously deep depletion required. Her mystic abilities continued to burgeon and her discomfort with the intimacies necessary to recede. Best of all, her emerging access to endless fresh energy via meditation promised further unprecedented developments. As Thrall responded with gladness though, all his qualms calmed if not forgotten, the Seer began to speak directly to him.

Truly I may be a prodigy indeed and eventually freed of such destructive needs. But right now we must hastily gather strength enough to leave. Terrible times have fallen at home. Shatra reels in starvation and rebellion. All we cherish there is in peril.

Thrall sent a wave of interrogative fear and Elia responded. Again she seized his awareness and replayed for him what she’d seen, from devastated landscapes to Nala imprisoned and abused. At his horror and lover’s pain she mercifully drew the curtain.

The Empress has left us to feed. I have succored your weakness somewhat. But it is not enough. If we are to return in time, your potency must be restored. We must repeat this transfer of anima later.

Of course Thrall could not hide the feelings this layered atop his already immensely complicated inner state. At their upwelling Elia kindly allowed him his privacy at last. Her fingers slipped from his hair. His suddenly empty (and gently throbbing) head dropped back to a pillow. She sat up, removed the vision crystal and pulled closed her robe.

“If you are able, you should turn over now and get some relief for your backside. Let me treat your injuries again. Then you should eat.”

“Your will, mistress.”

Elia stripped away the blanket. Thrall’s cock was back in its cage and he groaned as he rolled over on it. Naturally it responded to Elia’s gentle washing and anointing of him, causing all sorts of discomfort.

After recent experiences their once chaste relationship had changed.

They’d shared a whole lot more than a bit of innocent nursing or even total rapport. For a moment Thrall wanted that mind-melding back again, if only so he wouldn’t have to face/figure this all out on his own. Everything was so much simpler when they were psychically linked; tedious verbalizing became superfluous. As it was he found himself talking about everything except the new sexual tension between them.

“I can’t believe what’s happened to Shatra. Perhaps we never should have left.”

“We could not have expected a carnivorous locust plague.”

“No, I suppose not. But why would they lock up Nala?”

Elia’s fingers probed at a fresh scab.

“I imagine she criticized Mina’s mishandling of things. Some people turn despotic at the first taste of power.”

“I have seen examples of that.”

“Don’t worry. Once she powers up again our Empress will handle things. She will deal with Mina, free Nala and restore order. And I will help. Between the energies and abilities freed for me through meditation, and the amazing things I’ve been learning lately, the possibilities seem limitless.”

Still trying to ignore his pained pulsing, Thrall pursued.

“What are you studying beyond anatomy now?”

“They call it cosmology. The origins and nature of all things. This stricken man in the wheeled chair…”

“Stephen Hawking. Even someone who flunked physics like me knows of him.”

“He has provided insights that stagger me.”

For a time she went on about general relativity and quantum mechanics. This was arcane enough stuff for Thrall that his arousal ebbed. By the time Elia had re-bandaged him he could roll back over without embarrassment.

“So if I apply this kind of understanding to my arts, meld the rigor of science with my intuitive grasp of magic, there is truly no knowing how much I might accomplish. We may well look back on using your needs and belief to make the mistress intersex as a relatively minor feat. Though of course its benefits will bless us forever.”

Thrall cocked an eye at that. Did Elia intend to enjoy the Empress’ organ now too? Then he understood what she meant.

“Last night’s conjuration not only advanced my abilities considerably. It resolved my conflicts over sex. Though I still rather abhor the coercion and violence habitual in our predation, and cannot justify draining men unto uselessness, I have come to appreciate your complicity.

“I perceived and shared in everything you felt. Even at its worst you enjoyed what we put you through. You even like it that I can hijack your mind. While this is so, why should I feel distress? Particularly since we will need another coital spell to get home, and this time I will have to participate directly.”

So much for avoiding that subject.

“More directly than nursing me?”

“Yes, my friend. Tell me, how did that work? How do you feel?”

“Very depleted still. My head aches a bit. But I could walk to the kitchen. How did you rejuvenate me like that anyway?”

“I never learned the proper mantras. So I devised some rather tricky new cantrips of my own. It took me some time, and the serum I produced was thin. It was effective though. Your belief that it was Jia helped out as well. Later, after we have eaten and spent some time meditating in the sun, we will try again.”

Elia rose with fetching grace.

“Wait here. I will bring you food and drink.”

She smiled and was off, leaving Thrall to sink back into his pillows.

He wished he’d asked her to check in on the Empress for him. But maybe it was better not to bother. He’d seen enough of her sucking off everybody under the sun already.

***

Jia was indeed feasting.

At first this had made her erect, which required some caution to conceal. After maybe twenty ingestions though, eroticism wasn’t a problem. This was way more primal, gorging at its most gluttonous. Forget about flirting. She could hardly be bothered to speak with each guy she sat down in front of her for draining.

With the situation so urgent, Jia had returned to the club where she’d gone with Thrall – the setting of her first sequential feeding, and where she’d so impulsively begun growing out her new organ. The place was pretty sparsely peopled: midweek early afternoon dead in fact. Good. Jia had no trouble coaxing the owner-manager over for a chat.

Quickly they came to an arrangement. Jia could use the most comfortable of his cubicles. He would round up and send in men, the more masochistic the better. Free blowjobs for each – although packets of smack given as a gratuity would guarantee the orgasm of a lifetime.

Jia demonstrated on the owner, prolonging his climax enough to blow his mind without too noticeably debilitating him. Then she did the bartender and bouncer and began on the few patrons already there while her procurer went to work the phones.

Each man sent in was required to hit the john and wash his junk first – amazing how unsanitary some people could be, and in a society so advanced that hot water came at a touch. Otherwise the succubus was indiscriminate, slurping up sperm, eros and anima like there was no tomorrow. Nor would there be, on this world at least, if Jia had anything to say about it. The only face the Empress saw as she ‘serviced’ the devoured was that of Nala, beaten bloody behind bars. Not even stopping for dinner, drinking only the occasional cocktail, she focused solely on recharging her system. She needed energy now not only for the return journey but to save her beloved and all of Shatra too when she got back.

At last the addict had an honest excuse to binge! And seeing how she was leaving, why not go wild one last time? Baggies of powder began to accumulate, as word spread further about Monstress Jia and her arcane abilities. Despite the debilitation that came with over-extending ejaculation, there was never a shortage of those who swore this cost was worth it. All afternoon and evening men staggered out of her cubicle drooling and woozy, buffeted by those clamoring to get in and achieve the same depleted state. Finally Jia had no more room in her handbag, while her body was similarly stuffed with appropriated potency. Though it was yet a bit ‘til midnight and she had no end of men standing ready, it was time to return to the apartment. Peeking with mystic vision had shown Jia her companions first nursing then cuddled together in rest, with the vessel showing every evidence of a remarkable recovery.

Obviously Elia was succeeding as well; the Empress was eager to learn the details.

As before, Jia departed to an unfortunate roar of acclaim. Stomping, banging on tables, cheering and chanting her name, everyone present celebrated her appetites and offered her more. The Empress had been feted by adoring crowds before of course, some numbering in the tens of thousands. Still she swelled smugly. Gaining her bike and driving home was done by rote, as her mind was occupied by so much else of importance: memories of her exploits here, regret at leaving early and without optimal success, worry over Nala and Shatra and even the temptation to try out her new anatomy as soon she got back to the apartment. It wasn’t until she’d arrived there, oblivious and half-erect already, that she realized she’d been followed.

A couple of car doors clunked shut. Footfalls were followed by the unmistakable voice of authority. Jia wasn’t fooled by the politeness for a second.

“Excuse me ma’am, can we speak to you please?”

Practically at the doorstep, Jia turned back. And what she saw made her jaw drop.

The two men approaching looked normal enough, one dark-skinned and one with freckles and red hair. Casually dressed, they no doubt had guns hidden in their clothes. Otherwise Jia could have picked one up in each hand and shaken their teeth out. What wiped all other consideration from her was the shimmer-aura of potency around the dark one.

Right away Jia recognized two things.

This man was almost as valuable as Thrall. And he possessed the elusive characteristic they’d been trying and failing to find. Whatever it was beyond masochism, endorphin addiction and meditation that made Thrall unique, this guy had it too. Jia could hardly take her eyes off him even though it was his partner addressing her.

“Vice squad, ma’am.” He flipped out a badge. “Can we see some ID please?”

Distracted, already preparing to tag the guy for collection, Jia fumbled with her handbag. She was looking for the card she’d enchanted to dispel interest like this when the whole thing slipped and tipped. Dozens of little baggies packed with powder fell to the pavement.

Oh shit. Both men had weapons out in a second, the barrels pointed directly at her.

“Freeze lady! Don’t make a move or we’ll blow you away!”




Part Three

Redemption




Chapter Nineteen

Contingencies

This really shouldn’t have been a problem.

Staying motionless as commanded, Jia quietly began to incant.

The spell she chose was similar to the one she’d used to disable the sentry back at the ambush on the bluff. Only this variation was a lot less subtle. And when the men began to move in on her they separated, forcing the sorceress to widen her focus. Afraid this would defray the spell’s efficacy, still amazed at encountering this optimal vessel just as she’d been about to concede defeat (and thus determined not to lose him), Jia bit down too hard on the last few syllables. Absolutely brimming as she was, the power lashed out of her.

Too much! The warrior-witch knew immediately that she’d overdone it.

Either Elia wasn’t the only one whose abilities were growing or her new gonads were goading her into excesses of unnecessary aggression. Maybe it was both. Regardless, a good portion of the force she’d just collected had been foolishly squandered. Worse, the men accosting her didn’t slip easily into sleep. Their eyes rolled up, blood ran from their noses and ears and they dropped as if clobbered. She’d be lucky if they weren’t slain.

Jia glanced around and saw no one: more good luck. Quickly she used her mystic vision too.

There were plenty of people nearby; they could wander over anytime. She had to act fast.

Dropping to the ground she scooped the spilled baggies back into her purse. At the same time she used a booted heel to bang on the apartment door, summoning her sleeping slave and Sister. By the time the former emerged (naked but for his restraints and looking far more vital than this morning indeed), Jia had the back of a cop’s collar in each hand. She dragged them both into the kitchen. Away from prying eyes and electronic spies, she let them gently down and stepped back so the more medically adept Elia could check their condition.

Thrall had darted out to collect the dropped guns. Returning inside he locked the door behind him. Tensely he and Jia waited while Elia touched a hand to each forehead. A brief wink of light came from the crystal she’d just donned.

“They will live.”

The little Seer sat back, sweeping tangles of hair behind her ears. “They will remain senseless for several hours, maybe a whole day. They will have headaches when they awake. Yet dead or not, they’ve certainly increased our need to flee.”

“You got that right.”

Thrall had set the pistols down and was wrapping his chain about himself.

“They’ll be missed at the end of their shift. That could be anytime. Whatever you did to these guys, it must’ve been caught by the security cameras outside. We have to leave this apartment, and preferably this city and reality, as promptly as possible. Can we?

“I know I feel mostly restored. Elia fixed me right up. How about you, Empress?”

“I was just stuffed with fresh energy. These guys surprised me though and I wasted too much of it. But perhaps I can recoup some of that. Do you see, Sister?”

Elia was already nodding. Her voice lilted with excitement.

“This one is precious and unique. I have tagged him for you. Whatever attribute makes our slave so resilient, this man possesses it as well. He lacks the signatures of those who love pain or entrancement or endorphins. Still he shimmers unmistakably. I bet it would take nearly as much draining to fatally damage him.”

“Good.” Despite her day and night (and fortnight or more) of gorging, Jia wanted to feed again already. She wanted to slurp out this exceptional fellow in particular. “If you’ll help me to empty these vessels, I should have enough power to help us get home. We’ll worry about recharging again when we get there.”

A frown furrowed Elia’s brow.

“Do you mean to destroy these men then? Drain them to unrecoverable depths?”

Before the Empress could answer, Thrall piped impertinently up.

“I might enjoy such a fate. But if I’m any judge, these were good guys, bravely out doing their dangerous jobs. They don’t deserve to be turned into mindless husks.”

Vexed at this intervention, Jia sighed.

“Certain sacrifices are necessary sometimes. Have you any idea how many vessels I’ve irreparably emptied as Empress?”

“Yes.” Elia shuddered at some memory. “And I will not continue that crime. I will find other means to accrue the energies my arts require. I believe I am already nearly there.”

“Well done then, Sister. I desperately hope that you succeed. In the interim…”

Jia watched as Thrall removed the bullets from the two guns. She wanted to examine these weapons personally, and try them out for herself. Who needed to wield a spear? Bang! Bang! Take that, you dirty rat! This was but one more wonder she’d have to forgo, unfortunately. The list was so woefully long that she sighed a second time.

“Very well. I am not a necromancer after all. We will leave each man enough anima to recover. We’ll have to pray that will suffice.” Jia added a silent prayer for Nala too, and for minimal resistance to their return.

“All right, potential Empress Elia. You have said that by combining all of our energies and orgasms you can see the three of us safely home. I have said that Mina will be removed and you will soon succeed me as leader. Indeed your talents already exceed mine. So lead us now. Prove your fitness for my fillet. Instruct your subjects on what we must do.”

Elia straightened without hesitation. A touch haughty suddenly, she squared her slender shoulders in characteristic fashion.

“I will prepare the sacred space. We have another complicated conjuration ahead. Mistress, now that you have the poppy extract, we will all need potions. You know which ones. Use twice the amount of jimson weed in your own though. Skip the foxglove in mine, use wisteria instead.

“Thrall, you will move these men to the couch. I want them readied for emptying. Study the dark one closely and note any similarities to yourself. We must isolate this last, most crucial variable. For within the hour now, we shall abandon America. And we must do so with every goal of our quest met!”

***

This potential Empress Elia was something else.

Thrall thrilled to see her coming into her own. More, he found intimidation and titillation both in her manner, where the latter had once been so elusive.

After the extreme intimacies of the morning and previous evening, they’d spent a mostly banal day together – a day that was in its way nearly as affecting. Elia made their lunch and dinner both, serving the recuperating slave in an ironic reversal of roles. Between meals they sat and meditated together, both becoming ideal energy receptacles for as long as possible. Then after dinner Elia kept her word, transferring some of her surplus into him again.

Opening her robe back up, she took Thrall into her arms. Cuddling on the bed together, she gave him that delectable breast. Forgoing illusion this time, she chanted softly while he suckled her. Before long a thin syrup-like secretion suffused his entire being with sweetness.

Strength growing by the moment, his former discomfort a dimming memory, it wasn’t long before an attempted erection was being stymied by steel. Fortunately the two of them were well beyond embarrassment. Elia had inflicted a pair of rampaging Aces of Clubs on him after all, and had been privy to his every shameful response. Seeing him lifting and bobbing plaintively while she nursed him, the adolescent albino finally took him into her hand. With virginal curiosity she caressed him root and stem, even softly squeezing the glans through its enclosing cage, feeling of the steel threaded through its piercing while periodically palpating his gradually refilling balls.

They cuddled and fondled like lovers thus, and for uninterrupted hours. And when Thrall detached replete at last, they dozed off snuggled up, all inhibitions forever banished.

Jia’s emergency return had found them wrapped together, deep in mutually blissful sleep. Hearing that another coital spell was now in the offing, Thrall suddenly wondered how much closer they were fated to grow. To keep his mind off such speculation (not to mention many far more pressing matters), he bent all his attention toward tackling practicalities.

One by one he pulled the cops into the living room.

It seemed their bleeding had ceased at least. Dragging the ginger up onto the couch caused his pants to slip down. That actually helped. Thrall got him sitting-slouched and retrieved the handcuffs that fell out. After cuffing the man’s hands behind him he leaned him back with his head lolling and his legs extended. Yanking his pants and briefs the rest of the way down both readied him for draining and hobbled his legs. After situating the other man similarly, Thrall placed the handcuff key on the coffee table.

There: whenever they recovered these intrepid officers of the law could free themselves in an empty apartment. They could pull up their pants and investigate his place all they liked. Former resident Drake Green would be forever beyond their reach.

Unconcerned about the bridges burning behind him, Thrall found Jia in the kitchen, brewing her potions on the stovetop. She spared him an assessing glance.

“You do look wonderfully recovered. Even seeing it I find it hard to credit. What did Elia do to you? I saw you at her breast.”

“She infused me with new vitality mistress.

“While I was unconscious, she imposed a dream on me. In it, I believed you were nursing me, producing the kind of rejuvenating lactate you’ve spoken about. Soon I felt somewhat stronger. Eventually I woke up and saw who it really was. Then later, after we ate and meditated a while, we bedded down to do it again.

“Elia didn’t need my belief anymore. Or the crystal. We’ve become quite comfortable with one another all of the sudden. She played with my cage and let me suckle from her for hours.

“Whatever she fed me, I couldn’t get enough of it. And in the end I felt all kinds of better. I don’t feel like I depleted her any in the process either. But she certainly restored me. That’s all I can say, except that afterward we slept like babies until you got back.”

Adjusting the heat on two of her burners, Jia turned the third off and crumbled a few last dried leaves into the still-simmering saucepan. Immediately she poured the resulting potion into an earthenware goblet. Two more stood waiting.

“Drink this down as quickly as you can. We need those balls of yours all bulging again – just like my new testes hiding inside.” A hand rubbed low on her abdomen. “We’re all going to need to climax together again tonight – Elia and I for the very first time, each in our own ways. She has never been with a male while I have never come like one.”

Here were more portents better ignored! From now on this slave would just take things as they came. Thrall scorched his mouth and throat while Jia finished her witchery. Soon she poured her own draught, then Elia’s, and left this last to cool on the counter. Guzzling her potion, she banged down the still-smoking cup barely ahead of her slave.

“Come along, cuckold. You get to watch me suck off a couple more cocks before you finally try your lips at it for real.”

Back into the living room they went. Looking rather frazzled but no less energetic, Elia emerged at the same time to join them. The vision crystal glinted on its necklace, its weight molding her robe against those lovely young breasts.

“Ready, Empress?”

“Yes I am. Let’s empty the ordinary fellow first.”

Jia crouched while Elia circled behind the couch.

The Seer seized the man’s head, fingers insinuating themselves into his shaggy red hair. She closed her eyes and within a few moments the exposed penis began to rise.

Watching as Jia greedily engulfed this, Thrall felt strangely jealous.

Of course, it never got easy watching someone you worshipped enjoy a possible rival. This time however he resented not so much Jia’s touch but that of Elia.

What powerfully affecting fantasy gripped this guy even in deep unconsciousness? Would he even remember it afterward, on any level? It seemed so absurd to be envious, especially when Thrall’s gut churned furiously just to remember the extreme perversions Elia had unearthed in him. Damn, being deprived and forced to watch this so many times had driven him to incredible depths of desperation! In any case, at least it was over quickly on this occasion.

Between the witches’ mental and physical manipulations, the ginger cop ejaculated within a minute. Within another few he was flaccid, pallid, breathing shallowly and obviously depleted of vitality almost beyond recovery. He literally looked to have lost a dozen pounds.

Jia sat up, smacking happy lips. Then immediately the insatiable succubus turned to confront her preferred victim.

Elia looked to jealously hovering Thrall as she too moved down the couch.

“How is this guy your equal? What is your most crucial common quality?”

Thrall had given up guessing. Now he fluttered a befuddled tongue.

“I honestly do not know, mistress. He just looks like an ordinary detective to me: mid-thirties, brown skin, two hundred pounds. Despite what I said to save him, I have never met him, so I have no idea what he’s like. He could be a saint or a crook, cool as a cucumber or a fucking nut. You’ve been inside of my head though. Delve into his, my omniscient little witch. Then tell me of any similarities yourself.”

Potential Empress Elia frowned at the effrontery. Yet she didn’t shirk the burden. She pressed her hands to the guy’s tight cap of kinky curls and closed her eyes. Soon this penis too began to twitch. Not even waiting for it get fully upright, Jia slurped it in and went to work. Any further issues would go unaddressed for a bit.

Again ejaculation was achieved rapidly. Again doubly jealous Thrall wondered about the intensity of whatever wet dream gripped the guy as he grunted and writhed in senseless extremis. Only this time it wasn’t over so quickly. This time the constant cuckold had to watch and marvel for a relative eternity. Had it really taken this long for them drain him to the brink of extinction? Everything had been so subjective-invented last night he couldn’t tell. Here he timed nearly ten minutes by the cable box clock.

Shuddering, moaning, twitching, his hips jerking spasmodically; eyelids jittering as salvia leaked out, the guy visibly shriveled before Thrall’s eyes. Somehow the very substance of him was being converted into energy and drained orgasmically away.

Even after experiencing all that his deity could do first hand, it was a spectacle difficult to accept. When at last this clearly special vessel too had been reduced to gray-tinged frailty clinging to existence, Thrall slumped sympathetically in relief. Not so Goddess Jia.

Throwing out her mighty chest the huge Empress whooped exuberance.

“Yes! Now we are empowered!” She winked at her would-be mate. “He really is nearly in your league, my love. Once things are straightened out in Shatra, he will be the first one we harvest. You may get know him well after all, and we will unravel your similarities at leisure.”

Seeing him suppress a groan of woe, Elia gave Thrall a small smile.

She seemed to be trying to reassure him somehow, to imply that once she was Empress this whole endeavor would be rendered irrelevant. After that her lips took on a more personal curve.

“Let’s go into the bedroom. Our birth-world waits. And telepathic experiences aside, I have my ‘virtue’ to lose!”

***

This time it was Jia who saw the slave swallow an exclamation. Nor was that all.

Above his bloating balls Thrall’s dick began to stiffen, no doubt giddily anticipating its second release in just one sun-spin. Or maybe it was stirred by the incredible honor just proffered. Bursting with all the fresh energy she’d just ingested, Jia felt an ungenerous twinge.

This just surpassed silliness.

Watching Thrall with Nala had never upset her. And how many times had these roles been reversed? Nevertheless it was easy to envy Elia the initiation at hand – until Jia’s jealousy was leavened by the fact that this time she would get to share in the experience, both perceptually and as an active participant. That got her moving, goosing the lucky stud-sucker ahead of her down the corridor. Entering their sacred space for the final time revealed the results of Elia’s amazingly speedy industry.

The black pentagram was gone, scrubbed away. Seven beeswax candles still lit the room, but the intricate mystic design formed on the floor was of a subtly shining white now.

A closer look confirmed this substance was simple halite crystals, or common rock salt. Still instead of its normal dull gray color this shimmered intrinsically, like crushed ice in sunlight, or as if the glyph were actually created with intricate lines of piled diamonds.

Of course Jia knew the truth: a tiny bit of the elusive illumination that occasionally gleamed briefly within the Seer’s stone had been infused into each miniscule translucent cube. In contrast bowls of smoldering herbs around the perimeter sent up thin ribbons of obscuring smoke. Most of this eddied out the open window. Still an aromatic tang lurked in the acrid murk. The bed had been left carelessly disheveled yet bondage ropes were coiled neatly by.

“Travel will be treacherous without the contributions of the Conclave.”

Elia had followed them in.

“Luckily my own innate vitality (not to mention mystic ability) has expanded drastically enough to handle it. Nevertheless as the focus of the coitus, I must be the primary practitioner this time. And that means I need the knowledge you shared with Mina, mistress.”

She gave her an ironic look. “I know those mantras are reserved for the current ruler. But this is an emergency. Once we are vision-linked you will know I hold no base ambition. I only want what’s best for us all. Granted that, you can proceed to teach me how to capture and channel vitality from a male, and to vaginally sustain his orgasm indefinitely.

“Hopefully I will only have to use these tricks this once.

“In any case, at the conjugal crux I will combine my own energies and ecstasies with what I take from the sacrifice. Empress, you must feed him your essence in return, so that the vessel is revivified, and hopefully even serves as a conduit between us. Fail to achieve your first male climax in time and the sacrifice will not only be emptied out irreparably. He will probably die. Worse, since we are not necromancers, the spell will backfire. The detonation of death energy may destroy the crystal, stranding us here. This is an all-or-nothing gamble on your untested capacity, you understand.”

“You can count on me, Sister.”

Neither even bothered to look at Thrall. They were done doubting his devotion. Jia’s penis was already lifting the front of her heavy leather miniskirt. Despite the enormous stakes, she couldn’t wait. Hadn’t she been planning to try out her reconfigured anatomy just before these stupid cops crashed the party? Brimming with vim, she swiftly stripped to the skin.

“Tell us, Empress: where in Wellerton do you wish to arrive?” Elia sounded supremely sure, such a fantastic contrast to less than a moon past. “The commander’s quarters?”

“Not there.”

Jia didn’t pause to ponder. “Take us to the disporting den where Nala is being held. I will not suffer her sadness for a single unnecessary second. No doubt Mina will still be nearby, draining slaves insatiably. We will free the one and deal with the other. Then we’ll do whatever we can to rescue the rest of Shatra.”

“Very well, Empress. The deepest of the dungeons it is.”

Elia had taken off the enchanted chain and was binding her tangled hair into a bun. She was still quite rumpled from all that suck-cuddling they’d done. Somehow the naked shape of her neck was more erotic than any pornography.

“Begin by restraining the sacrificial male.”

As eager as always despite the possible prospect of death, Thrall lurched forward.

Under Elia’s direction Jia chose a thin cotton cord and noosed it about the base of the slave’s already heavily bloated balls. Pulling it tight enough to tug but loose enough for those juices to pass through, she slipped the rest of the rope up the crack of his ass. From there she drew it on up his back to noose the other end about his neck, just above the wide golden collar. A third slipknot she’d fashioned in the middle could adjust the length between the two.

With the cage already bobbing comically from the drooping end of his stymied semi-erection, Thrall helpfully unwrapped his own enchanted chain. Jia then pulled his arms back and lashed them together behind him with a much heavier length of hemp.

From wrists to elbows she secured them in the same fashion Shanelle’s belts had, until a final short stretch hung free between his hands. Lifting the dragging gold links so nothing would disturb the carefully crafted cabalistic pattern shining on the hardwood floor, Jia nodded agreement at Elia’s next order.

“Step into the center of the symbol, slave. Then kneel, with your knees spread at their widest and your feet crossing at the Achilles.”

Jia used that trailing rope to bind those ankles and his hands all tightly together, hogtying the human property while upright. Then she tipped him over backwards, constantly shortening the cord between his neck and nuts until both were cruelly stretched and the crown of the sacrificial vessel’s head rested on the gritty ground.

With his bound arms and legs trapped underneath him, that triple slipknot kept his body bowed into an uncomfortable semicircle, his abdomen thrust up highest at the apex. With his inverted face turning purple and his penis straining madly at its cage, Thrall’s groan was so grateful and his odors as copious as ever. His eyes rolled wildly between the diamond-hard gleaming beneath him and the sorceresses hovering above. In an argent brilliance all her own, Elia shrugged off her robe, revealing that exquisitely shaped, almost equally luminescent alabaster flesh in all its firm and trim, impossibly unblemished perfection.

Wow, barely an adult or not, had she always been this hot? Or was she working some subtle art to fire their ardor? Even jaded Jia caught her breath with involuntary desire.

“Remove and cast away the cage, Empress. It cannot accompany us anyway.”

Jia had to smirk at the flicker of hope that flitted through those sweetly meek eyes.

As she freed Thrall’s penis to finally finish erecting, hers was as stiff and upright as she’d ever felt it yet – and pulsating so excitedly that she was practically panting.

Finally she had some kind of nascent appreciation of the torment to which she’d so casually condemned her adoring subject! Yet even as she reveled in her rampant new manhood, Jia couldn’t help but gleefully crush the ridiculous dreams of the emasculated masochist who’d so critically contributed to gifting her with it.

“Don’t trouble yourself, beloved. Now that we know exactly how, we’ll make you a brand new glans-shackle very soon. You agree this cleverly pierced pee-pee belongs to me. And I have decreed that it will remain eternally bound by my lock and key.”

Smiling smugly, she tossed that useful template back over her shoulder. Breathing deeply of the sudden fresh gush of delicious exudates, Jia jumped when Elia remarked on them too.

“Whoa…so powerfully fortifying!”

“What? They strengthen you as well?”

“Absolutely, Empress.”

“And without even reciting any concentration mantras? Not even by mind?”

“Yes again, Empress. To admit to an overdue truth, I’ve been absorbing such energy almost incidentally for at least a week now. I didn’t even realize it at first. Sometimes I get it from all the way in the living room, while you’re busy feasting in here. Even through the closed door.”

Jia’s jaw dropped – not for the first or final time.

“That is astounding. It ought not to be possible. No wonder you’re getting so supercharged. Do you even need to focus on this?”

“No. But when I do it helps. I’m even getting eros from you right now. That’s how I know you can do your part tonight.”

Jia shook her head in redoubled wonder. She realized she’d been absently stroking her fiercely hard penis as she took in the girl’s curvy hips, her tiny waist and small but superbly pert and protuberant boobs.

“Well, let’s not delay then but put it all to work. What’s the next step, Sister?”

“Take your place before the sacrifice’s face. Kneel on your heels in the pattern of pain. Prepare to force the most punishing of fellatio upon him. But do not insert yourself until I begin the spell. Let him lick you if he wishes but that’s it.”

Jia complied, being careful to disturb the shimmering salt as little as possible even as the sharp square edges dug viciously into her. Ouch! Still it was necessary grist for the mystic mill. Once she was set to start fucking her subject’s upside-down mouth (and Thrall was indeed licking her new penis as obsequiously as they’d both dreamed) Elia again drew breath deep.

“Ahhhh, yes mistress… the pattern is generating its pain. I did not understand before. But you are truly enjoying it. This is so for the both of you.”

Jia let her savor all those shades of smell and taste. Once she’d indulged some, Elia moved in, the big chunk of gypsum swinging from one fist.

Practically swaggering, she stepped into the pattern too and straddled the sacrifice. Without ceremony she sat, coming down astride his abdomen just above that other magically enhanced erection. How desperately it must be raging, tugged up by the nuts and pressed back by the crack of her ass!

Though her weight wasn’t great it still crushed Thrall into the salt, bringing another flood of eros and anima wafting up. Together Seer and Empress sucked it in, then carefully wrapped the slave’s chain loosely about both of their waists.

Elevated by her perch, Elia was almost at eye level with her huge ruler. Jia placed her hands on the teen’s tiny hips, almost encircling her waist with sword-hardened digits.

She couldn’t help squirming a bit. Thrall’s licking kept filling her with the most titillating anticipation. (No one had teased her new tip like this yet. She was going to love oral sex!) At last Elia lifted her own golden chain. With no more warning than a mischievous grin, she dropped the Seer’s Stone about that swan-like neck.

OUCH, shit, damn! That was no little flicker!

A dazzling flash of purest white, brighter than any in her memory, forced Jia to close blinded eyes. She was still wincing gingerly away when it happened. Whether she liked it or not, it happened. Endlessly burgeoning prodigy Elia had suddenly taken total control of her!




Chapter Twenty

Out-of-this-World Intercourse

Panic was automatic.

First Practitioner Jia, the most accomplished sorceress in the Sisterhood of the Oculus, also the most formidable warrior in the history of her Empire, was so used to being stronger than everybody else that she was totally unprepared for the ease with which tiny Elia had seized her innermost being. The situation was reverse-analogous to their physical gifts.

Place them on the battlefield with mace and shield, and the giantess would crush the waif with one swing of her arm. Just that unstoppably, Elia had overpowered her mentally.

This wasn’t the usual pooling of awareness, but complete domination. The girl could have taken possession of that majestic physique and marched it around the room like a marionette. She could have made her climb a drainpipe to the roof, do cartwheels across it and then dive off the far side onto her unprotected head.

For someone who was literally afraid of nobody the feeling (one of ultimate vulnerability) was terrifying. Luckily Jia was at once smothered with coddling (apologetic love soothing her upset, haste justifying this violation) even as Elia was rifling through the library of her mind with the speed of a computer search program. Before she could begin to offer it, knowledge poured forth. Jia could feel it being assimilated into her Sister far faster than through their former rapport or any kind of electronic data transfer for that matter.

Besides being scary and disorienting, this was all so bewilderingly unprecedented!

During the usual vision-linkage, things like emotion, intention and motivation were impossible to disguise. Thus the Sisterhood’s legacy of trust and uncontested succession. Conversely, acquired skills, stored memories and other learned information required the owner’s assistance (or at least passive volition) to access. As for overriding one’s volition altogether, possession was another thing that had always been considered flat-out impossible.

Not so for eventual Empress Elia.

She had apparently become so mystically mighty that the usual rules no longer applied. She could not only influence the minds of males and others without any training, but those of the most gifted Sisters as well!

This would no doubt be judged anathema by certain factions of the Conclave. There would be calls for the transgressor’s death on their return. Yet even as she hurried that return by simply seizing what she needed, the girl’s reassurance remained genuine.

As she’d promised, there was no evil ambition here. Just exultation in her abilities, worry about their imperiled people and an instantly recognizable eagerness to get on with the challenge at hand – another incredibly rewarding and historic one. They could debate the ramifications of telepathic domination later. Indeed as soon as she had the lore she needed, Elia quit pillaging. Instead she conveyed a contagious intent to dispense with her inexperience!

Backwards her hips shifted and lifted. Jia felt every sensation then as Elia used appropriated expertise to catch Thrall’s questing head in her crevice,

Despite having never been entered by anything fatter than sanitary padding (or her maid’s occasional fingers), the initiate couldn’t resist. Running with wetness that trickled down their connection, she rammed her hindquarters forward, impaling herself to the hymen-ripping limit in a single savage instant.

“AAAAAAIIIEEEEEEE!”

Oh my ancestors, oh my progeny, oh that hurt so outlandishly fabulously!

Two throats gave voice to the same cry of joined agony and joy.

Under-running this harmonized paean came a moaned accompaniment from below. Yet despite all glee and urgency, once she was so superbly seated, occupied by vulnerable virility for the very first time, Elia somehow delayed ravishing that beautifully bound-up energy vessel.

Using Jia’s enjoyment to adjust to the spiking agony, even learning to savor it for herself, she shifted all about the big hot spigot so securely clasped by her succubus’ secondary socket. Then mirroring the mistress by gripping her by those hugely bunched haunches, the gasping Seer at last addressed her directly.

Show me how to use the muscles of my vaginal canal. Demonstrate the ways in which seed and anima are drained and orgasm sustained. Take control of my cortex as I have overridden yours. Assume the operation of my motor functions. It’s easy, and super-efficient

Suddenly that sense of absolute mastery retreated, leaving a mystic vacuum that sucked her own recovered will in its wake. From overpowering Jia, Elia was now empowering her, giving her the strength to turn the tables and take possession in repayment.

With Thrall still distractingly licking her prick, the Empress abruptly found herself simultaneously clutching his desperate stiffness in its every familiar particular.

Say, wasn’t this how this whole adventure began?

Bet your sexy ass. Only this time the fit was so much snugger!

Jia could hardly hold back from bouncing that nubile body like a monkey on a branch. Instead she restrained herself as Elia had managed to do, and did as the kid bid: passing along years of training in the most delicate methods of temperature regulation and neuromuscular manipulation, all in a matter of moments.

Quite the cheater’s shortcut, dear. Then again, who would truly wish to miss the usual years of painstaking sexual training? At least now it was the sacrifice who was distracted, enough so that he quit that constant licking of her madly straining shaft and glans.

Instead Thrall was moaning again, clearly in near delirium.

Luckily last night had left him nowhere close to climaxing yet. Jia was able to go on demonstrating various evermore esoteric techniques as long as necessary. At last Elia felt adept enough to take over, whereupon the wills of both women relinquished attempts at influence.

Back into that benign mutual communion they went – though Jia would never be able to forget her nominal subordinate’s power over her (or anyone else) when joined within the vision-linkage. Jealousy be damned! Impressed past expression, the Empress was more than happy to cede the lead in the conjugal conjuration now ready to proceed. Especially since Elia just oozed assurance, even outright eldritch élan.

You must insert at the same time I start to thrust, right as we begin to chant the preliminary mantras. You will recite the progressions we discussed; ignore any deviations I make no matter how unconventional. Only continue to let the momentum of the spell build along with the pleasure, and with the commingled pain in our legs. This will grow to be great I regret…

With agreement superfluous, Jia released a hand from her Sister’s waist. She reached it down to grip and guide with – she was in no way an adept with this wondrous addition yet! And though Thrall wasn’t included in the meld he was attuned enough to recognize a penultimate moment when he saw one. Rather than resume his slutty slathering he waited, his lips surely pursed impatiently agape. Still for his benefit Elia voiced a brief final countdown aloud. And she did so in the slave’s native language rather than that of ancient Shatra.

“Three, two, one, now!”

***

At once the witches began their eerie, atonal chanting.

Originally this sound had freaked him out. More than just accustomed by now, Thrall reveled in the associations raised. Already excited by so much else (the extended manipulation of his erection, the holy honor of being his abductor’s first lover along with all that represented to the ever-deepening connection between them; the cramping, agonies and anoxia of his bondage-contorted posture, the face-flaming prospect of finally sucking a cock after so much impotent watching), this spine-shivering thrill took the intensity of his passion to a whole new plateau. What blasted it into the stratosphere was the ensuing dual sexual use.

Goddess was so exhilaratingly monstrous! But petite lovers are the most mobile, no?

As one of the club, Thrall had always taken pride in this. Elia soon proved the dictum true too. Despite her lack of practice (or maybe because Jia was lending her some), the lithesome sylph astride him wasted no time in getting up to speed. With a few supple thrusts of her butt she was riding him more wildly then he could easily believe. Credit her swift limber vigor Thrall had to however. How else could he concede any credence to the experience of simultaneously swallowing/wallowing in the belated realization of his most deranging dream?

His mistress finally had an honest-to-goddess cock! He had helped to give it to her and now she was giving it to him pitilessly in return! So it had been foretold and so it was now forever so!

This penis may not have been as enormous as promised. It didn’t come close to choking him like those flesh-truncheons Elia had inflicted on him. That was okay. All he needed was time.

The longer he sucked on this, the bigger it would get.

He could enhance Jia’s manhood ad infinitum, until its massiveness surpassed his maddest fantasies. Indeed they’d already agreed it was henceforth his most holy duty to inflate/fellate his owner’s organ up to its proper proportions – and then more. That this would leave her wielding something on the order of a Genoa salami when she forevermore constantly sodomized him promised only an endless bettering of heaven’s blessings.

Was there ever a more effective carrot-on-a-stick?

This ravenous ass would work eternally in pursuit of such a destiny. How many furrows needed to be plowed? Already Thrall was busy. Despite the swift pistoning of that prick slipping between his lips he fervently and expertly serviced it, using skills perfected in that nightmare simulacrum. Nostrils flaring madly, slaver already trickling toward his temples, he devoted every iota of arousal-urgency he could muster toward achieving this so-enviable inevitability.

Unfortunately (or not, they did hopefully have forever to suck each other’s cocks), this compulsion-culmination had too much to compete with – and not only the fantastic masochism of those sharp sodium chloride crystals literally grinding salt into Thrall’s wounds even as that occult pattern continually created and worsened a surfeit of them. The rhythmic lunging crushing his flesh bloody was coming from the best vaginal sex he’d ever had – or ever expected to get.

Counting as only the second such occasion since well before his abduction, and involving only the second freeing of his penis in absolutely maddening weeks, this was an even more demanding distraction. Balanced on the apex of his arch, working the fulcrum lodged to its limit with manic rapidity, Elia had that long-suffering prong both rocking back and forth and slipping in and out even as she practiced cunt-sucking on it herself. The pleasure was immeasurable. It challenged the most excruciating agony, the most horrid humiliation in its intensity.

It even broke a tiny part of Thrall’s heart.

This kind of traditional vanilla coupling (ignoring the bondage of course) represented the sacrificed past. Other than in such exceptional circumstances, the future was in his face: endless perverted servicing of a she-god’s monster cock, all while his own was kept hopelessly threaded into its preventive helmet-lock.

All the more incentive to treasure an ephemeral present!

Though he didn’t stint his diligence in sucking his beloved face-fucker, Thrall let the fervency of his worship disperse. He tuned out the incantations too, which far from being harmonized had split into dissonance, with each witch reciting something radically different. He even ignored the ever-growing gouging of those thousands of tiny cubes grinding their way into his meat – even though these had suddenly begun to emit heat along with that strange radiance and caustic chemistry. Every bit of him that the circumstances permitted became focused on Elia’s absolutely frantic rhythm.

Irrepressible ecstasy and mad panting infected her incanting, turning some syllables into shrieks and lower tones into groans. With his field of vision limited to his goddess’ still divine vagina and behind, Thrall had only his imagination with which to picture his body-and-mind-fucking abductor in action.

Were those snowy tresses slipping free to fly about her fey little face? How rosy with arousal were those porcelain cheeks? Surely her tiny nostrils were flaring, her naturally ruddy lips aquiver. Were those extraordinary eyes closed tight or had they rolled to up the whites, as Jia’s had once done? And just how madly did those delectable little titties dance?

Such visions could only but approach the no-doubt ravishing reality. Still they were potent enough. Though he’d ejaculated nearly to death the previous evening, Thrall could feel orgasm building before long. Stretched and squashed or not, his bloated balls boiled. Was the spell itself ready? Was permission perhaps implied? It must have been. Elia’s accompanying ascent was unmistakable. That just left Empress Jia, the only multiply functional hermaphrodite in the history of Shatra – or was she?

If she was not, or if she failed to become so in time, Thrall was going to die, along with heaven knew how many more individuals back home. Almost as awful to him, they would never return to Shatra, there to fuck and suck each other happily ever after.

Giant Jia was panting too though, her miraculous member practically burning his mouth with its fiery inner fluids, steely stiffness and furious friction.

Hopefully that meant she was reaching readiness as well. Further favorable auguries came when her pace began to escalate right along with that of the frantic little Seer. Soon the hard bone of her pubis was bashing his mouth mercilessly. Still Thrall held back as long as possible. Yet without some unexpected mental intercession, withholding would shortly be beyond him.

Good luck with that.

Though this first fuck of hers might be his last whether their spell was successful or not, savoring it for that sake was a decreasingly viable option.

Succubus Elia’s relentlessly squeezing slippery clench was as irresistible as her telepathy. Feeling her muscles undulating hungrily along his raging rarity in never-ebbing waves at last had its way. Climax overcame the slave in a sensory tsunami, washing away awareness of all else.

Once again he could only come and come and come and come, and then go on coming until finally he either died or they arrived at the side of his miserably-missed Afflicter.

***

No worries, at first. Using her new capacity was purest exultation. After all she was a virgin here too in her unique way. And oh the sensations were just insane!

Jia had thought her clitoris sensitive, especially during the enlargement process. That had pained her so great! And nipples and anuses always gave such acute sensations. But here it was revealed there was no equal. The feelings in her penis, from its nerve-dense surface to the primal straining intrinsic to its whole, blew everything in her memory completely away.

Then again, it might have just been the newness. She had become jaded. Or maybe this role just suited her better. So huge, dominant and aggressive had she grown that such penetrative predation had in the past proved perfect for her, even when wielding a feeling-less phallus.

Just ask her many maids – poor limping bowlegged darlings. And she’d always gloried in pegging her eager subject, preferred it from the first. (And oh how she couldn’t wait to stab herself into that welcoming clench!) Whatever the explanation, even if it was the influence of her new gonads too, Jia was in raptures as she rammed her rampant manhood remorselessly home. It felt so fantastic it was actually a challenge to manage such excess. After all, best sex yet or not, this didn’t begin to be all about her! There was another ex-virgin involved.

To begin with, she and Elia had never been physically intimate.

It was another delightful novelty to be within kissing distance, to be gripping each other by the hips and assisting each other’s rhythm. Too bad they had to chant! Because each would like nothing better than to explore some Sisterly kissing indeed, or to take turns pleasuring the other’s breasts as they fucked their favorite slave in the way each most craved. Jia knew this to be true due to that further complicating factor: the melding of their minds provided by the Seer’s Stone.

Not only could Jia feel every nuance of her erection plunging into its eager suckling. She was also sharing everything Elia felt in her own fabulously ecstatic deflowering.

She was both giving and taking cock at the same time – something she was wonderfully capable of on her own now, thanks to Elia and Thrall. But whatever she might enjoy with Nala and others someday, she’d only be beguiled by the input of a single nervous system – her own. Now she was evermore inundated with the data of two. And not only did she have to cope with so much extreme sensation, so much always escalating pleasure and pain (not to mention the mind-bending spell-work underway), but with a double helping of emotional intensity too.

All of Elia’s love and exultation burned in the Empress’ breast as well. Yet that was merely the beginning. Her initiate’s lust ravened while her similarly just-awoken hunger for energetic exudates reveled in the glut of such she gloriously absorbed. So much eros and anima just poured forth from the pores of both her adorers!

Lacking the qualities of a prodigy, Jia suffered ever more from cognitive overload, and an increasing inability to keep separate streams of experience from intermingling. Distressed empathetically, Elia expressed concern for her and a warning too: the spell had to progress regardless. And the challenge was about to get harder.

Even as they accelerated their copulation, riding all that accumulating energy-ecstasy, Elia began to vary her breathless chanting.

Jia had been admonished to disregard this. Somehow she did so. She managed to keep reciting the appropriate mantras. But it was a damnably close thing. If the adaptations the Seer had devised to get them to America were complicated beyond her ken, the cantrips she now began to weave into the matrix being created here were flabbergasting in their combined intricacy, subtlety and potency.

A certain scholarly part of Jia couldn’t help but try to grasp at concepts far beyond her – until a more primitive urge to flee such daunting manipulations of energy shamed her pride and station. Nor did the unavoidable recognition that Elia was indeed far more fit to wear her fillet help. And here she’d thought a little licking of her glans was distracting! How in all the worlds was she supposed to focus on doing her two jobs, each nearly equally as imperative?

***

Thankfully the first was a familiar one.

Jia had practiced the identical progression of mantras for the related spell she herself had performed less than a moon ago. All that was required was concentration – which was like saying all a drowning person needed was air.

Keeping her metaphorical head above the ocean of emotion, sensation and information swamping her was a constant struggle. Still the soon-to-be former First Practitioner managed to keep reciting precisely despite the way Elia’s overlapping cantrips kept varying into the most rarified territory. Even as the conjuration (and her partners) were all surging toward their coital crescendo she kept up her end. Thank heavens for the benefits of experience!

Especially since it was the dearth of such that threatened to sabotage her second, even more crucial duty: ejaculating vitality back into her beloved.

Never having climaxed as a guy, Jia had no way of knowing how close she might be coming to, well, coming. With everything else she had to cope with, this was less a question of controlling her timing than of simply proving their most recent achievements legitimate.

It would’ve been nice to have a chance to at least masturbate, before putting her new equipment to the test. It would be even nicer to hope that Elia could use her abilities to trigger things for her if necessary.

Unfortunately that was not an option.

Prodigy or not, the primary eye had enough balls to juggle in getting them home safe. The ill-titled Empress could only fuck for all she was worth, keep up her part of the incantation and pray her remodeled body would respond properly.

And so the erotic crescendo rose. So did the accompanying excruciation. Travel between realities required prodigious power…

The caustic crystals digging ever deeper into their shins and knees shone steadily brighter, throwing their tits and faces into eerie relief. The burning intensified, those incandescent little cubes turning swiftly calescent as well as dissolving. A similar glimmer grew in the chunk of gypsum swinging so wildly between them. A sweat of effort, arousal and agony slickened their bodies and scattered drops that sizzled hitting the salt and darkened the floorboards all around.

Thrall’s breathing, while still a noose-constricted wheezing, blew scorching through his nose and straight against Jia’s juice-oozing cooze.

Beyond being another relentless stimulus this was a useful gauge. With Elia screaming her way toward the culminating stanzas of her spell and Jia barely continuing her mantras by rote, that irreplaceable vessel was recognizably only seconds away from opening his always-so-generous sperm spigot. Then he did it.

Through Elia’s exultant ecstasy, Jia felt the sacrifice start spurting hotly into her delightfully tight suction. She felt the novice succubus gleefully begin feeding on all that ultra-concentrated energy immediately. Of course this created a new difficulty, one Jia really should have foreseen.

With the Seer proceeding to drain his body, the sustaining of the slave’s ejaculation was essentially rendering him insentient. Thus Jia’s subject ceased to suck on her as she fucked him; his dribbling lips fell slack.

Rather than purse tightly yet cushion his teeth he no longer did either. Jia’s irrepressible pleasure was lessened while the sudden scraping educated her in how apt her new organ also was for transmitting pain. How was she supposed to spew into him now?

She’d better manage it regardless, and within the next little bit. She had only that long before all was lost.

Was this what they called performance anxiety?

Jia knew instinctively that it was deadly. She crushed the fear that made her want to wilt and embraced her innate sadism in its place.

Harder and more viciously than ever she drove her boner home, unmindful of her victim’s obliviousness or the damage to her own tender new member. Her agony was as good as his. She could tell that Elia was feeding on their pain incidentally even as she sucked the life from the shriveling sacrifice. For a moment Jia lost herself in that experience (it was her cunt so tightly clutching and sucking that stabbing spike, her system flooding with the purest power ever, her body barely holding climax at bay) before wrenching her attention back upon her obligations. Maddened by this ill-timed lapse, fighting back panic as the vessel progressively emptied (seed long gone and down to thinning anima now!), Jia in desperation opted for paradox.

Deluged by too much reality, she took refuge in fantasy. Without eschewing her duties, she imagined herself back home a decade from now, living in honored retirement.

Rather than a nasty little apartment they wallowed in the most sumptuous of disporting dens. She wasn’t drilling into her beloved’s unconsciously choking throat but his favored other end.

The cock she was using hurt so much because it had grown so gigantic. After several sun-cycles of lavishly slavish sucking it was now the size of her prize stallion Brod’s member and more. And oh my word! What’s this? Apparently Nala had inherited that no-longer-needed big extinct boar’s tusk! Even as Jia pegged her male-maid madly, her other lover was exuberantly using that humungous double-club to simultaneously fuck the formerly royal cunt!

An abductee named Ace was drilling Thrall’s face, keeping the constantly cuckolded cocksucker properly occupied. How they both loved that, especially since Jia’s penis had grown too big to fit in his mouth even with all his teeth knocked out! But arousing as that was, what really mattered here was safe-and-sound Nala, grinning and giving it to her mistress like only that most accomplished of Afflicters could. Oh it was sooooooo good, too good, way too damn good and oh, oh, oh, oh, she was about to come as a male and female both!

As this prophecy of future perfection cohered within, Jia’s new testes were finally triggered to empty. Whatever nexus of physical and mental stimuli her reconfigured system considered necessary was blessedly met. And oh my beloved subject, just in the nick of time!

Not only was that irreplaceable vessel twitching rapidly toward death. But Elia could hold back no longer either. Even as Jia shuddered with the force of the power pumping out of her (to say nothing of the triumphant ecstasy of relief/release), the Seer let her own failing grip slip. Still somehow shrieking out the culminating phrases of her hideously difficult spell, she exploded into that especially potent Shatra-evolved orgasm. Wracked by this sensory cataclysm as well, Jia indeed knew the ecstasies of both sexes convulsing her at once – along with another coincidental jolt of terror.

The Seer’s Stone was really gleaming now, and the salt symbol savaging their skin shining brighter and searing ever hotter. Neither could match the fiery radiance that suddenly blazed forth from Elia’s extraordinary orbs however.

Not only had these turned up blank and unseeing as every bit of her being focused on their destination. It seemed all the subtle luminescence occasionally glimpsed though her skin was now raving out of her eyes unimaginably magnified.

It was like facing into a pair of argent stars.

Even with her own lids squinched closed, that brilliant silver-white glow blazed so fiercely against them that Jia could see her entire tracery of veins. Not that she had attention to spare for such minutiae.

Even as she began ejaculating, Thrall resumed suckling her. Deep in the throes of his own orgasmic draining, his body responded unconsciously to the succor on proffer. Just that easily was the transfer conduit established,

Not only was the sacrificial vessel stabilized and sustained. Suddenly Jia too was being drained, and of more than just potential life. As she barreled toward apotheosis, Elia was sucking enormous amounts of anima from both of them, ruthlessly feeding on their energy as the culmination required. All that vitality Jia had spent the day gathering, enough to influence armies of men in the millions, was being siphoned out of her in a swoony rush. Succumbing to this secondary suction was scarier than anything else yet. At last the addicted Empress got to feel being feasted on for herself!

Of course who could have the wherewithal to consider the implications at a time like this? Elia shrieked out the final lines of her spell even as their triple orgasm hit its combined peak.

So much agony, ecstasy and energy then detonated all together that it was like the world itself exploded – or maybe the entire multiverse. The brightest flash of all sent an excruciating spear of whiteness right through Jia’s head. Linked together or not, all awareness winked out.




Chapter Twenty-One

Eye Popping Problems

The sound of horrified sobbing brought Thrall around.

He felt wretched, suffering from all the usual symptoms of severe depletion. He was woozy and weak, gaunt as a shipwreck victim. Still he recognized the crying as coming from Nala. Forcing open lead-weighted eyelids, he saw rudely-hewn stone walls and a roof. Rough granite surfaces, these were lit by flickering fire-dishes.

They’d made it; they were back in Shatra!

So why was Nala weeping rather than gleefully greeting them?

First things first. Though his body remained bowed, the ropes restraining the sacrificial slave had been left behind. Gone too was the gouging hot rock salt. He was left bleeding into silk over goose down; sumptuous cushions had replaced the hardwood. His breathing was blessedly easy. Yet free of the noose or not, his neck still hurt. Something was wrenching at his collar.

Even rolling his eyes took effort. Thrall’s reward was his own horror.

Elia had toppled off his apex. The enchanted chain entangling them was the cause of his discomfort. The horror came from seeing the Seer not only insensate but bleeding herself, and not just from the crotch or their shared shredded shins. Garish against that albino skin, crimson also trickled from gashes in Elia’s flank and her one visible arm. Worse, what looked like shards of thick cloudy glass still jutted from some of the wounds. Only when Thrall noticed that other enchanted chain, the one around Elia’s neck, did understanding dawn on redoubled horror.

That dangling chunk of gypsum had been reduced to a jagged fragment! Jesus, their vision crystal had exploded!

Elia had suggested this as a possible consequence, but only of failure. Yet clearly the spell had succeeded: the sacrifice hadn’t died and they’d arrived beside Nala. Elia was alive too, thank heavens. With the awkward sprawl of her body her delicate little ribcage was tautly delineated. Blood-streaked or not, Thrall could see it heaving with her breathing. So what the fuck?

“Empress! Empress, say something please I’m so-so-so-sorry!”

Nala’s babble had switched into English. Instantly the slave flamed with shame.

Shit! The Empress! Goddess Jia! Thrall wrenched his neck again turning back to look at his owner. And with that the ghastliest horror of all descended.

From fucking his lucky face, Jia too had fallen back and away. Her lovely new cock drooped limp and wounded – though Thrall could see that his sucking had already enlarged it!

What should have been a celebratory thrill was dismissed without a thought however. Also unconscious if still visibly respiring, their ruler too had been peppered with pieces of the exploding stone. Several small spikes bristled from the skin of her tits like silver quills. The largest shard however, twice the size of a golf tee, still jutted from the center of the Empress’ left eye. That piercingly brilliant blue had been ruined, forever rendered gory red.

Fuck being extremely depleted!

Jia needed immediate treatment, preferably before reviving. Thrall struggled to roll over and un-kink his cramped limbs. Being stuck to those sheets by blood didn’t help but adrenaline insisted. At last he managed to get mobile, though his head kept spinning after his body had stopped. Using the gasping minute he needed for recovery, Thrall finessed his chain free. Then he squirmed his way up that gigantic body.

“T-t-t-t-tell me she is alive!”

Even in hysteria, Nala’s cry was muted, as if she didn’t wish to draw attention. Thrall couldn’t spare concern for her yet. As soon as he could reach it he plucked the spear of gypsum (ouch – hot to the touch!) from Jia’s eye and flung it aside.

Jia lurched awake. She drew breath to shriek and without thinking Thrall clapped a hand over her mouth. Maybe Nala knew something. Rather than fling him aside like a kitten, veteran warrior Jia responded in battlefield fashion. Recognizing necessity in extremity, she bit off her cry. Her remaining eye cleared and glared into his. Thrall nodded and removed his hand.

“Don’t move yet. We made it back, but the Seer’s Stone exploded. I pulled the splinter that took your eye. But you have a few more stuck in your chest. Let me get rid of them.”

Jia nodded back. Thrall bent to repeat his plucking. But now reaction was setting in, and weakness reasserting itself. His hands shook too badly. Jia looked down, assessed the situation and pulled the shards herself. Though she’d clearly been depleted too she sat up, looking from unconscious Elia to weeping, still-babbling Nala.

“Oh Empress, your eye, I’m so sorry, it’s my fault, my fault, and now you’re t-t-trapped here with me too, what will we do, and oh Empress, what have I already done to you?”

Amazingly, Jia smiled and blew a kiss at the distressed Afflicter. She pulled a sheet over, its fine weave dyed a rich glossy azure. Ripping off a couple strips she swiftly blotted and bandaged her ruined eye. When she moved to see to Elia afterward, Thrall cripplingly followed.

Again Jia pulled splinters. They carefully straightened that petite body out and applied pressure to her wounds.

These were minor, even her legs were less damaged than theirs. Still she didn’t respond even to gentle slapping. Jia peered beneath her eyelids and shook her head worriedly.

“She was the primary eye, most closely linked to the crystal when it exploded. Hopefully she’s only stunned or concussed. On the other hand, the backlash may have destroyed her mind, leaving her blasted and empty inside. We can only wait and pray.”

“Jesus, Elia. Please be okay.” Thrall caught himself calling on the wrong god again and stopped. “So do you have any idea what happened, ma’am?”

“I was an idiot yet again, that’s what happened. Nala was placed here as bait.”

Together they glanced at their abused lover, still sobbing with twin regrets. From her squalid little cell she nodded back miserably.

“Mina set up a surprise for us.”

Jia’s knuckles whitened as she ripped more strips from the sheet. “Clearly she likes ruling here. How she thinks she can get away with this treachery, I haven’t the faintest. When I get out of this place I’m going cut all her digits off one fucking knuckle at a time. And after that I’m going to begin to get gruesome!”

“Does she know we’re back yet? Should we avoid alerting her, or the guards?”

“Good question. She should know by now. Even if the guards are snoozing at this hour, she ought to have a Seer keeping watch around the clock. Failing that, the destruction of the crystal should have alerted every Sister in the Keep. They should be swarming down here, or least looking to see what happened. Let me check.”

Clearly fighting pain and depletion, Jia pressed a hand to her bandage and closed the remaining eye. After remaining motionless for a moment she sighed and turned to Nala.

“There is no need for quiet. Some powerful form of quelling ward has been set up sealing off this suite. No lesser magic can be performed in here. I cannot even see past the door. We are likewise concealed from those trying to scry us.

“No sound goes in or out either. Even the reverberations of the crystal explosion were contained. Mina planned for that ‘accident’ – no doubt she hoped it would kill us both. It didn’t, thank all our ancestors. But we’re definitely imprisoned. We might as well be in one of your bank vaults. I should never have let myself get lured down here so easily! The treasonous bitch just knows me too well. So much for my heroically charging to the rescue.”

Defeated Jia put her head back in her hands.

Thrall couldn’t think of a thing to say. He looked around for some water, meaning to clean up their wounds properly. Infection could not be allowed. Shortly he started crawling.

***

It was hard to think past the pain.

Not the physical pain – Jia had been wounded before, if not so severely. The pain of betrayal hurt worse. Her own impulsive nature and quickness to love had betrayed her. But Mina, who’d been her lover, confidant, protégé, good right hand and personal assassin for so many years – how could she do this? How could she even dream it might succeed? The next gathering of the Conclave would uncover her perfidy, and the traitor would be executed forthwith. What was she thinking? Or what might Jia be missing? At last she raised her half-gaze.

Carved out of one wall was a toilet station and wash basin. There was no flush plumbing or hot water at a touch, but a sliding stone valve opened a spigot. Thrall had filled the basin and was using the cloth provided to gently cleanse Elia’s wounds, washing any residual salt out of the mess of her knees and shins. Jia’s own stinging there was distant, nothing like the throbbing where her eye had been or the outrage and regret in her breast. Content to wait for her slave to minister to her next, the Empress turned back to her other beloved.

“Be at peace, Nala. You are not at fault.”

“But-but-but oh, Empress, your eye!”

“Am I not lovely enough for you anymore?” Jia twisted to display her crotch. “I return a hermaphrodite, dreaming of all the ways you and I and my slave can mate now, only to find that I’ve become repellant and you no longer want me?”

“Forgive me, Empress.” Nala wiped her face. “I want you now and always. I treasure your return as much as I’ve dreaded what it would bring – has brought. I feared you would be slain, as Mina indeed intended. Instead you join my living burial. Mina has laughed at me, swearing that even should you survive your arrival, we will never leave here. She knew that you would come for me before anything else. And so you have, risking all to such a terrible cost.”

Nala’s eyes spilled over again but she restrained any more sobs. Chained to the wall out of reach of the bars, she shifted her iron collar about a neck beginning to gall.

“Your quest was a success?” Finally she managed a smile toward her mistress’ new organ.

“Very much so.” Jia stroked herself, examining gashes left by her earlier exuberance. “But when we turned our gazes toward home we saw only disaster beyond ken. Since we are apparently not about to confront the bitch responsible right away, please tell me how all this happened. What has come to pass since we left Shatra?”

Nala subdued her sniffles.

“I can only speak about the first phase of the moon. I have seen nothing but this cell since we arrived at the Keep, with the starving mob on our heels. Still I have heard ghastly activity in the chamber outside, and felt the presence of what must be evil arts.”

“You heard and felt things through the door?”

“Until just now.”

“Then the ward was only activated by our arrival. Mina must surely know we’re back.

“Very well. As I said, we saw enough in the vision trance to make us race for home. Tell me all the background you can. If we combine our knowledge perhaps we can glean enough about the current situation to make some decisions.”

“Mistress!”

Thrall called out an urgent interruption. He was poised over Elia, holding the chain and fragment of crystal still attached. He must have just taken it from her to clean and bind her wounds. Jia saw the reason for his impertinence immediately. The Seer was stirring.

Nala’s tale could wait. Jia heaved her weariness over to peer down at her successor. She was just in time to see her open those always-beguiling pink-ringed eyes.

These stared blindly through her and Jia’s heart seized up with anguish. Lovely Elia blinked a few times, opened again. After another breath-catching moment she focused.

“Empress. We live. What happened? I smell…I mean I sense…darkness…the crystal…”

“It exploded on our arrival.”

“Your eye? Is that what we felt when it all went black?”

“Yes, Sister. Under this strip it’s useless gloop. I need to get it cleaned out. But first we must extract payment from Mina. Somehow she set this trap for us.”

“I can taste it. I know not what it is. Something very dark and strong.”

“There’s a ward like I’ve never encountering sealing off this suite. Our arts will not avail us. Nala was about to tell us all she knows. Is your mind intact? Are you damaged at all?”

Elia turned a sorrowing look at Thrall.

“This she asks me with only one eye. I am fine, Empress. My head aches, but not as much as my…” Elia stole a hand between her legs. Knowing the fingers would come away bloody, Thrall handed her the washrag. Elia took it with a private smile for him.

“Thank you, Drake Green.”

This use of his former name seemed another acknowledgement of what had recently passed between them. Jia felt again that tinge of jealousy, more ridiculous than ever in their straits. Still she nudged her simpering property.

“Come now, slave. Don’t make me lock it back up already. Get another rag and tend me as well. Then once we are comforted we must listen carefully to whatever Nala can remember. Pay close attention to everything my friends. All of Shatra is in peril, and not only the four of us.

***

“Do you remember, Empress, when I mentioned that Mina might resent my ascent? And you pointed out that she could order anyone in the Empire into her bed? Forgive me, but I fear we both should have listened a bit closer.”

Fighting his bone-deep depletion, Thrall split his attention between expectations of horror and his duty to his deity. Bathing cuts to her boobs and applying reverential pressure, he listened to Nala with poignant sympathy.

“As soon as you were gone, I was stripped of my advisor’s robe. Yet rather than return me to the Cadre, Mina made me her personal menial. And though I could only observe policy, she made certain to question me very thoroughly about the three of you. Meanwhile she took every opportunity to beat and demean me. And this was before I was ordered into her bed.”

Accomplished Afflicter Nala shuddered.

“I won’t speak of the things she did to me to achieve release. But they were clearly fueled by hatred rather than love or even sadism. Let it suffice that those first few nights were quite the window into our new ruler’s delights. And so things stood when word first arrived of the locusts. Yet I think had that disaster not handed her the opportunity, Mina might still have schemed to sideline the Conclave and seize primacy. I believe from the first she wanted to prevent your return, and that of Elia as well. Yet at the same time she pined to reclaim this one.”

Thrall gawped at the finger pointed his way. Jia’s clenched fists twisted against her legs; muscles rippled all over her.

“Talk of the more forgivable vermin, these locusts.”

“These are the very worst species Empress: the predatory flying kind. Each as big as a middle finger and truly omnivorous, they’ll feed on dead bodies and defenseless livestock as easily as any and all non-woody plant matter. They’ll eat children, the old or even hale adults caught outside without shelter or tough clothing.”

Nala shuddered again at what were clearly hideous memories.

Thrall kept sponging Jia’s knees and trying to picture a world that permitted such critters. Nala’s narration chilled him miserably.

“It was but the third dawn after you left us that reports came from Seers left below the plateau. A great hatching from the edges of the southern desert had swarmed into the most fertile farmlands of the Empire. Right on the heels of our visit it seemed. They were stripping the productive Makkan governate and would soon be heading upland after us. The sustenance of all our citizens was at stake. There was very little time to act. Yet Mina delayed. And when it finally came, our response was so badly botched that I was not the only one to suspect her of worsening the situation purposely.”

“What exactly did she delay?”

“Everything. Mostly informing the people of the danger, so that farmers could hurry to harvest what they could before all was lost. Instead Mina swore the Conclave to secrecy and assumed emergency authority. I was there when she directed the Sisters to prepare what they called a ‘deplorable pulse’ to destroy the approaching swarm.”

“No!” Elia gasped into clasped hands. The Empress shook her head skeptically.

“Without me to help them, not to mention Elia? Good luck.”

“Many professed such doubts, mistress – especially since Mina would absent her abilities as well. She declared all her efforts would be necessary to assume your ‘foolishly forsaken’ duties.”

Seeing Jia’s frown, Nala nodded.

“You were blamed greatly, and Mina beat her breast with artless distress at the prospect of indulging her lifetime’s desire. After all, she would need to feed on any number of thralls, in order to properly deploy the army among other challenges. And she proved that you’d entrusted her with the tools. So leaving the patrol encamped idle, the populace ignorant but increasingly restive, rife with rumor, and every other Sister and Acolyte available over-occupied with this madly destructive plan, our new First Practitioner retired to her chambers with a beautifully carved box from the archives.”

Thrall heard Jia grinding her teeth.

So intent was she on her anger she didn’t notice (or at least acknowledge) him guiltily cleaning the gashes his own teeth had on her miraculous new member. That was all right. Their much-missed bedmate had the slave’s full attention too.

“While the locusts closed in, Mina hardly left her bed. I know, because I was chained to it too. Whenever she wasn’t studying the crystals in that box, she was soon feasting on tortured thralls – or cruelly dominating me in petty revenge. But finally the spell had to be attempted.”

“The deplorable pulse?” Thrall cursed his hushed interruption.

The ladies forgave him. Nala even elaborated for his benefit.

“Mina explained it as she abused me. Every mystic available would combine energies and intention to send out a hugely punishing pulse of arcane power, one particularly attuned to the simpler nervous systems of certain low-level life forms.”

Here Elia took over the explanation, her understanding and grasp of language more sophisticated. “Endo-skeletal animals like humans, mammals and birds would only be briefly disturbed. Fish and mollusks, snails and worms would be wholly unaffected. But all arthropods the pulse encountered would die: insects, spiders, crustaceans and so on. The ecological damage is reportedly devastating, at least temporarily. Eventually the stricken area is repopulated, often within a few seasons. Still this is deplorable enough to be a last resort.”

“And not attempted in generations.” Jia sneered. “Were Elia and I available, or every Sister in Shatra gathered, we might have pulled it off. It might even have been justified.”

Nala nodded understanding.

“The Conclave intended to focus the pulse toward the locusts as they swarmed over the escarpment and onto the plateau. It was hoped this would limit the damage. To me Mina even seemed pleased that this meant letting the vermin finish ravishing the lowland.” Grieving she shook her lumpy, fuzzy head. Thrall saw that the hair growing in was a naturally lustrous brown. “Of course the delay also gave time for the truth to begin leaking out. People were succumbing to fear and anger, especially anger at us, and suddenly rushing to salvage whatever they could just as the swarm cleared the cliff and the long conjuration culminated.”

“How badly did it backfire?”

“Terribly, Empress. A punishing concussion flattened everyone standing for a great distance. All had headaches for hours. Many of our best Seers were killed: Koya, Laren, Dala, and Trun among them. Others were still unresponsive the last I heard, as empty-eyed and mindless as a used-up vessel. And from our bivouac all the way back to the bluff, not a single insect was killed.”

“Of course not. Any evidence of what went wrong Nala, other than sheer inability or regrettable incompetence?”

“Some of the Sisters whispered of sabotage, Empress. But in the chaos no perfidy was apparent. In any case, what remained of the Conclave here quickly fell into bickering. There had already been dissention over attempting such a daunting magical task in the first place. I watched Mina play these divisions into paralysis before using the mutual acrimony and the possible threat of more deaths to suspend further gatherings – ‘for the duration of the present crisis’.”

“And so the locusts arrived,” sighed Jia, again pressing a hand to her bandaged head.

Thrall didn’t know where to begin with treating that wound. He set his rag aside only to see Elia take it up. While Nala continued her tale the Seer again tended to the slave’s own extensive covering of damage, both from their recent magic coitus and all the mad excesses previous.

“There was no attempt at organization. People who began frantically harvesting their fields were already battling with crop thieves, when together they could never have hoped to rescue a fraction of what was at risk. Then every granary that should have been safe from the swarm was suddenly being sacked, crazed fools scattering their riches across the landscape. It was idiocy beyond belief, and just beginning.

“Seers reported the swarm devouring all in its path and heading our way. Already incensed at our presence, the locals attacked us next, trying to seize our stores too and even punish us for our sins, real and imagined. With no other option, we resumed our march, hurrying to reach the safety of the Keep here. At first Boran sent out sorties as we went, trying to restore some kind of order. But this was proved worse than futile even before the swarm overtook us.

“Without Empress Jia gentling the men – and Mina seeming to do the opposite of that duty by encouraging their worst – atrocities and reprisals piled up in no time. And with you also having mysteriously disappeared when you’d always been so visible before, conspiracies of your death, overthrow, abandonment of us or even clandestine cause of the disaster all competed with each other. Blood was running high and flooding the gutters all the way to Wellerton. And then the locusts descended.”

***

Stung by the fact of her fault, shamed that she hadn’t been present in her people’s need (how many thousands could have been saved?), Jia forced her guilt and horror aside. She needed to hear every detail, culpable or not.

“The swarm darkened the sky from horizon to horizon.”

Nala’s voice had dropped to an aching husk.

“The noise was incessant: billions of fluttering wings, the reedy screech of vibrating legs, the clittering and chittering of tearing and chewing mandibles everywhere. Every soldier marched cloaked and hooded and carried the additional weight of the hundreds of locusts crawling over him. Every step crunched on a living carpet.

“Horses and draft animals wore foul weather tarps too, though it didn’t keep their ears and tails from being gnawed to bloody stubs. Even the best trained beasts ran mad, repeatedly costing us supplies and even whole wagons full of weapons, which were promptly turned against us. For even with the swarm thick all around, folk kept following and attacking us, even laying ambushes like the one you disrupted. It got to the point soldiers slaughtered any who approached, even though most were just trying to join us, desperate for sheltering while being eaten alive. By the time we reached the city the army was falling apart.

“Some of the men deserted, joining or forming their own gangs of rapist food-looters. Some of the women soldiers mutinied too, defending locals from our overzealous fellows. It turned out the local garrison was having similar problems. Warriors were abandoning their duties to defend friends and family – or prey on those of others in the chaos. Anyway, harried from above and all sides, we fought our way into the Keep, where we were immediately besieged.

“The locusts may not have known this, but the locals sure do: this dungeon isn’t all that’s down here. Wellerton Keep sits atop an extensive network of caves, guarded here by the Sisterhood since before there was even a fortress.”

Jia nodded. An inspection had been on their agenda. For the slave’s sake she explained.

“Icy rivers born in the peaks beyond flow both above and below the ground here. They have carved deep, chilly caverns that allow for many sun-cycles of emergency food to be stored – or seized and hoarded, depending on your viewpoint. Barrels of ale and wine, huge mystically-sealed crypts full of preserved vegetables, grain and seed. Only fools fail to prepare for famine. Did not Mina promise to distribute from this?”

“She forbade all talk of it, mistress. When Boran protested, I dared to speak up as well. I have been in this cell ever since.”

“What else can you tell me of the War Master?”

“Boran has been rendered ineffective. He is shamed by his soldiers’ failings.

“He knows how you control the men. He too feels the difference without your influence. Fortunately he is disciplined enough not to need such gentling. But the weakness, savagery and unreliability of his underlings torments him. It leaves him no standing to challenge Mina. She in turn has dumped untold responsibility on him, along with the resources to further keep him busy. With the Conclave dispersed, Mina assigned all the Sisters to either him or the garrison commander. I assume the siege continues, so I assume they are still the ones handling it, while our new head succubus feeds and feeds.”

“That’s how it appeared to us,” piped up Elia. “So this Keep has been under attack for nearly half a moon? We saw no sign of live locusts. I assume they just recently ran out of food here and either moved on into the mountains or died en masse as abruptly as they hatched. So why does the unrest continue? Why do the people still rebel, and why it is allowed? Surely Seers in the capital have sounded the alert, and sent more troops this way.”

“Perhaps they too are running amok, or struggling through a countryside similarly run wild. In any case, even swift cavalry would take time to arrive.” Jia slumped, succumbing temporarily to her depletion. She looked at scrawny Thrall, who was much worse off, and shook the weakness away.

“Mina may have a moon or more before she has to account for herself to the rest of the Conclave. Unless she somehow intends to overpower the combined might of every sorceress in Shatra. I don’t care how many men she drains, she’ll never get strong enough for that to happen. So what in all our ancestors’ nightmares is she up to?”

“I heard her tell Lara she needed power to both quell the insurrection and to beacon you somehow – to reach between worlds, get your attention and call you home. But that can’t be her real reason for so much feasting – and whatever else she’s been doing to those men.” The formerly pitiless Afflicter shivered.

“Maybe she did beacon us,” Elia mused. “Perhaps that’s what caused my unease at being away for so long.”

“If so it was just so she could capture us,” Jia groused. “It still doesn’t reveal her endgame.” She pondered silently, wishing her brutalized beloved wasn’t chained out of her reach. How she wanted to soothe those shivers!

“What has she been doing to her thralls, to make you shudder so? Torture is half your calling, my love.”

Nala felt tenderly of the swelling distorting her face.

‘I don’t really know, Empress. I haven’t been able to see them. I know all the sounds of affliction, and could identify ever more extreme measures being used. I smelled terror and pain beyond belief, yet little in the way of male heat. I learned to sense when Mina was feasting, and the feelings grew increasingly creepy – nothing like I’d become accustomed to when you drained Thrall before me. And when she came in here to use me afterward…”

Nala shrank into herself. Before Jia could offer comfort though the girl forced herself to resume her report.

“She was always inspired to new levels of malevolence. Yet her beauty seemed to decay even as the strength she commanded swelled. Lately she has been gloating openly that we three will die here while she rules for a century. And I know she is performing rites more evil than any we have seen. She exudes ill like a miasma. My blood curdles even to be near her. The way the shrieks I hear peak and peak before being abruptly cut off…”

“Peace, brave Nala.”

Elia’s voice soothed even as her gaze turned to Jia in amazed dismay.

“I know what it is I taste now – and what it is that makes the ward imprisoning us so powerful. Mistress, it is death energy. It must be. Even as we were offhandedly mentioning anathema, Mina was back here practicing it. Our Sisterhood’s supreme assassin has descended to necromancy!”




Chapter Twenty-Two

Ultimatum

His shins and forearms were the worst. With Elia too appalled he’d taken over cleaning these. Jia’s ejaculation yanked his head up.

“Necromancy! Has she got fucking shit for brains?”

Hearing the LA idiom made Thrall almost grin.

Dear Shanelle had made her influence felt! The horror in both Sisters’ faces warned against any levity though. Tempted to put an uppity question, the slave was saved by Nala.

“What is necromancy?”

“Evil and madness,” the Seer breathed.

The Empress was less concise.

“It is an art so forbidden we only speak of it censoriously. Its exercise would unite the Conclave in condemnation – far more so than say, possession.” Jia gave Elia a significant glance before continuing. “We Sisters use life energy to empower our arts, challenging as it may be to gather enough of it. There is another, far greater energy available however: death energy.”

Thrall felt his balls crawl. How naïve his simplistic fantasies suddenly seemed…

“Unlike life energy, which is periodically taken and renewable up to a point, death energy consists of a single enormous discharge, which is freed at the instant life flees. Harvesting and using this staggering potency is difficult and dangerous. No sane sorceress would make a habit of it – or a habit of it would make any sorceress swiftly insane.”

“It is said to be extremely addictive and deranging both,” Elia added. “Some legends say that glutting on it leaves one open to occupation by evil entities. Others scoff and say addicts need no immortal assistance turning monstrous. But our history is adamant that necromancy never ends well. Such despicable lore should be excised from the archives.”

Nala’s chain clinked as she shifted. “Was this what Mina was studying in those crystals?”

Jia sighed and nodded apology.

“There are necromancy records in the ‘restricted to ruler’ chest. Like the Americans’ atomic weapons, these are reserved for only the direst circumstances, a truly existential extremity. I never dreamed Mina would dare… Truth is, those crystals have been unused for so long they never even crossed my mind. What kind of fool would court damnation? Call it another colossal misjudgment from your former ruler. I hereby renounce as Empress. First Practitioner Elia, when we get out of here, the fillet is yours. Until then, you command us three. I have proved unfit.”

Thrall expected Elia to dispute this. Instead the little sovereign returned nonchalantly to the subject at hand.

“Mina must have sabotaged the deplorable pulse just as she set that trap for us. This bitch of a witch slew our Sisters, destroyed the minds of others and allowed this catastrophe to worsen, so that untold multitudes have needlessly suffered and perished too.

‘No wonder she dispersed the Conclave. Yet once again, not even an expert necromancer could expect to become mighty enough to overpower all of the order of the Oculus. So we are no closer to her ultimate intent – or our own of saving Shatra. I suppose for the moment we can only rest ourselves, heal and try to recover from our depletion. I suggest we conserve and collect some free energy: settle in and mediate, in other words.”

Thrall nodded wearily. Jia in turn perked right up.

“Yes! I am well overdue for learning this intriguing trick! Tell me honestly Elia: is this truly a viable source of unlimited anima? Did we dare a trip to America when the answer was with us the entire time?”

“Yes and no, Empr…I mean Sister.”

They all smiled. This would take a bit of getting used to. Elia continued.

“The anima is everywhere – everywhere life thrives at least. We are bathed in it always, which explains why Americans are so rich in it. Their world teems with life, advanced and sophisticated life bred to such aggression that it’s vastly overrun its habitat.

“Meditation is indeed a way to collect that energy, to vastly increase its natural absorption. Even here, where it is so much thinner. And I can pass on the insights that wise elder taught me, ways to concentrate and magnify what is absorbed – and how to use meditation too for both aiding our arts and unlocking other innate abilities already resident within.

“Yet even with all that agreed, there is still no substitute for the walloping vitality rush of ingesting a male ejaculation. That must go without saying. Millions of proto-lives absorbed in seconds, along with such an explosion of eros at orgasm… Deliciously addictive as it is, we could never leave such potential untapped – though we could certainly make do with taking less ruinous amounts.”

“Teach me meditation then Empress, I beg you.”

“Me too!” Nala clinked her chain again shifting into the position she’d seen Thrall take so often. Adding her entreaties to Jia’s she gave the slave a private smile that warmed him inside. It reminded of all those times they’d spent entwined in his own dungeon cell. In response Thrall shifted into a lotus too, glad his ass had been spared the gouging hot halite. All those whip welts and wax scalds were going to make sitting uncomfortable enough.

***

It was difficult to gauge how much time had passed. The light from the fire-dishes never varied. Yet Jia knew the night must be gone when she was gently nudged from her trance.

For all her exhilaration at learning Elia had been right (and how wondrous a discovery this was!), the primary thing she felt as full awareness returned was hunger. When did she last eat? Before going out to gorge on seed? And before that meager pizza, she’d had to fast the entire previous day. Anima aside, her body was starved for more prosaic fodder.

Of course a warrior could ignore such trials for a time – privation was part of their training. Still a lack of sustenance reduced anyone’s effectiveness. Jia pushed the matter aside and smiled brilliantly at her friends.

“Elia, you are priceless. I cannot thank you enough. I understand your excitement now. You’re right; this ‘meditation’ changes everything. I am refreshed substantially already – though I’d gladly still slurp up a virile male or two.”

With that she turned her beaming on her beloved.

“I feel the same immense gratitude to you Drake Green – so I can call you too, though you will always be my Thrall. You have also proved more valuable than ever we dreamed. To share this simple but effective art with us just tops all your other virtues. Truly now it appears I need never completely empty you.”

From her cell Nala applauded. Thrall bowed in humble worship. Jia wanted to fuck them both so much! Instead she rose and stretched, intending to explore their confinement for the first time. Still she had to question the erstwhile Afflicter.

“When do you expect they’ll be feeding us? You are thinner than before, but not as gaunt as our sacrificial vessel here.”

Nala looked away.

“Mistress, the morning meal is overdue. Usually one of only a few guards – Mina seems to have bewitched them – brings me bread. I doubt they would enter the suite now. You see there is a feeding flap at the door’s base, closed along with the observation window. Perhaps they will shove something through soon.”

Jia moved to the door. It rattled when she tested it, as did those locked portals. Great as hers was, no muscular strength could conquer so much obdurate oak and iron. If not for the ward though, she or Elia could have easily defeated the lock.

No mechanical contrivance could be proof against their arcane abilities. Thrall called it ‘telekinesis’, which was a ‘kick-ass’ term. Magically moving small objects was simple, if too costly in energy to do casually. Jia expected Empress Elia could rip the door right off its pins if she really tried. Such displays were frowned upon of course, except in battle. The masses were far more amenable to subtle mental suggestion; gaudy exhibitions of mystical might provoked more paranoia and resentment than served as deterrent.

None of that was here nor there, as the endlessly idiomatic Americans said. The quelling ward prevented such efforts, as well as the expedient of simply signaling for loyal Sisters or even commanding the guards. Jia rattled the door again in frustration.

She would not demean herself by howling uselessly for help. The ward quelled all. And yet… Jia looked around at the fire-dishes burning perpetually in every corner. If no arts would work behind the ward, why weren’t they starving in chilly darkness? Better put the question to her superior.

“Tell me Elia, why do the fire-dishes still function? Shouldn’t the ward have quelled them?”

“Thank you!” Elia clapped her hands emphatically. “I knew an anomaly was nagging at me! It’s just been one nightmare piled upon another, while the mundane details go unnoticed. Here is the crucial clue, the loose thread I need to begin unraveling this web.”

Naked, the Seer twisted her marred legs back under her. “To explore this ward properly I must entrance myself again. It’s the only way to endure such intimate contact. Disturb me not, my friends. This looks like a fantastic challenge.”

Elia closed her eyes and fell silent.

For a long moment Jia watched, trying to imagine the difficulties the kid – the Empress – faced. Finally she gave up, settling for hope and pride in her successor. Elia hadn’t let them down yet. She caught Thrall’s eye and with a jerk of her head she led him over to the cell. Away from working Elia and as close to Nala as the bars allowed they reconvened. Speaking quietly the lovers resumed their reunion. Naturally the talk turned quickly to their time away from Shatra. Jia couldn’t resist showing off her penis again.

“This is so wondrous!” Nala’s tears dried as her gaze crawled amazed over that organ. “And you say it will grow ever larger?”

“It’s already started,” Thrall allowed. “I won’t rest until I can’t fit it through my lips. Then I’ll spend my days using my tongue, fingers and bung.”

“Oh mistress, I can’t wait!” Nala pulled futilely against her chain. “Please get me out of here so I can worship you properly too!”

“I’m afraid that’s up to Elia at the moment.”

“Then tell me how you achieved this miracle! What happened in America?”

First Jia forced a few cushions through the bars, so Nala could be at more ease. Then they settled back in to share more history.

Trained to terseness, Jia began as if making a battle report. Her incorrigibly impertinent slave kept interrupting to add details however, which Nala clearly, even gleefully appreciated. Eventually Jia let Thrall carry the narrative. It was quite a tale, the way he told it, and in spite of the jeopardy to themselves and all of Shatra, Jia found herself getting aroused by it. By the time he was trying to describe the process that had transformed her, the way his own mind had been turned against him, he ran out of words and that glorious new organ was achingly upright. Nala gazed at it so longingly! Jia reclined to allow Thrall to suck and bob and slobber her up larger while she finished the account between gasps. She even included the fantasy she’d used, and how thinking of Nala had saved the day.

“And so it worked. At the last second I managed to spurt, completing the conduit. Elia drew enough from the two of us then to get us back here – just in time for me to lose my eye.”

Jia sighed and pushed her industriously sucking slave away.

She couldn’t afford to feed him that way, much as he might need it. Nor could they permit the distraction. Was her glistening prick a bit bigger? Maybe. Anyway Jia left her lovely little cocksucker disappointingly wiping his chin and just as fiercely erect as she was. Deliberately easing her breathing, Jia moved them on to mutual commiseration, belated celebration, declarations of undying devotion and promises of a proper reunion as soon as events permitted.

***

And when might that be?

Only Elia could tell them. And only when she was ready. As time slipped by and their leader continued to imitate a piece of sculpted marble, Jia grew restless. Watching Thrall and Nala sharing more murmured memories, each on their side of the cell bars, each collared and trailing a heavy chain, her discomfort increased.

She couldn’t do anything about one of her lovers. But what cause had the other to suffer?

Tradition decreed that slaves lived in chains, a deliberate stigma so that no one forgot they were property. Security was actually secondary. Where would an escapee go, another continent? And as for Thrall, his loyalty to her was unquestioned. Jia had been inside his mind and knew he would die before forsaking her. He even found a kinky thrill in his constant bondage. Nevertheless lugging all that metal around was a drain on his already exhausted resources. Without mentioning her intentions, without even properly thinking about it, Jia impulsively leaned over and grabbed a handful of heavy golden links. She pulled, speaking the key phrase.

“Kyee-tull!”

The collar came away, falling to the floor in a slither of gleaming chain. Thrall and Nala were stopped in mid-exchange. Gaping at her, they combined to voice the overlooked obvious.

“Mistress…”

“You just did magic!”

Jia gawped back. What? So she had! But what about the ward? She tried to send her sight beyond the suite and failed. She looked at Elia, still entranced. She picked up the collar.

“Kyee-tull!”

It slid through flesh like smoke and re-solidified around Thrall’s throat.

“Kyee-tull!”

Just as easily it came off again. They stared at one another, nonplussed but hopeful at once. Finally it was the slave, the least schooled in magic among them, who spoke.

“Didn’t you make this chain from old fire-dishes?”

“And the bands I wore on my biceps. Maybe that has something to do with it.”

“In any case, thank you. That was becoming burdensome.”

“No doubt. Now if only we could perform some other arts in here.”

“We can.”

They all whirled. Unnoticed, Elia had opened her eyes. She smiled and nodded at the discarded collar.

“We still can’t escape, or break through the ward to exert power past the door. But at least we can see to a few comforts, and to our exceptional vessel’s regeneration.”

Again Thrall and Nala spoke as one.

“How did you…”

“Can you free me too?”

“Yes. But it may not be advisable to let Mina know what I’ve done.”

Jia cautiously tested the ward again. Now she found the subtlest alteration.

“What have you done?”

“Not much,” the Seer admitted. “Close contact with death energy is repellant, hard to endure without nausea and distress. But after extensive study I was finally able to detect how the exception for the fire-dishes was built into the lattice of the quelling spell. I attuned my attempt accordingly, my own exertion of energy indistinguishable. Once I’d insinuated that first mental tendril into that structural weakness I exploited it, expanding that exception the way water freezing in a crack can break apart boulders.

“Of course the process takes time. The ward still contains us. But within this suite our arts can now function. We can break Nala out of her cage. I can nurse Thrall back to vitality. But to do so will warn Mina that her ward has been weakened. She’s probably right outside the suite, still draining endless slaves. She may take retaliatory action.”

“As opposed to slowly starving us?” Jia shrugged. “Maybe she’ll be alarmed enough to finally confront us. I can’t wait to see that traitor face-to-face.”

“And maybe she’ll expose another vulnerability in the ward when she does,” Elia nodded. “Even if she reinforces it, every adjustment opens it to undermining.”

She looked at Nala’s cell door and the lock clanged open. A moment later the lock fell off her collar too, which followed it in tumbling to the floor. Jia slammed the door open and swayed back as Nala hurled herself bodily into her embrace.

Weeping, kissing, hugging and much loving rubbing had been too long in coming.

Oh how good it felt to clutch each other close! It felt even better to hear that sorely missed Afflicter breathe assurances into her ear: that the memory record of their first night together was safe; that she had been so terrified that was all she’d ever see of her Empress again!

Nala fell on Thrall next, her devouring lips and breast-squashing body-crushing bringing the slave to erection again in seconds. Before she could maybe mount that unfettered possession, Jia pulled the delirious girl back into her own arms.

“Patience, beloved. Let me tend to your injuries. The vessel is still dangerously close to empty, even with our recent meditation. Generous Empress Elia must succor him for us – though I have no idea how she is not depleted after all our mad expenditures. Our new Empress must be as staggeringly resilient as our favorite slave.”

“Perhaps I am.” Elia peered down her slender shape, daubing gently at the deepest of her clotting cuts. “Perhaps I even share that most rare and elusive attribute of his. I’m certainly no cultivator of pain or endorphins yet.” Finding her wounds closed enough for some close-quarter cuddling, she beckoned with grinning new imperiousness.

“Come, taker of my virginity! Your new Empress orders you into her arms. Let me replenish what you so generously provided me. And let me stroke that unlocked property properly this time, I want to breathe in your eros all the while. So let not our jeopardy dampen your arousal at being so intimate with me!”

Jia felt her lips twist. Ripping more strips from that sheet, she handed Elia a particularly thin one: not a bandage but a ligature.

“I suggest you tie off that spigot before you play with it. Trust not to a man’s forbearance in times of desperation.”

“You are wise in the ways of males, Sister.”

“And lonely for the love of women after a moon or so away.”

Jia gamely squashed the pain in her head and heart once again. Playfully she tweaked the scabbed and bruised mess that was left of Nala’s own left breast. “If they’re going to mix necessity with pleasure right next to us…”

“Perhaps we should share a few caresses as well.”

“Yes.” Elia was binding Thrall’s boner off. “Only Nala may climax however. And be on your guard for interruption. Let not our appetites imperil our lives.”

The other three agreed.

***

Little more than a moon over eighteen and soon to be the ruler of her world, Elia was endlessly complex in her opposing attributes. A slip of a sylph with immense ability, her iron determination hiding behind a delicate façade, friendly and gentle while capable of the most pitiless domination; at once a fey, fetchingly vulnerable waif and a voracious succubus she constantly provoked contradictory responses in Thrall.

Taking his hardness in hand even before the chanting and nursing began, this nubile virtuoso with more tricks than a courtesan toyed with his tied-up manhood with the exploratory joy of fresh discovery. Was this prick truly her first to have and to handle? And even throughout the lusciously suckling interlude to follow, she experimentally varied her speed and angle of stroking him with limitless adolescent fascination.

With the ligature keeping him impotent Thrall squirmed inside and out throughout his delicious rejuvenation. On and on the bond between them strengthened. Even without the Seer’s Stone the slave could swear this suddenly seductive young sorceress still retained a ‘tendril’ or two of control over him. When his system was bolstered sufficiently and Elia reclaimed her breast, when she pulled the ligature loose and left him throbbing on in madly futile striving, the blessed vessel was able to fall back into thwarted panting without the faintest taint of resentment.

It helped that Jia had also finished treating Nala, and the two were done tonguing each other. With nothing to eat they all drank deeply, cooling heated passions with water still chilly from the glaciers above. Elia wished to meditate then but it was agreed they would only do so in pairs, with at least one person staying alert. Despite his fortifying Thrall was still exhausted – they’d been up all night following two straight enormously costly ordeals. With the Sisters most to profit from powering up, Nala drew him into her embrace next.

“Rest, my little dungeon-mate. I will keep watch for us. And I will try not to fondle your freedom too much.”

Her lightly tickling fingers had him swelling again in seconds. After so long with his cock in cuckolded bondage, there was a serious monster on the loose. Thrall groaned and settled against his former jailor-lover-mistress. As dungeons went this wasn’t so bad: lots of fresh water, huge deep cushions, three enchanting naked ladies…

Did he doze off? Nala was shaking him.

Jia was already on her feet. Elia had curled up defensively, adopting a pose of beaten despair. A loud metallic scraping was coming from the heretofore noiseless door. It was the barred observation portal in the middle being opened.

Thrall saw that Jia had been prophetic: it was Mina’s face that appeared in the window. He saw that Nala had been correct too. The slender, olive-skinned beauty of only a few weeks ago had begun turning distinctly hag-like.

Silky-straight hair had gone stringy and tangled below the imperial fillet. Large dark eyes devoid of once-lovely luster sat sunken in hollows; formerly haughty cheekbones now stood out skull-like rather than appearing aristocratic. Still the aura of unbridled malevolence about her burned with a vibrant vitality, infusing that new gauntness with daunting force. Thrall felt the hideous power of her more plainly than could be easily explained. Her glance fell upon him before anyone spoke and he caught himself drawing back reflexively from the menace she projected. When her attention turned to Jia he sagged in relief.

“Why it’s the Empress who abandoned us for America! I applaud your timely return, Sister. You have gained something and lost something, I see.”

“I am the first intersex Seer in hundreds of sun-cycles, and the first such Empress ever. And I only need one eye to recognize a murderous, treasonous necromancer when I see one, Mina.”

Jia shook her head with honest regret. “Repent while you can, fool. Whatever madness drove you to this foulness, you must know you’re doomed – damned and doomed both. I loved you once, my fallen Sister. Come in here and let me end it quickly. Only perdition waits.”

Untouched by this gesture of compassion, Mina immediately sneered.

“So arrogant as always, Sister. And maybe with justification.

“I have no doubt your arts have advanced in your absence. Somehow you affected my quelling spell. And I can’t imagine how you managed that.” Her nod indicated Jia’s cock. “But I command power now that you can only gibber about. Give me a single male to feed on and I can double the strength of that ward. This dungeon alone holds hundreds. I will rule this world for dozens of sun-cycles deposed one, while you and the little freak there waste painfully away.”

“Rule using death energy!” Jia howled accusingly. Her next words were incisive with censure. “Slaughtering humans out of hand for necromancy!”

“Why not?” Mina exulted maniacally. “How many humans have you consumed, Empress? How many shackled captives have I delivered to your bed, later to come back emptied useless skeletons that soon expire?”

Thrall considered this a bit of a point. But then Jia challenged not only Mina but his own persistent naiveté and atheism.

“I take only seed and anima from men, necromancer. But what do you take?

“What exactly is death energy? None of us truly knows. But you know as well as I that most mystics believe it is nothing less than the body’s spirit, fleeing the fallen flesh to ascend to the revered audience of our ancestors. What else could it possibly be?

“You feast on people’s souls, Mina, denying them eternity.

“Is it any wonder the practice drives one mad, or into the service of demonic entities? And practically speaking, I don’t care how many prisoners you kill, there’s only so many hours in the day. You can keep us in here, but you’ll never consume enough slaves to overcome the entire Conclave. Are you so addled you can’t understand that?”

Mina’s murky eyes flashed a dim crimson. Even to a dedicated materialist this was persuasive evidence that some kind of demon might indeed have already inhabited her. That and her aura of evil force…She hesitated at Jia’s gibe, then screeched out a demented guffaw. With a sneering superiority that was pathetically all projection, she couldn’t help but boast again.

“I understand all I need to, fool! The little freak isn’t the only adaptive adept around here! Two decades as the Sisterhood’s supreme assassin have supplied me with the keenest of insights into this ridiculously neglected lore. I can modify ancient spells just as adroitly as any sexless upstart looking to treacherously unseat me! Indeed I have achieved breakthroughs that make developing that puny little penis look as frivolous as it is!”

Spittle was spattering from her lips. Exalted in her dementia, Mina raved on, growing more grandiose by the moment. Thrall half expected her to pop a blood vessel. But finally she boasted of some discovery that involved the mass collection of death energy.

No wonder she allowed the crisis to continue! Every casualty just added to the already unimaginable amount of power being accrued.

It was clear from Jia’s staggered expression that this truly was dire news. If this catastrophe continued, if the unrest kept spreading – if people kept dying like flies – Mina could indeed become too puissant to oppose. She might actually be able to overthrow the Conclave, extend her life unnaturally and eventually ‘conquer this entire world, and all those beyond’ as she claimed. Seeing the dismay in her former mentor’s face, Mina cackled like the storybook hag she increasingly resembled.

“So we’ll see who is doomed soon, won’t we? I give you a choice now, damned hermaphrodite! You and your friends can slowly starve to death. Or you can live out your existence in this comfortable little den with copious good food, lots of fine wine, the virgin freak to fuck and your favorite Afflicter too. All you have to do is give up that one without resistance.”

Thrall’s stomach plummeted as a ragged fingernail pointed directly at him.

“I’ll give you some time to think about it. Hunger brings wisdom, they say. I believe I’ll check in once a day. Sooner or later you’ll have to face facts. One way or another, I will have that puny peon’s purity for myself!”




Chapter Twenty-Three

Answers

The window in the door clanged closed.

Her damned betrayer vanished. Jia was left with quite the inner reordering of priorities.

Perhaps this was a bit belated. Elia had certainly arrived there before she did. Jia had been building toward this though, ever since their disagreement over draining the policemen. Though events had kept her from dwelling on it, the ejaculate-addict also remembered the feeling of her own vitality being leeched away. She understood how this could be reciprocally addicting to those like Thrall; at the same time she shuddered, repulsed.

In further revelatory empathy, she’d lately begun to appreciate the degree of frustration and jealousy her beloved slave had been suffering under all summer. Faced now with the demand to surrender him, compounded by Mina’s embodiment of the Sisterhood’s worst sins, Jia at last confronted her own culpability. Call it moral growth perhaps. But never again would she destroy an innocent in order to power her arts. Then again, addicted or not, imprisoned or not, her days of draining slaves would soon be over in any case. That was the exclusive privilege of the current ruler. Even should they survive and triumph, the right to empty endless men would pass to Elia. Moot point or not, Jia knew the cut of remorse, and a surge of poignant love for her worshipful little male-maid. Without thinking further she reassured him.

“Don’t worry, darling. You are mine. I’m not about to give you up.”

“Yes you are. Your Empress orders it.”

Everyone whirled to gape at Elia.

Jia’s shock was sidetracked by what she saw.

The girl had been curled up small not just to deceive Mina about who the true power in the room was. She’d also been concealing the enchanted chain hung around her neck – the one still set with that last little fragment of the Seer’s stone. Removing this fastidiously, she responded to all the dropped jaws with a grimness of determination that befitted her station.

“The stakes are way too great. Stop goggling and let me explain.”

“Of course my Empress!” Thrall bowed his lowest obeisance.

Feeling a flush of shame, Jia did the same. How dare she not respond with absolute obedience? Nala followed suit. “My life for you!” They murmured in a disjointed chorus. The Empress (of the Wellerton dungeon at least) smiled benignly.

“Rise, my friends, and stay brave. I will free us from this room and we will redeem Shatra. But the danger is extremely great – as is the risk we must consequently take.”

Rather than stand again (since Elia stayed seated) they squirreled around into crouches surrounding her. Jia nodded at the little gypsum shard, smaller than the one that had taken her eye. Her other asked the question for her. Empress Elia began there.

“Yes, it still works. Only barely, but enough for our purposes. Better, it worked well enough just now for me to ease inside Mina without her noticing. I know what she has done and what she has planned. I know why she wants Drake and I know how to defeat her. But we need our precious vessel’s help. And we need him to risk his life and immortality for us.”

The slave made to speak, no doubt eager to offer himself. Jia stilled him with a touch.

“Please Empress Elia; you said you know Mina’s secrets. Can you tell us?”

The sylph smiled smugly.

“As I’d hoped, opening the window revealed another exception to be exploited, another opportunity to insinuate a mental tendril into the ward. I don’t care how much that bitch reinforces it, the ‘little freak’ will unravel it eventually. The critical variable is time. Things are going from bad to worse fast out there – much to Mina’s evil glee.

“The relief forces en route are bogged down by more uprisings. Several regions are in open revolt. Meanwhile hundreds die daily attacking the walls here without a prayer of getting inside. Disease from rotting bodies and malnutrition are taking hundreds more. And as she claimed, Mina has devised a way to capture the energy from each and every one of these deaths.

“At the very peak of this Keep, on top of the highest tower, in the space dedicated to studying the stars, she has enshrined what she calls the ‘death gem’.

“This used to be the largest corundum crystal in the treasury. It travels with the First Practitioner wherever she goes. The way it’s just lately been enchanted, imbued and connected to various conduits and collectors however now serves a dual purpose.

“Such a huge ruby easily stores all this concentrated death energy, accumulating it automatically for Mina, so that she can go on draining slaves to sate her personal requirements. Once all is in readiness, she will use that gem to reverse the collected energy, to propagate what she calls a ‘purging pulse’. Only unlike the one she ordered and then sabotaged earlier, this one truly would be deplorable. Even abominable. She is targeting not lowly arthropods but rather the highest of minds: Seers and telepaths like us. Mina would kill or mind-wipe every mystic practitioner in Shatra, Sister and Acolyte alike – every single one except herself.”

Staggered at the scale of such wicked ambition, Jia could only shudder like Nala had done. At last she found her voice.

“So with the Conclave slaughtered, she would have no opposition in taking over the shattered shell of the Sisterhood. She knows how to influence the men in the army even if the women rebel. She will rule over bloody chaos, but if each death only strengthens her further…”

Elia nodded solemnly.

“She could indeed rule for decades, or until the Empire consumes itself – or the effects of her insanity destroy her.”

Nala rubbed at bruises. Thrall of course had to speak without asking.

“So what the fuck does she want with me?”

Jia had spoiled him, but Elia kept permitting his impertinence.

“She wants what we all want: the unrivaled quantity, potency and purity of energy you represent. I have seen what Nala described: Mina wallowing in both conventional draining and the most hideous of unholy rites afterward. If your anima is so extravagant, how copious might your death energy prove? The truth is my friend, Mina means to use you to trigger the purging pulse. Your emptying and ritual ending will provide the means for what will be the ultimate act of murderous necromancy. Your grisly execution will simultaneously slay our entire Conclave.”

As if on cue, Jia felt the hair on her neck prickling. Elia nodded at her glance.

“Yes. The ward has just been strengthened considerably. Mina has devoured another thrall.

“How sadly ironic this situation is. Just as we have learned to renounce our failings, as we stand on the brink of never needing to damage a man again, this despicable sorceress would found the worst imaginable death cult on the bones of our once-proud Sisterhood. The sacrificing of innocent men will then only accelerate. Soulless corpses will keep piling up to feed Mina’s addiction indefinitely unless we succeed.”

“Think of all the effort we spent tagging targets!” Jia’s laugh felt rather mad too. “Let’s hope the lunatic never learns to invade America to hunt them down!”

“She’s right too though, at least about Thrall.” Nala’s voice quavered. “All she has to do is wait us out. If we go without food long enough, we’ll be too weak to resist anyone she sends in here to get him.”

“That’s why we have to surrender him tomorrow!”

***

For the second time in seconds, almost, Thrall found himself goggling at his new Empress. Rather than admonish, this time she nodded calmly back.

“I know you must rest. That’s for today. And tonight we must empower me. But there’s no sense putting this off any longer. While we are weakening, people are dying.”

Well, there was no denying that. Thrall cleared his throat.

“Have you got some kind of plan?”

“It’s simple isn’t it?”

Elia was looking smug again.

“Mina must open the door in order to claim you, revealing another ensorcelled exception, a third inherent weakness in the ward. And while no one else may realize it, you and I have been more intimately linked than any humans in recorded history. That is a crucial advantage.

“From your original abduction to our departure spell, to infusing you with illusion during Jia’s transformation to nursing your rejuvenation before feeding vaginally on your energy and seed, the fact that you were my devoured deflowerer is the least of the ties between us. When you pass through that door and ward, a tiny filament of me will go with you – not enough to aid or influence you, but enough to sustain an unnoticed disruption in the ward.

“Thus we keep a ‘foot in the door’ even after its locked back closed on us. While Mina is then occupied with all your extravagantly choreographed torture, ritual degradation and other sacrificial preparations, I will work at expanding all three exceptions. With my connection to you particularly weakening its weft, I will unravel this damn quelling spell in short order!

“Once I succeed at that, Jia, Nala and I will burst out of here, rescue you, slay Mina and any minions and then save the remainder of Shatra.”

“Just like that?”

“Damn straight!” Jia snarled.

Her big hands clenched emptiness, eager to be around her betrayer’s neck. Elia touched Thrall on a mangled leg.

“Your responsibility will be to buy me the necessary time.

“You must delay Mina’s consummation, tempt her to draw out the torture. Glut her with eros, my devoted masochist. Enjoy your excruciation as much you can; wallow as much as possible in your arousal. Reward her hatred and sadism. Encourage the demon in her to savor your corruption, your slow destruction, to only gradually work her way up to your execution.”

“That sounds like my kind of job all right.”

“Then we are agreed on how to proceed.”

Elia gazed at each and decreed.

“I will need to feed this evening. Yet we cannot deplete Thrall so severely. We will create a conduit again for his rejuvenation. Then Jia must replenish him further. After that, we will all rest or meditate until Mina returns. For now, everyone should get some sleep. I will awaken us come evening.”

Seeing Elia turn to untangling her hair, using only the inadequate comb of her fingers, Nala hurried to help. Thrall gave a start – wasn’t he the designated maid here? Jia tugged him brusquely away.

“Cuddle with me, my property. Let us bed together in this disporting den. I detest lending you to competitors. Tomorrow we may all die. Today you are still all mine – no matter how much of the new Empress might be hiding inside.”

Who could dispute with their soul-owner? They burrowed into a pillow-pile. Bodies pressed tight, arms and legs entwined, they let exhaustion overwhelm them before lust could raise either of their heads. They’d be coming their nuts out soon enough…

***

Jia woke when Elia touched her.

She noticed the fire-dishes had been tuned to a low red, allowing for easier sleep. Elia must have been experimenting with weakening the ward some more. Now the new Empress and Nala were joining them. The former was grinning like a satyr.

“It’s time.”

“Time for what?” Thrall stirred against her.

“Time for my inaugural oral energy ingestion!”

Despite their entire country’s jeopardy, those electric eyes sparkled.

“Time for me to imbibe your priceless vitality directly. And it’s time for you to finally, formally, properly perform fellatio for yourself. It’s what your deepest depravity has been driving you toward since you first encountered the example of Roy: the ultimate in willing humiliation. You must suck your mistress’ prick off as I feast, so that I do not overdo your depletion. You are already weak. Nala will attend us.’

Jia’s lust kindled instantly.

As little as she wished to witness Elia draining her property (or to be drained again herself), at least she’d have the most compelling kind of compensation. And this time she wouldn’t be ramming through inconsiderately (okay, unconsciously) scraping teeth. This time she could relax back and let her eager little penis-licker service her with all his worshipful zeal and eagerly-acquired expertise.

Nala assisted, shifting limbs and plumping pillows into position.

Shortly Jia was lounging out half reclined with her legs spread wide. Her impermissibly inexperienced prick was raging with the most deranging ache; oh, it felt hard enough to drill the mountain down! Of course Thrall was bowed kowtowed before her.

Braced on elbows and spread knees, he was licking her whole crotch with big sloppy swipes: excavating her anus, lapping at her juicily receptive pussy like a puppy at a puddle and slavishly slathering every intensely needy inch of that insanely straining skin-spike. Only when Nala put a palm on his crown and pushed him down did he moan with shamelessly slutty abandon and fill his face and throat up with her.

Oh my envious ancestors! Oh that felt so fabulous!

Out of all the times she’d performed this function herself, never had Jia really appreciated what drove her victims to ecstatically submit to even their most dangerously deep diminishment. But suddenly she hardly bothered that Elia was lying down supine, and sliding up between erect Thrall’s knees in order to feed.

Briefly it occurred to her that their configuration aped the illusion Elia had used on the little double-clubbed male-maid during her merging-emergence. Ace One and Ace Two and all that. With Nala now ramming two spit-slickened fingers in and out of his up-questing entrance, Thrall must have recognized the homage as well. From worshipfully suckling and tongue-loving her super-sensitive helmet he returned to engulfing her entirety. Squeezing with his lips, bobbing feverishly, moaning joyously he attacked his new lifelong duty with the frenzied dedication of the most damnably addicted fanatic.

Wow, was her slut-boy born for this chore! Those lips were so thick and instinctive! Feeling herself incrementally extending again, Jia groaned, the pain of growth nearly orgasmic on its own. She closed her eyes, caressed her breasts and wondered how anyone could ever attend to anything while being so outlandishly pleasured.

But then it got even better!

Thrall for one could certainly attend to duty even with Elia similarly slurping on him. With Nala’s vigorous finger-pegging pushing him rhythmically down into the young succubus’ urgent suckling, he slid a few fingers of his own up into Jia’s sopping vagina. Soon his prodding of her g-spot competed with the sliding suction on her glans and shaft to see which variety of climax might wrack her anatomy more emphatically.

In the end it was senseless attempting to tell.

It was tough to remember as well, how stupidly she’d worried whether simultaneous male and female orgasms were even possible. Oh wondrous worlds without number, it was almost worth risking wholesale annihilation of them all to have achieved this binary ability!

As soon as Jia sensed that Thrall had started coming, and felt Elia siphoning the life from her lover, her big hips bucked involuntarily. Fluid squirted from her cunt while sperm spurted out her erection; she screamed without meaning to as the conduit came into being.

From that point on she was at the mercy of her First Practitioner.

Constantly the paroxysms continued, unimaginably intense. And though she recognized when anima replaced the seed being pumped/sucked out of her, the relentless contractions and neuromuscular spasms simply overwhelmed any reflexive distress.

Suddenly Nala was expertly attending her: squashing-massaging her breasts, sucking her duct-stubbled nipples up exquisitely stiff. Under these ministrations Jia quivered like gelatin, quaked like a volcano, cried out wildly and double-ejaculated helplessly on. Unlike before however, Elia’s current requirements were not as costly. At last she detached and pulled back.

Sliding out from under, she allowed Thrall to stop coming. This led him to stop sucking too and even collapse gasping.

The conduit thus disrupted, Jia quit climaxing too, to find herself thankfully less depleted than she expected. Only the exceptional vessel was again in need of serious succor. How many times had they drained him deeply recently? With Nala’s cooing help she dragged her scrawny, saliva-slathered slave up to accept that still tingling nipple.

Oh! Oh that felt heavenly as well!

Weakened as he was, Thrall’s sucking was just as industrious.

Rich eros flooded the air; this was a finally granted fantasy. The urgency of his fervor stirred her to the point that Jia could only groan and clutch him close for a moment, forgetting his need for replenishment. It took Nala solicitously stroking them both to spur Jia to begin reciting the mantras that would generate a rejuvenating serum for him. Then when he began drawing this from her in desperately long, deep draughts they both moaned uncontrollably. Still Jia annunciated on, her eyes at last finding albino Elia.

The new Empress and successful succubus looked especially radiant.

Something about feeding directly had changed something wonderfully. Seeing that she had Jia’s attention, Elia beamed anew and clutched at herself like a child, struggling to contain exhilaration – or maybe whatever she’d just taken from her subjects. Responding to her Sister’s raised brow, Elia’s exclamation was enough to stop Jia’s chanting in its tracks – and even to pull Thrall’s mouth from her nipple and his head around from his repast.

“I’ve solved it, Sister! I know what makes this vessel so special!”

***

This he just had to hear.

Mad as he was for sustenance, enamored beyond imagining with those indisputably divine mammaries, Thrall put off his (maybe) last meal a moment. Even Nala quit stroking him as they all turned expectantly to the Empress. Slim as a wisp, light as a sprite, her manner just danced with gladness.

“Sweet Jia, now I understand – though this I always knew. When taking life energy orally, one absorbs considerable knowledge about the source in the process. Beyond the unprecedented connection between us just being strengthened even further, I have finally isolated that most elusive quality in our beloved Thrall – and it is freely available to us all. One need only follow his model.

“First off, we were correct in all our other deductions.

“Life energy can be vastly increased through such means as meditation, an addiction to endorphins, supremely intense emotional investment and especially willingly submissive sexual ecstasy. What fuses all this together however, what provides this blessed vessel his seemingly impossible purity, is at once simpler and much harder to achieve. It is nothing more or less than a lifetime of moral righteousness.”

Stunned silence ensued. Thrall really gawped this time. “That’s preposterous.”

“Preposterous? You protest thus when I know your basest impulses?” Elia shifted closer. “Name the last person you deliberately hurt. Whom have you cheated or betrayed in your life? When do you react out of prejudice or mindless tribal instinct when confronted with the alien?”

“I helped you tag hundreds of guys!”

All the bile that had poisoned him since Jeff’s end had tempted him to kill Nala and leap from the Makkan Keep poured forth from Thrall. “I betrayed my people, my gender, my whole damn reality! I assisted in setting up the harvest of untold innocents! Think I care what Mina or any of you do to me now? I deserve every bit of my torturous execution. I’m the scum of the fucking Earth! Moral righteousness? Get your head examined, sister.”

This was beyond insolent. And maybe that was deliberate. Yet though Nala gasped, Elia only smiled dotingly.

“You had no choice but to obey your goddess in all you’ve done. Even to murder Nala and yourself was beyond your ability. You did what you had to do and you suffered more over doing it than during it. Moreover you made every attempt to turn the crisis to all of our benefit.

“And you succeeded so brilliantly! Your deliberate influence on me led to the moral and practical breakthroughs that stand to redeem our doomed society – once Mina is defeated. And your exceptional self will again be essential in that. So do not doubt me, Drake Green. You are an example to us all, and we shall find our salvation in each other.”

Jia abruptly hugged him tighter, arms the size of his thighs clutching him to breasts bigger than his head. Her hushed voice pleaded for it to all be true.

“Are you completely sure of this?”

“I feel it in myself.”

Elia gave a delightful shiver, arms still wrapped about her own body. “Since I began living righteously too, I have begun to accrue the same priceless innate trait. The longer I continue to act with justice and integrity, the more potent and pure my anima will become – and the more effectively I will wield that which I accumulate through meditation, endorphin cultivation, and yes, from willingly offered exudates and vitality when necessary.”

Jia’s quiet awe turned reverently jubilant.

“So the Sisterhood of the Oculus need never abduct another American, or even destroy another thrall. Our mission succeeded after all.”

“Congratulations, heroic Jia. You will be remembered and rewarded.”

“Stop that at once, my too-generous Empress. I was an addicted disaster. We were redeemed by mere chance, and by the miracles revealed through the one we’ve wounded the worst.”

Thrall was still trying to protest that they were crediting him too much. Picking the scab off his guilt still made the pain sting afresh. He’d need more convincing he wasn’t shit. Yet how to demur with Jia and Nala kissing every inch of his face?

He wasn’t going to get an opportunity soon. With celebratory benevolence Jia pulled him to that fabulously firm breast again. How many weeks had he dreamed of worshipping these? Far larger and sweeter than the ripest hothouse strawberry, an already erected nipple was forced imperiously upon him. “Feed off me!” his chosen goddess breathed.

Orders were orders. Before he’d pulled his first full draught, Nala had molded herself to his backside, enfolding Thrall in doting femininity. Together the women caressed him tenderly. Jia resumed her chanting. Elia must have returned to meditating.

They could only languish and replenish – and attempt to forget their growling bellies, their apprehension and their awareness that they could all be dead within another spin of the sun. Nor would they be alone. Unnumbered innocent others could die too, along with the priceless opportunity to create a better world.

***

Though she wasn’t as adept as Elia, Jia could tell the general time without any sense of the outside. Finding the sun and moon blind was an early element of every Acolyte’s education. Though the passing night seemed endless, every degree the planet turned represented an opportunity to regain vitality.

Thrall had to have strength enough to keep Mina occupied. Elia would need every bit of energy she could generate. Jia’s requirements would be more physical, and though the pain of her eye grew worse over time, she didn’t begrudge the debility. Thrall on the other hand grew understandably restless as the night finally ended and a long morning progressed. All felt the suspense as it approached midday. When the window did scrape open they jumped as one.

“Well, my welcome guests, how go your deliberations? Are you prepared to meet my terms, or would you care to fast further?”

“I will go immediately!”

Naturally the endlessly impertinent slave spoke out of place. He even dared to sneer at the reigning potentate.

“My loyalty is absolute. I will gladly sacrifice my life and soul for my goddess. No one needs to order my surrender.”

Jia saw that Elia had let her hair down, hiding the chain around her neck while she curled up in simulated traumatized distress. To keep Mina diverted from her Jia spoke up next.

“What exactly are these terms? How do we make this trade?”

Mina ignored her long enough to spit venom at Thrall.

“I would take your tongue at once for that, wretch, if you wouldn’t be needing it to scream!” She turned contemptuously to Jia.

“You three will retreat into Nala’s cell and close the door. Clearly you can escape at will, but you will at least remain behind bars until we take the slave. Once you are secured so, I will open this door and provide plentiful and untainted food and wine. We will take the puny thrall and depart. You will be kept supplied for the rest of your lives.”

Jia knew there was treachery here, even beyond the sly wording that avoided lies. Still they were committed to this. They could only trust in their Empress and try their best.

Elia was already crawling for the cage. Nala was again kissing Thrall all over his face. Jia tugged her away, wishing to do the same. Instead she found herself fondling his freedom, hoping dearly they reclaimed him before Mina did anything irreparable to it. She should have enjoyed this lovely toy so much more…

When her beloved reacted by erecting anew even now, Jia’s own ever-growing organ emulated him. They rubbed and fenced, horny rhinos in rut. Ha: hers was longer and thicker already. Alas for this interruption! Still no murmured assurances were exchanged. Their eyes acknowledged the infinities of feeling involved. That and their rubbing revealed all. Jia kissed the peak of his forehead and followed Nala in crowding into that cage. This pushed Elia into the rear out of view – perfect. Uncomfortable in the close quarters, Jia got her big body turned around and pulled the self-locking door shut. Her hard-on jutted through the bars.

Immediately the door to the disporting den opened.

Trusting that Elia was already at work on the ward, Jia steeled herself as deteriorated Mina entered. Her First Practitioner’s robes were frayed and soiled and hung strangely on her, but the aura of deranged might she projected was even fiercer. There was a glittering emerald in her fillet where Jia had once worn a recording crystal, a disquieting detail to be sure. But before Jia could puzzle over its purpose came a nasty (no doubt planned) distraction.

A crew of four followed Mina through the door.

The first two were but comely young Afflicters, bald heads and bare breasts beaded with sweat. They’d been working hard, close to the furnace or both. Bearing baskets full of bread, meats, fruits and skins of wine, their only visible abnormality was the faint glazing of their eyes.

As Nala had suspected, Mina had clearly bewitched these novitiates to instantly obey even the ghastliest of commands. As for ghastly, the two hulking guards that followed had been subjected to far more heinous arts.

Mina had obliterated another anathema!

Using the extracted and infused essence of animals to alter human beings was considered almost as reprehensible as necromancy. Though the art wasn’t especially hard (nothing like the spontaneous generation of testes), the power required had made prohibition moot for centuries. Why worry about what only the evilest of the ancient necromancers would or could do? This was just another unconsidered taboo. How many more remained to be mangled? Oh my misguided ancestors, what else might the crazy cunt attempt with such a profligate excess of energy?

Grotesque as sin, the next-to-naked guards were still only men by the most forgiving of definitions. The torsos crossed by rude leather belts dangling heavy oak truncheons had no doubt been robust and muscular once. Now they were huge and gnarled, distorted and overgrown like the massive arms and shoulders they supported. Still if those heavily-haired upper bodies seemed bull-like in their top-heavy bulk and power, and the talons tipping the fingers and toes like those of a reptile, the thick necks, obvious jowls, protruding snouts, sharp curved tusks, stiffly bristling whiskers and deep-set, malevolent-yet-intelligent eyes made those repellant faces unmistakably porcine. Only the grossly overlarge genitals, strangely angular glans dangling more than halfway to between the knobby knees, could be any more hideous.

Jia was just drawing breath to castigate the creator of these living atrocities when the worst disaster yet occurred. Her intuition of impending treachery was manifested suddenly by a brilliant flash of green from that emerald on Mina’s brow.

Dizzily Jia was aware of her rapidly incanting. Then like an occult avalanche the ward around the room collapsed. Contracting inward on them, it quickly shifted dimension to exactly match the confines of their cage.

Behind them Elia wailed. Jia felt the crushingly immense reinforcement of that energy barrier as the area it had to quarantine shrank to the barest fraction. Precious Empress forgive her however. Because Jia could attend to none of this just yet. Hulking over Thrall, one of those inconceivably brutish guards had just rammed a truncheon into the pit of his stomach.

Part of Jia fell crippled with him. She was still trying to react to unaccustomed empathy when the two Afflicters dropped their baskets and grabbed for his slender limbs. Each of the four attendants seizing an arm or leg, they lifted her helpless male-maid up like an infant between them. Effortlessly they carried him away.

Not even bothering to gloat, Mina wheeled about and followed them out.

Why waste words that couldn’t be heard through such an incredibly impenetrable quelling spell? All they needed was vision, and not the mystic kind they’d been denied. In the ultimate taunt the bitch left the disporting den door standing all the way open.

Helplessly trapped in the cramped cell, they could easily see into the adjoining execution chamber. Mina was relishing letting them watch everything as she slowly tortured and consumed that irreplaceable vessel, right up until his ritual sacrifice slew them too.

Only unlucky Nala would escape the instant death of the purging pulse, to await her own unspeakably cruel repeated use until the hideously lingering end…

Nala! The sobbing girl was tugging at her.

Jia saw Thrall being taken toward a vast and complicated apparatus set up in the carefully prepared cavern ahead. Gold ran gleaming here and there and straight up through the roof. But at last one troubled lover pulled her attention from the other.

“Mistress, please, what’s happened? What has she done to our Empress?”

Startled all over again, Jia remembered a wail. Hastily she squirmed back around.

Elia was not simulating despair or working urgently against that fantastically strengthened mystic imprisonment. She was slumped over inert, either brain-blasted, dead or (please-please-please) just once again stunned senseless. She’d insinuated herself so deeply into the ward before it collapsed on them like that…

Brilliantly intense eyes closed, blood trickled from one of her ears, and in twin thin streams from her nose.




Chapter Twenty-Four

Horrors Galore

Sucking for a breath he couldn’t catch, Thrall was hauled like trash onto the most gothic torture stage. At last his spasming abdomen relaxed. He inhaled hugely and the macabre world whirled. Entering this apocalyptic ordeal exalted by terror and anticipation (yet anchored by determination) he couldn’t help gazing about in craven appraisal despite his trust in the Empress.

Huge fire-dishes burned a lurid red. So did an enormous furnace carved out of one wall – no doubt for routine disposal of emptied thralls. Here and there leaping yellow braziers were standing handy for affliction requirements, with the handles of pincers, hooks, blades and branding irons poking out while their buried ends heated deep in incarnadine coals.

Ghoulishly lit by this, Thrall saw heavy wooden wheels and beams amid the grainy gray of granite all around. The black of roughly wrought iron was everywhere, with silver twinkling intermittently and more gold than he’d ever seen in one place. A slender pipe or conduit of this even ran gleaming from the back of the arcane apparatus he was being hauled toward and all the way up the wall to disappear into the distant ceiling.

There were webs of ropes overhead, heavy shackles and chains of diverse gauge, cranks and levers, grease-clotted gears and cogs and all manner of complicated block-and-tackle. Central to all this primitive but no doubt efficient machinery was a waist-high table as narrow as a board and little more than a meter long. Dangling a dozen thin straps and fitted with an adjustable head-clamp, it was stained in overlapping splotches from any number of successive sacrifices. Without drama Thrall was banged down onto his spine and kidneys, his unsupported head left hanging – though not for long. While the taller Afflicter strapped him into a complex harness of leather belts, the shorter, slightly chubbier one poured a potency potion down his throat. Then she tipped his head completely back until she could secure it immovably in the provided clamp.

With his neck so extended, his throat was both opened for entering and bared for severing – though no sacrifice could expect such swift dispatch. Thrall could feel the guards spreading his limbs out like the famous da Vinci figure. They were cuffing his wrists and ankles into tight-fitting wrappings. He didn’t need the clinking of the huge chains being attached to know what trouble was at hand (and afoot). He had far worse concerns than familiar distension.

The first Afflicter had finished with his torso. She was fitting some kind silken ligature (also connected to the stretching mechanism) about the junction between his crotch and genitals. In contrast to the huge chains, this reinforced ribbon was incisively thin and strong enough to go from constricting to pinching to cutting in and finally bloodily severing these from him, should that enclosing loop be drawn completely shut. Normally such an explicit threat would have been arousing enough to reawaken that finally permitted stiffness. Hell the rough handling alone should have done that. Yet all Thrall could focus on was what he saw directly ahead.

A few paces away, at exactly the same plane as his restrained-inverted face, sat a mostly concave, upright bowl of gold. Actually it was more of a death-mask, the intended victim quickly ascertained, complete with an indentation for an upside-down nose. Except the oral opening was at the end of a reversed tubular extrusion, another hollow gold conduit more than lengthy enough to penetrate the throat. And rather than eyeholes, that waiting mask featured similarly backward-projecting spikes: stubby gold stilettos set with glittering shards of scalpel-sharp obsidian at their tips. No one whose face was forced into this ‘mask’ would come away with orbs or cortex intact.

More gold, silver and copper tubing ran from the back of this mask-contraption to the nearby wall, where it joined that gleaming conduit running ever upward. No doubt this led straight to the waiting death gem that Elia had described.

Abruptly the four heavy chains retracted, wrenching an initial gasp out of Thrall. Simultaneously the ligature tightened a bit about his long-suffering, overexploited, under-appreciated, never-more-threatened manhood.

The Afflicters had stepped back. They were busying themselves readying their many and insidious implements. Similarly the grotesque guards retreated to keep watch – and attend to their machinery. At the same time Mina moved in, beaming demonically in her moment of triumph. Seeing the direction of her treasured captive’s terrified attention, she bared sneering teeth that (like Jia’s penis) appeared to be increasing at the canines. Her voice mixed sibilant hisses with spit-spattering plosive sounds.

“Yes, pitiful victim, former property of my worst enemy, this is how your so-copious death energy will be collected.

“There is another crystal-tipped probe for the opposing hole. At the same time you are incrementally castrated, unmanned, drawn and quartered by this most excellent dismembering mechanism, you will be fatally impaled from either end. The energy of this most excruciating extinction will flee through your throat, your pierced brain and bowels, race up these leads and trigger my brilliant purging pulse. All resistance to me will cease. Your precious ‘deity’ will be dead seconds after you, along with all my other former Sisters. And of course all of their amazingly potent death energies will be captured for me to consume and use too.”

Mina leaned down, a glint of more than just extreme greed enlivening sunken eyes.

“But before that, I will have your extraordinary life energy as well.

“All that supremely potent seed, and the exudates which you are forever awash in.” She took a deep breath, savoring the stench of his upset. “You will produce these for my devouring now, and for not that overgrown idiot who owned you. I will show you both what proper sacrificial magic entails. And she can watch every interminable instant as I hurt you beyond even your endurance for all of this last of your cursed sun-spins.

“After all, the middle of the night would be the optimal time to deliver the purging pulse. Better the Sisters all die neatly in their beds, rather than dropping at random everywhere, perhaps in the midst of some delicate endeavor. So you and I have all kinds of time to get to know each other, my mouthy new victim, and to enjoy your ritual dispatch. Let the emptying commence!”

***

So, he didn’t really need to delay anything after all, at least not yet.

Elia would have all afternoon and evening to work on the ward. Only if they were still imprisoned tonight would he have to try and draw things out. For now all he had to do was keep Mina occupied, reward her sadism by feeding her like only he could. Already he was looking forward to endorphins galore, not to mention the worst abuse any masochist could beg for. But first it seemed his captors meant to test his erotic responses.

The mechanism retracted again, further stretching and constricting him.

Thrall gasped his satisfaction. His cock twitched too, the erection just clubbed out of him suddenly eager to reappear. He felt skilled fingers on it then: the Afflicters insisted on assisting. He was already legendary for the richness of his exudates. How much eros might simple straightforward pleasuring bring from those generous pores?

One thing was undisputed.

Young and bewitched or not, these temptresses knew what they were doing. That ligature had been tightened just enough to restrict the flow of fluid without causing numbness. The more the two of them fondled, rubbed, pumped, kissed, tongued and sucked him, the harder he throbbed. The more exquisitely deranging the ecstasy, the more impossible it would be to squeeze out any seed – or even revert to flaccidity.

Thrall writhed almost mindlessly for what seemed like forever, until the frustration burned nearly as furiously as ever during his weeks of cock-locked cuckoldry. In ways it was worse, the opposite of his shackle-stymied agony. It came as the most welcome imaginable change when the unrelenting pleasure finally began to alternate with cruelty.

Like Nala had so often done, the two Afflicters used hands and mouths to savage that especially erogenous flesh just as expertly. Twisting, pinching, clawing, abrading; crushing and punching; nipping, tearing, scraping and gnawing, they tortured him from testicles to tip and back again endlessly. Only the need to keep him functional limited their initiative, prevented them from reducing him to mangled rags. Still no one increased the tension and constriction, or used any sort of implement on him. So far they had no cause. Thrall was wallowing away as orgiastically as ordered, lost in lust for pain and obviously producing beautifully for Mina. Dealing with her glee was the only real difficulty.

Jia had always been content to lounge nearby or just beneath him, breathing deeply. Not so this ravenous necromancer. She nudged in and hovered, nostrils flaring as she hoovered in every available molecule. She even leaned down to lick the sweat straight from his flesh, her tongue as abnormally pointy and elongated as her teeth.

The beautiful jeweled circlet about her brow somehow emphasized how horridly stringy her hair had gone, and how pallid her once lovely olive skin. Adding to the general repellence of her appearance, her own long-unwashed body or robe reeked so offensively Thrall wondered how she could smell anything else. Worse than his rising gorge though remained the palpable aura of madness and might that radiated unceasingly from her.

This provoked not just unreasoning fear but a kind of even more instinctive moral revulsion. Atheist or superstitious dick, the idea of his soul being consumed by this demon was as hideous as he’d found the prospect of eternally inhabiting Jia to be enticing. It made him relieved to think that if all else failed, at least his ‘death energy’ would be permanently expended, however evilly.

It was a bit of a revelation for Thrall, to perceive that his submission fetish was not so infinite after all. And it led to an unfortunate diminution in his ardor. Though only an hour must have passed (and without much challenge), Thrall already began to wonder how much longer Elia would require. Were the ladies even out of their cage yet? Head locked in place, he couldn’t see that way. It occurred to Thrall to seek out that tiny thread of Elia she claimed remained in his brain. Perhaps he could nurture the connection somehow and thereby assist her efforts.

Unfortunately such rumination defrayed his arousal further. Mina suddenly spat in contempt.

“His outpouring lessens already. Enough of this ridiculous timidity. Begin the ritual preparations as I have directed. Prior claims must be effaced and replaced. Then let the flesh be afflicted properly!”

Seeing Thrall fighting his head-clamp, trying to anticipate his next torture, the necromancer pressed a ragged fingernail to his flank.

“Several of these symbols branded onto you must be eradicated. They bind you to my enemy. I will have all of your energy!”

Thrall recalled being branded, and the certainty that magic was being wielded. Since then he’d felt only blind worshipful fealty for Jia, and desperately submissive arousal. Or had he felt these all along? No matter what happened, Thrall swore he would remain loyal for ever after.

***

What happened was bad enough to tempt him to forgo that fabled ever after.

The chubbier Afflicter came forward with a small stoneware bowl and spatula. While Mina chanted and wove complex gestures in the air with her hands, the woman smeared some tarry substance onto his skin wherever an existing symbol indicated ownership.

Just as the agony of his original searing had been enhanced by whatever spell had been enacted, the unmitigated excruciation of a caustic paste eating away like slow acid at his scarred skin seemed worsened even further by its counteracting magic. Or so Thrall excused his inability to deal with it. He could only scream and scream, suffering indeed like rarely in his experience. How long did it go on? How deep down did that reactant dissolve his matter while Mina feasted on his effluent anima? It wasn’t until the Afflicters began branding him afresh with all new symbols that Thrall regained any proper sense of himself. Still each spot he’d been daubed burned on as if in permanent reminder. No matter how many additional tortures they proceeded to pile on him, being bereft of Jia’s mystic grip would always hurt the worst.

Pile on the tortures they did.

Hot coals, pincers and knives burned, twisted, tore and sliced. Studded whips flailed every accessible inch. Punches and truncheons redundantly pummeled every especially sensitive nerve nexus while sharp spurs’ rowels rolled repeatedly over the existing mess of his salt-gouged forearms, knees and shins. Truly no session with Shanelle or nightlong Nala necessity, or even the prelude to his Elia-imposed double-clubbing had tested Thrall’s masochism more drastically. He remained determined to do more than merely his duty however.

As long hours crawled by and the abuse grew ever more intolerable, he embraced more than just the exaltation of unprecedented extremity. He floated on endorphin overload. He swore over and over to stay true to his chosen owner. And he continued to quest within for that promised ‘filament’ of his adept new Empress. With no more promising route to explore, Thrall began to fantasize about her. Let visions of blessed Elia defend against the endless agony, as well as refresh his erotic exudates.

Stretched a bit further, his constriction tightened, the condemned got through the splinters driven under his finger-and-toenails by picturing those perfectly symmetrical breasts – C-cups perhaps, if she’d ever in her life worn a bra. How rapturous it was, suckling those little pink rosebuds, taking in her seeping nectar while she toyed with him so curiously! By the time those twenty nails were being slowly stripped from him, Thrall was recalling Elia riding his bound body, the virginal virtuoso vaginally extracting his vitality while she ruthlessly ground him into a bed of hot glowing rock salt…

Sure that worse must lie ahead, he’d been saving savoring his most compelling memories. But it seemed evil genius Mina had other ideas. Gasping hoarsely after his latest extended screaming, Thrall heard the sorceress crowing over his ever-bloating tumescence.

“The sacrifice has recovered his lust! Ah, such riches of eros! Jia spoke most accurately. Let us proceed to apply the pear, and all such subsequent degradation. Nala reports the perverted pig has a particular affinity for this form of affliction.”

Thank you, beloved Nala! Who needed to work at nurturing arousal now?

And thank her once again. She’d repeatedly spoken to Thrall about this ‘pear’. She’d liked to threaten-temp him with its inevitability. He knew what he was getting next.

Shaped like the fruit it was named after, this device was made of four iron ‘leaves’ that fitted together symmetrically – at first. Once the bulbous end was inserted into a bodily orifice however, turning a screw on the narrow protruding ‘stem’ caused the leaves to separate and then progressively expand.

If used on the mouth, a jawbone could be shattered. Thrall would be spared that horror at least. The pear he glimpsed being prepared was more on the order of a large eggplant – way too big for oral insertion. Indeed when promptly forced into him it felt bigger than a fist – and how often did Shanelle suggest that would be an inevitability? Succumbing to destiny, Thrall bawled, squalled and squealed like a pig indeed as his sphincter was nearly snapped like a rubber band. Even when the crisis point passed he reveled in the obscene degree of violation, greeting every subsequent turn of the screw with staggeringly agonized glee. Oh, they were stretching his innards worse than his socket-popping limbs! And of course this was merely a preliminary.

The hours that followed were filled with Afflicters tag-team pegging him, then ramming in and out (and gouging all around) with their identical ironwood cudgels. Still this was but a logical follow-up to the self-pegging pogo pedestal. Even while they concurrently whipped him and/or beat his ever more wounded genitalia, the pain-slut’s lust for such intimate punishment remained insatiable. And though he no longer needed the mental defense, Thrall returned to determinedly fantasizing about Elia, despite her never having once touched his bum. She’d done things just as affecting…

Jia had drained her slave dozens of times, even to the brink of extinction. Elia had sucked him off only once. But like the time she’d used her vagina, the occasion would remain with Thrall forever. Because rather than just artificially extend his orgasmic spasms, the Seer had seized his system to serve as an energy conduit between her and hermaphroditic Jia.

It was always already deranging enough to persist in a sustained state of uncontrollable ejaculation. To simultaneously be unable to do anything but rhythmically suckle on the aroused appendage spurting just as inexhaustibly into him was more submissively exhilarating than can ever be explained. This mini-possession was the epitome of forced fellatio, upon which Roy’s crazed gaze must have unstoppably impelled him to obsess.

Elia had understood, far better than even Shanelle. And as Thrall obsessed on, wallowing in recall of vitality being sucked in one end and pumped out the other, he at last began to feel his way toward that hidden filament of the prodigy within.

Or maybe it was just wishful thinking.

Surely evening was upon them. Why hadn’t she broken the ward? Still unable to see much but the deadly mask awaiting his face, Thrall had to admit to a growing desperation. How much time was left? Elia had ordered him to prolong the torture by any means. Was it a surprise that when the clarity imparted by extremes of excruciated ecstasy suggested some intuitive sense of her intentions he should perceive her to be begging him for yet more delay?

Mina was still feasting on pheromones. But Thrall didn’t need to be psychic to know she was growing resentful of his rapture. Any time she might decide to move on to emptying him directly or performing some more permanently disfiguring torture. How to continue to defer that doom? As if he’d asked the question of Elia herself, that tiny bit of her inside answered him.

That was the only explanation. Something exerted the subtlest influence on his motor cortex. How else could Thrall’s eyes have rolled of their own accord, toward what he’d most deliberately been avoiding looking at ever since his first revolted glance?

***

Jia had never been through a longer day in her life.

Set the physical travails aside. Unused to empathy (or really anything but equanimity), the emotional toll was devastating. As the hours crept by every kind of upset afflicted her. Foremost of course she was murderously angry and practically frantic with anxiety. All of their lives and society itself were at stake, and she could do nothing but fret. Elia continued comatose; none of their ministrations had produced any effect.

Between worry for her Empress and the irreplaceable lover screaming ceaselessly under torture, Jia suffered like never in her memory. Absurdly enough, jealousy tormented her too. Though she couldn’t hear through the ward, she recognized her subject’s responses to stimuli, and only she (or Nala) should be able to wrench such extremes of agony/glee from him. Even worse was the eradication of her brands.

Felt somehow despite the ward, each mystic connection severed was such a deeply personal wounding she was left sobbing against the bars. Oh that boy had been so worshipfully hers! By the time the orgy of unrelenting sodomy was winding up her desire to murder Mina, and her inability to do so, had taught Jia as much about frustration as any inconceivably cruel cock-locking could. And as far as frustration went, how tantalizing was it to see those over-spilling baskets of food left just a pace or two from the bars of the cage, so close yet mockingly just out of reach? Fuck a duck, but she was hungry! Looking at a whole roast chicken made her drool like a drained thrall. And while a raging belly was the worst of those physical travails, it was by no means alone. Simple space limitations vexed them no end.

It had been difficult enough tending to Elia. Bathing her ears, face and wrists, praying until the bleeding stopped, trying to rouse her and finally settling her as comfortably as they could on the scant sleeping mat in the rear: it was all an exercise in contortionism. Unfortunately with the reinforced ward again suppressing her mystic skills, Jia had no way to gauge the Seer’s inner state. All they could do from that point was wait, hope, pray – and try to squirm into a position from which each could keep an eye on their Empress and the ongoing slow execution at once.

As the sun spun somewhere overhead then their cramping gradually led to actual cramps, as the mere flexing of limbs was inhibited. Damn it, why did she have to be so gigantic? Soon even if some miracle removed the ward they’d be too stiff and numb to jump. Yet what did that matter? Slow as it crawled, time was running out for them all.

As easily as Jia could perceive Thrall’s rapturous transport at the endlessly savage ravaging of his ass, she recognized Mina’s appetite for such affliction could never approach his. So far nothing irreparable had occurred, though the long constriction of her lover’s ‘junk’ had left it purple-black with trapped blood. If Mina intended to drain him, it had to be before those oxygen-starved tissues rotted – yet another indicator of their waning clock. And still the last defenders of Shatra were no nearer an escape from their cage. Their entire plan had depended on Elia. What possible improvisation was left to attempt?

Leave it to former Advisor Nala to make her face it.

“Mistress…I don’t think Mina will wait much longer. They’ve been at it all day already. I’ve never heard of her taking so much time with a sacrifice.”

“I know, darling. I can sense her impatience.”

“Thrall has done all we can expect. The Empress is still disabled. I tried to wake her again just now with no luck. We have to find a way to save him ourselves.”

Had it really taken all day to get to this point? Jia gave a shudder-sigh.

“True, young hero. But I’m still stymied here. If you have advice, I’m open to suggestions.”

“Advice, mistress? You are the great sorceress. You are the Empress without Elia, or indeed until there’s a formal succession. Your abilities exceed all others. You are the only one with a chance to break our magical imprisonment. Put on the Seer’s Stone, or whatever is left of it. Seek out your own weakness to exploit, or avenue to gain access. I have not your arts.”

Dubious Jia assumed this would be futile.

Powerful she was, but no prodigy. What did she know about countering necromancy, especially when she couldn’t even adjust the lighting? Yet Nala spoke fairly: if not her, then who? Try she would have to, even if the effort proved doomed.

“Can you get the chain from around her neck? And without unduly jarring her head?”

“I will limber up and be gentle.”

Very careful Nala was – though perhaps it didn’t matter. They still felt like fools. Like before, as soon as that chain cleared her chin, before they could even begin to extract all that disheveled hair, Elia’s eyes opened. Miracle or predictably mundane, they were as clear and deep and brilliantly pink as ever. Her hand moved too, coming up to stop the removal. Jia’s voice squeaked like a trodden mouse.

“Elia! Are you…?”

“I will be, if we survive.” As the tiny bit of crystal settled back between her breasts, the Empress used that hand to rub her head. “Time is of the essence however.”

“What happened to you?” Breathlessly Nala passed her a wetted cloth.

“Thank you.” Elia mopped her wan face. “When the ward reconfigured, it eliminated the exceptions I’d been exploiting. My mental tendrils were not only severed but annihilated. It was…damaging to me. I would still be down and out and all of us doomed if not for Drake.”

“How do you mean, Empress?”

“Only my filament to him remains intact. And even under torture he used this to succor me. His feelings reached me in the depths of my coma. He has been strengthening our connection for some time now. By attempting to disrupt this you revived me – and just in time.

“I have suggested how Drake can buy us more delay, hideous as the gambit may be. While he suffers unthinkably for us, I must begin working on this quelling spell. Jia will commune with me. I need your strength and insight. Nala, dear, move over by the door. The instant the lock releases, open the cage and dive out low. Jia will be coming over you like a juggernaut.”

“How I pray to my forbearers to see that happen!”

“It is up to us to make sure that it does, not them.”

“What is it Thrall will have to endure now?”

Jia had trouble crediting the intensity of her concern. Once she’d have amputated his toes under interrogation, or cut off his thumbs without a qualm. Now she was more worried about this American than her whole damn world! And it seemed with good reason. Meeting Elia’s eyes, she balked at what she saw. Still the little Seer nodded grimly.

“It is the only way. And I suspect it will even help. Let’s make sure such depraved bravery doesn’t go to waste!”

***

A tiny bit possessed he must have been. Just enough to roll his eyes to the right. Then it no longer mattered. Thrall couldn’t tear his captivated gaze away. There was just too much (not entirely unmitigated) horror to ignore.

Of course the foremost horror was his own despicably squirming response to what he saw. And what the incorrigible cock-addict saw was that the nearby guards had grown aroused at watching his shamelessly unbridled wallowing in anal excruciation.

Silver runners of slaver hung from snuffling snouts and those deep-seated eyes glittered with the malicious wish to brutishly ravish. Motile ears had swiveled forward to catch every grateful grunt. Heavy respiration bellowed those top-heavy torsos and crooned each breath into guttural growls. Clawed fists clenched and unclenched with unrelieved tension yet nothing could be so arresting as those bestial erections. How could anybody even possibly be …?

At last the glans (angular as a viper’s head) made sense. No longer dangling knee-ward, those hideously altered-and-enhanced penises strained upright nearly half a rigid meter. Without being tapered to ease insertion, the mere entry of such a flaring, fist-sized helmet might be fatal. Not only were those quintessential rapist’s weapons thicker than his biceps at their base. Slang no longer, they were truly ‘boners’ in the most literal sense of the word.

Like African silverbacks and all other great apes, these creatures clearly featured a baculum: a penis bone that allowed them to copulate with indefatigable vigor.

The row of jagged knobs running up the underside of each flesh-covered saw-club promised punitive penetration punching in just as indefinitely as detrimentally. No matter how often or extensively these evilly-engineered fuck-studs emptied their similarly oversize gonads (fat and furry as coconuts!) limpness would never inhibit them. Noticing his suddenly bug-eyed focus, Mina called a halt to the long hours of pegging, pounding, grinding and gouging. Whichever Afflicter was cudgeling him all around and out quit. The other stopped pulping his own potion-swollen balls. Mina cackled at Thrall’s incredulous gawk.

“Forgive my guards’ their built-in incentive! They’re created to be indiscriminate as well as inexhaustible.

“Bet you’d like being altered like that, right? These are the prototypes for my new imperial retinue. I wanted them to have both the appetites and endowment to cow any of the recalcitrant. See, rather than suppress males’ rapist natures, I have been benefitting already by amplifying them! So much pent-up compulsion being released after generations of gentling! Those like Nala who have earned my enmity will rue the long rule of the obsolete Sisterhood!”

Well, bully for the bull-pigs, or whatever these beings had become. Thrall knew what Elia needed of him now. Or… maybe that was just his latest excuse for an inexcusable urge. In a way he was amazed Mina hadn’t inflicted this on him incidentally. But for a society that accepted female bisexuality as a given, Shatra evinced almost zero interest in the possibilities between men. The ultimate anathema of gay rape had probably honestly never occurred to them.

Suddenly Elia wasn’t the only one who expected Mina might be more than just diverted by the perverted novelty this anomaly represented.

Let the demon see just how deeply the honest conflict such monstrous cocks aroused in him ran. And maybe he’d see if he could still accommodate Jia after decades of sucking her up to size. In the end it was simply imperative that Thrall find out just how much obscene sexual subjugation it might take to sate the specter of Shanelle’s cock-locked husband, spiked in his bedside cage and mutely begging to be allowed to not only suck off his cuckolder’s cock but to savoringly swallow every slimy drop and sickly-sticky hot clot. Beyond delaying Armageddon awhile, he just might appall them all…

Conveying his competing aberrance and abhorrence was easy.

Merely the way Thrall kept quailing away from his compulsive studying of those grossly offensive (effective) phalluses betrayed how tormented he felt about them. After a moment’s squinting consideration of his flinching Mina cackled madly.

“What has that nasty hermaphrodite done to you?

“Nala’s tales of a crazed male-maid only hinted at such a divine-defying deviant! In less than one moon, double-endowed Jia has taught you to crave abomination as well as to fear and abhor it. I can smell your mixture richening so deliciously!”

Another deep, relishing inhalation was followed by another contemptuous guffaw.

“Very well, insanely submissive receptacle. We’ll let my guards have a go at you, just as if you were battlefield spoils. We need to remove those teeth anyway, for the self-sealing insertion of the esophageal conduit. Do it now and we can skip that step at the end.”

She nodded to the glaze-eyed Afflicters.

Before Thrall could celebrate/regret his success (or process her caveat), the more slender of those bare-breasted beauties pushed back his lips. Again she used a small paddle, this time to smear another magically reactive paste all over the front of his gums. Again the excruciation was instantaneous. Tears overflowed and saliva galore poured forth. But there was no dousing the inferno in his mouth.

Trying simultaneously to scream and retch, Thrall gagged afresh as iron tongs seized his exposed incisors. One brusque tug and two were pulled smoothly out at the root. In fact in swift order all twelve of his front teeth were yanked from his jaw, neater by far than any expensive dentist’s job.

Even the deep holes were cauterized closed, the agony as astronomical as the extraction was swift and magical. Thrall was still blubbering and running his stunned tongue over his flaming-flayed gums when the rest of the infinitely revolting reality (worse by far than any Elia-unearthed nightmare) to which he’d idiotically committed claimed him.

***

Thanks to the pear, and all those pegs and cudgels, all the nights on the pogo-pedestal and everything Jia and Nala and Shanelle had addicted him too, his ass could handle this.

The unspeakable erection suddenly brutally shoehorning in may have been horny-hot and uncompromisingly hard, and bigger than about anyone but Jia’s fist and arm. It may have been serrated by all those bony excrescences but at least it (just…please…damnit…BARELY) fit inside his tiny body, however harrowing its viciously pitiless insertion. When the other fearsomely eager boar-bull-ape-male-thing confronted his clamped-in-place face, further modifications remained to be made.

The loss of all but molars and bicuspids allowed that wickedly triangular glans its forcible entry, but that was unfortunately it. With his oral orifice stuffed to the tendon-tearing limit, Thrall could only suckle and salivate and try not to retch at the relentless pressure on his uvula and palate. Even as the identical flesh-and-bone weapon-tool was beginning to hammer-drill-saw his split body horribly in half at the hips, the frustrated cock-gobbler was left to sloppily slobber, wriggling his squashed tongue against that tightly-lodged head and pathetically lamenting the limits of physics.

Luckily these could be overruled on this world!

Leaning in close enough for the most odious kiss, beaming Mina broke from imbibing his odiferous outpouring to grin most wickedly.

“I anticipated this difficulty.

“When I modified these males, I devised my own spell to impart the necessary elasticity to prospective victims. Otherwise what’s the point? We’re stretching the rest of you outrageously out. Why not the tissues of your throat and thorax too? Let Nala watch and see how well it works before suffering her own turn.”

Mina incanted briefly, making complex gestures over Thrall. She stroked a finger along the line of his extended neck from chin to breastbone.

The emerald set in her fillet flashed green and suddenly the affected area felt all rubbery. Tusked snout still dribbling strings of viscous drool on him, the savagely slavering swine-faced rapist whose huge glans already stuffed full his suck-hole didn’t hesitate. That second supremely punishing, hot and meaty monster-boner plunged abruptly belly-ward.

Though it stretched Thrall’s gullet and jawbones like a leg pushing into pantyhose, the miracle was irrefutable. The ultimate compulsive cock-craver was not only accommodating both of those superhuman scimitars. Somehow he was even able to breathe (and taste/smell the creature’s pungent rutting musk) throughout the most grueling ensuing dual homo-ogre-rape imaginable.

Claws sank into his flanks as his diminutive body was pitilessly gripped.

Genitals throttled to numbness still strained insanely as they flopped to the impetus of nonstop power-boffing.

Limbs pulled to the brink of dislocation jerked similarly, ceaselessly in their sockets as those colossal cocks competed to batter-spear ever more brutally into either defenseless end.

Spitted in the middle, compacted in tandem or bashed willy-nilly back and forth between impalements, Thrall could only wallow and swallow obsequiously until those stupendously endowed beast-men finally finished their furiously vengeful hate-raping of his unnaturally dilated anus and face. What on Earth (or in all the mad multiverse) had driven a once timid vanilla shrimp to such a fanatical fetishist’s fate?

Conjecture wasn’t necessary. And it wasn’t just Thrall’s uncontrollable compulsions, which were certainly getting their just comeuppance.

It was the desire to save Jia and Elia, beloved Nala and numberless others. So whenever the unquestionably worst-ever personal revulsion, the most unendurably intimate innards-assault, the most abysmally eviscerating self-contempt (and absolutely ravening guilty slut-lust) regularly overwhelmed him over the subsequent several hours, Thrall always fell back on what he knew his new Empress expected of him.

He wasn’t just ‘getting through’ this supremely defiling denouement, producing gushers of eros and delaying Mina further by fantasizing about interacting with Elia again. He was also strengthening that essential connection between them.

Even with evil Mina snickering and sniffing all over him, licking up his ooze, and with his hybrid violators repeatedly pumping him gut-rupturingly full of the most skin-crawlingly nasty ejaculate only to resume their rampaging ravishment with hardly a hitch, Thrall managed to keep faith with both of his chosen owners. Instead of boar-headed were-men spitting him beyond mortal limits so late into his (possibly) last evening alive, he imagined it was the comparatively dreamy duo of Ace of Clubs Number Two and One.

In other words it was his dearest friend Elia fucking him by proxy.

Devilish girl, she always knew his deepest secret needs.

They were a permanent part of each other. And between his knees, sucking life and seed and gender itself from him would always be his deity giantess Jia. Her illimitable allure would remain forever indelible regardless of anyone’s branded magic. Dreaming of all that had passed between them could occupy even the most damned spirit throughout eternity’s worst perdition.

So it truly proved. Armored in his loving lust, the sacrifice easily outlasted his captors.

By flooding Mina with effluence thicker than Jia had ever received for far longer, Thrall kept his murderess enthralled. Spellbound she reveled in taboo debauchery until the constantly sodomizing guards were literally ready to drop – and the rest of the imperiled Empire surely slept. Yet despite this success the acting Empress was eventually surfeited. Or rather, the maddened addict could be sated with mere miasmas no longer.

The moon must be well overhead by now. Soon the necromancer would demand her due.

Before completing the ritual to harvest his soul though (which she must unfortunately forgo consuming herself), Mina still meant to devour every cell of his seed, along with as much vitality as she could take without leaving him unable to appreciate his subsequent gruesome execution. These realizations dawned as Thrall heard Mina at last call for one final halt.

It seemed once again a ravenous succubus was about to give him an extended, potentially existence-ending blowjob.




Chapter Twenty-Five

Souls and Worlds at Risk

“Enough!” The shout echoed around the cavern.

“We could keep this up a dozen sun-cycles and not appreciably deplete the vessel. Its craving for abomination is bottomless. No more sips and wisps of sustenance. I will imbibe that astoundingly potent vitality directly now. Let’s see you exceed Jia’s most outlandish boasts once again, deviant one. Then we shall set the mechanism and begin the ritual that will deliver unlimited power and radically extended life to me.”

Panting as raggedly as fatally overworked draft animals, the guards staggered back.

Oh, that gaping vacancy ached! It was as though the pogo-pedestal had been replaced by a pile driver. And Thrall’s throat hurt like he’d been intubated for an un-anaesthetized surgical procedure. Only gradually did that temporary elasticity lapse. Still his groans sounded as raspy as that swinish panting. Seeing that her guards were incapacitated, Mina snapped commands.

“Bara, you prepare the machinery. Lita, loosen the amputation ribbon. Males, be at ease. Except for you, my nourishing current victim.”

Thrall saw those elongate canines again as the crone grinned. “You may remain as excited as you like. Spice my latest, greatest life-feast with more of that delicious erotic enjoyment.

“One grows tired of the taste of only despair and terror. In return I’ll leave you enough anima to remain aware right up until the instant the crystals take your lights and works and the chains rip off your sex and limbs. Who wants to be mindless for that? Wouldn’t you rather treasure every instant of your sensationally exciting extinction?”

Somehow Thrall coaxed his larynx into function.

“Bring it on, you repellant cunt. I’ll die a million times for my Goddess Jia, in slowly dissolving vitriol if I must. You’re a pitiful excuse for a pretender to her title.”

Mina reacted with blistering fury. Despite his bravado Thrall winced away, daunted.

“Bitch!” More spit splattered him as the demon seethed. “You just keep begging me to take that tongue! Tell me, speaking of pain, how do your precious genitals feel? You’re about to ‘use them and lose them’ too. Won’t tearing off that vexing flesh be a relief in a certain way?”

While the taller Afflicter was busy preparing the apparently automatic apparatus that would soon begin the process of finishing his terminal dismemberment and multi-impalement, the chubbier one had just freed that wickedly constricting amputation ligature.

Numbness was quickly becoming its opposite. A tingling beginning at the deep crease cut into his groin was turning to a burning nearly worse than that brand-eradicating (or the tooth-un-rooting) paste. Renewed circulation flamed flayed nerve-endings, the agony aggravated exponentially by the reawakened pain of his recently accumulated multitudinous wounds.

Every bit of those appendages had been bruised, abraded, pinched, twisted, whipped and bitten. The masculinity that had been under unrelenting attack ever since Thrall had fallen under Shanelle’s glance soon shrieked with such unremitting excruciation that the cocksucking cuckold-slut could have been forgiven for giving up. Even if they lived, Jia had promised to keep him forever locked. Mina had never dreamed of a masochistic woman-worshipper so committed though, if she sought to taunt this male into accepting his metaphorical end. He drew in a deep breath against the conflagration seemingly incinerating his unseen sex and screamed out his deepest allegiance. Cunt really should have taken his tongue, if she wanted to shut him up.

“Goddess Jia, that junk hurts so fabulously! Oh, your permanent property craves its rightful state of pain! My life for you and my born sex too! Torture those freely-ceded organs for an impotent eternity please, before you allow my holy owner’s enemy to feed off me!”

Of course even such heartfelt defiance faltered in the face of his innate deviance.

Thrall’s shriek was still reverberating when chubby Afflicter Lita began plying that sizzling prick with her tricks. Though he’d meant what he said (and not just because so many lives were at stake) Thrall was as powerless as any man to resist such sophisticated skills.

Delay as he may, erection was achieved almost immediately. After such an unimaginably exacting ordeal, orgasm was frankly obligatory. Only his deity Jia and their mutual ruler could intervene now. Whether their devoted subject was in touch with their presence within or not, holding out until the bitter end might be Thrall’s last play.

***

In its predictable fashion, the raving conflagration in his penis made the Afflicter’s job easier. What masochism addict could resist such a contrast?

Lita’s thick lips tugging at his rim, her tongue curling around every curve of his contours and toying with both holes (the original and the shackle-channel stabbed into him) felt so treacherously heavenly against the endless singing of sensory signals! Penis pain turned Thrall on like little else. Rubbing and jacking his branded shaft, Lita’s fingers squeezed a scorched-Earth surface already raw and weeping with thin bleeding. Yet underneath it felt like he had a gigantic baculum of his own, so exquisitely steely did the excruciation render him. Add the manner in which Lita hummed some subliminal aural aphrodisiac and Thrall could only groan hopelessly. He was utterly without answer when Mina leaned in again to gloat.

“What happened to your refusal, fool? Did you really think hate could compete with your irredeemable deviance?”

Bara had joined Lita, sucking on one potion-bloated testicle while threateningly palpating its tingling twin. Squeeze, suck, squeeze, suck; agony and ecstasy mixed to grip the admitted degenerate helpless. Lita was bob-gobbling him with such rhythmic abandon!

“I will have your vitality and you will eagerly give it up to me!” Mina grinned her incipient victory. “I won’t even need to deceive you with illusions.”

Thrall tried it all as the murderous sorceress moved out of sight and took over for Lita fellating him. He pictured maggots eating his liver, someone he hated shitting on his face, being forced to eat gallons of greasy grimy gopher guts. Yet none of this so much as blunted his lust. Why should it? What could be more disgusting than the ordeal he’d just been through, and had not only survived but reveled in until the end? Not even the existential terror/regret of looming death (for himself and all he cherished) could compete with the sexual skills of the Sisterhood of the Oculus. And Mina hadn’t been Second Practitioner by accident. Even the way her pointy big canines slid along his shaft like lethally caressing butcher’s guides was blackly, fantastically arousing. At last, staring straight at that waiting death-mask with the moments of his resistance and life both rapidly expiring, Thrall grasped for one final, futile act of defiance.

If this was to be his last ejaculation ever, let it be triggered not by this hideous bitch of a witch but by the blessed presences treasured within. Whether Elia had failed them, or if it was his or all of their fault that her escape plan hadn’t come off, the willing slave chose to dedicate his final climax to the owners he’d eternally chosen.

And so it was once again time for that…oh…that most compelling memory of all. As that swift-slippery sliding suction on his unfettered pain-spike approached the point of apotheosis, Thrall fell back into manic obsession. It was not Mina but a seductive sylph of a Seer he felt so ravenously sucking his prick. At the same time she had superimposed her will over his own, the ultimate/intimate domination. And she did this in order to force his commandeered mouth to perform the same succubus’ sorcery on intersex Jia’s endlessly growing, spurting erection.

He was the come-conduit once again, linking the three of them in an ecstatic exchange of life, lust and love, all for the empowerment of the extraordinary Empress Elia. The cock that had spent so long so miserably locked, and the one he’d somehow conjured onto his ideal owner both just couldn’t stop convulsing! And once Thrall added Nala to this fantasy, enthusiastically fucking his butt with that giant foreign boar’s tusk (!), the slave to the worship of all worthy women couldn’t keep from climaxing any longer either.

Part of him still knew it was the necromancer then draining him. The clutch of those four curved vampire’s fangs distinguished her from any other cocksucker. The fingertips rubbing whichever sensitive nexus kept him trapped in orgasm had ragged nails that dug in nearly as fiercely as the guards’ fuck-clutching claws had. None of that mattered though. Not for the next (ten? twenty?) however many minutes. The slow deflation of his painfully bloated gonads, then the long, drawn-out leeching of his vitality afterward: Thrall determinedly continued to attribute these to his Empresses past and present, and not some demonic pretender.

Even as he felt himself progressively weakening, his limbs thinning, flesh actually shriveling away as fat, fluid and other tissue was steadily converted to energy and spurted ecstatically out of him, the sacrifice combated panic by imagining himself headed to a paradise where he and Goddess Jia fed each other orgiastically this way in a self-sustaining cycle for all of eternity. If this was to be his last wish (and could there ever be a better?), then so be it. It seemed the wavering atheist was seconds away from sloughing off sentience altogether…

The only time he’d been drained so deeply, Thrall had been trapped in the alternate reality Elia had bestowed on him – after which she’d eased him into a restorative sleep. This time he was wrenched from his own imposed illusion into the last gasping, drooling, emaciated dregs of awareness by the sound of an ululating exultation.

“AYAYAYAYAYAYAYAYAYAYAYAIIIIIIIIIIEEEEEEEEE!”

More than once Jia had seized up from overloading on Thrall’s vitality – and from taking far less of him. After constant glutting on death energy Mina’s tolerance must have grown astronomical. Nevertheless she shuddered passionately with the exuberance of the charge newly coursing through her. When she wheeled back around to gloat down at her thinly-clinging-to-existence victim, the effects of her gluttonous gorging were horrifying.

“Now that was a feast! I can’t wait to start claiming the rest of you Americans!”

Buried in the murk of her eyes gleamed two tiny spots of incandescent red. Those teeth had lengthened further and the aura of power and cruelty she projected was more palpable than ever. Nipples poked through the front of her soiled robe and she rubbed these unselfconsciously.

“Ahhhhhh, so rousingly fortifying! I trust Jia succeeded in marking hundreds like you for collection, yes? Bringing them all through has just become my top priority, once any possible resistance to me is prevented. So, let us not delay the latter task another instant. Afflicters! Fix the grips and align the probes. It is time for this thrall and all my other pitiful enemies to face up to defeat and disgracefully die!”

So, it seemed he’d betrayed and doomed all those fellow Angelenos after all.

Too depleted to feel more than a wretched dismay, vile Thrall almost welcomed the end as the cuffs clutching his spindly limbs were tightened and the amputating ligature firmly re-secured about his forfeit sexual equipment.

Gleaming fiercely enough to prickle his eyes, the golden bowl of the energy-collecting death mask was shifted to within a foot of his face. At the same time some unseen gigantic phallic probe was similarly positioned at the still gaping wound of his exceedingly reamed-out rear. Giddily deranged on his matchlessly potent seed, his super-pure and prodigious riches of eros and anima, Mina moved back in to loom over him.

While the Afflicters retreated and the exhausted guards laboriously turned great cranks and levers, then stood ready to release the switch that would activate the automatic dismembering mechanism, the necromancer stretched out her arms and threw back her bejeweled head. Manically ecstatic, she chanted some creepily-cadenced gibberish that made the hackles rise despite its utter incomprehensibility. This went on interminably, until at last the incantation finished with a piercing shriek and another intimidating flash of green.

On cue, Thrall’s incomparably costly death commenced.

The chains began retracting. Coincidentally the constricting ribbon tightened and that pointed probe proceeded to push its way slowly into his fuck-hole. At the same time the death mask started its inexorable progress toward his restrained face.

How far from his targeted esophagus and eyeballs? How many minutes would it take for him to be simultaneously castrated, gored, drawn and quartered? And how many times must they have perfected this process to have so exactly calibrated the advance of those glittering obsidian brain-spears?

Tears ran from threatened eyes reflexively. As the renewed excruciation of terminal distension wrenched a first feeble moan from him, the ultimate sacrificial victim could only be happy his beloved owners’ ends promised to be so much quicker and easier than this maddest masochist’s most fittingly sadistic finish. It was up to him now to make the most of this closing apocalypse. What else was left? Maybe try to pray, oh he of little faith?

***

Jia remained aware of her benumbed body, but only barely.

For the longest stretch of time she’d been motionless, seated on the mat that was the cell’s only amenity. Leaning against the stone of the rear wall, she had her long legs spread wide to either side. Still her salt-gouged shins touched stone walls as well. Practically right in her lap, Elia sat facing her in her favorite meditation position, her jutting knees resting on Jia’s upturned thighs. In the uncomfortably close quarters, the Seer sat back-to-back with Nala, still keeping a keening watch out through the obstinately locked bars.

With all four of their hands clasped over that remaining bit of gypsum crystal and all three of their eyes closed, the urgently working Sisters didn’t need the erstwhile Afflicter’s audible desperation to know the end was imminent. Their connection to Thrall, tenuous as it was, told them all they needed to know. It had been that way since they began.

As soon as they’d communed, Elia had shared that thinnest of filaments with Jia. She’d taken them both into a moderate trance in order to improve concentration and free more esoteric abilities. She also imposed her will over certain aspects of her former ruler’s nervous system. In addition to ensuring instant access to all of Jia’s considerable lore and power, she’d blocked off knowledge of bodily discomforts.

Neither of them could concentrate without her suppression of the nausea that came with proximity to death energy. Elia had also lessened the stress of their immobility and calmed the turmoil that kept threatening to disrupt their work. Beyond the dim accompaniment of Nala’s horror and outrage, fear and tension (which they naturally doubled), Jia should have suffered her recurrent jealousy too. Out there Thrall was glorying in his horrifying victimizing, enjoying as much as enduring an obscenely extreme double-fucking like she’d never been able to deliver. Nor did it help her envy that only Elia had been able to provide a comparable experience for him.

Of course that experience was proving crucial.

Not only had those imposed illusions been most crucial in forging that filament originally, and in developing Elia’s telepathy. Thrall kept reverting to it too. Every time the abhorrent identity of his rapists threatened his stability he escaped into memory/fantasy. And each such occasion aided their efforts. It allowed congress with those qualities he had in such surplus: his righteousness, loyalty, urge to worship and his related eagerness for erotic submission and even (if necessary) martyred self-sacrifice. Armed thus, the three of them together nurtured that frail filament into a proper tendril in no time. They even made good progress insinuating offshoots from that strengthened connection into the weft of the surrounding ward, where these mystical probes could begin mapping, and then hopefully unraveling the incredibly intricate energy lattice that formed the quelling spell. Still the task ahead remained monumental.

Elia’s determination held them to their efforts. Her passion for her people, her need to see the redemption she envisioned for them implemented, inspired the superseded leader to succeed despite the scale of the challenge. And like the best kind of Empress, Elia’s example lifted her subordinate to unprecedented levels of accomplishment with her.

As the evening passed and those living atrocities drove her property ever deeper into slavishly unabashed delirium, Jia eventually stepped upward enough in mystic perception to detect her own persistent connection to the man beyond the ward. Despite the eradication of her brands, Thrall’s yearning for her only grew more fervent. In response her own until-recently largely unheeded deep love for her unjustly seized abductee burned in return. Compassion combined with passion to complete the moral awakening lately underway, and Elia celebrated along with her as Jia received the same boost in abilities that came with adopting a righteous life.

Now that Jia had her own access to the weft of the ward, and not just through Elia, she could bring her own just-enhanced magical talents into play, rather than simply support her ruler with lore and power. Diving into their work with redoubled will, their fears of futility considerably eased as their aims thus advanced, the linked Sisters did everything they could to steadily dismantle that extravagantly strengthened ward.

They were heartened by Thrall’s inexhaustible ardor. Feeling no diminishing in his zeal to outlast Mina, they exploited their shared linkages to the utmost. Unfortunately no amount of effort, power or skill might avail against so much intricately crafted death magic, not without meticulous patience and attention to detail, which required above all else time. And like it or not, the long hours lost to Elia’s felling eventually counted against them. Before they were even close to success, Mina had to order her flagging monsters to stop fucking before they dropped – and so that she could finally really feed. After that they would tear Thrall into six pieces and impale him from either end, sending the spirit he’d sworn so often to her eternal custody instead out in an apocalyptic discharge that killed her and her entire Sisterhood. It seemed only a miracle – or perhaps the emergence of some unforeseen variable – could prevent their cataclysmic end.

Mina’s greed had undone them. Yet had it betrayed her as well?

Even as they were working furiously but futilely in those last maddening minutes it took the gorging succubus to nearly completely empty their irreplaceably special vessel, that unforeseen variable popped up to (possibly!) save the day.

Once again they were in for an agony of suspense though, as the last moments before disaster ticked down and everything depended on the slender waif. And once again the crucial breakthrough was owed to Thrall climaxing, a privilege with which Jia had been so stingy all summer.

Earlier Elia had absorbed the lore necessary to redeem them all. This time it was Mina imbibing all that singularly pure potency, filling herself to bursting with fantastic amounts of vitality. And to both Jia and Elia that particular vitality had a taste as distinctive as their beloved subject’s exceptional self.

Quickly that identifying signature began to infect all of Mina’s recent necromancy. The obliviously incanting madwoman remained ignorant of this effect even as her use of what she’d consumed spread it faster and farther. Within moments everything she’d created by such evil means had been threaded through with Thrall’s luminous goodness, including the quelling spell. Suddenly that shimmer they’d spent forever pursuing was illuminating that entire heretofore indecipherable energy lattice.

It was as if they’d been trying to assemble a puzzle in the dark, by feeling the shapes of the pieces through gloves, and someone had just turned on the lights.

Every complicated filigree of warp and weft were revealed, just waiting to be unraveled. Nevertheless that dismembering mechanism had just been activated. They could feel Thrall fervently praying for their well-being even as the probes closed in, the cuffs and ribbon pulled on him and he faced up at last to the sacrificial masochist’s ultimate challenge.

Unfortunately for Jia, Shatra’s challenge had surpassed her. For now she had to revert to being a passive observer, trying to learn what she could as her Empress performed more feats unequaled in the history of their Sisterhood.

Truly no one else could have even made the attempt. But then no one else could have self-induced a trance that enabled them to access computational abilities normally only found in idiot savants. Nor had anyone at all on her world absorbed the great mathematical and cosmological insights of Newton, Einstein, Heisenberg and Hawking, names that meant nothing to Jia but which Elia revered like the greatest of their ancestors.

Death energy may have been distressing to work with. But it functioned by the same explicable/applicable natural processes their progenitors had established. And thanks to the way her innate abilities had been augmented by their adventures in America there was no one in all existence who could understand and manipulate these like the rightful First Practitioner.

With dizzying swiftness and impossible precision, Elia finished identifying every essential binding nexus in that now-exposed spell lattice while Thrall was still exalted by excruciation and in one (albeit shrieking) piece. She then severed each tethering tie, unraveling the entire magical construct with the most astonishing adroitness and ease. In fact so subtly did the last threads of energy part and disperse, the only disruption Jia noticed was the return of external sound.

Mina was cackling madly, unaware of her ward’s failure. And Thrall’s screaming was now as hoarse and weak as if at any instant it might cease.

***

Nala’s lightly-fuzzed head whipped around.

She rattled the cell door. It remained locked. Jia met the girl’s gaze as she shifted position for the first time since Thrall took on those (don’t forget) well-armed guards. Pumping life back into her arms while Elia overrode the numbness below, Jia heard the Empress explain both through her ears and their inner rapport. Her spoken voice was low.

“As soon as I release the lock, you two move to engage the Afflicters and guards, and stop or destroy the dismembering mechanism. At the very least interrupt one of the conduits that transmit power up to the tower and that cursed death gem. While you rescue Drake (or failing that, the Conclave), I will deal with the usurper from here.”

Jia wanted to protest at once.

Her hands still itched to rip the bitch limb from limb herself, just as the traitorous necromancer was trying to do to their Empire’s savior. She’d never tolerated anyone questioning her in a crisis situation however, and she didn’t need Elia’s inner presence to remind her of that. The message that came by telepathy sought to bolster her.

I will keep a toehold within you, for mutual guidance. Exigencies may arise. Subduing Mina entirely may take time, whether or not she’s allowed a demon in. Once your beloved slave is safe, feel free to slay her at will – I may be involved in a three-way battle for possession of her. Let my distraction-attack divert her enough for you to achieve our most urgent priorities.

That was that and good enough.

“Get ready, Nala. Prepare to move fast but silently. We have the element of surprise.”

Again Jia received the identical admonishment from within, though of course she was the proven warrior here and needed no tactical advice. The moment came to prove it then, as the lock clacked open. As Nala shoved the barred door wide and lunged through it low, Elia fell onto her back too, clearing room for the giantess to leap upright and (quietly!) barrel over her and out of their little cage afterward.

From there on everything proceeded so strangely!

Even as she ran and fought and cast spells and struggled for all of their lives, a tiny fragment of Jia’s awareness kept her appraised of all that the Empress was experiencing too. It was like the picture-in-picture function, or a minimized window on one of Thrall’s technologically marvelous video screens. Jia only hoped she could ‘multitask’ enough handle the extra input.

Thanks to her minimally cramping position and Elia’s neural witchery, her body didn’t let her down. Once she was upright she leaped over the suddenly supine Seer and through the open cell door. Lightly she landed on the same spot Nala had just vacated. Together they sped toward the next open door, the unguarded egress from the disporting den.

Jia pulled ahead to pass through first. Running full out nude, she felt her penis flopping absurdly. She’d have to get used to that eventually. For the present she had all she could handle seeing Thrall moments from death and Afflicters beginning to turn their heads. Battle was about to be joined. Yet at the same time Empress Elia was using that minimalist bit of vision crystal to telepathically invade Mina’s awareness with the intent of possessing her. Oh, let the lunatic find out just how much the hopefully overlooked ‘little freak’ was now capable of accomplishing…

Elia had taken advantage of Mina’s preoccupation with mass murder. Arrowing across the space between them while Jia was still at the door, she entered the necromancer through those murky yet disturbingly radiant eyes. And as soon as she tried to take control of the circuitry behind, she found without much surprise that another being had preceded her. A welcome guest and source of enormous power and lore, the demon that had joined Mina at some point during her reckless feeding rose up as swiftly as its host to expel the new invader.

As unsuspecting as Jia had been when Elia took her over, this Mina-demon was far better fitted for resistance. Already possessed of a Second Practitioner’s talents and the obscene glut of power she’d just absorbed, this dual being also had immortal wiles to bring to the battle.

Superior mystic skills and unprecedented abilities aside, Elia was but a novice by comparison. Instantly she was under a ferocious attack, one she barely managed to withstand. Still this necessity immobilized Mina as planned. The practiced assassin was too busy to react as Jia and Nala crossed the cavern.

“Bow before your sovereign!” Jia roared.

Though she put all of her authority into the order, Mina’s minions responded only to the threat she represented. The necromancer’s hold over them was total. Even when Jia tried to lift their bewitchment with a counter-spell they merely hefted weapons and charged. Still nude and unarmed Jia launched herself at the four, confident of clearing a path for Nala to reach the extraction machine.

A whip licked out and encircled her throat.

Before it could pull and throttle Jia seized the lash. She yanked hard in her own right, pulling the Afflicter wielding the weapon off-balance. As the woman toppled forward Jia leaped to meet her with a snap kick to the larynx, crushing it. The ensorcelled unfortunate crashed to the floor, gagging her way to asphyxiation.

Jia took a truncheon-blow to the shoulder while she freed her neck. She ducked another that should have caved in her head as the revolting hybrids who’d just so unforgivably violated her lover converged on her. While her free arm recovered from numbness, Jia dropped the whip and used that other hand to catch the next club swung at her.

The squealing creature’s upper body was easily as massive and muscled as hers. That didn’t matter. Enraged Jia tore the weapon away. Rather than discard or use it though, this time she tossed that truncheon to Nala, still trying to skirt the combat to get to Thrall – and the mechanism both castrating and tearing him apart. Unfortunately the remaining Afflicter had left Jia to the two snarling guards and moved to intercept her. Carrying a cudgel of her own, Baldy Bare-boobs cut off all approach. And still between all of them and Thrall, evil Mina waited. Worse, the necromancer was no longer frozen.

Moving as jerkily as a marionette with tangled strings, she was nevertheless moving. And rather than turn toward the fighting she was trying to reach the controls of her elaborate soul-snatching apparatus. The mystical battle for the salvation of Shatra was waxing just as fiercely as the simple physical combat.

***

From her place seated in the cage, part of Elia remained inside Mina – but just barely. Unable to oust the demon or seize control, she was reduced to resisting expulsion while hampering both invader and host as much as possible.

Mina knew Jia would reach/defeat her in moments. Her only chance was to finish killing Thrall before that could happen.

Though the ritual underway called for an agonizingly gradual execution (Thrall’s shoulders had popped their sockets but not his hips yet; his genitals were black-bloated erect but intact and those ocular collectors still a hand-span away), speeding things up would but weaken the resulting purging pulse. Those at the periphery of its reach might be spared but that would be small comfort to the rest.

All the murderess had to do was reach the lever that released the right restraint.

Elia kept sending errant signals through the motor cortex, making her stumble and stop and poke at her own eyes. Or she sabotaged transmission to the occipital lobe itself, interrupting or distorting her vision more directly. Even these efforts were horrendously difficult however. The crafty demon kept dredging up memories from Mina’s past with which to assail Elia.

Mostly these were atrocities committed by murderous Jia at her worst during her precipitous rise, slaughters so gruesome and reprehensible they offended any developed moral sense. Striking at Elia’s freshly minted convictions, they weakened her will in what amounted to a straight-up struggle for domination. And will was almost always decisive in such encounters. Before long Mina had her hands right on the damn controls.

While the Empress cringed from visions of an adolescent Jia butchering innocents, the full-grown giantess warrior-witch was fighting her way quickly closer.

Another kick groined the guard she’d just disarmed. While that one fell back, the other swung at her again. Timing his stroke, Jia dodged the blow, caught the arm as it harmlessly passed, spun and used their combined momentum to sling the creature off its feet – toward Nala.

Despite weeks of caged torture the ex-Afflicter reacted just as alertly as when tossed the truncheon a moment ago. About to close with her cudgel-bearing opponent, she dodged aside when the guard came tumbling by.

One swing of her iron-bound club smashed its porcine face, shattering tusks and driving pulverized bits of facial bone into the brain behind. Without pause then she tucked a shoulder and rolled. Even as the guard dropped dead Nala took the unprepared Afflicter’s legs out from under her too. First to extricate herself from the resulting tangle, Nala swung again hard.

This time she struck the back of that bald head, right on the nape, the brainstem. Bewitched or not, the beauty dropped atop the beast just as dead.

Two more enemies eliminated in a matter of moments – fantastic. Even better, due to demon-Mina’s secretiveness, the cavern was closed off to further reinforcements. The guard that grappled with Jia was the last.

Already exhausted from hours of relentless ravishing, weakened by that crippling crotch-kick, the creature nevertheless had the momentary better of their world’s greatest warrior. She was just too busy urging Nala to crush some conduits now, and too distracted by the coincidental battle raging inside Mina to apply herself properly.

The necromancer had her hands on the lever that would kill them all! The mask was so close to Thrall’s face the esophageal tube had pushed between his lips and raw gums! Yet Elia had at last achieved at least a temporary stalemate. Recognizing the demon’s memory-attack as a pathetic attempt at deflection, secure in the rectitude of all they fought for, she’d reached inside herself for the deepest reservoir of power and ability her remarkable being might harbor.

Surely rooted in her rarity, these had been from birth as ‘prodigious’ as any prodigy might wish. At each step in her progression she’d exceeded even exceptional expectations. Acolyte Elia had perceived things in the vision-trance others were unable to share. She’d detected Thrall’s intrinsic worth and claimed two others with him within hours. She’d devised the spells that took them to another world, transformed Jia and returned them to Shatra. And at each stage she’d deepened her unique relationship with that equally exceptional slave.

At the same time that she radically advanced her arts, her understanding of herself, him and their respective mores and worlds, she’d learned how to put everything to use for the benefit of them all. Even wielding such a temptingly fraught power as possession, Elia had so far proved a benevolent steward. The rightful ruler of this Empire, nothing in it could match her mystic might.

Now as she exerted that learned and earned power to dominate others with a purity of purpose as potent as the vitality she’d taken from Thrall earlier, the evil that Empress Elia confronted quailed. Suddenly a smashing sound announced Nala was destroying the conduits running from the collecting dish up to the roof. The Conclave was safe! Thwarted, the demon inhabiting (and aiding) Mina gave an inner shriek that seemed to vibrate the bones of Elia’s head two rooms away. Then it simply left her and fled.

Abandoned by her rider/ally, Mina shrieked too.

Though her plan was in ruins, she still fought to throw that lever. And though the transmission equipment was wrecked, the dismembering mechanism continued to stretch, squeeze and close in on fatal impalement. Squalling Thrall would be dead soon even if Mina couldn’t speed things up. Feeling a shared desperation, Jia got hold of the guard trying to both choke her and slash her with his tusks even as Elia applied herself afresh.

A quick wrench to the left broke the creature’s neck. Jia threw it aside, bounding forward around one limb-tearing tow chain. Just as she was propelling herself to strike though, Elia crushed Mina’s remaining will. Taking possession of her completely, she used the necromancer’s own blood-stained hands to halt the death mechanism.

That wouldn’t have stopped Jia from tearing Mina apart in his place. Only the Empress’ mental command to stand down did that. A pity the message didn’t reach Nala, who was no telepath but only an ex-advisor and Afflicter after all. Before anyone could say anything aloud, she turned from her smashing of apparatus. Seeing only Mina actively working her controls, Nala swung her truncheon once again with zealously vengeful abandon.

The blow shattered Mina’s backbone. The deteriorated crone collapsed instantly, likely already dead. Still no one stopped Nala from delivering one more swing that utterly pulverized the despicable villain’s skull.

Let the abused bait have her revenge, and credit for saving the world too. Only she knew what she’d suffered in Mina’s clutches the past moon.

Leaving the mess of their betrayer there, they all hurriedly turned to see what was left of their beloved, world-saving slave.

Even as they released his chains, Jia could feel Elia reaching out from the cage to wake Sister Lara, the local garrison commander. She would contact Boran. Soon they would have this catastrophe sorted out. But first they must send down the medical specialists, some maids, and appropriate robes for everyone – including Drake.




Epilogue

Elia Ascendant

It was twenty cycles of the sun into the universally acclaimed reign of the Albino Empress, and the entire continent of Shatra rejoiced. Celebrations continued for a turning of a moon, climaxing at the full with a rally and banquet at the palace. There Elia was feted by millions before presiding over a feast treated to a thousand. The four who’d been so key to transforming this world had duly endured their duty to be paraded before lavish displays of public adulation.

After all, the people needed to see their heroes in this land without electronics. Afterward however all but the Empress were relieved to retreat to the usual seclusion of Jia’s outrageous retirement estate, seated halfway up a canyon in the exotic semitropical south. Especially since Elia had promised to rejoin them for a proper, private reunion as soon as possible.

Obligations of state were always attendant upon the great. Truly, it had been far too long since dear friends had had a chance to interact. Now all the public posing had whetted their taste for reliving the old days in a far more intimate way. As Drake and his ladies lounged around the most opulent disporting den in the Empire, they all kept glancing past the adjoining affliction chamber toward the nexus of opposing mirrors that formed the transport portal.

Wouldn’t she ever get here?

The still-and-always willing thrall had been exquisitely primed for this.

Rather than go on indulging their reciprocal addictions, Goddess Jia had left Drake shackled into impotence all throughout the celebrations, in a kind of homage to that long-ago American adventure. The whole month of ego-stroking acclamation had crawled by like the lowliest worm. But at last this latest test was all but passed. After a good night’s rest and a splendidly intense all-day, full-body affliction session, Jia had finally unthreaded the cage from his piercing, replacing it with a simple ring. To this she linked the end of a familiar heavy golden chain.

As per her promise to Elia, only the Albino Empress would be able to free this souvenir from Drake’s days as a collared Thrall. In honor of the anniversary she intended to exercise her imperial prerogative. Once his owner and Mistress Nala tugged him in amongst the mounds of cushions and locked that that magic cock-chain to another handy ring, there was little to divert the vessel from his impatient erection and purposely bloated-up balls.

Musicians played discreetly just out of sight and the wine was sublime. The wide balcony opened on vistas of living splendor from the distant flora of the canyon walls to soaring parrots and flitting hummingbirds right up close. Evening breezes carried the scents of flowers and herbs from the elaborate gardens nearby. Nude and so formidably erect too, Jia caressed his straining teasingly. Cooing Nala in lingerie (the most persistent American-inspired fashion craze) treated all those newest wounds they’d just so ecstatically created. Still shaven-headed and fit (if a bit more bosomy) she looked much the same as in her Cadre days. It was hardly surprising that Drake might return to reminiscing to pass the last maddening moments before their reunion-orgy. All month the whole country had been rehashing their adventure and return. With their much-missed Empress due at any moment to renew long-neglected erotic connections, it was high time they too revisited that incomparable sovereign’s formative triumphs.

When Jia ran a finger through the scar-groove that circled those constantly throbbing man-bits, Drake shivered a little and asked again the old question.

“How many heartbeats do you think you guys saved those by?”

“Not many. This wound took longer to heal than even the dislocated hip.”

“Thank goodness Elia knew how to treat that too. Now she has her own medical academy along with the entire Empire to run. No wonder we so rarely see her.”

Nala put away her pot of unguent and chimed in too.

“I still have trouble believing you recovered at all. You were skin and bones. That was amazing – not as amazing as the way she almost instantly settled the rebellion though.”

“Jia had a big hand in that,” Drake grinned. “I hear people shit themselves when their already legendary warrior-witch came back with a dick. When she got up on the wall…”

They all laughed.

“Still it was Elia who freed the collected death energy, then used that ruby to spread a calming balm. She really came into her own after that. The Conclave had no choice but to accept her powers, especially once they agreed to destroy those old necromancy records.”

Jia adjusted the black (and somehow still incredibly sexy) eye-patch she wore.

“Once she’d opened the emergency stores, and brought in more food from other regions – regions the farmers of Wellerton and Makkan always griped about supporting before – all the people learned to revere her. Thank heaven the succession went so well that she didn’t need to keep me around after the first few sun-cycles. Not that I haven’t missed her, but you know…

“It’s traditional for a former Empress to retire from public life, to avoid any focus for dissent. It’s too bad the tumors took Teela. I still miss her. Like her, I was lucky to be replaced so young, to be left with half a lifetime plus to enjoy playing and relaxing with my favorite lovers.”

Nala snuggled in against Drake’s flank, already sporting Teela’s bequest. Tugging his dick-chain playfully, she toyed with the third erection in the room, one that had been magically enhanced somewhat further in the years since their return – though of course it was forever dwarfed beside giantess Jia’s gargantuan penis.

“You were lucky too that Elia made an exception to the rule that only an Empress may drain willing men for power.”

“That’s because this vessel is so exceptional!” Drake blushed a bit as his goddess squeezed him tight. “As long as I rejuvenate him in return, he will never run empty of energy. And since this new paradise of peace and justice we live in is largely due to him, it’s only fitting he be rewarded with his greatest pleasure regularly.”

“To think: the values of a slave, a sacrificial thrall even, led to the institution of slavery itself being abolished, along with ending untold generations of harmful, wasteful parasitism.”

“That’s right.” Jia answered Nala. “Everyone knows the way of it now. Meditate, cultivate endorphins, enjoy willing sex to excess and live without evil and no more men need be sacrificed to the rule of the Sisterhood. My impertinent little Thrall proved to be the last one of them all.”

“I will always be your Thrall, Goddess Jia. If you doubt me, ask Nala to bring out that memory crystal of our first night together. And my ‘greatest pleasure’ may be writhing in unending orgasm while a beloved succubus feeds on me and it might not be. There are other wondrous delights available to the slave of a gigantic hermaphrodite. And no matter what decrees our Empress might make, I will always be a slave to this incredible thing!”

Drake turned in his deity’s embrace. He took that monstrous cock into his hands – plenty of room for two or three more, though each could hardly wrap about that massive shaft. Pumping lovingly he mouthed and slobbered all over the head, remembering a time he could fit it inside, as well as the night he’d contributed to its emergence and all the countless hours he’d spent since sucking it ever larger. And still there could be no limit to either Jia’s growth or her fanatical little cocksucker’s oral obsession – thanks to evil Mina.

A few more minutes of him kissing, tonguing and gumming her ultra-responsive tip, and Jia decided they couldn’t wait any longer for Elia. She reactivated the elasticity spell their enemy had invented, stroking a fingertip along her subject’s throat. Right away Drake took her down like a snake swallowing a stalagmite, groaning his bottomless gluttony as his bones and tissues distended. The next thing he knew Nala was lubing up his other end.

Soon it was as they’d all dreamed it would be under their worst duress. And though they’d had two decades now to live out all the heavenly permutations their bodies and passions made possible, their ardor for each other had yet to lessen.

Before long they were reliving history again, with the vessel lying stretched out supine. Between his spread legs Nala held him pegged, goring away with that giant boar’s appendage. And giant indeed was the penis Jia drove relentlessly down his stretched-stocking throat, as big as anything those hybrid monsters had boasted, if perhaps lacking the jagged inner bone. Was the freed slave about to complain?

Do flowers bemoan the sun and rain? Jia’s enormous organ was everything to Drake, especially when his own was caged or on a chain. He was lost in his usual receptive rapture when their ruler at last arrived.

“I knew you three wouldn’t wait for me.

“I haven’t feasted on that legendary energy, rode that elaborately marked-up little body or fucked with this subject’s wildly depraved libido in years. What would it cost you to let me get a drink and some good foreplay in first?”

All Drake could see was Jia’s spectacular ass and pussy. He heard her rejoinder just fine.

“What would it take you to walk all the way over to your transport portal a little more often? Life in the imperial palace too exciting for you, Empress Elia?”

“Point taken. You want to gossip about my bumbling underlings or fuck?”

“Gossip later, fuck now!” invited Nala, already panting a bit. “We saved you the place of honor. Jia made the potions and he’s been caged all celebration.”

Someone tugged his chain, jerking Drake’s erection all around by the ring through his glans.

“Well, with no foreplay it’s going hurt like the first time. Shall we relive me losing my virginity, my old friend and inspiration?”

“Silence gives consent,” laughed Jia, fucking Drake’s snake-stuffed throat harder yet.

“Kyee-tull!”

Drake felt the chain fall away. A much-missed mouth wetted him down, toying with the ring that remained. Then Elia was swinging astride him, just like that time on the hot rock salt.

“Irreplaceable Drake!” Her unforgettable voice shivered with exultation. “Later maybe I’ll make you relive what Mina’s monsters did. You always seem to get off on that. For now I just want you hard and hot and spurting eternally inside me.”

As her squeezing sheath slid down his spike, enveloping him in hot compression, Drake once again had no complaints – and certainly not about her long-ago abduction of him. Nothing luckier had ever happened to any American.
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