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Chapter One

A ringing bell drew her attention to the alternating red lights of the railroad crossing. Sighing, she put her foot on the brake as the booms lowered right in front of her hood, cutting off her most direct path towards home.

Normally, she wouldn’t have stopped so close to a crossing, but she had been rather preoccupied. The mental fog that bedeviled her had been occurring all too frequently lately, which was one of the main reasons why she was here instead of on the train, as she would usually be.

Taking her hands off the wheel, she rested them against her knees, tapping them with nervous energy as she glanced at the full cardboard box next to her. Rewards, trinkets, a box of tissues. All the garbage that had accumulated at the office over the many years of her working life.

She refocused her attention on the crossing, the sound of the bell bouncing through her scattered mind. There was a lot to think about, but she didn’t really want to do it in the car.

There wasn’t much she could do to avoid it, however. The raw, stinging words of her former boss still echoed in her skull.

“What’s wrong with you?” he had asked. “You always used to be so on top of things! Why aren’t you prepared for your cases? You’re getting sloppy!”

She was sloppy. There was no debating that. She just didn’t know why.

She couldn’t seem to concentrate on anything any more, as if there was something more important in the way. She frowned, trying to figure out what that something might be, but she was drawing a blank. It was almost as if a curtain had been drawn over her mind, keeping her from discovering the truth.

Maybe there was some latent trauma there she didn’t want to acknowledge. She’d have to schedule an appointment with her therapist, but first, she was overdue for an extremely large lunch and a long siesta. Planning for her future was quite far down on her list right now.

A car horn blared behind her, and she looked up at the empty crossing. The crossing guards had raised, the road empty ahead. Berating herself, she grabbed the wheel and drove over the rails, feeling the vibration of her tires through the leather seat.

This car was an unnecessary luxury. If she wasn’t going to find another job in the near term, she’d need to downsize. Gripping the wheel tightly, she admonished herself. There she went again, worrying about her future. She needed a distraction.

“Call Sandy,” she commanded, waiting patiently for the car’s audio system to recognize her voice.

It wasn’t perfect, but this time, it did as she asked without protest, the familiar sound of numbers being dialed coming through the car’s speakers.

It rang for a while, but finally it clicked, a deep voice sounding as the woman on the other end breathed heavily. “Hello? Kai? What’s up? Is there something wrong? You never usually call me before lunch.”

“I’m sorry to interrupt you,” said Kai, twisting her lips as she imagined the possible activities that might have left her friend breathless.

Given the time of day, it was probably something benign, but she couldn’t stop herself from thinking about how happy her friend seemed to be with her marriage. She never thought it would last, given his alternative lifestyle, but Sandy seemed genuinely happy to dress in various styles of gothic clothing and work in the club he owned.

At this point, it had been several years, and it seemed like the marriage was sticking. For all she knew, they might be business partners at this point, but she hadn’t asked. It really wasn’t any of her concern.

“I’ve just quit my job, and I’m not sure what I’m doing,” she confessed, drawing her thoughts back towards her own troubles.

“Really?” asked Sandy, drawing out the word. Kai could hear the faint beat of techno music bopping in the background, confirming her suspicion that Sandy was at the club.  “Do you want to talk about it? You know I’m here for you girl, no matter your troubles.”

Home. She needed to go home.

The urgent desire pulsed in her mind, and she couldn’t resist.

“Oh, no, that’s fine,” she said automatically, the words being drawn out of her mouth before she could process the thought. “I’m going to take the day off, I need some me time to decompress. How about we meet up tomorrow?”

“Not a problem,” replied Sandy breezily. “You know, we just got in a new employee recently, her name’s Moiraine. She’s kind of a mystic. If you like, I could set up an appointment for you. Have her read your future, that sort of thing.”

“Okay,” replied Kai, barely paying attention as she drove past another nondescript collection of suburban office buildings. “Listen, I gotta go. There’s an extra large pizza with my name on it. You can text me the details later.”

“Don’t do anything you’ll regret!” chuckled Sandy. “And, seriously, come talk to me if you’re having problems. Quitting your job is no small thing, but there’s so many opportunities out there for someone like you! Believe me, you’ll see. Just… keep yourself together.”

Kai sighed. “I love ya, but I really gotta go, I’m almost home. See ya.”

She reached out and pressed the button to terminate the call, not waiting for her friend’s reply. It might be a little rude, but she just wasn’t in the mood to talk any more. Not when she was so close to being where she needed to be.

As she pulled into her driveway, all thoughts of her friends flew out of her head. She parked the car mechanically and grabbed her purse, leaving the box of her work items behind as she climbed out of the car.

Focused, she stepped around the vehicle, ignoring the shine of its perfectly polished finish as she climbed the concrete steps to her front door. Pushing her key into the lock, she turned it as if in a trance, pulling the door open and closing it behind her in one fluid motion, leaving it unlocked.

The thrumming in her head had grown, crowding out any other concerns. Her need was oppressive, overwhelming.

Tossing her keys onto the counter, she proceeded immediately to her bedroom, dropping the purse on her bed. That was not what she needed right now.

She immediately went to work, removing her loose, white scarf and tossing it on top of her purse. She shrugged out of her coat, her fingers working nimbly on the buttons of her blouse. She was methodical, not rushing, but the warm pulse in her brain was pushing her forward towards completion.

Off came her shoes, her panty hose, and the modest skirt, joining the rest of her clothing on the bed. Soon, all that was left was her white underwear and bra, which she didn’t hesitate in removing. The silky fabric dropped to the floor, cleanup not on her mind.

Turning, she marched around the bed to the nightstand, pulling open the top drawer. Inside was a white card, a golden key sitting on top. Grabbing them both, she lifted the card and read it.

It was handwritten in a neat script, and there was something strange about the letters that she couldn’t quite put her finger on. She read the instructions with a blank face, barely noticing that they were in a language she didn’t understand.

As she reached the end, a sudden flash of violet light filled her vision, and the words were gone. She was holding a blank piece of card stock, as if nothing had ever been written on it.

That didn’t matter. The words were in her mind, now, and she knew what she had to do. She must obey.

Setting the card back in the drawer, she turned and marched towards the closet, the weight of the golden key heavy in her hand. Gently touching the door, she rolled it aside, revealing racks of hanging clothing and boxes filled with shoes.

None of that interested her right now. What she was seeking wasn’t visible to the casual observer.

Reaching into the closet, she shoved her daily outfits aside, revealing the faint outline of a hidden panel on the back wall. She slipped the key into a purpose built notch, giving it a slight turn. A piece of wood paneling popped out, swinging open gently on hidden hinges.

Inside was the black steel of a safe, which she nimbly dialed open. The latches clicked and she pulled at the door, revealing the darkened interior.

Normally one would expect to find jewelry, passports, and other valuables locked inside, but none of that was here. This wasn’t her safe.

She wasn’t certain how she knew this, but it was an incontrovertible fact. Whoever had installed this safe had also placed the objects inside, which she must wear. The instructions had demanded it. She must obey.

She grabbed a nondescript brown paper package from inside the safe and pressed it against her chest, closing her eyes as the warmth of obedience flooded over her. This was only the start, however, and there were no points for lukewarm conformity. She needed to go all the way.

Padding across the carpet on her bare feet, she left the bedroom and headed towards the dining room. The table and chairs were rustic, made of polished hardwood, but their beauty failed to distract her from her mission.

Her real destination was the floor length mirror, mounted on the wall next to the opening to the kitchen. Walking in front of it, she lowered the package until she could see her breasts, her nipples hard and ready for what came next.

Sweat beaded on her body, though the room was quite cool. Her shimmering skin had an oiled appearance. She had done that before leaving for the office, but she hadn’t remembered. There was a lot she didn’t remember. That she wasn’t supposed to remember.

Eyes blank, she found them being drawn to the face of the grandfather clock reflected in the mirror. The venerable timepiece was ticking away, the large pendulum swinging softly as it counted off each second.

She had no idea what she was waiting for until the longer hand clicked into place and the clock began to chime.

Each loud ring of the bell sounded in her mind like a hammer, thrusting her deeper into trance. Her lips parted and she moaned, looking into her own eyes.

Her brainless, blank, obedient red colored eyes.

As the last chime sounded, she lifted the package and ripped open the top, the contents spilling out onto the floor like wet noodles.

Straps, clamps, toys. To prepare her for Him.

She started by picking up the nipple clamps. These would be painful, but pain was nothing compared to her ultimate obedience.

Stretching the attached chain wide, she thumbed the rubber coated ends, levering them open. Pressing them onto her skin, she made sure to let them go only when the erect tip of each nipple was sitting firmly between the metal clamps.

The spike of pain was immediate, but she did not shriek, or moan. Strangely, this pain was familiar, comforting, inevitable. It was simply the first step of her submission.

Squatting, she picked up a metallic plug, turning it over to reveal the domed end, which was capped with a red gem. Dangling it from her fingers, she sorted out the pile, retrieving a small, black bottle.

Popping the top off, she turned the plug over, pressing the tip against the opening in the bottle. Squeezing gently, she moved it in a circle, making sure the lubricant spread evenly over the top and around the sides.

When she was satisfied, she clicked the bottle shut and put it on the table behind her. Spreading her legs, she got down on her ass and shifted her hips forward so that she could see what was going on in the mirror.

Her ass gaped wide as she spread her legs, the puckered hole a little dark. The metallic plug would fill it nicely, the sensation making a nice counterpoint to the pain throbbing in her nipples.

She lowered the plug and tilted it carefully, doing her best to ensure that the lubricant wouldn’t drip onto her carpeted floor. Her ass flexed as the cool metallic tip touched her privates, the metal shockingly cold.

It wouldn’t take long for it to warm up inside her. She wouldn’t hesitate. She would follow her instructions to the letter.

Setting up a firm pressure, she twisted it from side to side gently, bearing down on the oblong plug so that her sphincter would loosen up. As the pressure inside her increased, she pushed ever harder, knowing that it was close.

There. Her ass jolted as the bulbous end popped inside, her ass swallowing it whole with a gigantic gulp. The egg-like center filled her comfortably as it slid all the way in, the flange preventing it from being completely devoured.

She gave the red jeweled end a flick, trembling as the pleasurable reward for following her instructions boiled inside her.

Mind blank, she turned to the next object. It consisted of a collection of leather straps, attached to a large red ball mounted on a rubber rod.

If she was in her right mind, it would have taken her forever to get it all sorted out. However, her instructions were clear, and she worked methodically, untangling and separating the straps easily.

Picking it up, she dangled the straps over her head, pushing the ball into her mouth. She made no noise as she fitted it between her lips, clamping her teeth over the rubbery surface. Squeezing it to ensure that it was firmly in place, her hands moved around behind her head to efficiently pull the straps taut, securing it with the provided buckles.

Lifting her head, she stared at the head harness in the mirror, her shoulder length golden brown hair spilling out around the tight, black leather. She worked her mouth, spittle gathering at the corners of her ruby red lips. The glossy shimmer of the lipstick she had put on earlier contrasted with the dull shine of the rubber ball jammed inside. She was a slave.

Nothing defined this more clearly than the steel collar she picked up next. It was a dull silver, at least half an inch thick, with a small ring mounted front and center. Currently, it was in two halves, but it wouldn’t stay that way for long.

Lifting it to the hollow of her throat, she held the front piece against her neck, the cool metal tingling against her skin. Ignoring the shocking sensation, she swung the back half into place, the latch clicking sharply as it locked together.

The pile on the floor in front of her held no keys, which was precisely the point. She was a collared slave.

She reached for a smaller shackle, built from the same type of metal as the collar. It was almost like a miniature copy, complete with a solid ring that could be used for tugging or binding.

It fit neatly around her left wrist, clicking into place with little fuss. She did the same for her other wrist, then moved on to her legs, ensuring that two more cuffs were secured around her ankles.

The weight of the restraints dragged against her arms, but she was used to this. This wasn’t the first time she had put these on, and it wasn’t likely to be the last, either. She couldn’t speculate as to why she was doing this, however, as she was not yet done with her instructions.

The next addition was a pendant with a golden necklace. The ruby mounted to the center glowed from within, pulsing with the beat of her heart. The color matched the gem on her butt plug, giving them a strange sort of resonance. Perhaps that was intentional.

She lifted it over her head and set it between her breasts, the pulsing jewel drawing her eyes.

Mindless. Obedient. She wanted to sit here and look at it for hours, but that was not allowed. There was yet more she must accomplish.

She got onto her knees, legs pressed against the floor behind her. Bare breasted, she knew that she looked stunning. She was almost done. Once she had chained herself up, then she could admire her work.

Her eyes flicked over the large, thick dildo resting on the floor, ignoring it as she picked a stainless steel chain out of the pile. This was her final instruction. Once these were on her, she would be unable to do anything else. Just as her instructions commanded.

She clenched her ass around the butt plug, pleased at how well she was following her orders. Her arousal was building, but she could not satisfy herself. It was not her place to do so. A slave did not disobey.

Reaching behind her, she used the mirror to help her attach the end of one chain to the ring dangling from her left ankle. She then proceeded to lock it to her other ankle, binding them together. The chain wasn’t long enough to allow her to pull her ankles apart more than a foot, but this was only the start.

She grabbed a second chain, this one having three separate lengths. They were joined together in the center by a ring, formed in the shape of a Y.

Pulling it behind her, she attached the longer chain to the center of the existing length between her legs, then focused on clipping the smaller sections to her wrists. This was the trickiest part, and required her full concentration to complete.

The final instruction burned in her mind, making it easy to focus. One click, two, and the deed was done.

Satisfied, she pulled her arms apart, verifying that the chain length had been properly secured. She was fully bound, as ordered.

She sat back, butt resting on her thighs. This instantly reminded her of the bulbous plug in her ass, and she smiled. Free from the instructions, she had the opportunity to relax, though she was still unable to think about her situation. Thinking was not appropriate for obedient slaves.

Admiring, though. That was definitely allowed. She grinned, running her eyes over her shiny body, pleased at how perky her nipples were. She had motherly hips, and a fat ass, too. Everything in perfect proportion.

The skin over her hard belly flexed as she squeezed against her butt plug. Desire blossomed within her, but there was no appropriate outlet. She could not touch herself. That was not allowed.

The jewel sitting between her breasts began to glow, and she gasped as a trickle of light spiraled downwards towards her chest. The bright line split, curling under her breasts as it spread outwards in a fractal pattern.

The lines of light continued to grow, shimmering as they spread towards her mons, halting at the mouth of her pussy. Once they stopped, the entire pattern glowed, the intricate artwork dazzling her with its brilliance.

Various iconography shone there - hearts, axes, chains and collars. Women bowing, submitting, obeying. It was the perfect tattoo for a slut like her.

She sighed, her shoulders relaxing as she focused on it, taking it all in. After a few long moments, a pulse of light ran around the periphery, drawing her eyes back up to the pendant. Her vision began to narrow, blocking out her surroundings. The red heart of the gem pulsed, calming her, charming her, controlling her. She would learn its patterns and obey.

Her breathing became steady as she concentrated, her jaw dropping open. She thought of nothing as the gem pulsed, her mind suspended by its power. Time meant nothing to her. Only obedience.

She was unaware of anything around her for an extended period, her concentration absolute. The discomfort of her rigid muscles couldn’t reach her when she was in this state, and the pleasurable sensation of being bound didn’t move her. It was a place unlike anywhere else. Transcendence.

The sound of a door closing broke her from the trance, bringing her back to reality. The clock behind her began to chime, ringing in the new hour.

She waited patiently, ignoring the clock as it continued to ring. The passing of time wasn’t her concern. Only obedience.

This repetition of thought didn’t bother her. Everything was as it should be.

She didn’t even flinch when a dark presence showed up behind her. The short, but fit man was wearing a smart, blue blazer paired with khaki pants and brown shoes. His long, black hair was drawn up into a ponytail, revealing his oddly shaped ears, ending in sharp points.

He stared at her in the mirror, his intense eyes sparkling with a hint of violet. She ducked her head, looking away from his gaze, though she clearly remembered his heavyset lips, drawn tightly into a frown.

Words came unbidden to her lips. “Master, I have done as you have commanded,” she said contritely. “Here I sit, bound only for you.”

She spread her legs as far apart as the chains would allow, exposing her pussy. A faint hint of the red gem from her butt plug was visible in the mirror, pulsing in time with the jewel around her neck.

She shivered. This obedience was addictive. She wanted to do more.

“As required by the stones, Ash’latick Po’more,” rumbled the man, his form shimmering in the mirror. “You have done well, doll, but you are not yet complete. Abase yourself.”

She tilted her head towards the floor automatically, straining against her chains to obey the command. As she rested her forehead against the carpet, she got the sense that she had done this many times before, but she couldn’t remember any of it. As required.

In this position, she couldn’t see what the man was doing, but she knew. She knew, and she wanted.

Her breath caught as the palm of the man’s hand pressed against her butt, their sweat mingling as his fingers pressed the tip of the ass plug deeper into her. “Removing yourself from the working world was only the beginning. You are almost ready for the next step,” said the man, his voice dark. “There are not so many steps to go before you shall belong to me utterly, and when you do, the ultimate pleasure shall be yours.”

Kai gasped, her body wiggling. She wanted that so badly. She didn’t know how long she’d wanted it, but it was now an all consuming desire, a growing fire beginning to rage in her loins.

The hand moved away, the plug settling back into a neutral position. The fingers moved forward, tickling at her pussy. She clenched her fists against the floor as they slid inside, testing her wetness.

“You are prepared, but you cannot become a proper jewel slave just yet,” sighed the man. “Tar’lick Amebit!” he exclaimed. “You are difficult to control. I might have chosen easier prey if I had known what was in store for me.”

His fingers slid back out, but as a parting gift, he swirled the tip of his index finger against her clit. She pressed her forehead into the floor, biting her lip as a pleasant spike of pleasure welled up inside her core.

“Sadly, I cannot take you in this state, no matter how eager you might be. You must wait, and in that waiting, deepen your devotion to me.” He slid towards her, pressing his body against her nude back. “Position two,” he commanded. “We must continue.”

Sighing with regret, Kai pushed herself back onto her butt. She badly wanted to whine, to complain, but that wasn’t her place. He commanded, she obeyed.

Besides, it was much easier to simply fall into the rote laziness of position two, her eyes lifted back to the hypnotic gem pulsing at her chest.

She was about to fall back into the trance state again, when her Master leaned over her, his hands wrapping around her neck to fondle her chin. Holding her in place, he stared at her dispassionately, examining the tightness of the gag within her mouth.

Giving her neck a soft squeeze, he let her go, his hands moving down her body. He lifted her breasts, fondling them. A small coo escaped her lips as he kissed the back of her head. “You’re doing so well, slave,” he said softly. “Just a few more sessions, and you can see all that I have to offer.”

Kai leaned into him, her body vibrating like a wild animal. She wanted to say how badly she wanted that, but she simply couldn’t. Not only would the gag prevent her from being intelligible, but she could not speak without being spoken to.

This was not always the case, but silence had been a part of her instructions. The rule was as solid to her as the collar around her neck. As bright as the gem on her chest, written in her mind the same way the tattoo was written on her skin.

Gurgling against the gag, she felt a little dizzy. Her vision swam, the figure of her Master holding her shimmering in the afternoon light. Something was wrong.

The form of the man holding her had changed, his frame stretching unnaturally. A long, thin beard ran from his chin down the front of his vest, framed by the V shape of the purple robes he wore. His bright, violet eyes were tilted at an inhuman angle, ears long and pointy.

He caressed her with spindly arms, his fingers tipped with long, black spikes. She shuddered, quailing at the sudden change. The world began to spin, and she thought herself lost. This couldn’t be reality, could it?

It couldn’t. Her face flexed into a stupid grin as she pushed away the strange sight, focusing once again on the beautiful jewel strapped to her neck. As long as she stared at it, she could pretend that she had seen nothing. Her obedience was paramount.

One of his thin, black spiked fingers touched the gem, and its internal glow faded. “None of that, Pan’are. You must pay attention while I apply the Sha’lick, for it is your Ma’ana it draws upon to embed itself into your body. Once it is complete, you will find that you no longer need any external devices to obey.”

Kai shivered, but could not find it within herself to be worried. Her attention drifted down to the pattern of the tattoo, the shining red light on her skin almost, but not quite as attractive to her as the glowing gem on her necklace.

As her eyes followed the swooping curls, she realized that the tattoo was, indeed, incomplete. Where it ended, near her mons, the head of a girl stared lovingly at her master, a thin chain dangling between her neck and his strong hands. Her body was missing, however, and this is where her Master next moved his attention.

Sharp claws pressed gently against her inner lips, pulling them aside. He dipped one in to gather some of her juices as if her pussy was an inkwell. Sliding up to her mons, he pressed the tip into her skin where one of the lines terminated, making a short, but sure stroke.

A pulsing violet light followed, marking out the curve of a back. A few, quick jabs, and he had delineated the curve of the woman’s breasts, large and pert, with thick nipples on top.

Kai gasped with every mark, but she couldn’t look away. With every stroke of his needle-like fingers, he was making her more and more aroused. This was what it meant to belong to Him.

The man ignored her outbursts, expertly completing the swell of the woman’s ass, rounding out her thighs and delicate ankles. The woman’s legs were tilted, spread as if waiting for her Master’s command.

As he finished off the drawing’s toenails, he began to whisper in a dark language. This was more than the strange words he had used earlier. It was darker, more ancient.

A rush of heat grew within her nethers, the lines he had etched beginning to glow more sharply. A point of red light ran around the figure of the slave woman, stopping at her breasts, where it pulsed intensely.

She suddenly noticed that her breasts were pulsing, too, twin needles of pleasure being driven into her chest. She breathed hard, unable to do anything but moan.

Her Master’s hands wrapped around her hips. “We’re all done for now, Pan’are. You can see where the pattern will end. A few more sessions, and you will be all mine.”

Shivering in pleasure, she made a noise of frustration, eliciting a dark chuckle from the man. “You wish to be done with this, do you not? Unfortunately, that is not possible. Each session binds you further to me, but this process draws out much of your internal Ma’ana, fixing it to your skin as chains of dominance. If I were to go all the way now, you might not survive, and I will not allow that. Not after I have spent so much time and effort on you.”

Kai couldn’t understand what he was talking about. The language of pleasure had seized her body, and she needed release. Groaning, she writhed against him, trying to nonverbally explain her dire situation.

“Calm yourself,” continued her dark Master. “I know what you need. I will take care of you, as always.” He reached in front of her, picking up a large, rubber dildo from the floor.

She stopped wiggling as she caught sight of the knobbly appendage, a sense of anticipation filling her. Her pussy had been wet before, but now it was dripping.

He brought the thick end up to her pussy, pressing the tip against her willing quim. He pressed it against her, slow, but steady. The rubbery tip was thick, and pink, a little bit like jello.

She groaned, annoyed that it didn’t want to go in, but her Master didn’t seem too concerned. “Relax into it,” he ordered. “Stop trying so hard. Pleasure is meant to be easy.”

The tension she hadn’t realized she had been holding bled away, her back sinking into the dark man’s embrace. Her pussy flexed, and the bulbous head of the dildo slid inside, as if there had been no restriction at all.

Pleasure is easy. The phrase floated in her brain as the rod was pushed all the way in. She was easy.

These thoughts were not conscious ones, and if asked, she would be unable to explain where they came from. They just were. Just as she was. A bound slut, waiting for her Master to use her.

Spindly talons wrapped around the dildo, the dark man pausing with it fully inside. Both holes filled, she made a hissing noise, her nipples feeling like they would pop from the pressure.

His other hand moved under her left breast, tickling her flesh with his talons. He began to speak in the ancient language, the words caressing her ears.

A soft squeeze at her breast, and the dildo came out, slowly. She hissed around the ball gag, tilting her head to look at the fleshy pink exterior of the toy.

It slipped most of the way out of her before the pressure returned, forcing it back in. Her hips bucked, her butt squeezing around the plug. This was pure pleasure.

Her fear had vanished. She wasn’t even looking at her Master as he played her body like a fiddle. What he looked like didn’t matter. What mattered was what he could give her.

The two of them, in this pleasant dance. Her altered consciousness, comfortably bound. Being used.

How could she not be close to climax? Everything she had done since coming home had led up to this point, and she loved it. She loved being his slave.

It was too much for her. She couldn’t hold on any longer.

As the large dildo was pulled out of her in a sensuously slow drag, her muscles clenched around the tip, a cascade of pleasure rushing through her.

Body vibrating, she moaned against the gag, ropes of saliva dangling from her chin. Swallowing, she forgot her discomforts and worries, releasing herself to the pleasure.

Her Master pushed the dildo back in, leaving it inside her. Pulling her against him, he rocked her back and forth as she shuddered, singing in an unknown language.

He waited patiently as the orgasm subsided, then removed the dildo, setting it upright on the floor. The thick length called to her, but she couldn’t reach out for it without being commanded. She was not the one in control.

Her Master’s hands moved behind her head, his nimble fingers undoing the metal buckles of her gag. “Now,” he purred. “You’re going to tell me everything that has happened today. Leave nothing out.”


Chapter Two

Fingers flexing against the steering wheel, cold sweat ran down Kai’s back. She hated being late, but she hadn’t much choice.

She was supposed to meet Sandy at eleven, but had only woken up at ten thirty, leaving her practically no time to shower, much less to coordinate her outfit. She’d thrown on a random ensemble of whatever she had found first in the drawers on her way out.

Not that it would matter too much, anyway. Even if she was a mess, nothing she had would match the decor of the club. ‘To die for’ had a strictly alternative fashion dress code, including fetish gear and whatever else the patrons wanted to indulge in. She was definitely not in that crowd. In fact, she’d probably be kicked out if Sandy wasn’t her friend.

She was only meeting her for lunch, however. She didn’t care about the darn club.

She couldn’t really seem to figure out what she did care about. Her job had been pointless, and good riddance, but she seemed to be spending an awful lot of time by herself lately, and she wasn’t quite certain what she was doing.

It was a little bit like the natural blind spots all humans had in their eyes - the pinprick points where the optic nerve passes through the optic disc. The brain works around these blind spots by using information from the other eye, or by otherwise borrowing the color of the surrounding light receptors.

In the same way, she could clearly remember quitting her job and heading home, but after that it was a bit of a warm, hazy blur, with vague memories of daily household chores and routines filling in the blanks. If she tried to press on one of the blank spots harder, it shifted away from her, not allowing her to remember.

It seemed like a waste of time to try further, when it was most likely that she had been moping around and watching TV. She just hoped that she hadn’t eaten too much while stuck in that cycle of self pity!

Her mind was wandering again, and she was just about there. Up ahead, the glowing neon sign became visible behind the dangling limbs of a maple tree. To die for.

It was a rather dramatic name, but Sandy’s husband was a rather dramatic person. A gothic showman, he had built his brand from doing live performances. In recent years, he had pulled back from such routines, but he still did regular acts at his own club.

If she was a little more jaded, she might have thought the place was a sex club, given its logo - two women, facing each other, lying on their backs. The display was punctuated by a dark gas mask on the right, signifying the sort of experience one might expect.

Turning into the parking lot, she took a spot near the entrance. The number of cars was sparse, but there were more than she was expecting at this hour. Was there some kind of special event happening?

She had only been to the club a few times, and never at lunchtime, so she wasn’t sure what to expect. In the past, she hadn’t strayed from the private bar, so she could only imagine what sort of other activities the place hosted.

To be frank, she hadn’t really wanted to know. She wasn’t interested in the darker side of life. The taboo and exotic had never attracted her. She was practical, put together, a real go getter business lady.

And now, she was none of that. She wasn’t even employed.

Tears welled up in her eyes, unbidden, but she suppressed them. They’d mess up what little makeup she had managed to put on while rushing out of her condo.

Slamming the car door, she did her best to convert her sorrow into anger. That was the more useful emotion at the present moment.

How dare he fire her! She hadn’t been doing a good job lately, true, but there was time to turn that around. There was no reason for her to be terminated!

Fresh off the emotional high, she marched towards the door in her brown flats, ignoring how old fashioned they looked. They were comfortable, and that’s all she cared about right now.

Pulling the handle, she breathed in as a rush of air rippled over her body, the welcome coolness blocking out the heat of the midday sun. It was dark inside, and she blinked, focusing as the door creaked shut behind her.

She was in a closed vestibule, with a counter in front of her for checking passes. The walls were covered with various advertisements of shows and events, several of them looking fairly risqué.

Her eyes landed on a picture of a woman bound in ropes, suspended from the ceiling. Eyes closed, she looked quite aroused, a cherry red ball gag jammed into her mouth.

Feeling a little dizzy, she quickly looked away. Why had that image caused such a reaction in her?

The door in front of her swung open, revealing a tall man dressed in a dark vest and cape. “Can I help you? This is a closed event.”

She was about to reply, but his black lips quirked as a spark of interest lit his yellow eyes. “Oh, that’s right, you’re Sandy’s friend. Come on back, I’ll bring you to her.”

Preempted, Kai shrugged, following the man as his cape swished behind him, a feather poking out of his tricorn hat. She didn’t know Sandy’s husband that well, but Tanner’s flamboyant dress was pretty typical. He certainly wasn’t boring.

He led her down a side passage, the quick thumping pulse of electronic music bopping from somewhere behind her. Was a dance group practicing, perhaps?

“What are you hosting here?” she asked, her curiosity getting the better of her. “I thought most people would be at work at this time of day.”

He glanced back at her and raised a painted eyebrow. “Sorry,” she said. “I know this is your work. I just… don’t really understand this world of yours.”

A rumbling laugh ejected from his lips, and he turned back, increasing his pace. “It’s pretty much like a circus, and I’m the ringmaster. There’s always something going on that needs my attention. The world never stops spinning, baby, and I’m just one of the records.”

The flurry of mixed metaphors was a little confusing, but Kai got the sense that he didn’t want to say too much. That was fair. It wasn’t really any of her business.

He stopped at the door ahead, opening it for her. Beyond was the familiar sight of the private bar she had visited the last time she was here. Low lighting in mixed purple and pink colors highlighted a set of swivel chairs and an eclectic collection of oddly sized tables.

“I’m gonna leave you here,” he declared, swishing his cape. “You have no idea how much needs to be organized right now!”

Kai nodded at him, making a beeline for one of the chairs at the bar. “Don’t let me distract you, then. I can wait.”

“Don’t worry, sugar, I won’t leave you alone for long. I’ll let her know you’re here!”

Tipping his hat, he retreated back down the hall. The door slipped shut, the noise of the pulsing beat fading away.

The sound insulation in the bar must be extraordinary, but it only made sense. The patrons here certainly wouldn’t want to be distracted by dance music while they were drinking their worries away.

Taking a seat, Kai sighed as she laid her elbows against the well worn bar top. The dizzying arrays of colorful bottles arranged on the shelving in front of her wasn’t sufficient to pull her out of her slump. She didn’t particularly feel like drinking.

Staring at nothing, she outlined a circle on the wood grain with her index finger, idly wondering what she should do next. The lighting shifted, small spotlights drifting across the glossy countertop in shades of blue.

The color was meant to be soothing, but it only made her more agitated. What was she doing here? Was involving Sandy in her problems really the right idea?

Just as she was about to get up and leave, a door on the other side of the bar opened. “Kai!” exclaimed her friend, bustling over to join her.

A bright smile lit up her face, highlighted by purple lipstick. Her brown hair had been dyed black, twin extensions attached to her head to form ponytails. A thread of purple ran down each one to give them a splash of color. These were paired with purple contacts, offsetting the black outfit she wore.

Stunned, Kai stared at the single shiny piercing peeking out from her friend’s lower lip. “When did you get that?”

Her overall appearance was not too surprising to Kai, as her friend’s fashion had slowly evolved over time to match the aesthetic of the scene. The piercing was a new, permanent step that she hadn’t been expecting. In retrospect, though, it was rather inevitable.

Sandy shrugged, her smile turning shy. “What do you think? Does it look good?”

She posed, hands against her waist, showing off her beringed fingers. Kai scanned over her lithe figure, nodding gently. “Well, you can certainly still pull it off, even at your age!”

Sandy rolled her eyes. “We’re the same age. Anything you say about me applies equally to you.”

She strode up to Kai, the heels of her knee length boots clicking against the wooden floor. “Just look at you! Did a bomb go off in your apartment?” She pinched a section of Kai’s pink blouse at the shoulder. “Usually you have much better color coordination than this!”

Kai pulled away, a bottomless pit of depression welling up within her. “I’m just a mess, aren’t I? What’s wrong with me? I just don’t know. How did I screw up this badly?”

Tears threatened her again, but she held them back, her breath catching in her throat. “I just want my life back!” she said softly, squeezing her eyes shut to block out the sudden emotional pain.

“Damn, girl, you’ve got it bad. Whatever happened to the put together Kai I used to know?” asked Sandy, gathering her into a hug.

The comforting hold was too much for her, tears spilling down her cheeks. “I don’t know!” she wailed, sniffling. “It was all going so well! I had finished my research for my latest brief, and then, I dunno, it went all wonky. I feel like I’ve been a zombie lately!”

“Mmhm,” murmured Sandy, giving her a final squeeze before letting her go. “Many people experience burnout, you know. Maybe it was just your time?”

Kai shook her head. “I was in a groove, getting shit done! There wasn’t any sense of fatigue before, well, the meltdown occurred.” She frowned, confused.

“Sometimes it sneaks up on you,” explained Sandy. “Year after year of accomplishments, without feeling rewarded, and suddenly, bam! You fall apart and have to take some time to put yourself back together again.”

“It’s still not adding up,” sighed Kai. “I just wish I knew exactly what happened to cause this.”

“You might never know,” pointed out Sandy. “It’s probably more important to figure out what you want to do next.”

Kai rolled her shoulders, trying to relieve some of the tension. “Do you have any suggestions? I can’t seem to think of anything right now.”

Sandy sat on the stool next to her, her eyes bright. “As a matter of fact, I do. We’ve had a new staff member join us. She’s a Pathwalker.”

“What’s that?” Kai asked, narrowing her eyes. “Some kind of mystic bullshit?”

Sandy laughed, her braids tinkling as she tossed her head. “Don’t let her hear you say that. She’s self titled, sure, but she’s also a licensed therapist. If you like, I could introduce you to her, but if you want to book an appointment, you’ll need to be quick. Her schedule is filling up fast.”

The state of humanity being what it was, that wasn’t too surprising. People always needed good therapy, whether that was through their normal physicians, or via witch doctors.

“I don’t buy into that voodoo crap, you know that,” complained Kai. “How can she help me if I don’t believe in what she does?”

Sandy tilted her head, purple eyes watching her with compassion. “You might be surprised. We hired her because of her success rate. She has top rated testimonials from skeptics, and nobody who has seen her here has complained so far.”

Kai clenched her hands together. “I don’t know,” she said with uncertainty, wavering.

She wanted to go home, right? But she didn’t want to offend her friend, either.

A quiet whisper sounded in the back of her mind. The desire to please her friend grew, until she could no longer deny it. “Fine,” she said, banishing the whispers. “I’ll do it, but you owe me if this backfires.”

Sandy raised her hands. “The first session is always free of charge, anyway. If it doesn’t work, no harm, no foul.”

Kai sighed, slumping in her chair. “Okay, then. You got me. What’s next?”

Sandy stood, smiling mysteriously. “Nothing too out of the ordinary. You can wait here. I’ll go get her. Nobody’s using the bar now, so we can hold your first session here.”

She waved her fingers as she turned, showing off the tight pvc skirt she was wearing. “Don’t go anywhere, I’ll be right back.”

She exited via the door Kai had entered from earlier, marching confidently down the hall. As the door slipped shut, Kai sighed again, drumming her fingers against the table. She’d give a lot to be that confident in herself.

Flexing her fingers, she pressed her palm against the bar. Damn. Now that she had committed, she couldn’t go home, and all the liquor around her was starting to make her thirsty.

The one thing she definitely didn’t need at this moment was more time alone with her thoughts. Standing, she shivered, rubbing her shoulders as she turned around to look at the decor. Anything to distract her from thinking about the future.

The walls were decorated with various mystical symbols she wasn’t familiar with. Lots of skulls, strange shapes, and a small section with various photos.

Curious, she approached them, giving them a quick scan. Yes, there was Sandy with her husband, and a bunch of others dressed in gothic garb. She couldn’t claim to understand the culture, but they were certainly more colorful than she had expected!

While some of them were in black, others had chosen bright, eye-catching neon colors. She had heard of these before - cybergoths, most likely. She squinted at them, curious at how bright they all were, with cascading falls drooping from their ponytails.

She could see how this aesthetic might be attractive, but as she looked, there was more to the image than she had originally thought. Sparkles of light seemed to be suspended in the background, looking almost like glitter.

However, every time she tried to nail it down the sparkling dots, they seemed to move on her, as if it was a living image. Were her eyes playing tricks on her?

She jolted as the door opened behind her, pulling her away from the strange image. Sandy had returned, bringing a curious woman in tow. Like Sandy, she had purple locks threaded throughout her twin ponytails, but she was wearing a pair of goggles over her head, a strange pattern painted on her forehead.

Her eyes were the strangest part about her, however. Her irises were an off color white, not quite matching the color of her sclera, and her pupils were small, black dots, watching her carefully. Kai was certain the woman was wearing contacts, but the overall effect was intimidating.

Sandy smiled, gesturing at the stranger. “Kai, I want to introduce you to Moiraine. She’s the new Pathwalker I’ve been telling you about.”

A brief look of surprise shot across Moiraine’s face as she looked over Kai, but it quickly vanished. She pressed her armored hands together and gave Kai a little bow. “There are many thrown about with the tides, and few who find their way back onto land. I am but a humble servant, showing others the way to success.”

Kai frowned, doubting that the other woman was particularly humble, given her line of work. Putting that aside, she certainly didn’t want to be touched by her hands. The woman was wearing some form of gauntlets, her fingertips shaped into steel talons.

The brocade of her black outfit gave her the sense of age, as if this woman had arrived from a different time and place. Strange.

Kai shook her head. “I’m not really into all that mystic mumbo jumbo, so forgive me for being skeptical. What can you really do for me? I’m kind of messed up. Maybe too much to fix.” She made a strained laugh, her face sliding into an awkward grimace.

Moiraine remained serene. “The most broken are those who need my help the most,” she declared. “Lost in the ocean, sometimes all they need is a little wind to push them out of the doldrums.” Her mouth creased in a mysterious smile. “I can provide that wind, if you are interested.”

“I could certainly use some wind in my sails,” exhaled Kai. She looked uncertainly at the gothic woman. “How do we proceed?”

Moiraine nodded. “The most difficult part of solving a problem is knowing where to start. If you intend to change yourself, you cannot keep doing what you have always been doing.”

She took a step forward, circling around to Kai’s right, looking at her outfit critically. “Those who are willing to try, are willing to fail. Those who aren’t willing to try will always fail.”

Kai frowned. “What does that mean?” she asked, starting to get annoyed by the woman’s indirect speech. “What do you want me to try?”

Sandy chuckled. “That’s just how she works,” her friend explained. “Moiraine isn’t someone who’s going to be direct. She wants you to work it out on your own. In this case, though, I’ll give you the answer. She wants you to try a new form of dress.”

“Dress?” asked Kai. “But I don’t have anything else to wear… oh.” She stared at Sandy. “She wants me to try dressing like a goth, doesn’t she?”

A slim smile curved over Sandy’s lips. “I’ve been trying to get you to join a club night for quite some time, but you keep turning me down.” She crossed her arms. “I could help you out. The club has plenty of extra clothing, but - it’s totally up to you.”

Kai wanted to say no, but the nearness of the so-called Pathwalker was giving her strange vibes. It was discomforting, but like the woman had said, she’d never change if she never stepped outside her comfort zone.

“Fine,” she said suddenly, backing away from Moiraine. “I’ll do it. Just… don’t look at me like that.”

Moiraine straightened, the corners of her intense eyes crinkling. “Dolphins pod together to chase off sharks,” she said cryptically. “As their domains do not mix, a shark knows what a dolphin does not.”

She paused. “I will guide you further down the path when we all dance together, prey and predator alike. You are already being hunted, but the outcome is still uncertain. Your path will become clear only once certain conditions are met.”

She turned, her hair shifting wildly as she strode towards the back door, exiting without giving her another glance.

Kai shivered, watching her leave. “Is she always that eccentric?” she asked. “What did she even mean?”

Sandy shrugged. “It’s not always easy to figure out, in the moment, but she’s always been right before. Come on, let me show you what I’ve got. You’ll have the opportunity to ask her more questions later.”

She turned and headed towards the back door, leaving Kai feeling nervous. Was she really going to do this?

Gathering her nerves, she looked at the floor, willing her feet to move. Yes, yes she was. She wasn’t going to sit around and pretend any more. Something had to change.

Hell, if she didn’t like it, she’d just beg off any future invitations. There was no harm in dabbling with something new, right?

The door closed behind her, leaving the two of them together in a dimly lit hallway. Kai cleared her throat, but said nothing, nervous that she might offend her friend if she said anything.

“Yeah, I know it’s dark back here,” sighed Sandy. “A couple of the lights went out, and we haven’t gotten around to replacing them yet.”

Her nervousness eased a little. “How much effort does it take to maintain this place?” she asked. “With just the two of you, isn’t it a little bit much?”

Sandy chuckled. “It’s definitely not just the two of us, but staff can be hard to find, and some of these fixtures have bulbs that are difficult to source. We like to keep a certain vibe in this place. Cool, underground, bumping. Reputations are hard to maintain, and we can’t afford to fall behind.”

“I get it,” agreed Kai. “So many places seem to pop up and go out of business in just a few years. You can’t afford to lose your identity.”

“As far as that goes, business is going well,” murmured Sandy. “There’s more than one reason for that, but I don’t think Tanner would appreciate it if I shared too much with you.”

Kai shook her head, an image of her friend’s flamboyant husband flashing through her mind. “I wasn’t fishing for details. I didn’t mean to pry, I was just curious.”

“As are we all,” said Sandy, her hand on the door at the end of the hallway. “Are you ready for this?” she asked, giving Kai an inquisitive look.

“Ready for what?” asked Kai, bewildered.

Sandy pulled on the handle, revealing a completely packed room, filled with racks and racks of strange and provocative clothing. Long, fluorescent lights lit the space, showing off the bright colors of the outfits in their harsh glare.

Leather vests with studded shoulders, sheer, slinky pants made of shiny rubber, belts, straps, and everything else was here, all in one place. The sheer mess was visually busy, and she found herself having trouble focusing on just one thing.

“What is this place?” hissed Kai, stunned at the scale.

This was no ordinary closet. It was a zoo.

“This is our collection of clubwear,” said Sandy, sounding satisfied as she strode into the midst of all the garments. “We don’t give out free clothing to patrons, of course, but we need to have a large stock on hand for our performers and other acts. Sometimes, we provide rentals, or hold special events with charges that cover the cost. As you can see, our collection has grown rather large, and we’re starting to have trouble figuring out where to store it all.”

Flabbergasted, Kai took a step to the side, her eyes darting down each aisle. Over there was a set of leopard print tights, and on top of a shelf to the side was a rack full of fluorescent colored wigs. Pretty much any gothic outfit you could imagine could be built here. She wouldn’t be surprised if there was a lot more squirreled away in cabinets and drawers.

None of this was really her style, but she knew it would be a paradise for anyone dancing out on the floor.

With so much clothing, there was bound to be something in her size. “How long?” she choked out, starting to get a little bit excited.

“Since the club started,” explained Sandy. “The seed was Tanner’s original collection, but it’s grown far beyond that. At this point, it’s getting difficult to use, as it’s hard to find everything. We’ve had to start a catalog.”

She bustled down one of the aisles, running her fingers over a set of straps dangling from a hanger. Pulling it out, she took a speculative look at it, then put it back. She raised her head, giving Kai an inquisitive look. “I’m gathering some ideas. You’re going to need to strip, you know.”

Kai frowned. “Where, precisely? I don’t want to wander around nude.”

Sandy grinned. “Some of the patrons might think that’s pretty sexy, but no, just turn around, there’s a dressing station along the wall.”

Kai looked around, a spark of understanding flashing through her mind. She had been so distracted by the clothing that she had missed the table built into the wall. It had been set up with chairs and dividers for limited privacy at each station, individual mirrors lit by bright bulbs to aid with putting on makeup.

There would be no privacy from behind, but she imagined the people dressing here were professionals, who didn’t care. She wasn’t certain she did, either, as she had been through school with Sandy, and they had both seen each other’s bodies in the past. There was no mystery there. No need to be squeamish.

And yet, she was. She knew that wearing the outfit her friend selected would change her in unknown ways. It was exciting, and a little bit scary.

Hesitating wasn’t like her, though. She had thrown herself full force into her career, and she’d do the same here, as well.

Determined, she chose a dressing station and set her purse down on the counter. She proceeded to take off her jacket, folding it neatly and setting it next to her purse.

“How sexy are you interested in?” called her friend from somewhere behind her. “Pretty sexy, or very sexy?”

Kai thought as she took off her delicate gold banded watch, tucking it into her purse. If she was going to do this, why not go all the way? “Let’s try the ‘very’ sexy. If it doesn’t appeal, we can try something else, right?”

“You got it!” said her friend, her voice drifting farther away.

Just how many clothes were there in here? The sheer cost of it all boggled her mind. Surely a moderate sized club like this couldn’t afford all that, right?

Shaking away her confusion, she unbuttoned her blouse, pulling it out of her trousers and folding it to join her jacket. This left her bra, which she decided to leave on.

It was comfortable, but utilitarian. Much like she usually was. Not today.

Bending over, she slipped out of her low heels, removing her socks and setting them inside. That left only her pants, which were bland gray. There wasn’t much to recommend them, except they were easy to slip into.

They were just as easy to slip out of, and they soon joined the pile, leaving her in her underwear. She shivered, folding her arms and rubbing her upper arms as she stared at her nervous face in the mirror.

She was really going to do this. Yes.

Sandy stepped up behind her, hands full of various strappy garments, looking pleasantly surprised. “I guessed right,” she said, setting the outfits onto the counter to her right. “It’s going to be easy to dress you.”

Kai blinked, glancing at the pile of clothing, noting the leathery material, black with various stripes of color. No, she didn’t want to know what it was going to look like beforehand. “Let’s do this,” she said a little sharply, letting her arms drop to her sides.

Sandy shuffled through the mess, taking out a skimpy top and underwear and giving them to Kai. Both articles were made of distressed black leather, decorated with spiky silver bumps all over their outer surfaces.

“Start with these,” declared Sandy. “You don’t have to remove your bra, but you’ll probably want to swap out your panties.”

Kai hesitated, but a sudden desire welled up within her. “Screw it,” she said. “I’m going all the way. No half measures here.”

Ignoring her friend’s presence, she set the leather underwear on the counter and immediately went to work on her bra, reaching underneath to undo the clasp. A nervous flutter hammered in her heart, but she wasn’t going to stop now.

Pulling the straps off her shoulders, she quickly traded it for the leather bra, setting the studded cups over her nipples. With her sensitive bits safely hidden from view, her pulse began to subside, but she frowned, unable to figure out how to attach the new bra.

“Here, let me help you,” suggested Sandy, sliding around behind Kai. She gathered up the two flaps of leather on either side, pulling the thickly boned bottom around her back to securely attach a hidden catch together. “It’s a little tricky unless you’ve practiced,” she explained.

Kai rolled her shoulders, the leather creaking as it conformed to her chest. A well defined crease ran between her breasts, making them look larger than they actually were. She turned a little to the left so she could get a better look, rather pleased with the effect.

“That’s not all,” continued Sandy, returning to the pile and pulling out another leather piece.

This one was clearly in the shape of a corset, with curvy, swooping lines, vertical boning clearly visible. A strip of metallic latches ran down the front, dangling black laces swaying from the back.

Kai’s eyes bulged as she took it all in, a protest welling up in her throat as Sandy tucked the curved top underneath her breasts. “How tight are you going to lace that?” she asked a little shrilly.

“Oh, don’t be a baby,” replied Sandy, pulling the corset around her lower back. “It’s not going to be that bad. It’s only meant to shape you a little, not to restrict your breathing. Not much.”

Kai frowned, not sure what that meant, but she had decided on this course of action, and she wasn’t going to back down now.

Her breath hitched as Sandy pulled the laces tight, the boning pressing into her sides evenly as the two halves were drawn together. It was a little discomforting, but the support it provided was surprisingly useful.

Sandy finished lacing her up, tying the remaining strands together in a neat bow. “There, what do you think?” she asked, looking up at her expectantly.

The bra was now held in place securely by the upper half of the corset, the two articles of clothing working together to keep her breasts pushed up and out in an enticing manner. She grinned as she saw the full effect in the mirror. She looked outright sexy.

“It’s nice,” she confessed, reaching up to give her breasts a little shove.

They stayed firmly in place, supported perfectly by the bra and corset. Simple, enticing, practical. What else did Sandy have in store for her?

She was suddenly quite excited to find out, her hands trembling a little as she slipped her fingernails under the silky fabric of her white undies. Pulling them off, she shivered as the cool air of the room circulated under her nethers.

She glanced at Sandy, but her friend was too occupied messing with a wig containing long, twisting curls of neon green hair. She could only imagine that was going on her head next, turning her more and more into a gothic princess.

She had never imagined the idea would be appealing, but here she was. Eagerly grabbing the studded leather underwear, she lifted a leg and shifted as she lifted it over her thighs.

Snugging it into place, she was pleased at the workmanship of the panties. They fit her perfectly, which was a bit of a surprise. Did Sandy really have something for everyone back there?

She frowned. “Sandy? How are you finding all of this stuff in my size?”

“Is it that unusual?” asked Sandy, tweaking the wig’s ponytails as she turned to show it off to Kai. “You’re not exactly fat, you know, despite what you might think.”

Kai was unsatisfied with that answer, but she supposed she should take it as a compliment. Shrugging it off, she gazed at the intricate braid work that had gone into making the wig. “It looks… interesting,” she said. “Can I try it on?”

“Of course!” declared Sandy, jumping a little. “Sorry, I’m just getting a little distracted. You look cute.”

She picked up a hair net and handed it to Kai. “Here, put this on.”

Kai took the hair net, wrapping it over her head. She distractedly gathered her golden brown locks, collecting them together so that they could be tucked inside. She frowned, her mind on autopilot as Sandy’s words echoed in her head.

Cute? That wasn’t something she had expected to hear from Sandy, and that put her in a little bit of a tizzy.

She had always thought of herself as in control, professional, but never cute. A small smile grew on her lips. She rather liked being cute.

Now where had that come from? She stood tall, trying to clear her mind as Sandy lifted the wig over her head.

It flopped into place, hiding her brown hair in the net, replacing it with dangling black locks. This better fit the aesthetic of her leather underwear. Coupled with long bangs and dangling neon green dread falls, she was definitely starting to look more gothic.

Kai gathered the fake hair in her hands, lifting the ends in front of her shoulders so that it would frame her face. She could feel the wig lifting a little as she tugged at it, worried that it might fall off if she wasn’t careful.

Sandy wasn’t finished, however. She returned with some pins, neatly attaching the wig to Kai’s real hair so that it wouldn’t shift about too much. When that was done, Kai couldn’t even see where the pins had been placed. The wig looked like it belonged.

The contrast between the bright colors and her pale face looked a little weird, however. She had only put on the most basic makeup before leaving the house, and it showed. She shook her head a little, certain Sandy wouldn’t leave her in the lurch.


“What’s next?” she asked brightly, pressing her hands against her leather underwear. “This is a little spare. Is there something else that goes over it?”

“You don’t like the lingerie look?” asked Sandy, a smirk on her face. “I figured you wouldn’t, so I grabbed this as well.”

She shifted the pile, picking up a wide, black skirt, continuing countless ruffles. It was long enough to drop below her knees, and would confidently hide anything embarrassing.

Sandy gave it a little tug. “Come on, put this on, I have a belt that goes with it, too.”

A little embarrassed at how long she had stared at it, Kai took it from her friend and pulled it on over her legs. She gasped at how silky smooth it felt against her skin, the edge of the fabric touching against her knees as she pulled it into place.

The top had an elastic band, which fit snugly over her hips, just a few inches below the bottom of the corset. She wiggled her torso, smiling at the flash of creamy skin that showed off her belly button.

She frowned as she noticed odd, silvery traces on her skin. She paused, trying to trace them with her fingertips, but they vanished as soon as they appeared. She shook her head, not certain she had really seen anything at all. It’s not important.

“You’re getting there!” declared Sandy, handing her a belt. “Just a few more things, and we can start your makeup!”

Kai pulled the chunky belt around her waist, threading it through loops built into the upper band of the skirt. The thick leather was almost a quarter inch wide, with large, rounded holes punched into its length, filled with silver grommets.

The front belt buckle was large and made of silvery metal, a little smaller than a coaster. When she fastened it into place, she noted the large skull molded into the front.

Very gothic. She wasn’t certain whether she approved, but it fit the ensemble, so she let it go.

Next up came a pair of fishnet stockings, which she had to spend some time putting on. Sandy left her alone to get it done, murmuring that she had some boots to find.

Kai felt oddly excited at what Sandy might bring to show her, as she had a vague idea of the various styles at play here. Big, chunky, stompy boots. Nothing she could ever have worn to the law office.

Sure enough, when Sandy returned, her hands were packed with a stack of boxes, the logos on top promising that they would be darkly pleasurable. Party boots.

Sandy popped the top off the first one, pulling out a pair to show her. They had six inch platforms, spikes on the front and the heels, with shiny buckles running up the front.

“Won’t those be hard to wear?” asked Kai, a little uncertain. “I wouldn’t want to trip and break my ankle.”

Sandy chuckled. “With a full platform, it’s highly unlikely that would happen. There’s very little heel, so you shouldn’t be unsteady, either. They’re going to be easier to walk in than high heels, but the extra weight will be noticeable. The other downside is that they’re taller than your knees, so you won’t be able to show off much of your legs.”

She set them on the counter, opening another box. “I have several styles to choose from. There’s no hurry, just let me know which one you like the look of.”

The next pair she pulled out had a pair of astoundingly high heels, paired with a shorter platform on the front. The glossy patent leather gave them an astonishing profile, making them look sharp and menacing.

“These can be danced in, but you probably wouldn’t want to stand in them long,” explained Sandy. “I chose them more to show you the contrast between the other boots than to really recommend them for you today. They’re really more for the afterparty than for dancing, if you get my drift.” She glanced at Kai suggestively.

The smoothly contoured sides were attractive, but Kai shook her head. “I can see the appeal, but no thanks. What else do you have?”

Sandy popped the top off the third box. “I went for something a little more demure. Maybe you’re not feeling so crazy on your first time out?”

She grabbed the first boot and pulled it out of the plastic wrapping, setting it on the counter next to the others. It was made of patent leather as well, and had platforms like the first set, but they were much shorter.

The overall height was smaller, too. When she put them on, they wouldn’t go higher than her ankles. The front had a series of hooks for the laces, with twin spikes where her toes would sit, like snake fangs.

Kai narrowed her eyes. “You intended for me to wear these from the start, didn’t you?” she said suspiciously. “You only showed me the first two to give me the extremes so I would accept something a little less crazy.”

Sandy giggled. “You got me. I know you’re not familiar with the styles, and I wanted you to wear something cute.” She shrugged. “Who knows, you might have decided to go for something a little more interesting!”

Kai couldn’t be mad. Her friend was only trying to help. “Fine, I’ll wear them. Let’s get them on, I’m getting a little nervous here.”

Butterflies were swimming in her chest. Once this was all done, she’d be meeting that Pathwalker, whatever the hell that meant. She could only imagine what the other gothic woman would do with her.

“Hold on, you’ll want to put these on first.” Sandy picked up a pair of fluffy green leg warmers and handed them to her.

Kai stared at them, a little confused. The color matched the braids in her wig, but she didn’t know how all this was supposed to fit together. “Won’t this hide the top of the boots?” she asked, pulling one experimentally over her left leg.

“That’s right,” replied Sandy. “You’ll pull them up to your knees, then back down again to hide the transition. Yeah, it does hide most of the buckles, but it’ll look chic. Just wait and see.”

Kai trusted her friend’s fashion sense, so she did as she was told, but she was still a little skeptical as her friend unzipped one of the boots down the back and pulled out a cute, pink sock.

“Here, put this on, it will pad your foot while it’s in the boot,” explained Sandy. “Technically you don’t really need to wear anything, but it helps when your feet get sweaty.”

Kai nodded, chuckling at the heart pattern that repeated over the sock. “A little cutesy for the club, isn’t it?” she asked, pulling it onto her foot.

“A hard, brittle exterior, with a heart of gold. Isn’t that how most girls want to be seen?” grinned Sandy, small creases forming at the corner of her black shaded eyes.

“I dunno, I feel a little bit like I’m putting on battle armor,” replied Kai, accepting the boot from Sandy and pushing her foot down to the toe.

She set the heel on the ground, pushing the last bit into place. That felt surprisingly comfortable.

Sandy knelt and zipped up the first boot, setting the second one next to her. She put on the other sock and jammed her right foot into the other boot.

Soon, it was zipped up, too, locking her feet into place. Sandy tugged on the leg warmers, pulling them down until they overlaid the tops of the boots, giving them a puffy appearance.

Kai took a step back, looking at them in the mirror. Her uncertainty began to fade. They really did look like they fit. Who knew that soft and goth went together?

“We’re almost there,” declared Sandy. “Makeup is coming up soon.”

She moved a leather jacket aside, revealing a leather collar with a ring attached to the front. Several more rings had been welded inside, making it more decorative than kinky.

Still, Kai couldn’t help but feel a little aroused by it. Fingers trembling, she took it from the counter and gave it a good, long look. Why did it seem so attractive?

“Put it on me,” she demanded, somehow not wanting to do it herself.

Sandy’s eyebrows rose, but she did as commanded, picking it up and sliding it around Kai’s neck. As the cool leather dropped into place, she closed her eyes and moaned sensually. There was something about being collared that was supremely pleasurable.

The weight seemed a little off, but the comfort of being enslaved soothed her brain. When she opened her eyes again, she felt a lot calmer than she had before.

“Kai?” asked Sandy, frowning. “You look like you’ve done this before. Have you had… that sort of relationship?”

Kai shook her head. “Not that I can remember. This should be my first time.”

She knew for a fact that this wasn’t her first time, but she couldn’t possibly tell Sandy that she was experiencing a strange feeling of deja vu. Especially since she didn’t remember where or how.

That should have been frightening, but all she felt was a sense of warmth, of being taken care of. It was addictive.

She touched the collar at her neck, fingering the ring. “It looks nice,” she said, trying to get past these strange feelings. “Is there anything else?”

Sandy stopped studying her and picked up the leather jacket. “Just this,” she said, lifting it over her chest to show it off.

The front was studded, like the bra and underwear, making them a matching set. However, lit, fluorescent green tubes crawled over the shoulders, giving it a vaguely poisonous appearance.

She immediately liked it. Reaching out, she took it from her friend and threw it over her back, sliding her shoulders into place.

Grabbing the front lapels, she gave it a little tug as it settled, admiring the full ensemble. “I look weird,” she declared, studying her new look. “But good. I dunno if I would want to wear this again, but… damn, I’m stunning!”

Sandy nodded. “Never say never. We’re not quite done here, though. Please, take a seat.”

She bustled around a cabinet sitting on the right side of the counter, pulling out various brushes, palettes, and bottles. “We’re a little pressed for time, so I won’t try to teach you everything right now,” she explained, “but there’s a few key techniques that you’ll want to know.”

She wanted to touch her collar again, not sit still and have her face painted. “Okay,” said Kai skeptically. “Like I said, I’m still not certain about this.”

“Okay,” said Sandy, holding up a brush. “We’ll start with your eyebrows. We want to make them pop. Your eyes are the most important part of your face, as that’s where people focus first.”

She leaned over, beginning to work around Kai’s left eye. “I start with drawing the shape I want,” she explained, dragging her brush over Kai’s skin. “It won’t be perfect, but that’s okay. I’ll hide any imperfections with some concealer afterwards.”

So far, it seemed fairly pedestrian. Kai wasn’t exactly a newbie around makeup, but she had always opted for the most basic presentation. She hated spending too much time on it, which was why she hadn’t bothered putting on more than a soft foundation before she had left this morning.

Sandy concentrated as she painted on the shapes. “Fortunately, you didn’t put on any eyeshadow or liner today, and your foundation is a little pale, otherwise we’d have to spend a lot of time taking off your current layers. As it is, I think I can make this work without starting over.”

Painting with broad strokes, she quickly finished, swapping to a different brush, making the lines sharper with the use of some concealer. Holding the brush in her right hand, she pulled back and looked at her work critically. “That will do. Let’s move on.”

Kai creased her forehead, trying to catch a glimpse of herself behind her friend’s leather outfit, but it was pointless. “Stop moving your head,” ordered Sandy. “I need you to close your eyes so I can do them next. Besides, do you really want to spoil the effect?”

“No,” said Kai petulantly, her lashes flickering shut. That was really a lie - she was terribly curious.

She could hear her friend shuffling her supplies around, and was tempted to take a quick peek. It didn’t take long for her to return, however, and she didn’t want to be stabbed in an eye by a makeup brush. She needed a distraction.

“How long has the Pathwalker been working here?” she asked, changing the topic as she felt a soft pressure on her left eyelid.

“Oh, not long, maybe a month so far,” replied Sandy, moving to her other eye. “I wasn’t in charge of the hiring process, but my husband told me that she comes highly recommended.”

“Where did she come from? She didn’t sound foreign, but I can’t imagine someone like her being local.”

“You’d be surprised,” hummed Sandy. “Hold still, I’m working on blending your eyeshadow.

Kai froze, trying not to move as the brush flicked against the edge of her eye. This was frustrating. She’d much rather do it herself, but she didn’t have the patience or expertise.

“I don’t actually know where she came from,” Sandy admitted. “As you saw, it’s a little difficult to have a regular conversation with her. Digging information out of her that she doesn’t want to share is impossible. Yet, she’s got this calming aura about her I can’t deny. She can definitely help people.”

The brush stopped tickling at the edges of her eyes. “There, that’s looking good,” said Sandy. “I just need to add some highlights above your eyes in a different color, and then we can move on to the eyelashes and eyeliner.”

Kai sighed, shifting in her seat. “Do you do this every day?” she asked. “I can’t imagine spending a half hour just on makeup every morning.”

“Not every day,” chuckled Sandy, “but yes, most of the time. There’s the look, and the reputation that goes along with it. I certainly wouldn’t show my face around here without getting myself properly dolled up.”

Dolled. There was something about that word that resonated within her.

She wiggled her hips, feeling a little hot. The collar around her neck seemed deliciously tight, and there was an itch forming between her legs. She only needed to hold on for a little longer. She could do it.

Being discomforted and unable to move was strangely familiar to her. She was surprised to find an unknown fortitude inside her, and she settled down, feeling rather submissive. Sandy wasn’t really her Mistress, but if she treated her as such, it made her other problems fade away, if only for a little bit.

Soft, pulsating energy warmed her belly, and she relaxed. Everything was going to be okay.

The brush stopped flicking at her upper eyelids. “Did something change for you? You suddenly seem a lot more relaxed.”

“There’s nothing wrong,” said Kai languorously. “Just keep doing what you’re doing. I haven’t had a lot of sleep lately.”

“Okay, if you say so,” replied Sandy, seeming a little skeptical. “I’m going to do your eyelashes next.”

“You do that,” Kai breathed, moving her hands to caress her belly. The warmth had increased, and she was fighting a sudden urge to get down on her knees and press her forehead against the floor.

Her lips parted and her eyes flicked open, staring at nothing. She couldn’t even focus on the mirror in front of her to admire the work Sandy had done so far. In this state, she simply didn’t care. She could be used, abused, and it would be all good. Satisfying, even.

Sandy returned, an exaggerated upper eyelash clenched between her fingers. “Can you close your eyes again?” she requested. “I’ve got to get these glued on.”

Kai immediately shut them, a pulse of excitement running up her spine at obeying the command. She wasn’t certain why it felt so good, but she couldn’t help herself.

Sandy pressed the lashes into place on top of her left eye, shifting the left and right sides to line them up perfectly. She left for a moment, returning to finish the other eye. “I need to do the rest of your eyeshadow, then I’ll put on the lower lashes, too. You can keep your eyes open for this part.”

Puckering her lips, Kai smiled. “Okay,” she groaned, relaxing into a state of blank obedience. “Whatever you say.”

Sandy frowned, but said nothing, picking up her brush to apply more eyeshadow. “You have big eyes,” she said. “I’m doing my best to make them pop, without making them look too large.”

Was that a compliment? Kai wasn’t certain how to respond.

She was feeling pretty dumb at the moment, so she decided to say nothing, staring off into the distance as Sandy painted the underside of her eyes.

“Okay, that looks pretty good,” Sandy announced. “I’m going to finish with some eyeliner, then we’ll do the remaining lashes, and we’ll be done with the eyes.”

Grabbing a bottle, she took out a fine brush, drawing triangular shapes at the corners of Kai’s eyes. She grinned dumbly at her friend, a little giggle bursting from her lips.

Sandy stopped, staring at her in alarm. “You’re looking a little out of it. Are you okay? Did you take something before you came here?”

Kai shook her head. “No, I’m good,” she grinned, unable to wipe the smile off her face. “Just keep going.”

“Okay,” her friend frowned. “This isn’t like you, though.”

Kai sighed. “What, so being unhappy is my default mode? Why can’t I smile a little and relax?”

“You can,” said Sandy, clicking her tongue. “You just usually don’t.”

She clearly gave up trying to understand what was going on, lifting a sharp pointed brush. “When did you find this new mood?” she asked idly, working on the eyeliner. “Just a few moments ago, you were nervous, and looked almost as though you wanted to flee. Now, you’re going with the flow.”

As she breathed in, her chest rippled comfortably, her belly pulsing. “I don’t know,” she said softly, releasing the breath slowly. “I just suddenly feel very calm.” And obedient.

“Well, I suppose I shouldn’t complain, but don’t fall asleep on me here,” Sandy said, finishing at the corner of her eye.

“Yes, Mistress,” she murmured, slurring the final word.

Sandy frowned. “What was that?” she asked. “I couldn’t quite tell what you were saying.”

Kai blinked, straightening on the seat. Reality rushed back in, a feeling of sweaty embarrassment trickling down her back. Why had she said that? “Sorry, I guess I didn’t get much sleep last night.”

It was a total excuse. She really didn’t know what had just happened to her. She flexed her hands, noting that the warmth in her belly had suddenly vanished.

Sandy clicked her tongue, turning to set up another eyelash. “Stay with me here. It’s almost time for the big reveal.”

Kai waited patiently as Sandy tucked the final eyelash into place, blinking a little uncomfortably. She wasn’t used to the extra hair in her field of vision, but she was going to have to get used to it.

Fortunately, Sandy was efficient, finishing her work with precision. Then, she went back to the counter, fiddling with a bottle.

Kai began to zone out again, a wave of lassitude returning as heat began to pulse in her belly once more. Was it something Sandy had said? Or perhaps it was something she wore that was pushing her into this obedient state. She loved being obedient.

The strong urge to get on her hands and knees had returned, but she couldn’t do that. Sandy hadn’t ordered her to.

Feeling flushed, she barely noticed as Sandy returned with a contact lens balanced on the tip of her finger. “This is a little uncomfortable the first time you do it,” she explained. “Just stay calm, and let me do all the work.”

“Okay,” she said slowly, biting her lip as her friend pressed her hands into the upper and lower eyelid of her right eye to keep them open as she swooped in with the contact.

This didn’t bother Kai too much, as she had worn contacts when she was younger. She didn’t bother explaining this to Sandy, though, as it was irrelevant. She was feeling far too light to care, anyway.

Dropping the lens into place, Sandy repeated the process again for her other eye, then returned to her tools, getting the next step ready.

Kai sighed, blowing air through her nose. The waiting was the hardest part, but oddly, it was also the most pleasurable.

When Sandy came back, she wielded her brush like an artist. Working on her cheekbones and nose, she gave them both highlights to make them stand out. She was being dolled up.

The word expanded in her mind, distracting her as her lips parted. There was something important there, something about the obedience she was searching for, but she couldn’t find it. Not on her own.

“Okay, we’re finally on to the details - lipstick,” declared Sandy. “Are you excited? I know I am.”

She lifted a small bottle with liquid gloss inside, a shimmering green sloshing as she unscrewed the lid. “This will match up nicely with your hair and leg warmers,” she said brightly. “Open your lips a little, I’m going to start from the middle.”

Unfocused, Kai smiled as she opened her mouth. The brush tickled as the color was applied, swooping across her skin.

“Your lips are nice and full,” said Sandy, pleased. “They’re going to hold plenty of color. Mesmerizing.”

That’s right. She was mesmerized. Waiting patiently as she was dolled up. Obedient.

The brush finished its work, her lips fully painted as Sandy desired. Excited, her friend closed the bottle, spreading her arms wide. “Are you ready?” she asked.

Kai nodded dumbly, suddenly curious what all this work had been for. Her friend moved away, giving her a clear view of the mirror.

It took her a few moments to focus, as her eyes felt a little dry, but when she finally was able to take it all in, she gasped in wonder. “What have you done to me?” she asked, a little lost.

What appeared in front of her was a pure cyber gothic beauty, dangerous and mysterious in equal measures. The black leather made her look wild, the fluorescent green highlights toxic. She was a black, sexy, snake, ready to pounce on an unsuspecting victim. It was intense.

She especially liked how otherworldly the contacts made her eyes seem, her pupils captured in tiny little dots, surrounded by glowing, green irises. She tilted her head, blinking slowly to show off her long, thick lashes.

Yes, that seemed extremely seductive. She barely had to try at all!

“Do you like it?” asked Sandy, a little concerned. “It’s the best I could do without adding anything permanent.”

“Do I like?” asked Kai, repeating the question as she stood, settling onto her platform heels.

The shiny, black leather glimmered in the low light, contrasting with the creamy colored skin of her thighs, spiderwebs of stretched fibers running over her legs. She grabbed the edge of her skirt, giving it a little tug.

A sudden smile grew on her face, her green lips stretching wide. “I love it! You’ve smashed it out of the park!”

Excited, she moved up to the counter, leaning over to examine the details of her face. “You’ve made all the lines look super sharp. I look freaking dangerous! I never knew it would be so easy to get this kind of effect!”

Sandy folded her arms and took a step back, her lips pressing together in a smirk. “It just takes a little bit of knowledge, the right supplies, and some talent to pull it off,” she said. “Now you know what you’ve been missing, miss goody two shoes.”

Kai gulped, her earlier submissiveness forgotten. “You’re right. It looks like I just came out of a gothic dive bar. Crazy!”

“Well, don’t get too worked up. I have something else for you, too.” She held out a pair of fingerless leather gloves.

Kai took them, giving them a glance before pulling them on. She wiggled her fingers, pleased at how soft they were. “What kind of leather are these?” she asked, more used to her stiff gardening gloves.

“It’s deer hide,” declared Sandy, hefting a bottle of nail polish. “Put your hands on the table, this is the final step, and then I can take you to meet the others.”

Her earlier lassitude gone, Kai found herself eager to finish. She laid her hands on the countertop, spreading out her fingers and waiting patiently.

Sandy laid out her supplies, starting with a clear nail polish remover. “Do you have much experience with manicures?” she asked, gently cleaning each nail.

“I can’t say that I have,” replied Kai, watching the cotton swab as it dipped onto the surface of each nail. “I feel like I’ve had remarkably little time to myself since I started my law job several years ago.”

She let out a sigh, absurdly pleased at being pampered in this way. “Maybe I should have taken some time off to see you sooner.”

“Maybe you should have!” echoed Sandy. “Still, I’m glad you’re here. Let’s get these guys roughed up a little so that the polish will adhere properly.”

She grabbed a buffer, sanding Kai’s nails lightly to remove the prominence of the ridges. Kai frowned. “I never knew there was so much work involved in doing this right,” she confessed.

“You gotta learn about how to take care of yourself, girl!” Sandy chided, finishing off her pinky nail.

She picked up a bottle of clear coat, twisting off the cap. “You have to be intentional about these things, or life slips away from you, quicker than you’d expect!”

She swept the brush slowly but deliberately over each finger. “This will seal up any imperfections, leaving a glossy, mirror surface for the polish to adhere to,” she explained.

Kai shook her head, finding herself more interested than she had thought possible. “How long did it take you to learn all this?” she asked, the wet shine of the first coat intriguing her.

Sandy capped the bottle and set it aside, replacing it with one colored a toxic green, shiny sparkles suspended in the liquid. “I’ve been doing it on and off for years,” she said, folding her hands as she leaned against the counter. “As a kid, I always wanted to look ‘pretty.’ Of course, my definition of such changed with time.”

Her lips stretched into a grin, showing off her thick purple lipstick and pierced lip. “Maybe yours will change after this encounter, too.”

“I wouldn’t bet on it,” Kai said, pressing her hands hard against the table to hide her anxiety.

She was experiencing some strange sort of attraction to dressing in this way, but she wasn’t certain why. She couldn’t quite explain it. Could it have something to do with how she felt so submissive lately?

That was something that would need to be unpacked further, but she didn’t think she could figure it out now.

Sandy opened the bottle of green nail polish. “I can see you’re still a little nervous about this, and you’ve been acting odd since you got here. If you really want, we could cancel everything and try again another day?”

She waved the brush in the air, Kai’s eyes following the tip hypnotically. “No,” said Kai. “I’ve already made up my mind, and I’m not going to change it.”

“Stubborn, as always,” chuckled Sandy. “Alright, but do let me know if this gets to be a bit much. I don’t want to overwhelm you.”

“Too late,” Kai replied, her belly starting to feel oddly warm again. She shifted on the stool, finding it difficult to sit still. “That’s a good thing, though. Just keep telling me what I should do. Please.”

Sandy jolted. “Okay, then, if that’s what you really want. Sit. Stay.” Her voice cracked sharply, like a whip.

Kai froze, surprised at how much the words had affected her. The strange lassitude was returning, her whole body feeling warm. “As you say,” she whispered, her lips feeling a little numb.

“Huh, I didn’t think that would work so well,” shrugged Sandy. “Fine, let’s paint this on you. Doll.”

The word rattled through Kai’s brain, and her eyes unfocused again. If she hadn’t been bracing against the counter, she might have fallen over. The pulsing heat in her chest had taken over, making her feel very submissive. She barely caught herself before she ended up calling her friend ‘Mistress’ a second time.

Sandy began to stroke the paintbrush over her thumbnail, starting at the middle and working her way outwards as she carefully watched Kai’s body language. “I was right,” she said sharply. “Something is wrong with you. The old Kai would have laughed that off, but you’re sliding right back into a trance. What happened to the assertive Kai I used to know?”

Kai’s mouth dropped open, but no words came out. There was an odd pressure in her skull that was keeping her from responding. She badly wanted to explain, but she simply couldn’t.

“Hmm, keeping quiet, are you? Fine, that’s your choice, but I’m persistent. I’ll figure it out one way or another.” Sandy continued painting her nails, applying the glossy green liquid with expert skill.

Kai wanted to deny her assertion, but found that she couldn’t. A pulsing glow was heating her loins, her arousal increasing. Her body wanted something, but it wasn’t Sandy. It wasn’t even here. But what was it?

Sandy had asked the right question. What was wrong with her?

She barely even paid attention as Sandy finished coating her nails, waiting patiently for it to try before she could apply the top coat. “You can’t even move, can you?” asked Sandy. “You’re waiting there for some sort of command. Some kind of directive. You want to be led, like the doll you are.”

The word hummed in her brain. Doll.

Her mouth stretched wide into a fake smile, her body rigid. The tattoo on her belly pulsed, a whispering voice calling in the back of her head.

“Okay, you can stop this now,” said Sandy, becoming a little worried at her blank expression.

She waved a hand in front of Kai’s face. “Is anybody in there?”

Kai blinked, the soft thrum of the tattoo fading. “Sorry, I’m okay,” she said. “I just zoned out again.”

That seemed to be happening quite a lot lately, but she couldn’t talk about it further. There was some kind of mental block in her mind that turned her away every time she wanted to verbalize her concerns.

Oh well, it wasn’t like that was going to be a problem, was it? There was nothing to be concerned about.

A warm frisson of pleasure suffused her pussy, a spike of excitement shooting through her brain. Being quiet about it was being obedient.

She creased her forehead. “Stop calling me a doll if you don’t want me to zone out, huh?”

“Okay,” said Sandy, frowning, but she kept her worries to herself. “I guess I’ll just have to leave it to the Pathwalker. I don’t have the talent to figure you out.”

Kai barked out a laugh. “You and me both!” she exclaimed.

Sandy wiped on the top coat with small strokes, her lips pressed together in concentration. “I was always much better at physical confrontations,” she admitted. “I’m afraid that after I’ve spent years training in martial arts, I’m far less diplomatic than I used to be. Removing a problem with force is much easier than talking through it.”

“I bet,” Kai replied, a little confused.

She didn’t recall her friend ever talking about doing such training. Yes, she had always been a little blunt, but she had never seen her hurt anyone. This was a side of Sandy she knew nothing about, and she was starting to get the feeling that she had been far more disconnected from her friends than she had originally thought.

“What arts have you trained in?” she asked. “Judo? Kung Fu?”

A blush suffused Sandy’s pale colored face. “I don’t think I’m supposed to talk about it,” she mumbled.

Her friend had secrets, too. How annoying.

“If you don’t want to talk about it, then I’m not answering your questions, either,” she said, feeling a little petulant.

“It’s not that I don’t want to,” explained Sandy, finishing the last nail. “I can’t. Not until the time is right.”

Kai let that sink in for a few moments, still confused. She shrugged. “Okay, then, I guess I just gotta trust you.”

She hopped off the stool, waving her hands in the air to speed up the drying process. “Since we’re clearly at a bit of a dead end here, you might as well take me to the Pathwalker.”

Sandy capped the bottle and set her hands on her hips. “Don’t be churlish, it doesn’t suit you.”

“Churlish? Breaking out the big vocabulary now to bamboozle me?” her face cracked into a grin. “How positively pernicious of you!”

Sandy rolled her eyes. “What did I just tell you about fighting with words? Come on, I’ll introduce you to the others.” She waved a hand, turning to head towards a door near the rear of the room.

Kai took a hesitant step forward, trying to get used to her new boots. The height they gave her was a little weird, but they were solid. As she crossed the room, she started to get more confident, walking normally. “These aren’t too bad!” she exclaimed with surprise.

“What, did you think we were all stumbling around to look cool?” asked Sandy, snorting. “We all just want to have fun. We’re not idiots.”

Kai puckered her lips. “I never thought you were. There’s just a lot I don’t know about gothic subcultures.”

“And you still won’t, even after you meet and get comfortable with everyone. We’re not a monolithic block. Underground cultures are going to be different from city to city. We all might share a look, but we’re not all the same. That’s the whole point - we want to show off how unique we are.” She crossed through to the next room, holding open the door for Kai.

Kai was careful not to catch the toes of her boots in the threshold. Breaking her ankle certainly wouldn’t be a fun way to spend her day - all of the preparation she had just undergone would be ruined.

She stepped gingerly into the next room, gaping at its opulence. Great chandeliers hung from the ceiling, sparkling glass shards illuminating the wood paneled interior.

There were wall length mirrors mounted on one wall, with a set of intricately carved sofas and sitting chairs arranged in a circle around an ancient hardwood coffee table.

A tray of candy was neatly placed in the center, with a stack of dishes nearby, filled with muffins. The sight of food was starting to make her mouth water, as she hadn’t yet had lunch.

A water cooler and coffee maker were on a nearby counter, next to a small kitchenette. The room’s styling extended here as well, the tiled backsplash and paneled walls giving it an elegant appearance.

“This must have cost a bomb!” she exclaimed. “What is this room for?”

“It’s the green room,” explained Sandy, walking confidently across the red carpet. “The name doesn’t come from the color. It’s a customary name for a gathering place for performers to relax before or after their acts.”

“I’ve heard about green rooms, but I’ve never seen one before. It’s stunning!” Kai folded her arms, walking gingerly to avoid bumping into one of the expensive looking chairs. “I was rather expecting something a bit more dingy. Where did you get the money to renovate this?”

Sandy giggled a little uncomfortably. “My husband has his ways,” she said, deflecting her question.

“Connections? He’s got to be independently wealthy! Here, look at this!” She leaned over the coffee table, peering at the serving tray and matching tea pot. “That looks like solid silver!”

Sandy shook her head, grabbing Kai by the shoulder. “It’s just a replica, made of pewter,” she said swiftly, tugging gently. “Come on, the others are waiting for you.”

“Ah, there you are!” declared a low, purring male voice, a hint of an accent coloring his words. “She’s looking gorgeous, as I knew she would.”

Startled, Kai turned her head, taking in the new arrival as Sandy let her go. He had a full beard and slicked back hair, his arms clasped in front of him. He was wearing a black jacket with a high collar, his hands gloved. A fat, golden chain sat around his neck, a set of keys barely visible against his chest.

His frame was spare, but his neck was muscled, his hair drawn back into a topknot. His beard was expertly manicured, the makeup applied to his eyes giving him a sallow appearance.

With these subtle touches and sense of style, he wouldn’t look too out of place in a medieval court or a business boardroom, much less a gothic club. Who was he?

He bowed his head, placing a hand over his chest. “It’s good to meet you, Miss Kai. Your friend has told me a lot about you.”

Kai frowned. “She hasn’t told me anything about you.”

The man’s expression flickered, as if he was a little wounded. “Allow me to introduce myself, then. My name is Hallick, but for many, that is a mouthful. You may call me Hal.”

“It’s nice to meet you, Hallick,” said Kai. She turned to Sandy. “I don’t enjoy being gossiped about,” she complained. “Am I a subject of discussion among all your friends?”

Sandy shook her head. “No, just him, but he has a special interest.”

“A special what? No, you know what, I just don’t want to know.” She sighed, trying to compose herself. “I just have to admit I have no idea what’s going on around me any more, and enjoy myself, as much as possible. I’m under too much stress right now to do anything else.”

Sandy looked a little sheepish. “I’m sorry about this,” she said. “I was planning on introducing you two later. Instead, everything seems to be happening all at once.”

“As all things in life tend to,” said Hallick, shifting his shoulders as he straightened his back. “Handling the unexpected is expected of us all, but some of us have more fortitude for such things.”

Kai stared daggers at him. “I’m not sure what you’re implying, but I’m having none of it,” she declared.

His brows rose. “Fiery. I like women like you. We might just get along.”

He cracked a small smile, and Kai raged at him internally. Not if she had anything to say about it!

She grabbed Sandy’s hand, glaring at him. “Come, Sandy, I’ve had enough verbal sparring. Take me to the dance floor, or wherever the Pathwalker is waiting for us.”

Sandy started, glancing at Kai with hooded eyes. “Very well,” she replied, turning her gaze to Hallick. “You might want to moderate yourself. You’re coming on far too strong.”

Hallick rolled his shoulders. “Strong is the only way I know.” He paused. “Wait, before you both go, I have something to show you.”

He reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out a pendant, which dangled from his fingers. “What do you think of this?” he asked smoothly.

Her eyes instantly darted to the emerald gem, taking in the oval, polished surface of the cabochon. It was mesmerizing.

Her lips worked as she studied the striations in the gem, unable to pull herself away as she admired the light that scattered throughout the interior.

“What is that?” she exclaimed, her eyes unfocusing. “Oooh.”

Her heart fluttered in her chest, her mind blanking. If the man gave her a command at that moment, she would obey him without thinking.

Hallick sighed. “It is as I feared,” he said, glancing at Sandy as he tucked the gem away into his pocket. “We have much work to do.”

Sandy nodded. “It’s not for us to worry about. We should leave all that to the Pathwalker.”

“Agreed. We need to keep a close watch on her, however, or she might get away from us.” Hallick stepped aside, giving Sandy a short bow. “Please, take care of your friend, Sha’lid.”

“Keep to yourself, Na’tock,” she retorted sharply. “She’ll slip away as fast as you can spend your golden coins if you are not careful of your approach.”

Kai blinked, a loud buzzing beginning to fade in her ears. What had just happened?

It was almost as though she had faded out for a moment, the words being spoken sounding like complete nonsense. Were they even speaking English?

She felt weird, but not bad. She didn’t need to rest, or relax. She needed… needed to take care of her needs. That was a little embarrassing, and not appropriate to talk about in mixed company. She couldn’t stop herself from shooting Hallick a speculative glance, however.

No, definitely not. The man was too arrogant for his own good.

Though he certainly had an interesting aura about him. She gave him another peek, and fortunately he didn’t seem to notice her curiosity.

She looked away deliberately. Okay, Kai, that was enough of that. There was no need to add to her record of choosing poor men to get in bed with.

“Take me to the Pathwalker,” she repeated, her throat dry as a pit opened up in her chest. “I’m starting to get the feeling I’ve just stepped into a pit of quicksand, and I want to know how deep it is.”

Sandy squeezed her hand, tugging her around Hallick, who took a step back to admire them both. “Ladies,” he said darkly, giving them a nod as Sandy led her away.

Kai kept her peace as Sandy opened a door into a hallway, waiting until it slipped shut behind them to voice her thoughts. “He’s a thirsty bastard, isn’t he?”

Sandy let go of her hand, shrugging as she led the way forward. “He’s been waiting a long time to get married. His betrothal didn’t go as expected. I have to give him some props for the restraint he’s shown so far.”

Betrothal? That sounded like a long story, and she wasn’t certain she wanted to hear it.

“He certainly is charismatic,” she said dubiously, the platforms on her boots sinking into the velvety red carpet. “How long have you known him?”

Sandy’s braids shifted as she clutched at her leather belt, painted purple nails sparkling. “Years,” she said abruptly. “For a time, I was slated to marry him, but that never panned out.”

Kai noticed her closed expression, and decided not to dig deeper. This was some kind of sore spot for her friend, and she didn’t want to pry.

That didn’t mean she didn’t want to know! With all the recent revelations, she was feeling even more out of the loop than ever. Had she really been that distant from Sandy?

Yes, yes she had. She had to admit that now, or she’d never be able to close the gap. Her job had sucked up more of her time and effort than she wanted to acknowledge.

Still, friendship was a two way street. Why hadn’t Sandy ever told her about these things?

She gritted her teeth and swallowed some of her pride. “Sandy, you know you can tell me about anything, right? I know I’m not exactly the most comforting person, but I’m always available to listen.”

Sandy shook her head. “No, this happened a long time ago, and I don’t want to talk about it.” Her purple lips cracked into a slight smile. “I appreciate the offer, but I don’t think you’ll like what you find if we start digging into my personal life.”

“Try me,” said Kai, being serious.

“Maybe later.” Kai wasn’t certain, but she thought she spotted a faint pleased expression on her friend’s face before it disappeared.

The faint pulsing beat of music began to intrude on her thoughts as they reached the end of the hallway. “Is the Pathwalker… out on the dance floor?” she asked.

Sandy put her hand on the handle of the door. “Oh, yes,” she said, looking a little excited. “I think you’re going to be pleasantly surprised at her style of therapy. Just watch, and listen. She’ll let you know when she wants you to join.”

She pulled open the dark metal door and a blast of sound settled over the two of them. The thumping beat made her want to move her body.

A short ramp opened out beyond the door, leading down to a wooden dance floor. This was surrounded by shoulder high walls, making it look a little like a skating rink.

Tables were situated behind and above the walls, giving them an excellent view of the action, dimly lit by recessed overhead lighting. This would allow the audience to be served food or drinks without interrupting the performers.

Not that it would be all that easy to tell what the dancers were doing, as smoke machines were hissing swirling white clouds into the arena from holes built into the bottom of the walls.

This, combined with flashing spotlights that twirled through the smoke, gave the dancers an ethereal aspect as they floated around in circles.

She could barely follow them, her ears filled with thumping bass as they seemed to float above the floor. A woman stood in the middle of the dancers, clapping her hands together as she watched them with sharp eyes.

Kai recognized the goggles on her head. This was the Pathwalker. She was sure of it.

She barked a command, and the other dancers stopped, their chests heaving. The lights stopped moving, the pulsing music muted as her gaze moved up to settle on Kai.

Her face was strict as she gave Kai a smooth nod, then she immediately started a dance of her own, spinning as her body went into a glide. She swirled around the other dancers, trailing her fingers over their outfits.

Despite the intimacy of her movements, the other dancers did not move, and she began to chant, her voice somehow matching the volume of the music. It must be some kind of trick, for she couldn’t figure out how that could be possible.

“What is she doing?” she yelled at Sandy, her own voice not nearly as powerful.

“It’s dance therapy!” shouted Sandy in reply, taking her hand and tugging her down the ramp. “It’s her own special treatment!”

Kai frowned. Therapy through dancing? Who had ever heard of that before?

As she watched the Pathwalker, she began to move again, her arms twisting sinuously. She had to admit that the woman had real talent. Her limbs were fluid, her body shifting so gracefully that she couldn’t pull her eyes away.

She took a step towards the Pathwalker, drawing closer. She felt as though she was being pulled into the Pathwalker’s dance, as if the woman had a gravitational force.

It was as inevitable as the winds and tides. She found herself standing among the crowd, her eyes following the Pathwalker’s every move.

She finally stopped, and the other dancers turned to watch her as well. It was hard to see them clearly through the misty smoke, but even if she could, there would have been no way for her to identify them.

They were dressed in identical skintight leather outfits, showing off their lithe bodies. Their faces were covered with dark masquerade masks having fantastical designs. Some had devil’s horns, while others looked like fairies. A faint shimmer blurred their heads, making them hard to focus on.

She should have been frightened, but all she felt was wonder. Who were these people?

She didn’t have an opportunity to ask, as the Pathwalker threw her hands up towards the ceiling. “The blessings of Pand’wa be upon you as you join this dance,” she declared, her voice sounding as ethereal as the dancers. “There are many who wish to join us, but not all are capable.”

A dark mask descended from above, attached to a long, flexible tube. The Pathwalker took it in her hands and pressed it against her face, closing her eyes as she breathed in deeply.

When she opened them again, her dark pupils were awash in color, a rainbow flurry swirling within them. She grinned, showing off a pierced lip, the pattern on her forehead shimmering. “You must join us, An’ana. Your Ma’ana is far out of balance.”

Kai didn’t know what to say. What the heck was Ma’ana? She knew what mana meant, from her brief brush with role playing games, but the way the woman was pronouncing the word was distinct. Foreign.

Almost as though the Pathwalker wasn’t from this reality at all. But that wasn’t possible, was it? Any sense of unworldliness about the woman must simply be a side effect of the discomfort she was in.

She was simply projecting her emotions about this experience onto the other woman. She was a quack, a charlatan.

Yet… she couldn’t dispute the fact that there was something powerful about her. Something drawing her in.

When one of the dancers took the dangling mask and took a drag of the strange gas, she made up her mind. This wasn’t for her. She wouldn’t take a hit of that LSD, or whatever psychedelic it was.

She let go of Sandy’s hand, pulling away, her mind racing. She’d turn and run up that ramp, away from the strange tableau. Just as soon as she could… ooh, shiny!

Gripped within the Pathwalker’s metallic fingers was a rounded gem, a blue sapphire polished smooth in a similar fashion to one Hallick had shown her. As before, her attention was drawn to the heart of the jewel, her mind buzzing as her thoughts seemed to move into the gem, away from her.

Her lips parted, a low hum escaping them as she lost track of time. A warm pulse glowed in her belly, thumping in time to the music filling the room.

This time, her reaction was more pronounced, stronger than with the Hallick’s gem. She was not certain why - perhaps it was because she had been unable to obey earlier.

Whatever the reason, she could not delay. She spread her legs, her hands shifting behind her back. She thrust her chest out, her eyes unfocusing as she stared at the gem.

She lost track of everyone standing around her, not interested. The sparkling jewel was her entire world.

“I see that our suspicions were correct,” said the gothic woman darkly. “I was not certain whether it was true. I had to test for myself,” she hissed.

Sandy patted Kai on the back, worry on her face as she glanced at the Pathwalker. “Hallick has also confirmed it. She is Pan’are, or is being trained to become one. Her master’s influence will be difficult to break.”

“It is an abomination,” grunted the mystic, turning the gem as she stared at Kai, looking for her reaction.

Kai’s mouth curved into an O shape, her hands itching. She badly wanted to undress, to be naked for the gem, but she had not been commanded. “Please, give me an order,” she requested, unable to understand why the Pathwalker was not telling her what to do.

This was the correct demand to make, given her position. She was an obedient doll, as the Pathwalker had said. A Pan’are, a jewel slave. Nothing more.

A hand supported the back of her neck as a mask was pressed onto her face. She naturally breathed in, the cool gas tickling her tonsils as her chest inflated. She couldn’t see the gem now, but the effect of its presence still lingered in her mind, her body rigid.

The half mask dropped free and she could see the dazzling blue presence of the gem once more. The faint thought that had begun to curl through her mind instantly terminated as she was thrust back into a trance state once more.

Her limbs felt a little floaty. She giggled as the Pathwalker thrust her fingers into her mouth, pulling it open and dropping a pill inside. “Take this,” she ordered, her dark eyes staring at Kai intensely.

Kai gathered her lips together and swallowed, as ordered, the thick pill scratching as it sank down her throat. She returned to her rigid position, saying nothing.

Sandy grabbed her shoulder, giving it a squeeze. “Are you okay?” she asked, but her words seemed choppy, almost as though she could see pressure waves in the air.

That looked weird. She giggled without thinking.

“It’s worse than you described,” said the Pathwalker seriously. “Fortunately for her, she arrived here before her master could transform her utterly.”

She pressed her hands together and gave Sandy a small bow. “Please, leave her in my care. I must show her the paths.”

Sandy let go of her, rubbing her fingers together as if she had touched something vile. “Is there hope? Can she be deprogrammed?”

Moirane grabbed Kai’s hip with her free hand, giving Sandy a serious look. “There is always hope. However, everyone must choose their own path, and I am not a magician. I walk the paths, I cannot change them. I show them, and advise.”

Sandy nodded, looking a little lost. Kai strongly wanted to hug her, but she was unable to properly formulate the thought that would turn her emotions into actions. This was frustrating, but again, she could do nothing.

The Pathwalker gave her a mysterious smile, tilting the blue gem in her hand. “Come with me, Pan’are, there is much to show, and little time.”

Her corset flexed as she bent her knees, pressing the gem over Kai’s belly. A sudden warmth enveloped her waist and thighs, and she gasped, her fingers trembling.

The Pathwalker was saying something else, in a strange language. Her vision flashed, the thumping music rattling her brain as the spotlights shifted over her body. She didn’t understand!

The face of the Pathwalker suddenly filled her vision, looming in front of her. “Relax, slave,” the woman whispered.

This command, she knew. She obeyed.


Chapter Three

When next she awoke, she was sitting in a comfortable, egg-shaped chair. A brief self examination revealed that she was still wearing the goth outfit chosen by Sandy.

That was a little comforting, but very little else was. Looking around, she tried to figure out what had just happened, quickly coming to the conclusion that she had no idea.

The wall in front of her was a bookshelf, filled to the brim with hard backed volumes, neatly categorized by color. A thick carpet ran past her seat in both directions, but didn’t appear to lead anywhere in particular.

There were several gaps in the bookshelves, occupied by swooping metal frames in the shape of silver arches. Within each arch, reality seemed to bend, the rippling surface reflecting parts of the room around her, interspersed with vague images of places she didn’t recognize.

It was disconcerting watching them for too long, so she stopped and sighed. Whatever had brought her here had a purpose. She just hoped she wouldn’t have to wait too long to find out what that might be.

She stood, tapping her fingers nervously against her leather skirt. Alone, she wasn’t feeling so badass anymore, even dressed in this awesome outfit.

Uncertain what to do next, she walked up to the bookshelf in front of her, taking in the array of volumes. One set in particular caught her eye, and she took the first book off the shelf. Atavistic Desires.

She brushed her fingers over the stylized logo on the cover, curious at the embossed gold. This must have been quite expensive to produce. Cracking it open, she began to read an excerpt from the fifth chapter.

Although she spent her days and nights pining after Ben and shooting him longing glances in math class, he refused to pay her any attention. This first crush was brutally destroyed when she had caught him making out with a cheerleader behind the gym’s risers. Afterwards, she declared that she would never love again, but she was simply lying to herself. The next affair began only a few months later, after she latched onto the next disinterested target.

Kai blinked, gasping as she remembered the painful memories. As she recalled it, Ben was caught having sex in the woman’s bathroom and was soon after expelled. He certainly hadn’t been one of her best choices.

But how had the book known about this barely recalled affair? It wasn’t her most stellar moment, but it was relatively brief. Nobody but her should have any idea it had happened at all.

She flipped a few more pages, her face going hot. Yes, it definitely knew about her first time, too, and it wasn’t pretty. Like most young love, it was awkward, brief, and messy.

Her most embarrassing carnal secrets, laid bare in this volume. She certainly hadn’t written it. Unless?

“We’re in your brain,” said the Pathwalker from behind her. “These are the integral parts of your psyche that make up your personality.”

Kai whirled, almost dropping the book. She slammed it shut, her heart pounding. “Have you read any of this?” she demanded.

Moiraine shook her head, her braids tinkling softly. “Of course not. These are your personal things, and I am not a mind reader.”

Her voice was self assured as she crossed her arms. “Is there anything in particular you want to tell me about?” she asked, her lips curling up into a smirk as she glanced at the title of the book.

“Absolutely not,” replied Kai, tight-lipped as she turned to re-shelve the book with the others.

The set of volumes was extensive, and thorough. These must contain all of her speculation, desires, and aborted attempts at romance. There was no way she’d let anyone else read this.

Whirling, she leaned back against the books to hide them, lifting the heel of her boot to set it against the bookshelf’s base. “Why are we here?” she demanded. “Are we going to spend our time digging through my past, looking at all of my traumas?”

“Not unless you want to,” the Pathwalker said smoothly, the pattern on her forehead sparkling. “I’m far more interested in your future. As are you, am I right?”

She lifted a hand, pressing the tips of her fingers together, the metallic talons on her gloves pinching into a point. “There are many futures you can choose to be yours, and I can show you the possibilities.”

She ground her fingers together, forming her hand into a fist, her index finger pointing off at one of the portals. “You can choose to ignore my offer, but you do so at your peril. To be ignorant, is to be lost. Without knowledge, you cannot hope to make the right decisions to achieve the outcome you desire.”

“You know… the future? How?” scoffed Kai. “That’s impossible. Nobody knows what’s going to happen next.”

Moiraine chuckled, studying Kai with her unnaturally small pupils. “Did I say that I knew the future? I do not. I know the Paths that lead to the future. All of the possible futures. Would you like to see some of them?”

Hesitating, Kai shifted, pulling away from the bookshelf, her eyes naturally seeking out one of the strange portals. “I’m not certain,” she confessed. “Should anyone see their possible futures? Just observing them could invalidate some of the possibilities.”

“Of course,” replied Moiraine. “That is why I do not offer this service to just anyone. However, your situation is so dire that any choice you make from here can only be an improvement on your current trajectory.”

“And what is that?” demanded Kai. “What did I do to deserve your intervention?”

“I could explain, but it’s far more effective to simply show,” said Moiraine darkly, turning her feet to circle Kai as she marched towards the nearest portal. Her metallic fingers flexed, pointing towards its shimmering surface.

“Shall we?” she asked, a mysterious smile on her face.

Kai wanted to ask her another question, but she didn’t feel confident that the woman would answer her. So far, she had been remarkably open, but she suspected that any further digging would result in more vagueness - especially if she rejected her offer.

“Very well,” said Kai, turning to approach the portal.

Trepidation seized her legs as she came closer to the rippling tear in reality. “What am I looking for?” she asked, unable to focus on any of the images contained within.

“You do not look. You feel.” Moiraine came up behind her and took her by the shoulders, gently pushing her inside.

A horrible grinding noise sounded in her ears, and suddenly she wasn’t there. She was kneeling in her bedroom, in front of the mirror, looking at a jeweled butt plug jammed up a woman’s ass.

A tight leather hood bound her head, locked onto her neck via a silver metal collar. The only opening was for her mouth, in the shape of an O.

A glowing red gem was embedded in her belly button, large and malevolent. Streaks of color shot from its center over the surface of the woman’s skin, forming various shapes, some of them lewd in nature.

The tattoo was large, and commanding, demanding her attention, but she was able to avoid being mesmerized, for the moment. She was far more interested in the intricate chains that ran over the woman’s body, like a harness.

Her hands and legs were attached to these chains, bound behind her back. Even if the woman wanted to move, it would be difficult for her to shift more than an inch in any direction. She was a slave, and she knew it.

The woman looked like her, but was also not her, simultaneously. It was hard for her brain to process.

If it was her, how could she see all this when the woman was clearly wearing a hood that blocked her vision? If it wasn’t her, why did their bodies look so similar?

The fact that both of these things could be true, simultaneously, hit her as she realized the true state of her predicament. She was a spirit, watching from outside the other woman’s body, unable to affect the events happening in any way.

On the other hand, she could understand everything the other woman was thinking, as if she was a voyeur, hiding in her mind like an eavesdropper.

She was watching herself. Her slave self.

A man’s hands closed around her collared throat, giving it a gentle squeeze. Her bound self jiggled, making a pleased little squeal. The man said something, but she didn’t catch it. She didn’t recognize the language, but her enslaved counterpart certainly did.

She turned, her chained wrists dangling as the tops of her glossy black boots rubbed against the floor. Her firm breasts jiggled as her mouth opened, her glossy nipples painted red.

The nameless man caressed her neck with one hand, his other wrapped around his swollen dick. His pants were down around his ankles, the curled ends of his dark leather boots pressing against her knees.

The man murmured, directing the head of his cock towards her mouth, and she lurched forward, tasting the tip with no objection. As his hand squeezed tighter against her neck, she pressed towards his crotch, taking more of his length inside.

The man groaned with slow pleasure as she suckled on his member, pulling back slightly so she could properly taste his length. Her spit squelched as she pushed down again, taking him all the way in until the tip of his dick tickled at her tonsils.

She swallowed, her throat bulging as he pressed his hips into her. She was being used like a fuckpuppet, nothing more than a slave doll. She loved it.

She began to pull back again, but the man was unsatisfied with her pace. Grabbing her hair, he began to thrust quickly, grunting as he used her face like a pussy.

Unable to breathe, she soon began to choke on his dick, her vision beginning to fade out. The tattoo on her chest glowed, her flesh suffused with a violent red.

The choking continued, but she wasn’t in as much distress as before. Somehow, the magic stored in the tattoo was keeping her alive while the man sated his desires.

Disgusted by the erotic display, Kai wished to leave, but she was forced to watch as the woman groaned, utterly delighted at being used in such a degrading way.

Her body shook from the rough fucking, her breasts swaying as the man’s balls slapped against her chin.

She loved every second of it as her mouth hole was used. She gargled his dick, flexing her throat muscles to enhance the sensation, doing everything in her power to ensure that the experience was as pleasurable as possible.

The thrusting hit a peak, the man clutching the back of her skull hard as he pushed her recklessly against his torso. She gurgled as the dick sank half way down her throat, wriggling like a snake.

She clenched her lips firmly around the base of his dick, rejoicing in the loud sounds he made as he began to spurt his semen into her. She wanted to be filled by him, in all her holes. This was only the beginning. Soon, she would have everything she desired.

As the last drop slid into her, he slowly withdrew, looking down at her intensely. A gold chain tinkled around his neck, a set of golden keys pressing against his belly. His face was a blur, hidden from her, but she knew there was a wide smile upon it. She had satisfied him.

His hand dropped to the chain secured to her collar, giving it a little tug so that he could examine her more closely. Semen stained her lips as she closed her mouth, swallowing carefully to test her raw muscles.

They were fine. She had been rebuilt as his sex toy, and there was nothing she could not do for him. Her Master.

Licking her lips, she carefully cleaned up the last few droplets of his spunk, looking up as she waited patiently for more. She could not see him through the mask, but she knew that she had pleased him, as she had pleased herself at displaying her full obedience.

“Good girl. You are truly Pan’are,” the man declared.

He leaned forward and gave her a kiss on the forehead, his fingers tickling over her breasts, running down until they played over the skin of her tattoo.

“Now, listen to everything I say, and obey every word. If you do not, I cannot guarantee your future, as your Sha’lick cannot be removed, only altered. Prepare yourself for me. I will not be gentle.”

The part of her that remained free beat against the constraints of the slave woman’s mind, trying to find a way out. She didn’t want to be this man’s slave, his Pan’are. This wasn’t who she was! Truly!

She became alarmed when she discovered that she couldn’t escape. Worryingly, the longer she stayed here, the more right this all felt.

The weight of the collar about her neck, her slave pose, the chains, her subservience - this was all something she was familiar with. It wouldn’t be a stretch for her to become this woman. In fact, she even liked the idea.

She didn’t understand. Who was this person, and why couldn’t she shake the feeling that this was inevitable?

As he began to chant in his oddly alluring voice, she found her mind becoming dim. This level of consciousness was fleeting for a Pan’are. She much preferred being a mindless slut for her Master.

The separation between their two minds was fading as she fell into the trance of a slave. She would do anything to please her Master. She was His good girl.

Her mouth dropped open, prepared to service him again, but the scene began to fade, his voice quickly becoming a whisper. The two of them vanished into a mist, her slave thoughts disappearing as well.

Disoriented, she turned her head and gasped. She was back in the library, the vibrancy of the sudden sex coupling lingering in her mind. She wanted that.

How horrifying.

Fingers trembling, she pressed them against her belly, swallowing heavily. Looking down, she tried to find the tattoo that the woman had sported in the dream, but there was nothing there - just a splash of perfect, cream colored skin.

“Who was that?” she asked, her voice a little shrill.

The Pathwalker, arms folder, waited patiently next to the portal. “That was you. Well, one possible you, from one possible path.”

Aghast, Kai took a step back as she stared at the Pathwalker, terrified. “Did you do that to me? Make me a slave?”

The Pathwalker nodded her head slowly, her disturbing tiny black pupils fixed on her. “I suppose, in a way, one could say ‘yes,’ but that doesn’t really properly explain my profession.”

She spread her hands, revealing the talons on the metallic gloves she wore. “I am showing your possible paths. If you don’t like them, it is fully within your control to change them.”

Kai frowned. “How? How can I prevent this from coming to pass?”

Moiraine shook her head, her purple braids shifting against her leather corset. “I can only provide a warning - guidance, if you will. Not a solution.”

Kai’s eyes flashed. “What good are you, then? If I don’t know what I did or didn’t do to achieve this end result, how can I possibly change my future for the better?”

The Pathwalker shrugged. “It is not up to me to tell you how to act. I am not your master. All of us have free will, and choose as we may.”

Her eyes flashed. “However, I can tell you that far worse fates may await you if you don’t figure it out soon.” She gestured at the portal. “Come, let us look for clues in another path.”

Kai shivered, not certain she wanted to. The last vision was bad enough. What would await her this time?

“What if I don’t go?” she asked. “Why do I need to see this?”

Moiraine’s eyebrows raised. “If you refuse, any possible clues that might be found which could help you to avoid these futures will be lost forever.”

She folded her arms, eyes hooded as the mysterious pattern on her forehead glimmered. “The choice, as always, is yours.”

Kai sighed. “When you put it that way, there isn’t really much choice at all, is there?”

A faint smile graced the Pathwalker’s lips. “The illusion of choice is what keeps life interesting.”

This time, she did nothing, watching Kai like a bug as she waited for her to decide what to do.

Kai formed her hands into fists and closed her eyes, feeling the glossy shine of the nail polish against her palms. This reminded her of the fun she had been having after being dressed by her friend. She didn’t want to lose that. Didn’t want to lose herself. She needed to be brave.

Taking a deep breath, she stepped forward into the shimmering portal, her skin prickling as her reality changed once again.

Warm air blasted her skin, a breeze tickling her body. She was nude again, wasn’t she?

Her eyes drifted open, her senses beginning to awaken as she took in the scene.

A dual tracked road was ahead of her, leading through rolling hills, lush and green. Far off in the distance were the rounded towers of a castle, looking out of place in the grass filled meadows.

A spiral of faint smoke drifted lazily into the blue sky from behind the battlements, disrupting the comforting feel of the afternoon sun. It was a little odd, but not unheard of. Someone might be burning a pile of trash, although she knew the local county had issued a burn ban.

This confusion lasted a few more moments until she truly realized that wherever she was, it wasn’t anywhere near the city she lived in. She didn’t recognize any of the wildflowers, and the surroundings were far more rural than anything she had seen in her local travels.

That wasn’t the worst of it. No, that was reserved for her current predicament.

She arched her back, trying to stand up, but found herself unable to move. Looking left and right, she discovered that she was bound in a wooden stock, her hands and head locked into place.

The stocks were mounted at an angle so that she was looking dead ahead without having to tilt her neck, but otherwise little consideration had been made for comfort.

A large, rounded ball was jammed into her mouth, muffling her speech, a strap running behind her head. All she could do was groan, a dribble of saliva running out to collect on her chin.

Her ankles were bound as well, locked to some kind of wooden wall, but she couldn’t bend her neck far enough to examine them. Her knees and thighs pressed against soft leather padding, forcing her to lean forward, her chest resting against a cushion.

Otherwise, she was nude, her breasts swaying freely to and fro as the contraption creaked forward, bouncing on the cobblestones. She groaned into her gag at one particularly nasty jolt, cursing the designer for not including a proper suspension system.

A hand pressed into her ass crack, a thumb wrapping around a buttcheek as the others tickled her privates. “It will be soon, Pan’are,” whispered the sotto voice of a man. “As the instrument of my revenge, you will be well rewarded.”

She didn’t want to be this man’s revenge. In fact, she very much suspected that he was the person behind the mess she had found herself in.

Screaming into the gag, she wiggled her ass, trying to get away from him. The hand was removed, a sharp smack whipping against her lower back. “Tar’lick Amebit!” he hissed. “Still a little resistance left, my slave? There will be none of that once I fill you with my seed.”

She definitely didn’t want that, even if this was only a horrid fever dream of one possible future.

Pressing against the side of the bondage frame, she pushed hard, testing its strength. Unfortunately, it was made from a solid hardwood, the hinges and frame secured together with cut nails. She was unable to do much more than cause it to creak slightly.

This behavior seemed to provoke her captor, causing him to smack her ass again. She squealed into the gag, tears forming in her eyes. That wasn’t fun, but at least she had learned something.

“There are still too many thoughts in that pretty little head of yours, Pan’are,” said the man, sharp tipped fingers running over her back. She shuddered, pulling away.

The hand stopped mid-air, the man considering. “You shall be punished,” he announced. “You will obey your betters, doll.”

Kai’s body shuddered, a fiery warmth tingling over her belly. Traces of fire spiraled outwards, running down her ass and legs, freezing them in place. The fire billowed upwards, taking charge of her arms, too, removing them from her conscious control.

The heat was palpable, causing sweat to bead her brow. She was beginning to feel hazy, but still in control of herself. If this hadn’t been a vision, she might have been completely overwhelmed.

She groaned through the gag, letting her muscles go limp. It was useless; the man had her tightly bound. But - to what purpose?

She could certainly understand if he desired kinky sex, but why was she bound like this in public? Surely he would want to keep her hidden away, under his thumb as he twisted her to his dark purpose.

The contraption bounced, her neck jolting against the padded collar of the stocks. Her breath caught in her throat as they crested a hill, revealing the enormous army hiding on the reverse side.

In front of them was a square contingent, completely blocking the road, their shimmering golden armor reflecting the blinding light of the sun. Tall pikes were angled at a forty five degree angle, ready to be lowered at a moment’s notice.

Their flanks were covered by armored horsemen, lances resting gently in the crook of their shoulders. Their horses pawed at the ground, barely restrained violence waiting to be unleashed.

The strange contraption she was bound to ground to a halt. She was unable to see what it looked like, but she could feel its immense weight. She got the sense that it was some kind of weapon, but of what kind, she hadn’t the faintest idea.

Just what exactly was going on here? Was she the weapon? A pawn in a game she didn’t understand?

Her face went red as she realized her current predicament. She was trussed to the front of the contraption as its figurehead, completely nude, her swaying breasts clearly visible to the entire army.

Before she could think about this too deeply, the shadowed man next to her began to clap his hands. “Bravo! Bravo! To think that my diversion was so easily seen through! What a master! Your bravery is only surpassed by your intelligence!”

A small contingent of horsemen broke free from one of the flanks, approaching the wooden contraption. The man leading the charge was wearing a golden helm with silver trim, the top sporting two vertical fins. A broadsword was strapped to his waist, a set of golden keys jangling against his breastplate.

She could see the flaring nostrils of the man’s armored horse, the overlapping scales covering its throat and sides. The horse’s brown legs flexed as it trotted over the grassy dirt next to the road, golden sparks flying off its hooves.

Together, they formed a picture of strength, though the glowing purple eyes within the horse’s armored mask were deeply disturbing. There was magick in the air, surrounding this force. She could taste it.

The thrumming tattoo on her belly responded in kind, waves of heat pulsing through her body. Flushed, she began to sweat, droplets running down her chest and over her breasts, collecting at her nipples.

The armored man tugged at his reins, his horse whickering as it came to a stop. The faceless helm stared at the man standing next to her on the wooden platform, as if taking his measure.

“Borjai, the Black,” came a stentorian voice abruptly, splitting the tension between them. “An elven wizard of little renown, mastermind of nothing.”

The man next to her shifted as he took a step forward, his shoulders tensing. “You say that, yet you know my name,” he retorted, a faint purr behind his words. “Your intelligence could fit into a chamber pot. You are not clever. Otherwise, you would not have come here.”

The air around him rippled, and she swore for a moment that she could see the man’s pointed ears and sallow face, frown lines highlighting his narrow eyes. This soon vanished, however, replaced by a shifting, blurry screen of light, rippling as it covered his form. A disguise, or glamour of some kind, meant to hide his identity from prying eyes.

She remembered, though. She could never forget that face - those violet eyes, the anger that lived within him.

He was off kilter, twisted, dangerous. He was also her Master.

She shivered, her body hot, wracked with fever. She wanted to deny it, but she knew the truth. She was owned, and nothing she could do now would change that fact.

The armored man held the reins tightly in his left hand, unsheathing his sword with his right. “Belittling me will avail you little,” declared the knight. “Truth and justice always prevail against plots stirred up in the dark of night. Release her, and face your better!”

A dark chuckle skittered out from within the cloak of light the wizard had pulled over himself. “There is nothing to release. I own her, body and soul. Look! Her body has fused with my gem. She is controlled, dolled. All that is required is a simple catalyst.”

He lifted a blurry hand and snapped his fingers. “Pax Shina’nore!”

The command was harsh, her body immediately reacting. She gurgled against the gag as she began to heat up further.

At first, she thought this was simply another pulsing wave of heat from her tattoo, but as the flames began to lick over her breasts, she knew it was more.

The sweat that had collected at her nipples began to sizzle, instantly hissing into steam as her core temperature increased further. She moaned as her body flashed over, burning up from within.

What was happening to her?

The heat welling up inside her had nowhere to go, and she didn’t know what to do with it. Instinctually, she knew that it couldn’t stay within her, but she had no control.

A firm hand pressed against her back. “Fa’lare!“ her Master barked harshly, his fingers jabbing into her skin.

Her thighs spasmed, clenching together as the heat within her flowed into her chest, great gouts of flame spurting from her nipples, racing after a violet liquid that spattered onto the ground.

Burn! Everything must burn! As HE commands it!

Gusts of flame spread over the ground in front of her, spilling over the stony road like napalm. It consumed the purple fluid being ejected from her body as it poured towards the massed group of troops.

Their weapons rattled as they pulled back, sensing the great heat of the flames. If it caught them, they would be instantly consumed.

The golden knight laughed. “Is that what you’ve cooked up with your jewel slave, Borjai? It’s hardly impressive.” He raised his sword. “You’ll need far more than that if you wish to break our lines.”

“Oh, but this is only the start,” hissed Borjai, stepping around behind Kai and slapping her ass. “You have not yet seen the full extent of her powers, and by extension, Mine.”

Kai was confused. Her body was literally on fire, but the heat and the flames had left the elven wizard untouched. He didn’t seem to be even a little uncomfortable or inconvenienced.

She shivered, unable to control herself. More and more of the strange fluid ejected from her body, spraying in a high arc. The fire was spreading further, forcing the pikeman back.

They shifted nervously, fear in their eyes. Even the golden horseman was compelled to retreat, his horse neighing as it turned away. Sword raised, he tried to command the horse back towards them, but it refused to obey.

A solid mass pressed against her butt, startling her. “There’s nothing he can do,” hissed the wizard. “Your magical heat is far too potent for even him to dispel. My careful calculations have come to fruition, my revenge is at hand! And you are the instrument of their defeat. How sweet.”

This was all happening rather quickly. She didn’t have any idea what she was turning into, the events around her spiraling out of control.

Who, and why? There were so many questions she couldn’t ask with this damned gag in her mouth!

The wizard ran his fingers up her back, tickling between her shoulder blades. “How I have longed for this moment,” he hissed, sounding a little unhinged. “How I have craved. How I have desired. And now, everything is within my grasp!”

The man’s hands locked around her shoulders. “My wonderful slave. My perfect doll.”

Her body froze as the word sank in, her mind slipping into a trance. She could do nothing, awaiting further commands, her eyes unfocused as they took in the flames rising all around them.

Her spirit self raged against the restrictions, but she could do nothing. Although she felt everything her future body experienced, she was not really there.

She suspected that if she was, she wouldn’t be thinking these thoughts at all. She’d be the wizard’s mindless puppet drone, awaiting his next command.

It was hard for her to stomach how much that was exciting her. How far down the path to becoming a slave had she already walked?

This wasn’t a question she had an answer to, and it might not be something the Pathwalker could tell her, either. She gulped internally. It was becoming more and more clear that she was going to need help to avoid this fate. A lot of it.

A hissing whistle came from her left, a flight of arrows angling in. They were aiming for her!

She shuddered mentally, bracing for impact, but the arrows never hit her body. As they came within the sphere of her fiery influence, they began to burn, their shafts flaring up like matchsticks.

The tips simply melted, turning into globules as they spattered against the frame of the siege engine. The wizard laughed maniacally as he watched, his body jiggling against Kai’s ass. “Fools! Nothing can stop this arcane magick. The preparations I’ve made for this day are impeccable!”

The golden knight regained control of his horse, turning it around on the nearest hilltop to consider his next actions. “Your cursed spell may be potent, but it is impossible for you to counter everything,” he shouted. “I will overcome. Tak’ane!”

He raised an arm, pointing at the fiery siege engine, and suddenly, the sky was filled with colors. Blues, purples, and reds shrieked all around them, like fireworks, impacting against a clear sphere that rippled from the sheer energy of the attack.

Her flames danced through the bubble, boiling as it interacted with the magical attack, but otherwise, the assault was neutralized, countered before it could reach either of them.

Borjai laughed harshly. “Nice try, but this siege engine is impervious to magick, in any form,” the wizard declared. “Its dual action core both produces magickal energy needed for propulsion, while also rejecting any magick outside its bubble. All of your many years of study are useless against this.”

He raised his hands, pulling back from her a little. “Now, witness the power of my control over her. Her full transformation into my jewel slave will be your last revelation.”

When the wizard moved back in, a throbbing plug pressed against her pussy. Her body had been expecting this, welcoming the thick head of his cock as it prized open her inner lips. Finally!

She was so incredibly wet, she could barely contain herself. She was finally being fucked!

The liquid squirting from her nipples increased, fanning the flames. Soon, the sheet of fire was so pronounced that she could barely see the soldiers in front of them.

The pool began to spread in an arc around the siege engine, as if directed by an intelligence. Perhaps it was, but not by her. She was far too busy enjoying the pleasurable friction of the wizard’s dick as it thrust into her.

This was far better than sex by itself. She was being consumed.

The fire, the flames, the passion. It was all a part of her, and she gave herself to it, utterly.

The tattered remains of her past self began to burn, vanishing in the fire as she rose higher, the pulsing rod of her Master’s cock teaching her how utterly enslaved she was to His purpose.

He traced a design on her back with his talons, the lines burning along with the rest of her. The red gem embedded in her belly button glowed in resonance, the flames rising higher.

A fierce wind began to blow around them, whistling through the flames and picking them up. Before the troops could react, the tornado launched some of the magical liquid she had expelled from her breasts, aerosolizing it.

In an instant, it flashed over into a deadly conflagration, barrelling into their ranks. Soldiers cried out in anguish as they were picked up and incinerated instantly, their comrades tossed about and thrown to the ground.

More wind arrived, heralding the presence of more tornados. The horrible forces at play were random in their destruction, indiscriminately plucking out the best of the soldiers and turning them to ash.

She couldn’t laugh or cry at this. She knew what her body was doing to them, but she could barely see it through the flickering flames. Besides, this wasn’t her fault. It was her Master. He was the one to blame. She was only an instrument of his rage.

She was feeling too much pleasure to care, anyway. Her body was consumed by His presence, literally on fire by His command. With every thrust, she was becoming more and more His, unconcerned by anything else.

She was being used, like the doll she was. Ecstasy.

The golden knight on the hill had vanished, to where she did not know or care. If he had been destroyed, her Master had willed it, and if he had not, it was not her problem.

All she must do, at this moment, was enjoy.

Clamping her teeth firmly around the gag, she shut out the cacophony of the army being annihilated, focusing purely on the delicious friction of the cock in her pussy.

While their fate might distress her, it was none of her business. She was a slave, and slaves obeyed, even if their Masters were abhorrent.

Groaning against the gag, her swollen breasts trembled as her skin began to melt into the flames. She was becoming something else, at the behest of her Master. A creature, made of pure fire. Burning and cleansing all who resisted His commands.

Her Master grunted, pressing deeply into her pussy. His orgasm was short, but sweet, his seed blasting into her core as his body shuddered with pleasure.

The gem on her chest vibrated, pressing firmly into her belly as it increased in power. Red lines burned over her body, radiating out from the crystal until they covered her skin, pulsing malevolently. The hue of her body changed to match, marking her new status.

The gem was fusing with her, making them one. She was not a human, free to chart her own destiny. She was Pan’are, owned and controlled. She could be nothing else.

Sighing into the gag, she cooed, shaking with contentment. The heat did not bother her anymore, for she was made of it. It would always be a part of her, just like the gem.

The wizard stroked her ass, admiring her smooth, red skin. “What hubris, to think that he could stop me. Come, my Pan’are, we have a regicide to attend.” He pulled out of her, sighing with satisfaction.

The siege engine creaked, rolling forward under its own power, the magical core thrumming. It was the sound of inevitability.

Her slave body gurgled, trying to say something through the gag that she couldn’t understand.

She didn’t want to understand. She knew exactly what the transformed woman was feeling. This was her Master, whom she loved and obeyed, utterly. Enslaved to his gem and his purpose. Disgusting.

Feeling cold, she watched dispassionately as the wooden wheels rolled through the remains of the soldiers, ash clouds swirling as the fiery tornados began to dissipate. Death and destruction. That was all she was good for.

As a jewel slave, that’s all she could do. Obey, and destroy.

She wanted to cry, but couldn’t. She wasn’t in control of this body. He was.

She didn’t want this. Didn’t want to see this. Didn’t want to know anything more about this. She was done.

Sadness coiled through her core as the castle approached, the tingle of pleasure in her loins turning sour as she realized the utter horror of the situation. She was a slave, his Pan’are. Forever.

A soft hand patted her back. “You don’t need the restraints any longer, do you, my little fire elemental? You’re hot for me all the time.”

The heat within her roiled, an internal reactor that would never go out. A hiss of flames bellowed from her mouth, wrapping around the ball gag, sizzling against the strap.

The leather gave out, her mouth free for the first time in ages. Her mouth spread into a wide smile. “Of course, Master, anything for you,” she said, giggling as her body jiggled against the frame.

They were approaching the portcullis now, close enough that the defenders on the walls were shouting their fear. A scatter of arrows flew at them, uselessly burning up before they reached the siege machine.

“Now, burn them all!” hissed her Master, and she obeyed.


Chapter Four

Kai choked, bending over as she clutched at her chest. Her throat felt as though it had been burned, rough and scratchy. Hot.

A soft hand touched her shoulder, waiting patiently for her to gather herself. Tears formed in her eyes, her emotions boiling inside. “They died,” she croaked. “They burned to ashes, and all I could do was watch.”

The Pathwalker made a sound in acknowledgement. “Was this one worse than your last vision?” she asked softly.

“Much worse,” replied Kai, leaning back against the library wall. “To be a slave is bad, but it can always be worse.”

Moiraine let her go, tapping a metallic talon against her elbow. “Did you see anything out of place? Any clues that might help you to steer away from this future?” She paused. “Your raw emotions are cloaking your logical brain right now, I know, but it’s important. With time, this vision will fade, like all dreams, and any use you might glean from it will be gone.”

“I’m not sure I could forget that,” replied Kai, swallowing heavily. Her throat was starting to feel a little better. The pain must have been psychosomatic.

She ran back through the dream sequence, trying to pinpoint anything that stood out. Who were the major players? What were they trying to accomplish? A quick recap might help.

“The wizard who held me captive, Borjai,” she began slowly. “He’s gunning for some kind of revenge. Against a man, I gather, holed up in a castle. Throughout the vision, he used me, like a tool, to destroy the army arrayed against me. Burning them in a horrendous fashion.”

She choked up again, waiting for the bile in her throat to subside. “He changed me into his slave. Via a red jewel. What the hell is a Pan’are?”

“The basic translation is simple,” replied Moiraine, her lips clamped together. “It means ‘jewel slave,’ though the connotations are more complicated.”

Kai shivered, remembering the elements of her transformation. “The jewel fused with me. As it became a part of me, I began to burn up, as though its fire had become a part of me. I wasn’t… human. I was a thing. His thing.”

Moiraine nodded. “A fire elemental. There are many types of jewel slaves, so this is not so surprising to me. The method is always the same, but the outcome can often be quite distinct.”

Kai stiffened her back, trying to regain some of the poise the vision had taken from her. “Is there any way to reverse it?” she asked urgently. “Can I avoid being a slave?”

The Pathwalker tilted her ankle, her hips shifting with uncertainty. “That may not be possible,” she said, twisting her lips. “Your trajectory may already be immovable.”

“Then what was the point of all this?” Kai yelled, throwing up her hands. “Why bother seeing what’s going to happen if there’s no way to change it?”

Moiraine’s shoulders stiffened. “I didn’t say that, now did I? Please, don’t put words in my mouth again.”

A sudden pulse of emotion flooded her brain, and tears began to form. “I just don’t want to be like that,” she said, her face cracking under the strain. She squeezed her eyes together, droplets sticking to her long lashes. “I don’t want to be his destroyer.”

Moiraine frowned, her body straightening. She took a step forward and grabbed her by the neck. “Now, listen here. You’ve already given up. Why would you do that? I wouldn't have brought you here if this was pointless. I only use my talents on those I can help, and you are not helpless.

Kai choked, surprised at the woman’s sudden aggressiveness. “What should I do, then?” she cried, almost in a wail.

“You might not be able to avoid becoming a slave, but you might certainly be able to avoid becoming his slave,” hissed the Pathwalker, squeezing her a little before letting her go. “Don’t allow despair to overwhelm you.”

She stepped back, staring intensely at her. “Now, tell me, are there any little details about the last vision that you can recall? Anything out of place? Anything off?”

A faint, golden shape tinkled in the back of her mind, but there was nothing definite. “No,” she said finally, with a heavy breath. “I’m afraid the details are already starting to fade.”

“As I feared,” huffed the Pathwalker. “Unfortunately, I can do no more for you than this. Anything else is up to you. Please, run through it a few more times on your own, and perhaps something useful will appear. Even if it is subconscious, it could still help you through the trials to come.”

She smiled mysteriously. “Many of my patients find this to be the case, but I cannot claim one hundred percent efficacy. As with everyone, your fate is your own.”

Kai sniffled, finding it difficult to accept this. She had seen so much in such a short time.

“I need time to process all this,” she said, feeling small.

“You might not have it,” replied the Pathwalker, lifting her arms as she pressed the backs of her hands together. “We’re out of time, I’m afraid. There are no more visions I can give you.”

A faint shot of fear shone through her eyes, but was quickly extinguished. “The Lord of Time can be capricious,” she confessed. “I dare not tread further upon his good will.”

Kai squinted. “Who is that?” she asked.

This mysticism was beyond her. Despite her curiosity, all that she really wanted to do now was to go home.

Moiraine shook her head. “No more questions. Despite how frustrated patients can get with me, there are good reasons why I cannot explain everything. I am bound by the rules, just as much as anyone else.”

Kai was about to ask about those rules, but Moiraine held up her hand. “Our time together is up, I’m afraid. Take what you have learned here, and use it wisely, An’ana.”

There it was, another word in a language she knew nothing about. She sighed as reality began to dissolve around her. “I suppose you can’t tell me what that means?” she asked.

Moiraine smiled brightly, but said nothing, pressing the tips of her taloned gloves together.

Her vision shuddered, and suddenly the library was gone. Feeling dizzy, she almost stumbled, a feminine hand catching her by the shoulder to keep her upright. “Are you okay?” asked Sandy.

She was back in the club, the gentle thumping music and shifting lights darting over the misty stage. She stared at Moiraine, who was still in the same pose as she had seen in the vision. The mask she had used to administer the gas that had brought them into the trance-like state was still dangling from above, within reach.

Reaching out, the Pathwalker cupped the nose of the mask, pressing it against her mouth and taking a deep breath. Her eyes sparkled, spinning with colors. “I have done all I can for you,” she announced, taking a step back to join the dancers arrayed around her. “The answers you seek cannot be found here.”

Her disturbing eyes flickered towards Sandy. “I am done with her. She is all yours.”

The dizziness began to fade, and she shook off Sandy’s hold. “I’m getting better,” she announced, the urge to throw up gradually easing. “What happened while I was out?”

“You joined the dancers, and, led by Moiraine, performed some moves I didn’t think you could do. What happened? You were out of it for at least a half hour.”

“I… don’t know that I can explain properly,” replied Kai, starting to feel a little woozy. “Definitely not here. I… have to go home and digest what just happened.”

Sandy nodded, pressing a glass into her hands. “Here, drink this first, you’re probably exhausted from all that dancing.”

Looking down at the orange liquid dubiously, she shrugged and tossed it back. Orange juice. A pity, she was expecting something with a bit more kick.

At any rate, the sugary juice was exactly what she needed. She closed her eyes and drank it down, savoring the refreshing tang.

She began to feel more steady, less sweaty. The immediacy of her dream state was already beginning to dissolve into the background noise of her brain, but she didn’t want to think too deeply about it. Not now. The trauma was still too fresh.

Sandy took the empty glass from her, setting it on the floor next to one of the tables outside the arena. She wouldn’t have been tall enough to do this normally, but the platform boots she was wearing gave her the height she needed. Kai was impressed - that was certainly one practical use for the usually impractical party boots.

Sandy returned, taking her by the hand. “Come on, I’ll take you home. I hope you don’t mind if I invade, but it doesn’t feel right leaving you alone right now. I’ll bring you back to get your car later.”

Kai quickly debated how much she actually wanted to be alone, and finally decided she didn’t. Not with the horrid scenes she had just seen. Maybe she should talk them out with her friend, try to exorcize them? It certainly couldn’t hurt.

“Okay,” she said reluctantly, following her friend back up the ramp leading out of the arena.

She took a quick glance at the other dancers. They were in a circle, their hands out, touching Moiraine in the middle.

The Pathwalker was paying no attention to her, clearly enjoying the attention of the masked dancers as their hands played over her body. She frowned, though there didn’t seem to be anything sexual about it.

The mist around them glowed intensely, but it was probably from the spotlights above. She glanced up, but all of the overhead lighting was off. Weird.

Sandy pushed into the back hallway, turning to grab a second door handle. “I don’t have any duties in the club today,” she explained, “so it’s not a bother. I can stay most of the afternoon.”

Kai cleared her throat. “You don’t have to,” she said. “I think I’m going to be alright.”

“Of course I do!” exclaimed Sandy, pushing out into the brightness of the midday sun. “I’d be a poor friend if I left you alone after all that. Besides, I went through a lot to get you dressed up, and I just know you’d take it all right off again if I wasn’t there.”

She wasn’t wrong, but was that really any of her business? “Fine,” Kai said. “Maybe we could have a tea party or something, I dunno.” Her belly gurgled. “Or we could go get lunch. I haven’t had anything yet today.”

She was about to suggest a local restaurant, but a thrumming hum sounded in the back of her mind. A sudden need seized her, her mouth opening to speak without her conscious volition. “How about we stop by my place first?” she said robotically. “I forgot my purse there.”

This was a lie, as she knew for a fact that she had left it in the dressing room of the club, but the urgent need to go home prevented her from correcting herself.

“Okay, that sounds fine to me,” replied Sandy, steering Kai towards a silver SUV with a hatchback. “Maybe we could have a little talk first while we’re there, sort out some of what the Pathwalker showed you.”

Kai nodded, opening the passenger side door, the handle feeling funny in her hands. “Some of it is pretty personal, but I’ll think about it on the way there.”

Personal was putting it lightly. There was no way she was going to tell her friend about some of the oversexualized events that occurred in those dreams. She’d have to find a way to gloss over them.

Sandy slammed the door shut, putting the key in the ignition and starting the vehicle. Kai’s brows furrowed, a new topic coming to mind. Anything to distract her from that strange thrumming need in her brain.

“This seems like it’s pretty new. How do you like it so far?” she asked.

Sandy revved the engine as she turned out into traffic, her purple eyes flashing as she scanned for other cars. “The A/C is too cold, even on the first notch setting,” she said, flexing her ringed hands around the wheel. “Otherwise, I don’t have many complaints. I haven’t really had the time to get used to it yet.”

She paused. “Should I take a left at this intersection, or the next one?”

“The next one,” replied Kai, rotating her fingers to study the green nail polish. Her friend had really done an amazing job.

“Sandy,” she said slowly. “The Pathwalker just showed me some serious shit. I don’t have any real reason to suspect that you’re involved, but… are you?” She laughed nervously. “Please, tell me you’re not. I’m seriously starting to lose my grip on reality here.”

Sandy sighed, making a smooth left turn at the light. “I won’t lie to you,” she said firmly. “I’m not certain I can tell you the whole truth, either. I’m under a lot of restrictions.”

Kai barked out a strained laugh. “That’s exactly what the Pathwalker said to me, too,” she said harshly. “But I’m tired of remaining in the dark. Please, can you tell me what the hell is going on here?”

Sandy bobbed her head. “Very well. I’ll tell you what I can.”

Her purple lips quirked as she collected her thoughts, the barbell in her lower lip glimmering as sunlight shifted over her face. “How long have you known me? Since high school, right?”

“Yeah, that’s right. We were always part of the outcast club, though I was more emo, and you liked goth stuff.” Kai smiled. “I remember hanging out together and criticizing the pretty girls in their tight tights and slutty makeup.”

Sandy laughed. “That’s right, we hated those minxes. You might recall, though, I never really talked much about my family.”

“That’s right.” Kai frowned. “I didn’t ask. I thought you might have had a shitty home life like me. I spent a lot of time complaining about my foster parents.”

“I remember. They were strict and wouldn’t let you watch cartoons, right?”

Kai shifted in her seat uncomfortably. “Looking back, they weren’t all bad. They weren’t my real parents, though, so it was easy to complain about them.”

Sandy’s knuckles were white on the steering wheel. “It’s really hard telling you this, because I’ve been keeping this secret for a long time. I know what happened to your real parents.”

Stunned, Kai pressed her palms into her knees. “You what?” she croaked, her throat seizing up.

“You see, we’re not from around here,” her friend continued, keeping her eyes firmly on the road. “You and I… we weren’t born in this world.”

Kai’s chest lurched, the various clues she had been collecting beginning to lock into place. “We came from a… fantasy world. One with grasslands and castles and… magick. Am I right?”

Sandy glanced at her, a frown on her pale face. “How could you possibly know that? No, don’t tell me, I’m going to mess up this story if I don’t stay focused.”

Kai pointed towards an upcoming sign. “You’ll want to turn here.”

“Thanks.” Her friend slowed down and made the turn, gathering her thoughts again as her shoulders tensed.

“Your parents were the Duke and Duchess of Collain’der,” she said abruptly. “As vassals of the High King, they were tasked with administering the lands surrounding the throne. A king does not usually handle such minutiae himself, as the time it would take would be prohibitive.”

Kai’s breath hissed out as a flood of questions bloomed in her mind. “I want to know everything about them,” she said, a sense of urgency seizing her. “We don’t have the time for that now, though. What happened to them? Why am I here and not there?”

“It has to do with the circumstances surrounding their deaths,” Sandy said, shaking her head. “I don’t know everything about what happened. I heard this all third hand.”

Kai laid back in her seat, unable to get comfortable. “It doesn’t matter. Tell me.”

“Well, like I said, the details are kind of murky, but they had been called to a meeting with the king along with his council. The court mage was called as well, so I can only imagine they were working on an important spell.”

She paused. “Something went horribly wrong. Your parents didn’t survive… whatever it was. Those who did, were completely covered in blood. Human, animal? Nobody knew, but it caused quite a stink among the servants.”

“And?” asked Kai, sensing that there was more to the story.

“It wasn’t just a spell gone wrong. The mage must have done something he wasn’t supposed to do, as the king outright banished him from the kingdom afterwards. Unfortunately, that wasn’t the end of it. The mage publicly swore revenge on the king and everyone involved in the botched event.”

“Okay, so where do I come in?” asked Kai, a little skeptical at her friend’s story. “I’m not directly involved in whatever the hell happened, so why wasn’t I placed with a foster family in Collain’der?”

The word seemed strange in her mouth, and she was fairly certain she had mispronounced it. Oh well.

Sandy laid her head back against the headrest, tapping at the steering wheel as she slowed to follow the traffic ahead. “Rumors began to spread that the mage was looking for you. He wanted to use you in some way to advance his revenge, but there wasn’t anything definite. There must have been some legitimate intelligence, though, because shortly thereafter, you vanished.”

Her face scrunched up with barely contained anger. “I was pretty young, then, too, so I didn’t really know what happened. All I knew was that the toddler I had been playing with had suddenly gone away. As you might imagine, I wasn’t too happy about that.”

Kai leaned forward. “Are you telling me that we knew each other as kids? Are you kidding me?”

Sandy shook her head. “I’m dead serious. It was only much later, after I grew up, that I became rebellious enough that the king was forced to send me to this world to be educated. I wasn’t willing to give up on you.”

Stunned, Kai stared at her friend, her mouth flopping open like a fish. “You’re only here… because of me?”

Sandy nodded, biting her lip as she squeezed the steering wheel.

Kai swallowed heavily. That admission was almost more difficult for her to believe than the idea that she hadn’t been born in this world. That she did have a loving family, that she hadn’t been deserted and unwanted, left to her own devices without any help.

All of these revelations coming at once was too much. She simply couldn’t process them all.

Stone faced, she clamped her lips together as familiar scenery came into view. “My condo is over there,” she said, pointing off to the right.

She took some small measure of comfort in the familiarity of the wooden sided building, but its brightly painted exterior failed to bring her any joy. There was too much to unpack, and she couldn’t do it here. Wouldn’t do it here.

Blinking back a sudden upwelling of emotion, she grabbed at the door handle as the vehicle came to a stop. “I don’t know what to think.” She halted. “No, I don’t want to think. Just let me digest for a while and freshen up. Come on.”

She shot Sandy a shaky smile as she climbed out of the SUV, her legs shaking. The sun felt good on her back after her stint in the air conditioned vehicle, grounding her back in reality.

The visions and revelations she had just received felt a little muted as she took a deep breath of fresh air, taking in the faint scent of pine. She could do this. She could cope.

Besides, the sudden need she had experienced when asking Sandy to come home with her had returned, thrumming in her head. She couldn’t turn her friend away when the need was so strong.

She stepped along the pavement, up onto the sidewalk, towards the stairs to her condo. She was unable to look away. She needed to go to her bedroom, immediately.

As she climbed the stairs, an uncertain call came from behind her. “I just remembered… your purse. You left it back in the dressing room, didn’t you? Do we have to go back?”

Go back? Why would she ever need to do that?

Stepping onto the landing with confidence, she marched up to her front door on her platform heels and turned the handle. It slid open with ease, revealing the warmly colored interior.

She turned, grinning at Sandy. “I must have forgotten to lock up when I left this morning. I was in quite a rush.”

That was a lie, as she was pretty certain she had, but the need was overwhelming her thoughts. She simply had to get to her bedroom, and she’d make any excuse necessary to accomplish that goal.

Sandy looked a little bemused, but accepted her explanation without questioning it. Stepping over the threshold, she took a quick look around, her purple eyes flashing. “Isn’t this a little cutesy for someone your age?”

She stepped up to the bookshelf near the entrance and picked up a heart shaped metallic dish, accented with sparkles. She turned it around, holding up next to her face. “This is a bit tacky. I think we can do better.”

Kai rolled her eyes. “It’s not polite to wander into someone’s house and criticize their decor,” she said, though she really didn’t care all that much. There was something far more important to her that needed to be done immediately.

Sandy set the dish back on the shelf. “I’m sorry,” she said smirking, “but not really. You really need my help. All of this is trite, modern garbage.”

Kai stiffened her neck, suddenly a little annoyed. “You can wait here and catalog my poor life choices,” she said. “I need to go freshen up. I’ll be right back.”

Whirling, she turned and headed towards her bedroom, slamming the door behind her. The unmitigated cheekiness! Just because she had consented to dressing up as a goth didn’t mean she was going for the full makeover!

There was no way she was going to buy dozens of corsets and fill her closets with leather, masks, collars, and loads and loads of yummy, shiny boots… oh. She blinked.

She really did have it bad, but no. She couldn’t even consider it. She had just quit her job, remember? She didn’t have the budget for anything kinky.

Mind busy, she moved towards the master bathroom on autopilot, passing her bed, when she froze. On top of her pillow there was a folded letter, stamped with a red wax seal.

That hadn’t been there when she had woken up, and she definitely hadn’t bothered making the bed when she had left.

The ill defined need in the back of her mind was still there, but… she really needed to piss as well. Frowning, she picked up the letter and took it with her, deciding to relieve her curiosity and bladder simultaneously.

She set it on top of the toilet, staring at it in curiosity as she unbuckled her skirt and leather panties. Picking it back up, she sat down, running a lacquered finger under the edge of the envelope.

The seal popped off easily, the smell of lavender tickling her nose. Frowning, she lifted the flap and pulled out the short message inside.

“Na’tock,” it began, in highly stylized cursive. “I’m afraid our first meeting was rather informal, and we both were not in the proper state to give each other our full attention.”

“First impressions are important, of course, but they are not the last word. If it is your pleasure, I would invite you back to the club for drinks - on me, of course. I would very much like to get to know you better.”

“Forever yours, Hallick.”

Below, on the rough parchment, was a handwritten phone number. It looked as though he had messed up some of the digits, crossing out and replacing a few of them. At least he wasn’t perfect.

She frowned. Wait, how the hell had he gotten the letter inside her condo? Had he broken in? Was he here, somewhere, lying in wait?

She glanced around, but everything was quiet in her bedroom. She lifted the letter, staring at it as if it was a snake. Had he used some kind of magick to insert it into her bedroom?

She had better get cleaned up and ask Sandy. Sighing, she flushed, putting her outfit back together and washing her hands.

Staring at herself in the mirror, all she could see was fear behind the colored contacts. The decisions she made next were going to define her future, and she didn’t have any idea which ones were important.

Should she call Hallick and meet with him, or should she spend the rest of the night with her friend? Maybe she should simply take off her gothic outfit and tell Sandy that it wasn’t going to work out.

How could she do that, when Sandy had done so much for her? But did it really matter, if Sandy hadn’t told her that she was doing it for her?

She folded her arms and squeezed herself. Boy, was this confusing! How she wished for a knife that could cut away all the cobwebs in her mind to reveal the truth!

There was no such thing in real life. She would have to muddle through, as everyone did.

Picking up the letter, she carried it with her back into the bedroom, fighting with herself. She still couldn’t decide whether it was a good idea to talk to him or not. He certainly seemed confident in himself, and she was definitely curious about whatever ‘Na’tock’ might mean.

He certainly hadn’t looked unattractive when she had met him earlier. His arrogance had been annoying at the time, but even arrogance could be attractive if it stemmed from confidence.

She gripped the letter more firmly. She would call him, but first she’d dig out some more details about him from Sandy. She wanted to know what she was getting herself into.

She took one step towards the door and froze. The pulsing need throbbing within her was back, and now it could not be denied.

Eyes blank, she turned towards the nightstand, dropping the letter onto her bed, her original goal forgotten. She took a few steps on autopilot, her mouth twisting into a smile as she leaned over to open the drawer.

A spark of delight flashed in her brain as she saw the small, white sheet of parchment that awaited her. Picking it up, her eyes traced over the violet letters, committing the instructions to memory. A flash of violet light erased the message when she reached the end, but she wasn’t concerned. All she needed to know was now committed to memory, and she would obey.

She squeezed her thighs together as she dropped the sheet back into the nightstand and picked up the golden key, turning towards her closet. As she slid open the door, the image of a keychain dangled in her mind, glimmering. This was extremely important, but she wasn’t certain why.

Besides, there was already a solid key in her fingers, a lock in front of her. She was following her instructions. Wasn’t that the most important thing to her?

The hole in the wall cracked open, revealing the safe. Her hand moved smoothly, dialing in the combination that glowed in her brain.

A satisfying click resulted, and she pulled the door free. As expected, a brown package was inside. She pulled it out, excited to find out what He had left for her.

She brought the bundle to her bed, setting it next to the letter. She ignored it, unwrapping the parcel and taking out the bondage gear wrapped inside. Chains, clamps, a ball gag, and a butt plug. Everything needed for her to present herself to her Master.

Her friend forgotten, she began to remove some of her clothing. First went the skirt, then the jacket and her underwear. She needed to expose herself for her Master. The instructions demanded it of her, and she must obey.

Her perky nipples hardened, ready for the punishment they were about to receive. She was aroused, and knew it. Dressing up for her Master was always an erotic affair. She just hoped that the Master would use her properly this time instead of putting her off. She was so wet and ready for Him!

It was but a matter of moments for her to slip the clamps onto the ends of her nipples, the spiking pain causing her to shiver in delight. She jiggled a little, admiring the chain as it jumped between her breasts, but unfortunately, she couldn’t spend a lot of time enjoying her predicament. There was so much more to do!

Reaching up to her neck, she unbuckled the fashionable collar Sandy had given her earlier and threw it on the bed with the rest of her clothing. It looked quite nice, but it wasn’t suitable for her Master. She must wear His collar.

She picked up the silvery steel collar He had given her to wear and wrapped it around her neck, sighing with satisfaction as it clicked shut. The solid, heavy presence was comforting, in a way. A reminder that she was owned.

She put her finger through the solid ring on the front, tugging it a little to make sure it was centered. Perfect.

Moving on, she took off her gloves and boots, attaching steel cuffs to her wrists and ankles. She loved their weight, and her Master loved seeing her wearing them.

Shivering with delight, she spread her legs, readying herself for the next part. Inserting the plug was always pleasurable. The collar made her feel owned, but the plug marked her as a sexual object, to be used.

If only He would use her!

She frowned as she applied lubricant to the bulbous end of the plug, twisting it to ensure even coverage. She was careful not to turn it over to look at the jewel. The instructions in her mind were very clear on that point.

In this trance-like slave state, she could remember flashes of their previous sessions together. He would always tease her, but never consummate his lust. Why?

Wasn’t she pretty enough? Wasn’t she obedient enough?

It was enough to drive a slave crazy, but she certainly wouldn’t complain. Not if she could spend more time with Him.

If only she could remember what he looked like! Throughout all her memories, her Master was a blurry presence. She knew that she had caught glimpses of His true form from time to time, but it was all rather murky. She wasn’t certain whether she would recognize Him out on the street.

She shook her head. That didn’t matter. She was His slave, whoever He was. He was the only one who could control her.

Her smile returning, she arched her back as she reached her hand around her side, the wet end of the plug glistening with lubricant.

She pressed the cold end into her ass, trembling with anticipation. This momentary discomfort was nothing compared to the solid rock of her obedience. Indeed, she reveled in the pleasure of the sensations, no matter how strange or uncomfortable. This was how she showed her true slave love for her Master.

She clenched down against the metal tip, her sphincter vibrating as her muscles slowly began to accommodate the intruder. From past experience, she knew that all she had to do was keep up the pressure and let the lubricant do its work.

That didn’t mean she couldn’t help it along. She pulsed her ass muscles, pushing and clenching in a slow rhythm until she felt her body accepting the rounded end.

It slid all the way in with a quick slurp, the jeweled tip laying flat against her butt, ready to be toyed with by her Master.

She pressed her hips forward, enjoying the strange sensation of being filled by the plug. Touching her breasts, she gave them a little squeeze, the throbbing pain at her nipples setting her alight. She was almost ready for Him.

Picking up the rest of her chains, she turned towards the door, following the instructions in her mind. She wouldn’t dare to think of disobeying them. Once set, they could not be changed or deviated from.

She padded towards the door on bare feet, the chains tinkling as they dangled from her hands. The weight of the solid cuffs delighted her, her thighs tingling as she thought about how she would soon be bound and presented.

A sudden muffled scream from the next room broke her chain of thought. She frowned, unable to process this deviation from her intended goal.

For a brief moment, the certainty of her instructions wavered, but they soon slid firmly back into control. Gathering the chains in her left hand, she cracked open the door, a wave of lust hitting her loins as she took in the scene beyond.

The blurry form of a man had grabbed her friend from behind, wrapping his taloned fingers over her mouth. A dark purple gem dangled from his other hand, swinging in front of her eyes.

“What serendipity!” the man hissed. “Fate has sent me the pawn I need to obtain my deepest desires. And how could he possibly see it coming? Nobody would expect sweet revenge to be delivered at the hands of their own daughter.”

Kai’s mouth dropped open as she stared at the gem, her eyes following every movement as it slowly twirled. She had no idea what her Master was talking about, but it wasn’t important to her.

Her arms relaxed, the chains forgotten as they slid to the floor. The pulsing jewel was everything.

The man’s hand slid off her friend’s lips, moving to clasp her shoulder. The blurry glamour that hid his form shifted, briefly revealing thick lips and violet eyes. “And so receptive, too. As I suspected, all of the girls of Collain’der are susceptible to becoming Pan’are. All it requires is the proper control gem.”

His chest heaved with dark laughter. “Two of a kind. Gothic jewel slaves to grace my new throne. I like the sound of that.”

Kai shuddered as the instruction intruded upon her trance. She wanted to keep watching the lovely gem, but she could not stay there forever. The commands glowing in her brain were quite insistent.

They promised her that she could spend all the time she wanted admiring the glowing jewel once she had finished her tasks, and she believed them. Her obedience flowed directly from the gem, after all.

Keeping her eyes on the jewel, she crouched and retrieved her chains. It took a concerted effort to tear her gaze away and look at the clock. It was almost time.

She turned to the mirror and got down on her knees, arraying the chains in front of her. Fortunately, from this angle, she could still see the spinning gem, giving her the best of both worlds. She could both watch and obey.

The man began to sway the dangling gem back and forth on its golden chain, his voice dropping to a whisper. “Stare deeply into its depths, my dear,” he hissed. “Your thoughts coil into its labyrinth, trapped and beholden to my commands. Just like a true Pan’are.”

Sandy’s lips worked, but she said nothing, mesmerized by the polished surface of the gem, her mind caught within its facets. It was insidious. It was inevitable.

Kai trembled as she attached a chain to her ankle cuffs. Her friend was experiencing the utter joy of being enslaved by the gem, and there was nothing she could do about it. Soon, they would both be jewel slaves together. Sister Pan’are.

She wasn’t certain why that thought was so hot, but she couldn’t think of anything else. That could simply be a side effect of being in the presence of the gem. Worshiping the gem. Hoping that the gem would merge with her, fuse into her belly, turn her into its creature.

She bit her lip, attaching more chains to her wrists. The plug throbbed in her ass, pain dripping from her nipples.

The last lock clicked on, and she was complete. Arching her back, she thrust her chest outwards, a wide smile on her brainless face. She stared at her colored eyes in the mirror, her vision blurring as the jewel flashed.

Instructions complete, she waited patiently for the Master to finish with Sandy. Perhaps, if her friend was obedient enough, He would grace her with His presence.

Her Master’s head shifted as He lifted the necklace the gem was attached to, the faint, pointy outlines of his ears showing as he brought it down over Sandy’s neck. The jewel sat on top of her chest, between her breasts, fat and happy.

“Come here, slave, and watch the gem,” he commanded, giving Sandy a little push.

Sandy took a step towards the mirror, her eyes unfocused. Hands at her sides, she breathed regularly, saying nothing.

Master folded his hands, studying her for a long moment, as if deciding what to do. She wanted to demand that He attend her, but that would be imprudent. She was not the Master, and should not attempt to order him around.

She was but a needy slave, and she was on fire. The heat between her legs had turned up a notch, teased by the plug in her ass. Being obedient was a huge turn on, but she needed to be touched.

Jealousy blossomed in her chest as Master sidled up next to Sandy, cupping her breasts. “I could never have imagined this during my court days,” he said idly, slipping his hands inside her bra. “I would have been executed on the spot. And now, here we are. I must admit it’s a heady experience.”

He sighed. “It’s also improper. I must deepen my hold over you before I run out of time. I’m sure this bit of serendipity will also come with corresponding costs, but I will not allow this opportunity to slip from my fingers. A matching pair of Pan’are is far too enticing a prospect.”

He moved his hands up to her shoulders and pulled her body against his. “Come, slave,” he whispered into her ears. “You shall join your sister on the floor, and I shall begin the ritual of Pan’are.”

Sandy didn’t appear to be in any state to deny him, her eyes fluttering as she stared at the gem. Thoroughly hypnotized, she stepped forward at his behest, her legs bending as she pressed her knees into the carpeted floor next to Kai.

The two of them, waiting together for their Master. It was almost enough for her to orgasm right then and there.

She couldn’t, however. She had not been ordered to, and her instructions had run out. All she could do at the moment was wait patiently for her Master to grace her with His presence - while she watched the glorious, polished gem that sat on her friend’s chest.

Mesmerized, she almost jumped when her Master got down on the ground next to her, a floppy, flesh colored dildo in his hands, attached to a leather harness. “To start our session, I will be working with her,” he announced. “You shall occupy yourself with this while I prep her.”

Pressing the base against the carpet, he rotated the head of the molded dick so that the tip pressed against her pussy. The end was already lubricated, so it didn’t take much for him to slip it inside.

She gasped a little, jiggling as she retained this new plug, pleased at being so full. He wasn’t finished yet, however, slipping the leather straps around her sides. His hands moved quickly, pulling the straps taut to buckle it on.

“You look like a proper slut,” announced her Master, reaching his hand down to tweak the jeweled plug in her ass. “Your obedience pleases me.”

She cried out as the words stroked her brain, a fire burning in her loins. The heat spread upwards, over her belly, a flash of purple streaking across her slave tattoo. The collared woman burned brightly, showing off her lewd bosom to her Master as she bowed in obedience. Chained and bound, just as she should be.

Her Master vanished for a moment as he turned away from the mirror, and she whimpered, wishing for a gag. Her instructions had not included one this time, however, and she wasn’t sure why. All of her previous sessions had specified one, so its absence must be intentional.

Her confusion vanished as he returned with a rounded gem in the palm of his hands, glowing a malevolent red. Her breath hitched as she studied the polished cabochon, knowing immediately that this was hers.

It matched the gem that her friend wore. They were meant to be sisters. Slave sisters.

She watched the jewel as it lowered, hissing with dismay as he turned his palm and pressed it against her belly button. She wanted to see it. To worship and understand her method of enslavement.

The clock chimed, and the red lines of her tattoo burned upwards, wrapping around the gem, curling in on themselves. As her Master’s hand lifted away, the lines inserted themselves into either side of the glowing gem, connecting her body to the jewel in an intimate fashion.

The gem pulsed intently, matching its rhythm with her body. It slowed down as it burned, integrating itself into her. She was reminded of the vision the Pathwalker had shown her, but her body did not burst into flame or begin to transform.

A pity. She wanted to see everything the gem was capable of.

It certainly took pride of place on her chest, glued to her body. No matter how much she jiggled her breasts, it refused to fall out.

Her Master paid no attention to her antics, rounding the table behind them. Reaching down, he picked up a small box, twisting a knob. She stopped her jiggling, her eyes widening at the sudden vibration that started down below.

Oh. That felt nice.

She grunted, pushing her hips forward, but of course that did nothing to change the stimulation being provided by the dildo embedded inside her. It felt good to do, though, so she did it again.

Yes, this was highly arousing. If nothing changed, she could cum from this alone, though it would take her a while to get there.

Lost in her own world, she stared at herself, enjoying the pulsing glow of the gem as her breasts bounced in time with the stimulation. Looking like a bimbo was hot.

She licked her lips and moaned. She was a perfect gothic slut slave, exposing herself for her Master. She hoped that he was enjoying the lewd display, and would use her soon.

Her Master knelt again, this time behind her friend. His taloned hands tickled over her shoulders as he breathed into her ears. “Look at her,” he whispered.

“You can be like her, too. Brainless, exposed, enslaved. She would welcome you with open arms. The two of you could belong to each other just as much as you belong to me. Doesn’t that sound exciting?”

Sandy groaned, but didn’t look away from the gem around her neck. Sweat beaded her brow, as if she was struggling internally, but she couldn’t move. His commands had frozen her in place.

The terrible control He possessed was only now becoming obvious to her friend. The reason why she obeyed him utterly.

This would soon turn to eagerness, she knew, just as it had for her. Nobody could resist the pleasure of giving in.

“It is time for you to know who owns you,” declared the Master. “Gaze upon me, and rejoice. Ahead of you awaits a new future, belonging to me.”

The shimmering glamour dropped, revealing her Master’s true form. His pointed ears were angular, leading down to a narrow face. His eyebrows dipped down, making him look like he was perpetually frowning.

His eyes glowed violet as he grinned at his slaves, dark blue skin clashing with the white dress shirt he wore. His black hair was unbound, touching his shoulders.

The unruly mass tingled with raw energy, a malevolent aura glowing around him. “My name is Borjai, Master from the school of infinite facets. Look upon me with love,” he commanded. “Once you are reborn as my creatures, nothing in this world or the next will stop us.”

Kai’s eyes roamed to his chest, and she frowned. There was something missing there. Something important that could change her future.

Her face relaxed. If she couldn’t remember, it wasn’t important. The tingling in her pussy was far too insistent for her to hold onto that type of analytical thought.

Her Master’s arms reached around the sides of Sandy’s chest, his taloned fingers resting gently over her bare belly. Kai hadn’t been paying close attention to her friend, but at some point her outer clothing and underwear had been stripped, revealing her toned body and perfect breasts.

This was yet another thing she didn’t know about her friend, but the revelation did not affect her. It was simply another data point to file away.

If they were to be slaves together, they would soon get to know each other very intimately. All in service to their new Master.

Her Master’s hands dropped to Sandy’s pussy, dipping inside to wet the tips of his talons. Returning to her belly, he whispered a few foreign words, sparks of energy flickering as he began to trace a design. A shimmer of violet followed the spiky points, burning delicate lines onto her skin.

Sandy grunted, but remained still, her body still held by the jewel on her chest. She licked her lips reflexively, her hands clenching against her thighs.

Kai remembered her first time. It was similar to this, but different. Kai hadn’t had a sister slave to rely upon as she sank further into her Master’s grip.

“Now, slave,” rumbled Borjai, looking at Kai. “Tell your new sister slave of your obedience to your gem. About what it’s like to be Mine. Encourage her down the same path you have trod. This will help her to accept my yoke. To become like you. A Pan’are.”

Kai nodded vociferously, accepting this new command as if it was her world. Her mouth opened and she began to speak, the words tumbling out without much thought.

“I love being a jewel slave,” she began. “I feel so hot every day, but I can’t tell anyone. It’s so frustrating not being satisfied.”

Her Master grunted his irritation, so she moved on. “I’ve been enslaved to the jewel for months,” she confessed. “Master has been working on me every night, enhancing my tattoo, deepening my devotion. I can’t explain to you how good it is to give in, to feel every pulse of obedience as my mind is further harnessed by every line he draws.”

She tore herself away from gazing at her red gem, looking at the tattoo being started by her Master on her friend’s open belly. Her chest moved reflexively as the painful talons dug in, but her Master was an expert - the lines were clean, a feminine figure taking shape.

Her heart swelled as she realized that it would be a mirror image of the tattoo she possessed - a slave girl, chained and waiting at the pleasure of her Master. They would be twins.

“As he carves his will onto your body, you can feel the heat rising in your loins. You desire to be one with the gem. To give everything you have to it.” She breathed deep, her chains jangling. “Once you have given it everything you possess, you come out the other side, a pure being of obedience. There is nothing more erotic than utter loyalty.”

She clenched her lips together, holding back a gasp of pleasure. This was bad.

Obeying her Master’s instructions was pushing her towards the edge, but Master had not given her permission to have an orgasm. With nowhere to go, the heat was building to an infinite high.

Would she explode, turning into the phoenix of her dreams? No, it was not to be, otherwise the Pathwalker would have shown it to her. She was not yet at the point of no return.

Not that she cared about such silly things when she was being an obedient slave. She hissed, the urgency subsiding as she controlled herself.

Her eyes flicked back to the jewel in her chest, unable to tear herself away for long. It was pulsing, a malevolent force that drove her towards obedience. The new core of her body. She would do anything for the jewel’s holder.

Red streaks surrounded the gem, sweeping outwards in dark curves. Her very skin was changing, becoming corrupted by its presence. A premonition of things to come.

She smiled. Yes, let it happen. She wanted to become.

Her mouth opened as more words came out. She wanted to explain to her friend what awaited her. What a poor form of communication language was!

“As the heat rises within you, give yourself to it,” she urged. “Become one with your gem, so that our Master can command you. You will love it more than life itself.”

That was all she had. She grunted, spasming around the dildo in her pussy. She glanced at her Master, afraid that he would punish her for her body’s weakness, but he didn’t seem dismayed, only returning her gaze with a knowing grin.

“Thank you, Master!” she cried out, giving herself to the rush of pleasure.

Her body rocked against the air, the dildo throbbing within her as she clenched against it. The butt plug pushed outwards, the bulbous end almost escaping her sphincter before it was pulled back in.

She didn’t care. The sensation of slavery was an unbelievable experience. She was so happy that her new sister would experience it with her.

As she came back down, she realized that the short orgasm had relieved very little of the pressure building within her. She looked at her Master again, sighing as she realized that he was still occupied with the tattoo. Maybe she could speed him up a little.

“I can’t wait to be used by you, Master,” she said, cooing as she settled against her ass. “When will you take me and transform me into your creature?”

Borjai slashed a few lines into Sandy’s belly, drawing a thick collar around the slave woman. “You know this,” he said, a little irritated. “Everything in due course. Your tattoo is almost finished, but I cannot do it today. I only have enough magick to do one at a time, and your slave sister needs my full attention.”

He made small circles, drawing a chain leading from the slave woman’s neck. Sandy groaned, pressing back against their Master as her cheeks glowed a ruddy red. Her breasts were soft and swollen, demanding that someone knead them.

Kai licked her lips, but she would be punished for such insolence. Even if she wanted to do so, there wasn’t sufficient play in her chains to allow her to touch them. Such a pity.

Worse, in this position, she couldn’t touch herself, either. The belt securing the dildo in her pussy was secured tightly across her back, and she couldn’t reach around to play with her breasts, either. That left only the ass plug.

A fake smile fixed to her face, she slowly moved her hands downwards, hoping her Master wasn’t looking. Taking her pleasure like this wasn’t strictly forbidden, but he would certainly frown at her initiative.

Ah, who cared? Whatever wasn’t explicitly forbidden was fair game, right? It wasn’t like she had any other orders to follow at the moment.

Just a little tease. What could it hurt?

As the tips of her fingers touched the jeweled end of her ass plug, Master shifted his weight, adjusting how he was holding her sister slave. His eyes fluttered as his fingers danced, expertly finishing the outline of the slave woman’s head.

For a long moment, Kai thought she was going to get away with it, but His eyes were hooded. “Freeze,” he commanded, his fingers working. “Take no liberties without my command. I want you to burn for me.”

She made a sound of sadness, but relaxed. She couldn’t disobey a direct order.

The heat began to build inside her once more, tickling the underside of her breasts as it licked upwards. Sweat was beginning to build over her chest as the pressure increased.

“Master,” she said slowly, trying a different tactic. “How long are you going to play with that slut? I’m ready and willing to be used by you.”

“I am beginning to regret not including a gag in your instructions,” growled Borjai. “Please, be quiet. This next part is crucial.”

The direct order forced her lips shut, and she sighed internally. Making her Master angry certainly wouldn’t do her any favors. Especially not when she so earnestly desired his attention.

There was nothing for it. She would have to bottle up her lust and hope for the best. Her jewel could help her with this, but she was far more curious about how her friend was holding up.

She glanced at Sandy, hoping for some sort of distraction to pull her away from the juicy tingling between her legs. Sandy was breathing hard, perspiration collecting on her chin. As she watched, a droplet formed and dribbled to the floor.

Her lips gaped open, a grunt coming from somewhere deep inside. They formed themselves into a word, but there was no energy behind it. “Please,” she whispered.

Kai wished she could say something to help her get through this, but her lips were well and truly sealed. If only she hadn’t irritated her Master!

Perhaps there was something she could do. She stared at her friend’s blank eyes, pursing her lips into a kiss. At first, she wasn’t certain that she had managed to elicit a reaction, but she kept trying, making faces.

Finally, she spotted a faint hint of recognition in those violet eyes. It wasn’t much of anything, but that was enough. Eyes shining, she silently mouthed a phrase at her. I love you.

There was no reaction, but Kai was satisfied that she had done all she could for her sister slave. She would soon find out just how enjoyable it was to belong to a proper master.

Borjai inscribed a few more lines and let out a breath. The glowing aura around him had dimmed, his power flowing into the tattoo. “Now,” he said, a grimace of pain on his face as he shifted his body from the rigid position he had been holding. “You’re going to tell me everything you know.”

Sandy’s violet lips moved automatically. “Yes, Master,” she whispered, with very little energy behind the words.

Borjai sighed, looking up as he sat back. “As expected from a Pan’are. I need something a little more specific.”

He moved the tips of his taloned fingers together, scraping off the residue of the magickal ink he had used. “What does the King know about my activities?” he began, a frown settling onto his dark face.

“He and the prime minister have been searching for you,” Sandy said, swallowing. Her twin tails shifted as her voice came stronger. “They know that you have been plotting against him, and have roused their spies. There have been a few firm sightings, but nothing has panned out yet.”

Borjai laughed, clutching his hands to his belly. “That’s rich! Of course they can’t find me, as his spies are looking in the wrong place! How could I expect to properly execute my revenge if I built my base of power where he could easily discover it?”

“He knows that you have been hiding in the mortal world,” Sandy continued, her eyes focusing on the wizard. “That is why we have been on the lookout for you as well.”

“So stern! I should have expected the High King’s daughter to have such reserves.” Leaning forward, he trailed a finger over her shoulder, and she shuddered, the new tattoo on her chest flaring up, glowing the same violet color as the gem on her chest.

“It doesn’t matter,” he hissed. “You belong to me now, even if you won’t admit it to yourself. The fire is rising, and will consume you, in time. Becoming a Pan’are is inevitable. You cannot stop the spell once it has begun.”

Sandy shuddered, but said nothing, a sickly purple aura glowing around her. Kai wasn’t certain when she had started seeing such things, but she knew instinctively that this was a spiritual sign of the chains that now bound her friend.

Just like hers. She looked down, pleased to see a red aura about herself. It hadn’t been there the last time she had looked, but now it was glowing pleasantly, showing off the obedience that lived in her core.

This ability to see magickal auras must be new, as she had possessed no such ability before the gem had been placed in her belly button. It would certainly be useful to her Master, but she could not volunteer the information after he had ordered her to be silent. Perhaps another time.

For now, she would simply enjoy the heat and pleasure of the dildo inside her, and hope that she could experience another orgasm soon.

Borjai wrapped his hand around Sandy’s shoulder. “Tell me, who else of power attends this club of yours?” he purred. “I wish to know my opponents before I commit my pawns.”

Kai shook, understanding that he was referring to her. A pawn. A doll. A slave, by any other word. Being used was so pleasurable.

Sandy struggled with herself, trying to hold back information, but it was pointless. She was just as much of a slave as Kai was, even if the process had not yet been completed.

The stiffness in her body faded as the wizard wrapped his taloned hands around her breasts, tickling her nipples with the tips. She grimaced at the assault, but had little reserve left to fight his control. Back stiff, she trembled under his power as he played her like a fiddle.

“There’s my husband, Tanner, of course,” she squeaked. “He’s a fae noble, as befits my station.”

“What sort of power does he possess?” asked Borjai. “Alchemy? Transmutation?”

Sandy hissed, but her defenses were crumbling. “His power is more in might than in magick,” she confessed. “A minor ability with fire magick, but nothing impressive.”

Borjai chuckled. “I’m surprised that the match was approved,” he remarked. “The High King must have really struggled when the request was brought before the court.”

Sandy shook her head. “It was not a match he approved,” she choked out. “Love has a funny way of distorting reality.”

Borjai’s eyes widened. “Love? Even stranger. I cannot imagine that would have ever gotten past the council.” His eyes hooded. “There must be another reason. Does he have connections to a foreign power, perhaps? An alliance might have offset the deficit in inheritable traits.”

Kai could tell that Sandy was struggling further, now. The wizard must have nailed it with his musings, otherwise she would not be trying to disobey him so ardently.

Sandy’s mouth open and closed like a fish, but nothing issued forth. Borjai frowned, pressing his talons into her nipples. She gasped as a trickle of blood ran down her swollen orbs, but said nothing.

The wizard grunted, looking speculative. “Perhaps that’s as far as I can push it today,” he announced. “Who else should I be worried about?”

Sandy jolted, her breathing stabilizing as the topic shifted. “Hallick, the prime minister, has been visiting lately. He’s very interested in Kai, as they are still betrothed.”

A great belly laugh exploded from within Borjai, startling Kai. “Hallick. Ah, if only he knew. Well, he will know soon, and he shall despair.”

Tears of mirth sparkled in his eyes, but his levity soon faded. “Who else?” he asked sharply, prodding at her belly. “I already knew about both of them, but I feel that you are hiding something.”

Sandy shook her head, a dumb smile lighting up her face. “I wouldn’t hide anything from you, Master,” she said cheerfully. “There’s also a Pathwalker of some renown at the club who has been helping our patrons that possess fae bloodlines.”

“A Pathwalker.” The elven wizard looked speculative. “This presents several possibilities.” A grin grew on his face. “If her faction could be convinced to support me after I take the throne? No, I’m getting ahead of myself.”

He shook his head, dismissing her. “Irrelevant. None of them can stop me. The plan is already in motion. And you, my dear, are the spark that will start the fire.”

He caressed her sides, flexing his pointed talons as he gripped her. “Stay in this position, slave,” he commanded. “Stare at the jewel and deepen your obedience. Your sister slave has been waiting patiently, and she deserves a reward for bringing you to me.”

Kai gasped, her fingers twitching. She was going to get rewarded? Terribly excited, she found it difficult to sit still. Her only method of control was to stare at her gem and allow her thoughts to be captured by its scintillating surface.

As her attention focused, her mind began to wander a little, scrolling back through the visions the Pathwalker had shown her earlier in the day.

In this state, they bothered her little, as they simply showed the natural result of her subservience to her Master. She would be used and transformed by Him, as was proper for a Pan’are. There was nothing to be worried about.

Still, she had to wonder at what she had been shown. In neither vision had her sister slave been present. Did that mean the future had already been changed? Or would something happen to her friend before one of those visions came to pass?

It was also possible that her sister slave had been excluded because she wasn’t an important part of Kai’s future, but that was difficult to tell. She sighed internally, hoping that wasn’t the case. She wanted to spend more time with her friend. To become a proper gothic slave with her. Twinned Pan’ares, enslaved to their jewels and their Master.

Her musings faded away as her image was blocked from the mirror, the dark form of her Master moving in front of her. His slacks and underwear had been removed, revealing the thick erection hiding underneath.

Her mouth watered as she studied his girth, running her eyes over the veiny length. His balls sat low, wobbling to and fro as his cock flexed towards her mouth. This was what she had been waiting for. Her vision confirmed it. It was inevitable.

There was something that didn’t match up, though. She creased her brow, trying to figure it out. It was gold, jangling, tinkling jauntily in her memory, but she just couldn’t seem to visualize it.

All of her confusion fled as his glans pressed insistently against her lips. “You’ve been asking for this for quite some time,” chuckled Borjai, “and now you’re hesitant?”

She wanted to tell him about her confusion, about the strange vision in her head, but he had ordered her to silence, and she could not break it until he ordered otherwise. Oh well, it wasn’t that important.

What was important was her needs, and his, above all. Opening her mouth, she accepted his warm length inside, sucking on the engorged cock as it slipped past her teeth.

He hummed as she began to lick him, working her jaw and tongue as she pressed her lips tightly around his skin. Her saliva wet his length, providing ample lubrication as he thrust himself into her.

She gurgled, choking as her gag reflex activated, making it painful for her to keep him inside, but she prevailed. She was his slave. She could not fail.

Besides, this wasn’t the first time she had given a blow job, but she hadn’t done it often. She had regarded it as taboo, something she would only do for a special man. And there was nobody more special than her Master.

Looking up, she gave him doe eyes as she pulled out, her tongue swirling and licking with abandon. It was getting pretty sloppy, but she ignored the discomfort, hoping that her suction would pull out some of her Master’s tasty precum.

She was rewarded with a sudden jerk, his dick pulsing a little as it released some of its treasure. She pushed it all the way back in, smacking her lips as she tasted its saltiness, looking up at her Master with love as she swallowed it whole.

Far from being impressed, Borjai looked at her sternly with those alien looking eyes. It wasn’t love that lived in them, but satisfaction. He clearly wanted more. She resolved to give it to him. Whatever he wanted. The fiery core of her jewel would allow nothing less.

Opening her mouth into an O, she waited patiently for him to press further into her, wanting to be used by Him with all her soul. Her body was so aroused by the plugs in her pussy and ass that she could think of nothing other than being his bimbo slut slave.

Owned. She was owned. What a lovely thing to know. She fluttered her eyes, pleased at how the long lashes attracted his attention.

She would have to thank her sister slave later for the makeover. It had clearly enhanced her attractiveness to Master, which was now her ultimate goal. To look pretty for Him.

She batted her eyes as he thrust again, accepting his thick length willingly. She was unable to deep throat him due to her gag reflex, but she was sure she could conquer this deficiency on her part with practice. Perhaps when she was transformed into a full Pan’are it would no longer matter. That would certainly make her happy.

At any rate, it didn’t look like she would have to fight against it for long. His solid dick was beginning to throb inside her, signaling that his orgasm wasn’t far away.

She redoubled her efforts, sinking her head forward as she tickled her tongue along its length. She was determined to extract every last drop of his cum without assistance.

A whirring buzz in her pussy commenced, the dildo’s length vibrating within her tunnel. She groaned against her Master’s dick, glancing up to confirm that the control box was in her Master’s hands.

He was watching her with a sneer, talons slowly twisting the control knob. It was suddenly a race - could she extract an orgasm from her Master before he could force one upon her?

The heat in her belly was expanding, and she could see the malevolent aura around her Master growing, almost as though he was extracting magickal energy from her predicament. Very well. She would show him what she could do.

Without the use of her hands, there were few options for increasing the pressure on his dick beyond using her throat. This was bound to be unpleasant, but if she wanted to win, this was her best option.

If she didn’t do something quickly, her pussy was going to explode. The jolting, vibrating mass inside her tunnel was making a sticky mess, her pussy juices leaking onto the base of the dildo.

It was going to stain her floor, but she didn’t care. She was finally able to service her Master!

She had been waiting for this for weeks, each tattoo session making her more of a needy slut. While she might forget everything after each session, that only made the next more intense. There was nothing she wouldn’t do to achieve release, and the only way to do that was to please her Master.

She rejoiced as she pushed forward, gurgling desperately as she swallowed his length. There, success!

Her eyes watered as she choked, her throat muscles squeezing around his dick. This seemed to elicit the result she was looking for, a hard grunt escaping his lips as his brows squeezed together.

Unable to hold him there for long, she pulled back a little, desperate to relieve the choking sensation. Fortunately, her extra effort seemed to have done the trick.

The head of his dick bobbed in her mouth and he hissed with pleasure, a solid pulse trembling along its length. She was ready for him when he came, a thick rope of semen spurting into her mouth. She wrapped her lips around his dick, gathering all of it as he ejaculated.

He rested inside her for a short while, then pulled out, her lips tickling over his glans as she suckled on the tip. With her mouth full, she was unsure what to do, looking at him eagerly for an order.

His sneer widened. “Swallow it,” he ordered.

Her sore throat muscles flexed as she did as commanded, the slimy substance coating her esophagus. Her old self might have found this disgusting, but as a slave, she delighted in obeying His commands.

The tips of her fingers tingled, her butt vibrating as she hoped for a reward. The fire inside her would consume her if she did nothing, but she could do nothing until the command came.

The dildo stroked inside her, pulsing and vibrating against her snatch. She wanted to feel her Master inside her, but she was so close now, this would have to do. Her eyes watered as she thrust her chest forwards, her lips opening silently.

Please, she pleaded with her mouth. Please, it’s all I want.

Borjai wrapped his talons under her chin, pressing his thumb against the tip to hold her head in place. Sweating, she became pale as he waited, watching her as she began to lose the battle against the pleasure.

Just when she thought she would explode, he hissed at her. “Cum for me.”

Her thighs spasmed as all the tension let go, drowning her in ecstasy. Her mouth opened, but she couldn’t cry out due to His earlier command. She desperately wanted to show him how much she was loving this, but there was nothing she could do. She must suffer in silence.

The gem in her belly glowed harshly, her aura changing color to match as it throbbed inside her. She so badly wanted to give it everything she had, but not yet. She could not be a full Pan’are until he used every part of her.

She was a creature of pleasure. At his pleasure.

Body spasming, she rested on her ass, turning into a puddle of goo as the pleasure worked through her body. It was too much. It was never enough.

A squeal of joy tore her away from her Master for a moment as she glanced over at her sister Pan’are. Sandy was pressing her hands into her pussy, stroking herself for all she was worth.

This could be considered disobedient, but Master said nothing, clearly enjoying how needy his new slave was being.

Sandy’s eyes flared violet, imbued with the color of her aura, the gem enhancing whatever innate magick she possessed. Grunting, one of her hands pawed at the jewel on her chest.

Her fingers wrapped around it, pulling it from the chain. She rammed it into her belly button, her tattoo glowing as the gem fused itself to her body. She cried out, head back, her pussy flexing as she groaned in orgasm.

Kai groaned in sympathy, happy for her sister slave as she reached climax, too. Her hands dropped away as she gasped and closed her eyes. Her green lips fluttered as she succumbed to the pleasure, her sense of self melting before the power of the jewel.

Just so. Both of them were gothic slaves, bound by their jewels and transformed by their tattoos. It was only a matter of time until they changed further, becoming creatures of energy, extensions of His will. She prayed that it would happen soon.


Chapter Five

She snorted, blinking open bleary eyes to see the black screen of a television staring back at her. The air was quiet around her, the curtains drawn.

She was definitely not in her bed. Had she really been that tired last night?

Groaning, she lifted her creaky bones from the couch and struggled over to her bedroom, plodding into the bathroom. She swallowed, wetting her dry throat with a small amount of saliva as she clicked the lights on.

Pale, gothic makeup stared back at her, the black eyeshadow looking a little streaky from tears. She must have really been out of it if she hadn’t even bothered to remove that. Her pores definitely wouldn’t thank her.

Groaning, she used the toilet, trying to figure out what had happened.

It was all rather cloudy. She remembered leaving the club and heading home with Sandy, but everything after that was a blur. Did they start drinking once they had arrived? No, she didn’t have any alcohol on hand, but Sandy certainly could have brought some.

It was too muddled to figure out. She’d have to call her friend and check up on her now that she was conscious.

After she found what the heck had happened to her underwear. It really wasn’t like her to fall asleep in the nude, but here she was.

Sighing, she staggered back out of the bathroom, trying to figure out where the rest of her clothing had gone. She froze when she realized there was someone sleeping on the bed.

Her fright faded as she studied the somnolent form and realized that it was Sandy, but that only raised more questions. Had they really been drinking that much, or had something else happened?

There was an annoying tickle in the back of her brain telling her that there was something more to all this, but she simply couldn’t recall. When did her memory get this bad?

The clock in the dining room chimed and her mind stopped. The gem embedded in her chest glowed, lines of light spiraling out through her tattoo as her belly warmed.

The blurry swirl in her mind reformed into intelligible memories, spilling into her mind. She had serviced the Master multiple times, until he had run out of energy.

She hadn’t run out of energy. She was particularly pleased about that fact.

Her Master had left Sandy alone, however, forcing her to remain in position for the entire length of time that she had been used. This had exhausted her body, causing her to collapse.

Master had brought her water and taken her to bed, but otherwise he hadn’t touched her. Kai knew why - his magickal aura still hadn’t fully recovered since his first tattoo session with Sandy, and he had exhausted himself physically with Kai.

He had left them both to their own devices later in the evening, though there wasn’t much to do. Sandy had remained sound asleep, but Kai’s libido refused to leave her alone. She had played with herself multiple times, staring at the malevolent red glow of the jewel embedded in her chest, simply happy to be a slave.

The heat in her loins had returned, but this time she had no insertables to play with. She would have to make due without instructions.

Grinning maniacally, she returned to the dining room and moved in front of the mirror, admiring her body. The glowing red lines from the tattoo were clearly visible, but there were more dim ones running over her entire body.

The corruption of the gem was spreading, twisting her to its purpose. His purpose.

Her heart thrummed with excitement, pleased at how quickly it was proceeding. If only he would truly take all of her!

She hissed with pleasure as she remembered the vision of the future. Her final transformation was ordained, it was simply a matter of when.

A hand unconsciously slipped down to press against her clit. She gasped as her red aura bloomed behind her, revealing the power the gem was imbuing her with. Once she had been transformed, she would be unstoppable.

Cooing with pleasure, she imagined her future as a slave, collared and chained in tandem with Sandy. Together, they would accomplish amazing and horrible things.

Her other hand tweaked at a nipple, her breasts inflamed as she brought herself to the edge. She grunted as her body refused to respond further. As she got closer to an orgasm, the arousal faded, no matter how much she worked her body.

She sighed. Of course. Her Master would not allow her an orgasm without his permission. Otherwise, she might spend all of her time with hedonistic pursuits.

She giggled a little. It wasn’t like she wasn’t doing that now. All she could think about was the heat of her sex and obeying her Master.

That was why her grin didn’t fade when His dark form entered from the kitchen, his black cape billowing as he turned to face her. He studied her nude form, a crease furrowing his forehead. “Delightful,” he murmured, “but unfortunately, not appropriate for my first assault. Go and get dressed, my dear, and help your sister, too. My slaves will put on a good showing when I face my enemies.”

Kai swallowed her disappointment as she trotted back over to the bedroom. She had hoped her Master would be interested in using her again, but business was intervening.

Perhaps his business would include assaulting a castle and turning her into a full Pan’are? She licked her lips and squeezed her thighs together.

It wouldn’t do to get too distracted after he had given her a direct order. She shut the door behind her, looking for the clothing she had discarded last night.

It had been set in a neat pile on her dresser, next to another, which must be Sandy’s. She certainly didn’t remember cleaning up, so their Master must have done it for them. How gentlemanly of Him.

Her grin turned into a frown once she discovered the additions he had made to the pile. He expected her to wear that?

Her underwear had been replaced with the harness she had been wearing yesterday, twin plugs of hard rubber screwed to the base where her vagina and ass would sit. Any move she made would be sure to wiggle them inside her.

Intellectually, this seemed a little enticing, but she knew it would be torture for any length of time, and he expected her to wear this outside!

She gulped, but there was nothing for it. She couldn’t disobey a direct order.

Picking up the leather harness, she noticed that he had graciously lubricated the dildos for her. At least there were a few mercies given!

Lifting her legs, she pulled it on, shifting her hips as the cold knobs pressed between her legs. Bracing herself, she began to push the dildo inside, hissing as her warm tunnel accepted it gratefully.

“What are you doing?”

Kai whirled, losing her grip on the belt. The dildo slipped out of her pussy, smacking against her thigh as it tumbled to the floor.

Sandy was near the edge of the bed, sitting on her knees. Her chest was bared, as it was last night, her violet eyes watching Kai inquisitively. Her belly was glowing a similar color, the tattoo of the slave girl pulsing with magick. As she stared at Kai, her gem pulsed, her purple aura rising. The aura of a Pan’are.

Good. She wouldn’t have to waste time explaining the situation to her. “Master has ordered us to dress,” she explained, bending her knees to retrieve the sex belt. “We will put on what he has provided and present ourselves to Him.”

Sandy nodded in agreement. “As He commands.”

She climbed off the bed and padded over to the dresser, examining what Master had left for her. Kai ignored her, far too occupied with the sensation of the dildo as it pressed into her. She hissed, enjoying the glow coming from her belly as her gem responded to her arousal.

This was going to make it difficult for her to control herself, but that wasn’t her problem. Master had ordered this, so it was His responsibility.

Clenching around the dildo with her pelvic muscles, she jabbed the ass plug inside, pressing the bulbous tip against her sphincter. The play they had done yesterday had loosened her up a little, allowing the intruder through without much protest. There.

With both plugs in place, it was simplicity itself to buckle the belt, locking them in. She rolled her feet, enjoying the sensation as they rubbed against her interior. This was going to be very distracting, but she couldn’t let herself fall prey to her libido. There was still more to accomplish for her Master.

She turned back to the dresser, picking up the provided leather bra. It was the same one Sandy had given her yesterday, the surface filled with thousands of silvery spikes. At least the interior was padded sufficiently to soothe her throbbing nipples - they still looked a little swollen from the clamps she had put on for her Master yesterday.

They didn’t hurt, not really. They were still quite red, though, and she could feel the throbbing of her heart as blood flowed through her body. Or perhaps that was a side effect of her slow transformation into a Pan’are? She wasn’t entirely certain. There were so many new things she would have to learn about herself and how to serve her Master.

She grinned as Sandy groaned in pleasure, leaning over as she pressed the solid bump of a dildo into her ass. Master had provided her sister slave with the same belt as her, but she was putting it on ass first.

That would certainly help her with retention while she put in the dildo, but her sister slave’s body wasn’t as acclimated to its bulk as she was. There were a lot of things her new sister would have to learn as a slave.

She wasn’t quite done yet. She needed to put on her glossy boots, which were waiting for her like two, tall towers.

Taking them off the dresser, she sat them on the floor, scooting them over to a chair she usually used for just this purpose. She wasn’t usually wearing a dildo, belt, though.

She closed her eyes as she sat down, the rods pressing inside her uncomfortably. This was going to be seriously difficult. Her mouth was watering, desire building. She didn’t want these dildos, though. She wanted Him.

Grunting, she zipped on the boots, flexing her feet against the soles. Opening her eyes, she stood, her hands at her sides as she watched her friend buckling the dildo belt around her waist.

“It feels crazy, doesn’t it?” she asked, admiring her sister slave’s hips. “He’s turning us into sex dolls, to be used at His pleasure. Subservient to our gems.”

Sandy grimaced, shifting her hips as she picked up her bra. “I’m not in as deep as you are,” she said, wrapping the leather straps over her arms. “I can’t believe I fell into His hands. I was so stupid.”

Kai shook her head. “No, it was not a lack of intelligence. It was inevitable.” Her smile grew as she watched her sister slave tuck her voluptuous breasts into the hard leather. “We were always meant to be Pan’are.”

“No, that’s just what He wants us to think,” Sandy replied, picking up her boots. “He’s ensorcelled your mind, turned you into his puppet. His doll.”

As she said that word, Kai could feel herself melting inside. She was becoming ever more in tune with her jewel, losing her humanity. She would not be a human. She would become Pan’are.

“That’s right,” she breathed, wrapping her hands over her bra, giving her breasts a little squeeze. “I’m his slutty doll.”

“Ugh. Forget I said that,” said Sandy, twisting her lips. She bent over, slipping her feet into her boots. “I won’t bother trying to convince you otherwise. It’s clear we’re both under his spell. Just… I dunno, don’t completely lose yourself. All hope is not yet lost. We can still beat Him.”

Beat the Master? Why would she ever want to do that? She was feeling so much better now that she had decided to give Him everything. She loved what He was doing to her, and she hoped that so much more pleasure was to come.

“It’s alright,” she said, smiling. “I love being a Pan’are, and you will, too.”

Sandy grunted as she straightened out. “I’m sure you do.” She raised her hand. “No, please don’t tell me how much you love the Master. I understand.”

Kai stepped up to her, grabbing her hand. “I’m glad you do. Let’s go greet the Master.”

At first, her friend seemed hesitant, but she soon reciprocated, clenching her hand hard. Kai was pleased. This would be difficult, at first, but her friend would soon learn to call her ‘sister.’ They would be spending a lot of time together as Master’s slaves, after all.

As she opened the door, she spotted Master at the dining room table right away. His form was blurry again, bending the light of the room, but it wasn’t as effective as before. She could easily see his pointed ears and black hair, but maybe that was because she now knew what he looked like and her brain could fill in the details.

His dark aura had certainly grown from yesterday, shimmering around him like a second cloak. Kai stopped at the edge of the table and gave him a low bow. “We are dressed, as you requested, Master. Your Pan’are await further commands.”

The Master looked up from his tablet, his hands pressed onto the surface of the table. “Good. I see your sister is starting to acclimate, too, though she is not yet fully under my thrall.”

Abandoning his device, he rounded the table, stopping in front of Sandy. The tips of his talons tickled at her tattoo, scraping gently at her skin. “I will take you to the next level when time permits, but not now. I will need all of my magickal energy for other purposes today.”

Sandy looked like she wanted to say something, but the jewel embedded in her belly button caught the light and the anger faded from her eyes as they glowed a light purple. “As you wish, Master,” she said softly, her attention focused on the violet reflections.

The Master leaned in and kissed her on the cheek. “I do wish it. You will be her twin, one of my favored slaves.”

He pressed a finger into the jewel embedded in her belly. “As you descend further, your essence will mix with the gem. Parts of your soul will be replaced by it, making you inextricably mine. Soon, you won’t be able to determine where you end and it begins.”

He flicked a talon against the surface of the gem. “You’ll lose yourself to me, just as she has.”

A dark laugh boiled up within him. “Forget your family. Forget your husband. Forget your father. None of them matter to you now. You’re my doll, my slut slave, my Pan’are.”

Sandy was shaking her head, but her resistance seemed weak. Kai squeezed her hand. “Give in,” she said warmly. “Obedience to your jewel is the only thing that matters.”

Her sister slave shuddered, looking even paler. “I can’t forget them,” she hissed. “I promised myself to them. I… can’t!”

Wailing, she backed away from the Master, her hands clenching together into fists as she pulled out of Kai’s hand. “This isn’t… me!” she shouted, her shoulders tense.

If this kept up, she would either fight the Master or flee, neither of which would be acceptable. “Look at your gem,” she ordered her friend curtly. “Lose yourself in its colors.”

Sandy gasped and looked down, her mouth gaping open as the brightness of the gem dazzled her. Her fear and distress vanished, a dumb grin lighting up her face. “It’s beautiful,” she breathed.

The Master frowned, scowling at Kai. She shrugged. “I’m sorry, Master, but did I do the wrong thing? All I want is to see her become devoted to you, like I am.”

His frown faded. “I suppose I cannot fault you for that.” His form shimmered as he turned back to Sandy. “This behavior is unacceptable. Obviously, my control is still tenuous. I shall have to bind you to me temporarily so that you will not spiral out of my grasp.”

He snapped his fingers, an ugly red globe forming at the tips. He wrapped his hands around it, pressing it into Sandy’s gem. She groaned as her gem responded, the purple surface sparkling as the two merged together, the colors roiling until they settled into a new pattern.

Kai watched His aura as the process was completed, noting the reduction in intensity once he was done. Sandy’s aura had reacted as well, the shaky, violet tinge now threaded through with His darker hues. He had somehow managed to constrain her with his energy. This was doubtless black magick.

If she squinted, she could see a small, thin purple line running from Sandy’s belly button, connecting her aura to his. This acted a little like a chain, but as the Master moved away, the thread became thinner.

Doubtless if they moved too far apart, his influence would fade, but while they were in the same room, he could impose his will with impunity.

Kai shivered with delight. She knew this would help Sandy to change into what she was meant to be. Harnessed by His energy, she could not disobey Him until it had faded.

“How do you feel?” Master asked Sandy harshly, his back bent over.

“I am better, Master, thank you,” she said in a monotone. “I can only think obedient slave thoughts. I love my gem.”

As she continued to speak, warmth came into her voice, but it was still devoid of real thought. This was all a reflex, created by the slick layer of Master’s aura that constrained her own.

He straightened his back, sighing, his aura settling back down, rippling more weakly than it had before. “Very good. This is unfortunate, but there was no better alternative. I cannot have you disobeying me during our confrontation.”

“I would never dream of disobeying you,” replied Sandy, her glossy lips moving quickly as she moved towards him hungrily. “I am your devoted slave.”

The Master placed a hand on her shoulder, preventing her from jumping him. “I know you will. My first command is to control yourself. I cannot satisfy your libido now.”

Sandy’s face collapsed, tears forming in her eyes, but she couldn’t disobey. “Very well,” she replied, sounding churlish, her hands opening and closing randomly.

Master sighed. “Let’s go. If we hesitate here any longer I might lose my mind.”

He reached inside his cloak, hand blurry as he retrieved a dangling pair of chains. “Line up,” he commanded briskly.

Stirring from her observations, Kai hurried to move next to the other slave girl, pushing her chest out eagerly as she stood in front of her Master. Leaning over, Borjai clipped the end of a chain onto the ring on her collar.

She folded her hands under her breasts and squeezed them upwards, emphasizing their size. Her inner slave self rejoiced when she caught Master’s lingering stare, but it was quickly lost amid his glamour.

He clipped a second chain to Sandy’s neck, then moved towards the door, the twin chains running over his shoulder. They clinked together as the end tugged at Kai’s collar, and she moved forward naturally to follow the implicit command of her Master.

Borjai’s blurry form shifted as he opened the front door, their leashes gathered in one hand. “Hmm, I almost forgot,” he mused. “You do deserve a reward for obeying me.”

Raising a hand, he snapped his fingers and a spark of magick crackled between them. Both of the jewel slaves gasped as the dildos inside them burst to life, vibrating at a low intensity.

What a tease! Now she’d have to navigate the steps outside her apartment while at the mercy of the thick insertables.

The whirring vibration made her almost lose her balance, and she was forced to grab Sandy’s hands to prevent both of them from tumbling to the ground. Sandy gave her a gracious look, but her mind seemed elsewhere, muted by the Master’s powers.

The two of them jiggled over to Sandy’s SUV, where Master opened the side door. “Get in,” he ordered, shifting their chains so that they wouldn’t choke themselves. Kai did as ordered, helping Sandy to get situated. The two of them buckled in and waited patiently, their Master climbing into the driver’s seat.

He arranged their leashes on the center console and started the vehicle, calmly driving them out of the parking lot. She didn’t question where the wizard had learned to drive a car. He was her Master - He could do anything He wanted.

Kai grinned, watching the road ahead as the vibrator kept her on edge. Her fingers curled over her knees, the tips touching the top of her leg warmers. The bump she experienced as the vehicle went over a curb gave her a sudden jolt of sensation, causing her to gasp.

She was soon drawn back to the jewel embedded in her chest, moving her fingers to stroke the surface, pressing it in. Since last night, it had integrated itself more fully, without an obvious seam between the gem and her surrounding skin.

She wasn’t certain whether it could be removed. Didn’t know if she wanted it to be removed. It was more than a symbol, now. It had bonded to her, becoming a part of her.

A hand dropped over her chest, stroking the lit up portions of her tattoo. Startled, she turned to look at Sandy. Her sister slave’s eyes looked dreamy. “It’s so pretty,” she whispered. “And so dangerous.”

Dangerous? Surely she was kidding. The tattoo was simply a vessel for the gem’s power, allowing it to control her body without the rest of her dissolving into a quivering puddle of goo.

She shifted, pressing her shoulder into her sister slave. “It’s not done yet,” she whispered back. “It will be a masterpiece once it’s completed.”

Sandy’s hands trembled as they moved around in circles. “I don’t want one,” she hissed intently. “I’m not a slave.”

Kai was shocked. Even this deeply under the Master’s influence, she was still resisting him? Clearly, there was something wrong.

“Why not?” she asked brightly. “It feels so warm and comforting to obey every command He gives us. Is He not giving us pleasure right now?”

She bit her lower lip, shivering as she enjoyed the vibrating dildo. She lifted a hand and stroked her friend’s dread falls, gathering a lock in her hands. “Don’t be that way,” she said soothingly. “Join me in slavery. We can obey the Master together. Dress for Him. Have fun with Him. We’re His gothic bimbos.”

She giggled. “We might even have some time to play with each other. Would you like that?”

A frown passed over Sandy’s face. “But what about Tanner?”

“What about him?” asked Kai, moving her hand down to grasp her friend’s shoulder. “Why would he be angry about a little bit of fun between slaves?”

Her chest lurched as her gem throbbed. “Besides, Tanner doesn’t matter. We only obey the Master’s commands.”

Sandy looked very serious, her eyes focusing for a moment. “Borjai hasn’t ordered us to have fun together,” she said, clearly struggling under his yoke. “I plan to obey his commands to the letter, and nothing more. He does not deserve my leash.”

Startled, Kai looked towards Master, but He didn’t appear to have heard Kai’s statement. “Be careful,” she murmured. “I can’t stop Him from punishing you.”

“It doesn’t matter,” Sandy said sharply. “I refuse to give in without a fight.” Her forehead creased. “You used to be that way, too. What happened to you?”

Kai stopped squeezing her friend’s shoulder and sat back, confusion rattling her brain. When had that changed?

Was it after the third session with Borjai? Or after the thirteenth? It was all turning into such a blur.

She giggled. “I don’t know why you care. We’re both slaves now. You’ll probably stop caring too once you have your brain blasted with pleasure a few times.”

Grunting, she sat back, hands pointing up as she laid them against the seat, pressing her hips downwards. “Look at us. We’re two plugged, gothic slaves, waiting for our Master to use us. What could be more delicious?”

Sandy groaned, shuddering in her seat. “Speak for yourself. He’s not my Master, and I won’t call him such unless he forces me to.”

Kai’s smile faded. “I’m sorry you feel that way.” She shrugged. “Maybe you’ll be different after he works on your tattoo some more.”

Sandy clenched her hands. “I very much doubt that. I won’t give up without a fight.”

The vehicle slowed to a stop, Borjai leaning over to look at the two of them, his face drawn into a smirk. “Brave words from a jewel slave,” he chuckled. “Say all you want. I rather expect it. But don’t anticipate that I will forget. I have plenty of ways to bend you towards my will, and I won’t hesitate to use all of them.”

Sandy’s face went pale. “You wouldn’t dare!” she hissed.

“Wouldn’t I?” asked Borjai, his form shimmering threateningly.

Point made, Master vanished for a moment, opening the driver’s door and stepping out. Coming around the side, he wrested open the side door, gathering up their chains. Giving them a good tug, he waited patiently for them to unbuckle themselves, saying nothing.

Kai climbed out first, waiting patiently for her friend to do the same. Borjai shortened their leashes as they lined up next to each other. “No speaking unless spoken to. You are my slaves. Comport yourselves as such. Work together and do as you are ordered, immediately. Do I make myself clear?”

Kai nodded, her head wobbling like a top. “As you command, Master!” she chirped brightly.

Sandy seemed less enthusiastic, her lips parting minutely as she gritted her teeth, saying something unintelligible under her breath.

Borjai ran his hand up her chain, pressing a fist against her throat. His aura pulsed violently, and the purple lines running over hers tightened, choking her off. Her resistance subsided, eyes going blank again.

“Very good,” he murmured. “Stay close, and be ready for my commands.”

He shifted a hand in his pockets and retrieved a key chain. Kai’s eyes darted towards them, but they were pretty ordinary. Nothing strange or golden about them.

He turned and marched towards the club, for that is where he had taken them. The rear end of ‘To Die For’ was in front of them, a utilitarian gray. This was a far cry from the flashy marquee out front, but that was typical for an employee only area which didn’t face the outside street.

Master headed straight for a nondescript door, using the keys to unlock it, as if he was familiar with the club. She wanted to ask him about this, but she had been ordered to say nothing.

She glanced at Sandy with a question in her eyes, but her sister slave was still out of it. An explanation for his familiarity with the place would have to wait.

They crowded together as they squeezed through the door. Kai looked down at her chest, pleased at how the spiked bra cupped her breasts. The shimmer of her jewel was visible below it, right above her sex belt. She imagined the shape of the dildo embedded inside her, its incessant vibration creating a continuous distraction.

This should have made it difficult for her to focus, but the glowing fire within her belly was more important. Her pulsing obedience would not allow her to falter. She would not fail to execute any command the Master gave her.

As evidence of this, the thin, red thread of her obedience swirled up and over her chest, dancing as it curled over her collar and down the chain leading from her neck into the strong grasp of her Master’s hands.

Her lips curved into a sultry smile as she straightened her back. She was looking good. Master’s gothic slut. She never tired of thinking this, so she said it silently in her mind a second time. Master’s gothic slut.

Her smile faded. She hadn’t been able to show her devotion as much as she had wanted, though. She hadn’t yet given him everything. Oh, how she wanted to do so! To expose her core and let his rod pierce her all the way through! When that happened, she would be truly His.

That thought distracted her as the Master led them down the back hallway, pressing through the door into the main dancehall. She was surprised at the sudden silence in the room after the door closed behind them.

Shouldn’t there be thumping electronic music to greet them? Instead, there was nothing.

The overhead lights were fixed on the stage in a circle, glowing brightly as they cut through the misty fog below. The Master led them down the ramp onto the wooden floor, stepping forth into the wispy mass.

He halted in the center. Kai shuffled on her boots as she stopped just behind him, staring at his back. It was a little eerie, the smoke swirling around his cloak and rippling through his hair.

It hurt to look at him for long, the glamour making her a little cross eyed. She tilted her head and looked around, but there was nothing to see. It was almost as though the club was closed, all the staff gone home. If that was the case, though, the lights and smoke should have been turned off as well.

A shiver tingled up her spine, goosebumps sprouting on her arms from the cool, air conditioned air. There was something unnatural about the silence, otherworldly.

“You are not welcome here,” said a female voice harshly.

The mist swirled, parting to reveal the twisting hair of the Pathwalker. Her white irises were lit from within, a pulsating glow that enhanced the blackness of her pupils. The design on her forehead glowed as well, a cheap mimicry of the large tattoo inked into Kai’s belly.

Her fingers were arrayed in front of her, the taloned tips of her metallic gauntlets pressed together. Hissing magick crackled between them, a more overt display of her power than Kai had seen in the past.

Would they fight? It wasn’t clear to Kai what the conflict was. She was just a dumb, slutty jewel slave, after all. Her heart throbbed in her chest as the atmosphere became tense. If Master needed to use her, she was ready for it.

“Peace, Pathwalker, my quarrel is not with you. There is no need for us to face off,” declared Borjai, moving to one side. The chains rattled as they slipped through his fingers, but Kai didn’t move, as she hadn’t been ordered to.

“I beg to differ,” Moiraine barked. “You know the limitations of our bargain. There is nothing more for you here. I told you at the outset, this is a one way street. This portal is barred to you. Leave immediately.”

Borjai dropped their leashes and bent his legs, his hands held together in an aggressive stance. The aura around him expanded, pulsing a threatening purple.

“What power does a lowly Pathwalker have to stop my righteous vengeance?” he asked in a thunderous voice. “I command the power of the jewels, and I say, move aside!”

The spotlights above shifted suddenly, highlighting two male figures standing on either side of the arena, above the upper railings. The man on the left glowered at Borjai, his arms folded over his purple vest. A tricorn hat with a feather dangled jauntily from his head, yellow eyes glowing.

The other man was leaning over the railing, his black jacket and hair offset by a set of golden keys dangling from his neck. The flash of color immediately seized her attention and she gasped. There was something important about those keys, but she couldn’t remember.

She shook her head. She didn’t want to remember. As long as she obeyed her Master, everything was okay. She was a jewel slave. She didn’t need to know anything else.

“You’re not the only one making bargains, Borjai!” roared the man in the tricorn hat, vaulting the railing.

His cape fluttered as he dropped to the dance floor, his combat boots hitting with a loud thud. “My wife was not yours to take.” His form shimmered, piercing red eyes shining through his glamour as it dropped away.

His face became more angular as his ears sharpened to points. “You will release her, or face the consequences.”

Power crackled between Borjai’s fingers as he slowly backed away from the enraged elf. “It’s too late,” he hissed. “She’s already been branded by my mark. If you take her away from me now, she’ll wither and die. I’m her Master.”

“Is that so?” rumbled a male voice from Kai’s right side.

Kai pressed her sweaty palms against her eyes as she turned to look, starting to feel very small. Events were proceeding at a faster pace than she could process, and she didn’t like it. Her Master was under attack!

The man with the keys was at Sandy’s shoulder, his hand wrapped the hilt of a short sword. She had only met him once, but his full beard was instantly recognizable. This was Hallick, the man who had sent her an offer for drinks yesterday. She admired his muscled body, but dismissed him as insignificant. This man wasn’t her Master.

His blade was gently curved, a glowing gem inset halfway down the blade. “You’re not the only gem master here,” he purred.

He grabbed the chain attached to Sandy’s collar, dropping the sword in a sharp chop. For a moment, she thought his move had parted the chain, but as her vision shifted to look at her friend’s aura, she realized that he had broken the mystical link between the woman and her Master.

Sandy’s eyes immediately focused. “You knave!” she shouted at Borjai, distancing herself from the Master. “I can’t believe you did this to me! How could you? A royal can’t be a common jewel slave!”

She choked as Hallick pulled her away, patting her shoulder gently. “I can’t believe I wanted to suck you off. Shit.”

Borjai smirked as he glanced at her tattoo. “Your bloodline doesn’t confer special privileges. Nobody is immune to the jewels, as I have just proved. As I shall prove again to you all.”

Kai shrieked with pleasure as his hands smacked together, a hot swirl of energy tugging at her nethers as it pushed through and out through her link with the Master. A large ball of energy grew between the wizard’s hands. “If you doubt my power, stay where you are. This won’t hurt, much.”

The growing yellow ball forced Sandy’s husband away, alarm growing on his face as he attempted to spark a spell of his own. “Tanner!” cried Sandy, struggling against Hallick’s grip.

“None of that, now,” declared the Pathwalker, stepping straight into his ball of energy.

It hissed and fizzled around her, the edges becoming ill defined as the sphere wobbled, falling apart. “You are all in my bailiwick, and thus, we must all follow the rules. He commands it.”

Borjai frowned. “Who are you? Such things are not possible for journey grade Pathwalkers.”

Moiraine gave him a sharp grin, her taloned fingers flexing. “How perceptive of you. My name is Moiraine D’Aloran, pledged to the Lord of Time. I am His Mistress, and His right arm. I am the seer, and the doer. I maintain His rules, as He maintains me.”

Kai was shocked to see her Master’s face going pale. “I made a deal with the Time Lord’s Trancemaker? What are you doing here?”

Moiraine bowed low. “This time nexus has been a thorn in my Master’s side for far too long. I was sent here to sort this out before it turns into a rift that will destroy multiple realities.”

Borjai changed his stance, becoming more confident. “You’re not here to choose winners or losers then, am I right? You’re not allied to any of us. You simply want this conflict resolved without a magickal battle.”

“That’s right,” continued Moiraine, one of the spotlights playing over her dangling purple tresses. “Your conflict matters little to me, but I cannot allow all of you to bring your full power to bear.”

“In that case, how about a competition?” asked Borjai, looking speculative. “If I win, you will open the portal to Collain’der and the others will not interfere with my revenge. If I lose, the jewel slaves will be assigned new Masters.”

Moiraine sighed. “Very well. If you will not leave peacefully, I agree to these conditions.”

She looked at Hallick, who nodded his head, a stern expression on his face. After taking a moment to process this, she lifted her arms above her head, dropping them as she wiggled her fingers. White energy streamed from the tips, coalescing into a thick barrier that dropped over the dance floor in the shape of a dome.

The outside world smeared away, replaced with the bookshelves from the Trancemaker’s library. “I’ve taken the liberty of moving you to my dimension,” Moiraine said softly. “There will be no violence of any kind on these premises, or you will answer to Him.”

Borjai blanched, but kept his back straight. Hallick shifted his leg, tension evident in his frame. Kai had no idea what they were all worried about, but they clearly didn’t want to cross Him, whoever He was.

Moiraine moved to the side, revealing a set of three portals, similar to the ones she had seen when visiting the Pathwalker yesterday. She lifted a hand, gesturing to the murky interior of each one as she passed. “The game is very simple,” she explained. “Each of these portals contains a possible future, not an actual future. These are what could be, not what will be. I want to be very clear about this point, lest any of you get too carried away.”

She folded her hands, her strong aura pulsing. Kai shivered, feeling the ochre color of the Trancemaker’s power in her bones. The entire reality they were in seemed to flex under her control. Was she the only one feeling this?

No, this was why everyone else was so nervous. Even the imposing, dapper elf in the tricorn hat was sweating, and she hadn’t thought that Sandy’s husband would be afraid of anything.

“This game will be played to the best of three,” explained Moiraine, twisting her taloned fingers in front of the arched frames. “Your goal is simply to choose the right portal. Physical or magickal attacks of any kind are not allowed.”

She pulled her hands towards her chest, bracing them against each other as she pointed her talons towards the ceiling, looking serene. “You may begin.”

Borjai strode up to the set of three portals, frowning at them. “What makes a portal the correct one?” he asked, his head following Tanner as the elf strode behind the wizard, making a beeline for his wife.

Moiraine’s eyes flickered as she glanced at Tanner, who had gathered Sandy into his arms, hiding her from view as he whispered into her ears. “That is precisely the puzzle,” she said sharply, folding her arms. “However, I shall give you a hint. I would advise against choosing the most obvious option. What you desire is not necessarily what will be.”

Borjai’s eyebrows quirked. “And what shall be is for you to decide, is it? How is it that this little game is allowed at all? Nobody can know the future, not even you.”

Moiraine shot him a mysterious grin. “Oh? Did I ever claim to? No, that is not one of my powers. However, the Lord of Time has given special dispensation for me to run this game to resolve this time nexus.”

Her grin grew. “Are you afraid? You’re the one who wanted this. You could always yield, give up your slaves, and leave.”

The wizard harrumphed. “Giving up? After I’ve spent years putting together this revenge? Perish the thought!”

He cracked his knuckles. “Let’s see here. Hmmm.” His brow furrowed as he looked into the murky rippling images in the portals. “If I were a betting man, I’d say it would be this one.”

He made a sly smile at Moiraine as he stepped towards the portal on the left, clearly attempting to elicit a reaction. Moiraine returned his smile with a stony expression, giving nothing away.

He halted right before taking a step inside. “I’ve changed my mind. I’ll try this one instead.” He shifted on his heel and slipped inside the middle portal, a faint hint of a smile on his broad lips as he noticed the sour frown that had suddenly taken over Moiraine’s face.

As soon as he had disappeared inside, Moiraine stepped over to Kai, her face returning to neutral. “Are you okay?” she asked, examining her glowing tattoo.

Kai hissed, blinking as the woman’s face swam in front of her. There was a sharp tug at her collar that was distracting her, and she couldn’t formulate a proper response to her question.

“Here, I think I can help,” rumbled Hallick, hefting the curved blade in his hand. “She’s in a jewel trance, waiting for her Master’s command.”

Moiraine tossed her head. “A barbaric method of control,” she spat, her lips twisted in disgust. “It should be abolished and sanctioned.”

Hallick carefully placed his blade against the link that joined her collar to the chain of the leash. “Does that mean you would sanction me, too?”

He grunted, cracking the link. “The jewels were never meant to be used this way, but they are a tool, like any other, able to be used for good or ill.” He glanced at Moiraine. “Much like your own powers, I daresay.”

Kai jerked and gasped, fluttering her eyes as reality seemed to spin around her. There was a gaping hole in her neck, a sucking sound echoing in her brain until Hallick lifted a golden key from around his neck, pressing the end into her collar.

A solid click sounded in her mind, and the uncomfortable suction ceased, as if a stopper had been plugged into the hole. She jolted, her jaw working as her vision buzzed, slowly settling back out. “What… just happened to me?” she asked, confused by the entire situation.

“I removed your link to Borjai,” said Hallick drolly, letting his key drop to his chest. “This is only a temporary solution, as the energy being generated inside you will continue building up until you explode.” He lifted his hands apart and opened his fists to illustrate.

“Explode?” Kai frowned. “That seems rather… drastic. Shouldn’t you put it back before that happens?”

Moiraine shook her head, her black eyes boring into Kai’s. “I ordered him to do this so that you will have the ability to choose. As long as you were connected to Borjai, you had to follow his every desire and command. In that state, you could never choose otherwise. So, I must ask you before we proceed - how do you feel?”

Kai pressed her hands against her chest. “For the moment? Euphoric!”

It was true. The heat inside her might be building out of control, but at least for the moment, her body could hold it. It washed through her skin, licking over her nipples and down to her privates, around the dildos plugged into her body.

There was but a short step from heat to pleasure, and she sensed the trigger was not far away. Her face lit up. “I love feeling like this!”

“Hold onto that feeling,” said Moiraine seriously. “This next part is going to get pretty rocky for you. I implore you to watch Borjai and Hallick. Your entire future depends on which of them you support in this competition.”

Feeling a little giddy, Kai glanced over at Sandy and Tanner. “What about them?” she chirped, feeling the sudden urge to start dancing.

“Sandy should never have been involved with this,” said Hallick, his narrow face looking severe. “Leave them alone for now to cope. She’s going to need a lot of assistance to resume a normal life.”

His hands clenched. “Such as it will be. There are some things that can’t be changed, no matter how much one might want to.”

Kai wanted to know what he meant by that, but the heat stoking inside her was starting to become distracting. She giggled. “Very well,” she breathed softly, trying to be sultry as she wiggled her legs. “So what’s next, then?”

The middle portal blurred, the black leg of Borjai stepping through. His face was sallow, his throat gaunt. “Did I choose correctly?” he croaked, his beady eyes fixed on Moiraine.

The Trancemaker turned away from Kai, striding over to the wizard. “I do not know,” she confessed, curling a hand at Hallick. “The confluence of events can only be read after both contestants have made their choices. Hallick, it is now up to you.”

“Very well,” said the burly man, looking both threatening and tender as he stepped up next to the Trancemaker. He gave the wizard a side eyed glance as he passed next to him, rolling his shoulder so that the two wouldn’t meet. “Don’t worry, traitor, I won’t keep you waiting long.”

His lips pressed together as he examined the three portals in front of him. From her vantage point, she was unable to see whatever was happening therein, but the choices presented were clearly bothering him.

After a few moments, he shrugged. “If there’s some kind of clue I’m meant to find here, I can’t say I know what it should be. Let’s see what this one looks like, shall we?”

Without any hesitation, he stepped into the portal on his right, his body rippling as the shimmering energy swallowed him whole. As soon as he was gone, Borjai rounded on Moiraine, his taloned hands lifted at his sides.

“What sort of betrayal are you plotting here?” asked the wizard, looming over Moiraine as his face tightened in anger. “I could instantly tell that something had changed as soon as I returned. She is no longer bound to me. What have you done?”

The Trancemaker stood her ground, face impassive. “I’ve leveled the playing field,” she said, nonplussed. “Now neither side has an advantage, as is required by the rules.”

“The rules!” Borjai hissed, turning away as he paced in a circle. “The rules! The godsdamned rules!”

He whirled again, pointing a talon at the Trancemaker. “If I find out you’ve stepped one iota outside your authority, I’ll make sure you pay every day through eternity!”

The Trancemaker folded her arms and cocked her head. “On whose authority? You are in my domain now, and what I say goes here. Besides, do you really think I could go beyond my Lord’s rules while using His power? If I did so, I would risk far more than just my soul.”

She shivered, the first true fear Kai had ever seen her display. “Disobeying a god who can control time would be the last mistake I ever made. My past, present, and future would all be destroyed in one swift stroke.”

She sighed. “Threats mean nothing to me. Unless you have a power that rivals His, you are also bound by His rules. You agreed to them.”

Borjai cursed, but made no more moves towards her. Instead, he focused on Kai, stalking over. Kai gave him a cheery smile, feeling a little dumb. There was too much heat inside her to do anything else. It was as though she was a cat laying close to a fireplace.

Except more logs kept being thrown onto the fire. It was bearable for now, but she knew this wouldn’t last forever. Sooner or later something would have to be done, but for now, it was simply pleasant.

Borjai gazed sourly at her lit tattoo. “Straighten up,” he barked, but she failed to respond.

The man wasn’t her Master right now. She didn’t know who her Master was, but it wasn’t him.

Borjai growled like an animal. Reaching up, she pressed a finger onto his nose, laughing as he took a step back. “You’re so raw,” she said in a silly voice. “Like an alley cat. Roawr!”

Shaking his head, he whirled again, his cape sliding against her leg. “I will remember this,” he hissed at Moiraine, his body literally shaking with rage. “She is mine, and you had no right to take her from me.”

Moiraine’s spiky shoulders shifted into a shrug. “If you want her back, then win. It’s as simple as that.”

The portal on the right rippled, Hallick stepping back out with the set of golden keys sitting on top of his leather chest. He appeared unperturbed, his hauberk jangling as he took up position next to Borjai.

“Well?” asked Borjai, his voice thick. “Who won?”

Moiriane clasped her hands together, weaving her fingers in a pattern. A symbol of energy appeared and dissipated in the blink of an eye. She lifted a hand, pointing a metallic talon at Borjai. “While Hallick chose a scenario where he spent the night romancing Kai on a gondola around the capitol, you chose the reality where Hallick is betrayed and stabbed by Kai.”

“Your reality has been deemed the most likely, therefore you take the first round. Care to go again?” She gestured at the set of portals, remaining expressionless.

“I rather prefer a future filled with romance. It surely beats being stabbed with sharp objects,” Hallick said dryly.

“What you prefer doesn’t matter,” replied Borjai smugly. “If you’re this blasé in general, I’m surprised you don’t fall out of bed in the morning.”

“Ah, but it depends entirely upon who I have in bed that’s worth falling out for,” Hallick riposted, a faint smile on his lips as he glanced at Kai.

Borjai looked perplexed. “That doesn’t even make any sense. I don’t even know how to reply to that.”

“Gentlemen,” interrupted Moiriane. “If I may? I would like to resolve this with a modicum of decorum.”

“It’s too late for that,” complained Borjai, considering the portals again. “Perhaps? Yes, that one. At least I am being serious about this,” he continued, striding briskly for the center portal.

As his bulk vanished from view, Hallick stopped trying to look regal and rushed to Kai’s side. “Are you doing okay, my darling?” he asked, a wisp of hair fluttering in his topknot.

The man seemed a little blurry to her, but otherwise she was still doing okay. The heat inside her had risen a little further, but she wasn’t struggling with it. Yet.

She furrowed her brow. “Why are you so concerned about me? I don’t even know you.”

Hallick nodded. “To my complete dismay, you were spirited away before we got the chance. So far, I’ve only been able to admire you from afar. However, I would very much like to know you better, if you would but give me the chance.”

“Huh,” she said, her words feeling like molasses. “I don’t see why not. We could go get those drinks you offered me earlier, right?”

“Absolutely,” he replied with a smile, his large beard looking a little like cotton candy.

She lifted a hand, suddenly wanting to paw at it like a cat. She stopped herself, a little confused. No, that wasn’t something one did, was it?

Moiraine was suddenly there as well. “I see what you’re trying to do,” she said to Hallick. “I’m not sure if it will work.” She sighed and looked at Kai. “It all depends on you. On how you choose.”

“What depends on me?” Kai asked, giggling a little as she flicked her eyes between the two of them.

Her brain was feeling a little wooly, sweat beading on her neck. “I’m not really in a state to make a decision right now,” she confessed, trying to be a little more serious. She breathed deep, searing heat running down her jaw line. “Is it just me, or is it getting a little hot in here?”

“We’re running out of time,” said Moiraine. She reached out and squeezed Kai’s shoulder. “Stay with us for a little bit longer. When the time comes, you’ll know what to do.”

The central portal behind them rippled, Borjai exiting with a swagger in his step. When he spotted the three of them, he scowled. “Plotting again, are we? I would remind you that when I win this she’ll belong to me again.”

Hallick straightened up. “That remains to be seen.”

He ignored the wizard as he strode over to the portals, giving them a superficial glance. “This one looks good,” he declared, turning his head to give Kai a serious look before he vanished inside.

It was almost as though the man was trying to tell her something, but she simply couldn’t figure it out. Her world had devolved into a rippling array of wavy heat lines.

She slapped her belly, surprised at the sizzle of steam that hissed between her fingers as her sweat boiled off. Looking down in alarm, she quickly lifted her hands lest they be burned. The malevolent red gem in her belly button was flickering more urgently as pressure built up inside.

She suddenly felt it, her insides churning as the inner flames began to shift, spinning in a circle. She hadn’t noticed it at first because of the stimulation from the dildos, but now that the flames were rising, they wouldn’t stop.

She gulped, looking up at the portals as she realized the mess she was in. Her very fate was being decided by outside forces, and if nothing was done, she might simply explode into sheets of flame and burn into ash.

For the first time, worry seized body, and she began to fear for her very existence. The cobwebs burnt away, leaving her with a desperate desire to survive. What should she do?

Sweat dribbled between her breasts, being vaporized as it reached the burning lines of the tattoo. She peered at Borjai, her shoulders tensing. She knew very well that the wizard could solve this problem for her, but the link between them was broken.

She no longer thought of him as her Master, but it was clear to her that she was still a slave. That bedrock truth hadn’t changed. The jewel had not been magickally removed, and the tattoo still controlled her. She was simply masterless at the moment.

She was starting to understand what Moiraine had been telling her. The choice was up to her. What would she choose? The known quantity, or the unknown quantity?

She knew that Borjai could take care of her, tame the roiling flames within. He had made her like this, and he could fix her.

Shivering, she pulled back from that idea. Yes, she had been happy being his slave, but that was because he had made her like it. That was anathema. The worst of betrayals.

But he hadn’t really mistreated her, had he? He had only used her, like the slave she was.

She took a step to one side, feeling a little dizzy. She wouldn’t be a slave if not for his jewel. How could she possibly like the idea of giving in to him? Especially after what he had done to her best friend!

She had read about captives who had grown to love their captors, but she had never thought it would happen to her.

Well, then, giving herself to Borjai was one option, but what were the others?

Could Moiraine help her? She squinted at the Trancemaker through the droplets of sweat being picked up by her eyelashes.

The gothic woman was as exotic and mysterious as ever, but she fancied she could see a hint of dismay in her frame. Her taloned fingers fluttered with nervousness, the tension in the air palpable.

What did the woman mean by choosing? Should she choose her and her mercurial Time Lord?

If her Lord could control time, surely He could control the fire raging out of control within her, right?

Even so, the idea didn’t sit right with her. She couldn’t imagine handing her reins to the Trancemaker. She was still too much of an enigma.

It was all too much for her. How could she choose? How could she know who to choose?

Was it Sandy? Her friend didn’t seem to be in any state to help her now, and her husband was only interested in protecting her from Borjai. She was unlikely to find much help there.

That only left Hallick, who was still an unknown quantity. He seemed to think he was courting her, but she barely knew anything about him. His actions so far could be seen as both romantic and arrogant.

It was the sort of male bullheadedness that she had cherished butting up against and taking down in her former career. She wanted to argue with him, to see how far she could go before he’d stop her. To see how far she could push him.

It was strange that she lacked this impulse with Borjai. Was that a side effect of his magick, or due to the time she had spent with him?

The portal rippled as Hallick returned, looking quite satisfied with himself. He tilted his head at Moiraine. “Well?” he asked, raising his brows.

The Trancemaker clasped her hands together. “You chose to spend your time making out with Kai, while Borjai chose a scenario where his enemies burned to ashes and were scattered on the winds.”

She paused. “This time, you win.”

“Now, see here,” demanded Borjai, growling at her. “How could that be more likely than my success?”

Moiraine shrugged, lifting her palms out wide. “I don’t make the rules, I simply report the results. Now, the two of you are tied. What is your next decision? Which portal will you choose?”

Grumbling to himself, Borjai took up position in front of the portals, pressing the tips of his taloned fingers into his thighs. A sudden smile lit up his face. “Even you will have to admit that this is the most likely outcome.”

With an energetic step, he rushed forward, pushing into the shimmering portal. “So eager to face his fate,” murmured Moiraine. “I wonder how he will react to the result of his lust for revenge?”

Hallick laughed, his beard wobbling with mirth. “We’ve all heard that revenge is a cold dish, but Borjai strikes me as a rather hot fellow, given his predilections.” He sauntered over to Kai. “I prefer hot emotions, too, but I have a different one in mind.” Bending over, he planted a quick kiss on Kai’s cheek before she could react.

The boiling heat inside her cooled for a moment, releasing her from its grip. Astonished, she pulled away from the man. “What did you just do?” she asked, more curious than angry.

Hallick stared at her intensely, straightening his collar. “I kissed you,” he said blandly.

As her face dropped into a frown, he chuckled. “I can see we’re going to have a lot of fun together!”

Wrapping an arm around the front of his chest, he gave her a little bow. “To answer your question more fully, I have cast no magick spell. I have laid no chains upon you. All I have done is remove your link to Borjai.”

He whisked himself back towards the portals, watching carefully as the one Borjai had entered earlier began to ripple. His voice raised as the narrow face of the wizard began to appear. “The rest is up to you. You must ask yourself why you are feeling the way you are. Be true to yourself, and you will be assured a future that you can be satisfied with.”

“Obscure sayings are the last refuge of nitwits,” said Borjai, taloned fingers flexing. “Make your next choice, future boy. It will be your last.”

“Witty wordplay is no substitute for a solid plan,” Hallick retorted, rubbing his fingers over a cufflink. “Hmm, this one looks suitable.” He sauntered into the portal on his left, seemingly unconcerned.

That didn’t seem right to Kai. If Hallick seemed serious about anything, it was her. And if that was the case, why didn’t he seem to care about winning this competition?

Her thoughts were interrupted by Borjai, who had moved over to look at her belly. Annoyed, she covered the glowing lines with her hands, backing up a step.

“If you were still mine, you never would have hidden that from me,” grunted Borjai. “Hallick has more talents than he lets on.”

He reached out a hand, touching the tip of a talon inside the dangling ring of her collar. “You’ve been sealed from me, and I cannot remove his lock without knowing the condition.”

His eyes glimmered with barely contained rage. “He must know how catastrophic this could be. You should know that you are in mortal danger. If this lock is not removed, you will burn from within, until all that remains is a husk.”

He raised his head, pointed ears twitching. “If you pledge yourself to me, the lock will no longer matter. The excess energy building up inside you would be used to fuel your transformation. You will be reborn again, as my creature. My fiery elemental. My Pan’are.”

“Don’t listen to him!” shouted Sandy, straining against her husband’s arms. “He’s a no good, dirty slime ball who belongs back in the dank sewers he came from!”

Kai swallowed. Her friend was right, but she wasn’t certain how Hallick could fix her, either. He had broken Borjai’s control over her, but he hadn’t fixed her.

“I’ll wait, thank you,” she said calmly, though the fire was raging inside her.

Heat pulsed off her body, raising several droplets of sweat from the elven wizard’s brow. At least there was something that could dampen the man’s smug demeanor. “I want to see my other options.”

Borjai lifted his head towards the sky and cackled. “Options? Don’t you see? There are none! As soon as that fool returns, I will be declared the victor, and this little farce will be over. All of the obstacles in my way will be swept aside, you and your friend will be mine, and my revenge will be complete!”

“Not if I have anything to say about it,” roared Tanner, looking apoplectic as he moved in front of his wife. Sandy clutched at his arm, looking quite pale.

“What are you going to do?” taunted Borjai. “You’re barely even a lord. You’re just an entertainer who somehow has managed to marry above his station.”

For a moment, Kai thought she was going to see the flamboyant elf blow his stack, but he stayed in control of himself, clenching his fists tightly against his glittering vest. His jaw worked as he gave the elven wizard a fiery stare, but he made no move to attack the other man.

“I am not so foolish as to take your bait,” hissed Tanner. “The rules are the rules, and they apply equally to all. Save your insults, they won’t work on me.”

Borjai smirked. “That’s all well and good. That means I can castigate you as much as I like. Not that a court jester is worth my time.” He waved his talons in the air, dismissing him. “One thing is for certain. She could do better than you.”

This time, Tanner had to hold Sandy back, as her face flushed red. “You know nothing about my husband!” she shouted. “Shut your dirty little mouth!”

Borjai took a handkerchief out of his blazer and dabbed at his forehead, hiding a smile. “Oh my, it appears I hit a nerve. Say all you want, but you’ll be bowing in front of my cock soon enough.”

Tanner’s muscles tensed as he whispered urgently into his wife’s ear. A strange expression lit up her face, and she subsided.

Borjai looked like he was searching for another insult, but the portal on the left pulsed, discharging Hallick. The wizard finished wiping off his brow and tucked his handkerchief away. “Well?” he asked Moiraine, waiting patiently for an answer.

“You witnessed the destruction of Castle Collain’der by your own hand, while Hallick spent a night in bed with Kai,” sighed Moiraine, rolling her eyes. “You haven’t exactly been subtle.”

Hallick shrugged, the keys around his neck jangling. “Why should I be? I see what I want, and I can’t help but take it.”

“In this case, that was the wrong answer,” Moiraine said regretfully. “His revenge coming to fruition is far more likely than an extended courtship between you and Kai.”

Hallick tilted his head, peeking at Kai and shooting her a small grin. How incorrigible!

“That’s too bad,” he remarked. “I rather liked the idea of taking her out and working on her resistance over a series of months until her body and soul would be unable to resist my charming self.”

“Well, that’s not going to happen, now is it?” interrupted Borjai, looking smug. “You frittered away all of your choices on her, and now you have nothing. How does it feel to lose?”

Hallick folded his hands as he circled around the wizard. “Ah, but have I lost?”

Borjai’s brows creased. “Yes, you did. There’s no wiggling out of it this time. The Trancemaker adjudicated, and the rules were clear. I win, so I get my slaves back, and my revenge is back on track.”

“Ah, but that’s not what we agreed to,” said Moiraine, twisting her lips into a wry grin. “You said, and I quote, that if you win, I will open the portal to Collain’der, and the others will not interfere with your revenge.”

The pitch of her words changed as she mimicked his voice. She waved her hands through the air, her fingers flickering with energy. Stepping forward, she got down on one knee, tilting her head towards the floor.

A scintillating sphere appeared in front of her, forming into a round portal, with no supporting structure. “Here is your exit,” Moiriane said, sounding a little strained. “I advise you to take it and fulfill the winning conditions.”

Borjai started, flinching as he automatically took a step towards the portal. “This is not in the spirit of the game!” he complained, his eyes drawn to Kai. “I did not agree to release her to you. I did not agree to release any of them!”

“Ah, well, that’s not up to you any longer!” declared Hallick, standing next to Kai.

He bent over her, his face near hers. “It’s all up to you,” he said gently. “What do you want?”

A curiously warm feeling caressed her heart, and it didn’t appear to be related to the horrendous heat being generated by the gem. It was the first time anyone had asked her what she wanted in a very long time.

Even so, her mind was overtaken by confusion. She had spent so much time with Borjai… what was she without Him? Without His guidance and presence to control her, to keep her in line, to tell her what to do?

This was not a problem she had expected to have, but in retrospect, it was only natural. Like a bird that lived in a gilded cage all its life, she was finding it difficult to understand what life would be like without her Master.

“I’m not sure,” she confessed, a streak of steam hissing from her throat.

Her body was superheating, turning into something she didn’t understand. Borjai understood this process. Understood what she was turning into. Could tame her, prevent her from exploding.

Hallick was the unknown. If she entrusted herself to him, what would happen? She didn’t know. Couldn’t know.

“What are you waiting for?” demanded Moiraine, looking strained as she gazed at Kai. “Who is your Master? Choose. A failure to decide is a decision in and of itself!”

“Why do I need a Master at all?” wailed Kai, fear overtaking her. “Why can’t I just be myself?”

“It is too late to separate you from the gem, foolish girl!” declared Borjai. “Your fate has already been decided. If you deny me, you will cease to exist. Now, choose!”

Hallick gave her a knowing look. “It’s up to you. I won’t stop you,” he murmured. “You have to decide which fate you can live with.”

Her aura pulsed, the fire rising around her. The heat was too much for both men, forcing them away. Borjai was beginning to look frantic, but it served him right. He had created this problem.

She paused for a long moment, looking inside for a clue to the right decision. Could she trust Hallick? Could she afford not to?

The visions the Trancemaker had shown her - the answers must be there!

There wasn’t much to go on, however. Between the oral sex and the siege attack, were there any similarities? She had initially assumed that the first scene was simply a premonition of her being used by Borjai, but - what if it wasn’t?

An object tinkled in her mind. Circular, golden, oblong shapes jangling together. Keys!

That was the key - a literal set of keys!

Her belly trembled as she realized what she had been missing all along - both of her visions had included Hallick!

In the first, she had been… servicing him, while in the second, he was the guard captain attempting and failing to bar Borjai from attacking the castle. Like a bad penny, he kept popping up.

That didn’t particularly make him trustworthy, but it didn’t make him evil. And that, she had already concluded, was the case with Borjai.

The wizard had attempted to use her to attack her friend’s family and marriage, and that, she could not abide. She turned to Hallick. “I choose you,” she whispered.

Hallick gave her a stern, but kind smile. “I knew you would,” he purred, retrieving a key from the ring on his chest.

Leaning forward, he pressed the tip into the circle of metal on the collar, the pressure transferring to the hollow of her neck. She swallowed as the key was turned, a great pressure wave rushing through her as the heat stored inside exploded outwards, spiraling around the man’s arm and up his neck.

The energy formed into the shape of a noose, tightening slowly into an ephemeral collar. “Now, we are linked, forever,” Hallick declared.

Kai gasped, her heart thudding in her chest as tears formed in her eyes. If this was the wrong decision, it was definitely too late now.

“The transfer is complete,” intoned Hallick. “Her Ma’ana has accepted me as her new Master.”

Borjai looked apoplectic, his cheek quivering. “This competition - the entire point was to steal her from me, wasn’t it?” he roared.

He whirled on Moiraine. “You put him up to this, didn’t you?”

The Trancemaker shrugged. “The wizard who owns the Pan’are is none of my business. I simply ran the game - you set the conditions.”

Hissing, Borjai raised his hand as he turned back to Hallick. “Then this was your plan all along!” he shouted.

Magickal energy cracked between his fingers, malevolent red light reflecting from his face. “I’ll tear you limb from limb and take her back!”

Hallick stood his ground, looking remarkably relaxed. His lips settled into a smirk. “Never have I seen someone lose so much from winning. You don’t deserve to have her, or any other Pan’are. You’re pathetic.”

Growling, Borjai lunged at him, hands outstretched. His magick crackled like a monstrous creature, shooting out malevolent purple whips.

Hallick stared, but didn’t even flinch as the energy lashed at his face. Before it could touch him, it bent backwards, turning around towards its master.

Borjai howled as his own aggression was flipped back on him, the bands of spiky purple lashing at his forehead. Tripping, he fell onto the ground, a whirl of dark energy forming around him.

His limbs were pulled together by an invisible force, his talons stabbing into his torso. He cried out with incomprehensible rage as his spine creaked, his face slamming into his knees.

“You have been judged,” said Moiraine in a stentorian voice.

Hands at her sides, her feet lifted off the ground as her eyes glowed black. “The Lord of Time has no room for rulebreakers,” she declared, her words interleaved with dark power.

Her hands chopped together, and a transparent orb formed around the wizard. “The Lord of Time has condemned ye. To the sands of time, ye shall be taken. For your crimes, ye shall be consigned to a place for those who thought to break the rules of reality. Forever. Ash’latick Po’more!”

The wizard’s final cry was cut off as the sphere shrank down to nothing, disappearing into a dark droplet which sank into the floor. The whirling energy subsided, leaving behind spotless hardwood planks.

Kai gaped, still not understanding what had just happened. “Did we… win?” she asked, trembling with exhaustion.

Hallick stepped up to her, placing a warm hand under her chin. “It depends on who’s counting,” he chuckled. “I certainly feel like I won, with you.”

Kai’s internal fire responded to his touch, tickling her nethers. Her throat felt scratchy as she looked at him, her eyes tracing around his curly beard, settling on his chestnut pupils. The interest there was impossible to deny.

“Why did you do all this?” she asked, suddenly feeling emotional.

“It was my duty, of course,” rumbled Hallick, “as prime minister of Collain’der, I could do nothing less. Yet, that wasn’t my only reason.”

Setting his thumb against her lower lip, he leaned in and gave her a kiss on the forehead. She closed her eyes as the scratchy hair of his beard tickled her nose, but she didn’t complain. It was over. It was over, and she didn’t have to obey any more of that wizard’s horrid commands.

Yet, there were still more loose ends to clean up. “What’s going to happen to me now?” she asked, tracing her hands over the glowing tattoo on her belly. “I can’t go back to my normal life, can I?”

“I’m afraid not,” sighed Hallick. “Borjai’s meddling is permanent, and you will always be a Pan’are from now on. However, with me, you will have the opportunity to figure out what that means for you, instead of having it forced upon you.”

He gathered her into his arms, moving around beside her so that she could get a view of the others. She frowned as she noted the sadness in Tanner’s eyes as he hugged his wife.

Sandy seemed to be just as exhausted as she was, letting her husband support her body. She looked at Kai with purple eyes, a faint smile creasing her lips. Yes, this truly was over. Finally.

“I must commend you,” said the Trancemaker, her arms folded as she descended back to the floor. “There are not many who could trust in the rule of the Lord of Time without acting to defend themselves.”

Hallick kissed the back of Kai’s head, and she smiled languidly. This might be a bit of a problem. She could grow to like this, a lot.

“I had faith, but more importantly, I had her,” Hallick said, hugging her possessively.

“I can see that,” Moiraine replied, the unearthly shine fading from her eyes. “Well, I’ll leave you two to get better acquainted. I have a little more cleanup to do, but this time nexus has been resolved, and quite neatly, too.” She shot Hallick a cat-like grin, flexing her talons before moving on to talk to Tanner and Sandy.

Kai shifted a little to a more comfortable position in Hallick’s grip, laying back into his strong presence. The dildos on the belt shifted, too, causing her nethers to throb.

The small thrum of arousal quickly faded, superseded by the warmth of his grasp. “You’re going to tell me everything about you,” said Kai. “If I’m going to be your slave, I want to know who I’m serving.”

“Of course, my little Pan’are,” rumbled Hallick. “I would deny nothing my phoenix requests.”

“Well then,” Kai said, a little taken aback. “You may begin.”

Rocking her softly, he did. She felt nothing but warmth from him as the cool atmosphere of the Trancemaker’s dimension faded back into the dance floor of the club.


Chapter Six

The wooden floor below her spun, making her a little dizzy. She blinked slowly, lifting her head in an attempt to regain her bearings.

Another female form was suspended on the other side of the dance floor, revolving at the same rate as her. A single rope was attached to a harness on her back, allowing her to move slowly in a circle.

She was wearing a black corset and collar, which hid some of her body, but her lower half was completely exposed, the heels of her glossy black boots tied to her thighs with a violet rope.

Her legs were pulled aside, exposing her nethers, more ropes leading from her legs up to her arms, which were tied in front of her. Her face was hidden by the purple dread falls dangling from her ponytails, wobbling as they pointed at the floor.

She knew this was her friend Sandy, and she simply didn’t have the willpower to worry about her predicament when she was similarly trussed up. A large ball gag sawed in her mouth, keeping her from making more than low grunting sounds. She bit into it, the spongy surface wet from her saliva.

She had only been suspended for a few minutes, but already it was starting to become unbearable. The position she was in was intense. It was a wonder she had ever agreed to do this in the first place!

A lot of that was Sandy’s fault. Her eagerness egged Kai on, to the point where she had only needed to twist her arm a little.

She did have to admit that being bound like this was massively arousing, especially with the vibrating egg stuffed into her pussy.

That was pretty important, as it was needed to offset the raucous cheers of the crowd. Embarrassment meant nothing to her when her body was being this tightly physically controlled.

She gurgled into the gag, a drop of saliva dripping from the bottom towards the wooden dance floor. The ropes winding around her shoulders and above her breasts were tight, and there were so many of them!

Intellectually, she knew this was necessary to distribute the various pressures to avoid potential injury, but the end result was very restrictive. She was effectively trussed up like a game hen!

Her neck flexed, starting to get tired from being held horizontal. As her muscles clenched, she felt every inch of the solid leather posture collar wrapped around her neck. If she relaxed, it would give her some support, but at the cost of being exceedingly uncomfortable. Just as He had planned.

Her hair dangled, just like Sandy’s. They had both been done up in the same outfits. Tanner and Hallick had insisted. The two men were thick as thieves these days, planning this fetish event for them in secret.

She might have been angry, if she wasn’t so very excited. She had no idea what they had come up with for both of them, and, despite her current discomfort, she couldn’t wait to find out what would happen next.

“Ladies and gentlemen!” cried Tanner’s voice from all around her. “Welcome to tonight’s transformative fetish event, exclusively at ‘To Die For’! As valid ticket holders, you are about to witness something that has never been shown in the mortal world before!”

Really? What could that possibly be? Kai was quite certain that if Hallick fucked her on stage, as she was certain he intended, that wouldn’t be anything particularly new - though the crowd would probably still enjoy it immensely.

From what she could see of them, it was a typical gothic/punk mixture, though there were more shiny latex outfits in the crowd than she had thought she would see. The vast majority of them wore leather, however, with plenty of makeup and masks to hide their identities.

It would be quite possible for other fae creatures and entities to attend without being remarked upon, which was rather the point. It had been explained to her that the whole purpose of ‘To Die For’ was to act as a neutral passageway between the mortal and fae realms, where the two sides could get to know each other better and broker deals without the relative nastiness wild encounters might create.

There certainly had been plenty of those, if human legends were anything to go by. No, in concept, this was a much better place to handle the eccentricities of the fae, though she certainly hadn’t bargained on performing in one of their events!

She had become an expected star, her loins on fire. Ugh. How long was this going to take?

She looked up again, unable to resist, looking for Tanner. A dozen spotlights highlighted his flamboyant form standing in front of a standing microphone. He looked ebullient, gesticulating towards Sandy with a long cane, a sparkling purple gem shining at the tip.

Oh no, was that what she thought it was?

Yes, it was, but the jewel failed to draw her into a trance. It wasn’t aimed at her.

Sandy’s head was turning, on a swivel, to keep the gem in view for as long as possible. Even from this distance, Kai could see the blankness in her eyes as she stared at it.

Her friend’s chest flashed as the amethyst implanted in her belly button responded to the presence of the other jewel. Its purple energy spread out into the channels of the tattoo that ran down to her mons.

It had taken her friend several sessions with Hallick to complete. After every addition, she had become unbearably horny, quickly spirited away by Tanner to have her needs satisfied.

Unfortunately, they both hadn’t been able to have full on sex since the ordeal had begun. Kai was in a similar situation with Hallick, forced to bleed off some of her extra energy with blow jobs and toys.

She begged her new Master over and over again to finish her off with his dick, but he refused every time, being cursedly disciplined with his approach. She knew intellectually that he was doing the right thing, saving her for this final show, but she still hated him for it in private.

Now, though, it was almost time. She would be used by Hallick, as she so desperately desired. She could finally call him her Master, for the rest of time.

First, though, she’d have to wait for Tanner to amp up the crowd with Sandy. She frowned, chewing on her gag. The fire inside her was rising, bringing back bad thoughts of the day she had narrowly escaped a permanent future with Borjai.

It hadn’t been this bad in a while, even though she had been unable to have sex with Hallick. It was almost as though her body sensed what was about to happen, and was releasing all of the unconscious limiters she had been using to control her inner fire.

Still, she was quite interested in seeing what would happen with Sandy, too. She must control herself until her Master was ready to use her.

At least Tanner was almost done with his spiel. Quite frankly, she had been ignoring him, the pulsing heat of her gem distracting her, the buzzing in her pussy forcing her arousal higher. She made a concerted effort to ignore these distractions, as it seemed that he was about to wrap up.

“May I introduce to you, two of the most beautiful Pan’are to ever grace the stage!” He pointed his cane at Kai. “Jewel Slave Ruby!” he shouted, tipping his tricorn hat at her. “Without her, this event could never have taken place! Please, give her a round of applause!”

Muted cheers and clapping came from all around her. Oh shit, she was at the center of everyone’s attention. It was like being in the center of a fishbowl, but she was unable to see the audience due to the spotlights that suddenly lit up the bound curves of her body.

All she was able to do was groan and chew on her gag, but this only made the crowd clap louder. It was terrifying to know that she was such a spectacle, but at least she wasn’t alone.

Tanner’s cane had already shifted towards Sandy. “I also wish to introduce my wife, Jewel Slave Amethyst! While she’s currently otherwise occupied, she fondly wishes that you would enjoy the show!”

Sandy’s bound form wiggled a little in the violet ropes. “There you have it!” declared Tanner. “She’s bright and eager and quite ready for me! Without further ado, let’s begin!”

The crowd roared as a set of masked men rushed the stage, bunching up below the platform Tanner had been making his announcements from. They grabbed a set of upright poles on wheels, pulling them out towards the center of the stage, where Sandy twirled, helplessly suspended.

Thumping music filled the club as Tanner walked out along the bridge formed by the platform. His pointed ears wiggled with every step as he swung his arms wide to greet his slave wife.

She hadn’t noticed the fact that he was without glamour earlier, but it made sense. The visitors to the club tonight were unlikely to care about his elven appearance. Those who knew, knew, and those who didn’t, would assume he was in costume.

As he approached Sandy, he tossed his cane off the platform, and it was neatly caught by a masked man below, the group swirling together as they ran towards the other side of the stage. For a moment, she wasn’t certain what they were up to, but it quickly became obvious as she continued her slow turn.

Standing on a similar platform on the other side of the stage, Hallick was waiting patiently for the group of stagehands to pull out his own bridge. A speculative look was on his pale face, his expression smoothing out as he noticed her watching him.

He was wearing a fitted, black shirt, his golden keychain nestled inside. A spiked collar was around his throat, his lips painted a subtle black.

It didn’t look terribly natural on him, but she appreciated the effort he was making to blend in. The goggles perched on top of his head certainly seemed appropriate, but they were probably a prop he had borrowed from the back room.

More importantly, his fingers were wrapped around a thick wand, the bulbous head tapping against his thigh. Her pulse rate increased as she got an inkling of what he was planning. This was going to be far more intense than their previous encounters.

He gave her a cheerful wink as her body rotated away from him. He knew she wouldn’t be able to respond, damn him!

Her arousal was already spiking, fed by her imagination and the vibrating toy in her pussy. She knew it wouldn’t be long now, and the anticipation was killing her.

There was nothing she could do but watch her friend as she heard the bridge being rolled out below her. Hallick would be next to her soon, his heavy frame looming over her delicate thighs. He would have full access to her privates, and she could do nothing.

She breathed hard, slurping at her gag. Sweat was beading on her nose and forehead, the droplets tickling her unbearably as they dripped towards the floor.

She shelved her own discomfort for a moment as Sandy made a loud moan. Her husband’s trousers drooped around his ankles, revealing his erect length in light and shadow as the spotlights drifted over her body.

He grabbed her by the shoulders, stopping her rotation with her head pointed directly at his dick. At first, she thought he would proceed straight to fucking, but of course that was impossible with the bright red ball gag filling her friend’s mouth.

Tanner reached around behind her neck and fiddled with the buckle. The gag slipped free in his hands, the surface wet with Sandy’s spit. Grinning widely, he dropped the gag to one of the stagehands below, his eyes solely on his wife.

Sandy swallowed, looking up at him with desire. Kai expected him to plunge right in, but his hand slipped inside his purple vest, fumbling in a pocket.

Her eyes widened as she took in the funny looking device in his hands. It was pink and formed in the shape of a tube. At first, she thought it might be a stroking device, but as he turned it around, she realized it was for something far more sinister. Did he intend on putting that in her mouth?

Yes, indeed he did, and Sandy didn’t appear to be protesting too much. Dropping her jaw wide, she accepted it willingly, her lips stretching around the edges of the device in a large O.

As it slipped all the way in, Tanner ran a leather strap around the back of her neck, securing it in place. The plastic front of the device fit over her lips, giving her a gaping smile, with pink molded replacement lips. Sandy groaned, her neck stretching towards her husband’s dick.

Tanner stroked her forehead, nudging the bulbous head of his rigid cock against her plastic lips. Sandy groaned, her body writhing in the ropes, but Tanner clearly wanted to take his time.

He reached back into his vest pocket and retrieved a short stick. Kai frowned as she realized it was more of a wand, with a glowing purple amethyst glued to the tip.

Tanner jabbed the tip of the wand into her posture collar, slowly dragging it upwards until the gem was pressing into her lower jaw. Sandy gulped, shivering as her body responded to the gem’s presence.

The tattoo on her belly glowed, increasing in intensity as Tanner tilted her head up with the wand. He held out his left hand and a ball of energy formed in his palm.

He let it go and it exploded softly into a shower of sparkles that glimmered over Sandy’s body. She sighed with satisfaction, her body relaxing a little as her eyes glittered with admiration.

Kai wished she could see the colors of her aura, but that ability had vanished after Hallick had cut her link to Borjai. She wasn’t entirely certain how it operated, but suspected it only worked as long as they both shared the same master.

Her allegiance was now to Hallick, and therefore she could only see his aura. Except, bound as she was, she wasn’t seeing anything in particular. What was Hallick doing back there? Was he going to use her mouth and edge her further, like Tanner was with Sandy? It would certainly be just like him.

In the past few weeks, she had gotten to know him better, and although their relationship wasn’t exactly lovey dovey, she had come to deeply appreciate what he was doing. As a gem master, he was the only one who knew how to handle what she and Sandy were going through.

With his expertise, the tattoo on Sandy’s chest had been completed to Tanner’s specifications, allowing the couple to grow even closer together. Seeing this, Kai had envied the two of them, but her jealousy hadn’t been allowed to burn unchecked for long.

Hallick had started taking her out as he had suggested after their first meeting, spending an enormous amount of time with her. It was almost as though he had nothing else important he needed to be doing.

Perhaps he didn’t - from what she had gleaned, an out of control Pan’are could be just as destructive a force as an atomic bomb, so there was a large incentive to handle her right. Even so, Hallick didn’t seem to be treating her with kid gloves, or pretending that he liked her.

He was enjoying their time together just as much as she was, which made her long for something more. Something ill defined, just out of reach. Something she wasn’t courageous enough to ask for. Not just yet.

Quite frankly, though, even if he hadn’t been romancing her, she wasn’t certain that she could do without his presence. The fire inside her needed an outlet somewhere, and he seemed quite willing to service her needs.

Besides all that, he was her Master, which was the most important thing. She loved having such a kind Master. If only he would fuck her!

She bit into her gag as a heavy hand smacked her ass. If he wasn’t going to turn her around, what was he planning for her?

He was fiddling with the vibrating egg in her pussy, pulling it free. That left her gaping hole wide open, wet and ready to be used. She squeezed her fists together, wishing that she could touch herself.

That was impossible with how she was trussed up. A solid, metal spar was attached to the front of her corset, pointing straight downwards, which her hands were tied around. Red ropes ran from her wrists, forming a triangle between her collarbone and waist.  These were more decorative than practical, as the metal bar was rigid enough to keep her from moving her hands around.

It was maddening. She was completely and utterly at his mercy, and she had no idea what was next!

She began to get a general idea when a solid, plastic dome pressed against her clit. Excited, she trembled, mumbling into her gag.

There was no immediate stimulation, however, leaving her out in the cold. She groaned as she watched Tanner slowly pressing his dick into Sandy’s face, his wand trailing down her slave friend’s side.

How she wanted to be her right now! She bet the stimulation from the small jewel was out of this world. Literally.

A strong hand gripped her side. “Are you forgetting something?” growled Hallick. “You belong to me.”

A hard nub pressed against the small of her back, followed by a spinning motion and a hard click. She immediately felt dizzy, like she was falling towards the ground. A gush of fiery energy burst from her back, as if it was a tail, flowing into her Master’s body.

Far from reducing the temperature of the furnace burning inside her, this served to amp it up further. Her thighs felt as though they were made of molten metal, oozing, aching for him.

She wanted to shout, to scream. Put it in me!

Hallick couldn’t read her mind, however, and didn’t seem inclined to move straight towards climax. On edge, she gritted her teeth as the vibrator pressing against her clit began to buzz, ever so slightly.

Hallick’s hands caressed her ass. “I know this is what you’ve been waiting for,” he purred, “but this must be done properly to avoid destroying the club. Just relax and enjoy the view.”

She badly wanted Hallick to push into her, hard, and take her like an animal, but she knew he wasn’t exaggerating. If the futures the Trancemaker had shown her were anything to go by, her final transformation would be a truly explosive event that needed to be managed carefully.

Kai grunted in dismay as she watched Tanner sliding slowly into Sandy’s mouth, the two of them humming as they enjoyed the oral sex. Sandy’s eyes were closed as she sucked on his length, her mouth clamping down around the rubber interior of the gag.

They moved together, in a sensual dance, Sandy’s body swinging softly in the air as she worked on him. Tanner moved his wand down her side, running the tip in a circle over her back.

The gem on Sandy’s belly pulsed in sympathy, her tattoo glowing a brighter violet. She could see every line, the intricate art flexing over her slave friend’s belly.

The tattoo of the slave girl had been added to, and now included a Master in the shape of an elf man, his form crouched over to lovingly caress the woman’s neck. The Master was wearing a tricorn hat, just like Tanner, making it obvious who it was meant to represent.

The two of them were alone together, a sea of glowing stars all around them to represent their love for each other. This certainly wouldn’t have been the design Borjai would have created, but that villain no longer existed in this reality in any meaningful form.

The tattoo had been completed by Hallick, based upon requests garnered from the couple. Now finished, it was what the two of them wanted. A symbol of their devotion to each other. She thought it was rather cute.

That left her own tattoo, which she knew was also glowing due to Hallick’s influence. Borjai had almost completed it the day before he lost his very existence, so there wasn’t much Hallick could do with it.

Still, a few minor alterations had been made. The Master represented in the design no longer looked like Borjai, and some of the lewder elements had been replaced with heart shapes. She couldn’t claim that she was completely satisfied with it, but she knew it was the best that could be done at short notice.

She might consider having Hallick change it some more as their relationship developed. Unfortunately, that was her only option, as unlike with normal tattoos, there was no such thing as laser removal. Magick, once implanted, could not be removed so easily.

The throbbing vibrator at her pussy increased in strength and she moaned against the gag once more. How long did he intend on edging her? She was already wet and ready for him. All he had to do was give her what she so desperately desired!

Her rational thoughts were beginning to evaporate, one by one, sizzling as they fried under the heat of her body. She knew this sensation from the final battle with Borjai. She was heating up, just the same, even though she was connected to her Master.

The outflow of energy to Hallick wasn’t enough to counteract how fast her core temperature was rising. She wasn’t quite certain why this was happening - maybe it was intentional? He had to know what was happening, right?

Suddenly worried that he didn’t, she began to struggle uselessly against the ropes. Choking on her own spit, she slobbered over the gag, the ropes suddenly feeling too tight against her chest.

It was pointless. Trussed as she was, she couldn’t tell him anything.

A hand wrapped over her shoulder. “Peace,” rumbled Hallick. “Everything is fine. Relax. Let yourself go with the flow. Become Mine. Change.”

With that, the thick head of his cock pressed into her pussy, and her universe shook.

Her vagina clenched around his shaft, throbbing in pleasure as he pierced her core. This was what everything had been waiting on.

Her toes curled with delight, the sweat on her body instantly evaporating. Her skin was thickening, vibrating at the same frequency as the toy planted against her clit. She was changing. For him.

All of her fears and concerns burnt away, revealing the core of true joy within her. She was obeying her Master, and he was making her his.

This truth was all that mattered to her, and she reveled in it, enjoying the heat, the ecstasy that resulted.

Her body bounced against his, the primal thrusting telling her that she was owned. She was his. There was nothing more basic or enjoyable than this.

The outside world blurred for her as she focused on the fucking. Her friend, her bound state, her discomfort - none of that mattered in the face of such rapture.

Increasingly, more and more, all she could feel was the heat, accompanied by the thrusting. It was so hot!

Her consciousness was expanding, filled with love for everything and everyone. She wanted to hug everyone there, to celebrate this new state of being - an ultimate slave to pleasure.

When she opened her eyes, in front of her was a floating, purple entity, pulsing with strong energy. As she approached the entity, she discovered it was in the shape of a female, with tendrils of hair that flowed softly around her body.

A smile lit up her face as her eyes glowed, a dimple settling into her smooth cheeks. This was Sandy!

Rejoicing, she moved towards her friend, wrapping her arms around her. Sandy responded in kind, giving her a soft kiss on the cheek.

The quick peck left behind a smoldering spot of heat that faded quickly. Confused, Kai stared at Sandy’s rippling violet face, her skin looking somewhat like the surface of the sun, dark lines running outwards from her glowing eyes.

“What are we?” asked Kai, feeling curious, but not too alarmed.

She was still bound, still being fucked by her Master, but she was also here, in this alternate dimension. A free spirit, made of boundless energy.

Sandy pulled back from her a little, taking her hands in her own. “Does it really matter?” she asked. “We’ve escaped from that odious wizard, and are bound to our husbands. His perverted plans are no more. We are finally free to serve our soul mates!”

Clenching her hands, Sandy’s body began to move in the air, spinning the two of them around in a circle. Kai could see the joy in her face, but she wasn’t certain she shared it.

Sandy slowly caught on to her ambivalence and slowed down. “What’s the matter?” she chirped, the black hole of her mouth looking out of place on her glowing face.

“I love my new Master, it’s true,” Kai began, her mouth shifting into a frown. “But that’s far different than loving him romantically. I love being his. I love obeying him. I just don’t have any more feelings for him yet.”

She let go of Sandy’s hands and clasped her arms around her chest, shuddering with concern. “I don’t know if it will ever happen!”

Sandy shrugged. “Did I ever tell you about how Tanner and I met?”

Kai shook her head. “If I recall correctly, I was too buried in work. I barely managed to get away to attend your marriage. I’m sorry about that.”

Sandy shook her head. “No need, that’s all in the past now.” She leaned back, drifting a short distance away. “I was fresh out of school, looking for a new job. You remember that, right? I couldn’t make up my mind on my major, and I ended up with a degree in history.”

“Yeah, and I remember warning you about that, but I guess I don’t know how that all turned out.” Kai sighed. “I guess I haven’t been paying attention to pretty much anything since I started that law job.”

“I was kind of at the end of my rope, so I interviewed at ‘To Die For’ for a waitress position. I liked the vibe of the place, but I wasn’t really into goth at the time. I thought I had grown out of it. Still, they accepted me and helped me to fit in.”

She sighed. “I probably would have just remained like that, coasting, but there was something different about Tanner. Something that I couldn’t quite explain. There was a wavy color that always seemed to follow him around.”

Kai frowned. “You were seeing his aura, but how is that possible?” She blinked. “It is related to how you’re a princess? Which, by the way, how could you have hidden that from me?”

Sandy held up her hands. “I’ll fill you in on all that later. Suffice it to say that it’s some kind of hereditary power. Because I rebelled against my father and ran away, I wasn’t given proper training in its use, so all I was getting was a faint hint, but I knew there was something special about him.”

“So that was the reason you started dating him?” asked Kai, becoming increasingly agitated.

This conversation was interesting, but it was starting to drag on, and the heat in her loins was getting urgent. She badly wanted to stop talking and get back to enjoying the liquid warmth suffusing her limbs.

“No,” replied Sandy wryly. “That only happened after I poured his drink down the front of his vest.”

“You what?” Kai choked, her erotic desires forgotten for a brief moment. “Why’d you do that?”

“He made a lewd comment about my frilly skirt, and I wasn’t going to let him get away with it, owner or not.” Her face lit up with a wicked grin, the glowing lines on her face buzzing with energy. “Instead of firing me, he asked me out on a date, and it kind of snowballed from there. How was I to know that he was a fae lord?”

“Sounds like you got absurdly lucky,” said Kai sourly.

“I know, right?” Her expression dimmed, and she leaned forward, floating towards Kai. “You don’t have to be jealous of us. Look, you’ve found someone who’s just as interested in you for you. That’s luckier than a lot of people ever are in their lives.”

The faint hint of sadness in the back of her mind boiled away. Her friend was right. They had both found good masters. There was no reason she should be melancholy. Especially not now, when her body was clearly building towards a climax.

All of a sudden, the pleasure that had been tickling at her senses washed over her, carrying away her silly worries and concerns. “You’re right,” she breathed, feeling hot, pale, out of breath. “I should concentrate on what I have now. The Master who wants me. The Master who’s using my body. Oooh!”

She tensed her shoulders and squeezed her thighs together. “That feels… amazing!” she said brightly, turning around slowly to take in her suspended body, swaying back and forth as Hallick thrust himself roughly into her pussy.

Eyes red, she slobbered uncontrollably around her gag, her hands squeezing around the post fixed to her chest with each thrust.

“I don’t know what to think about this,” she whispered. “If that’s me, then what am I?”

She lifted an arm, marveling at how ephemeral it looked. Swirling lines of energy spiraled down her fingers, and when she pressed them together, a glowing stream of red energy zapped between them.

She felt hot, powerful. Nobody could stand against her. She could simply burn them up.

Except for her Master, of course. He was the only one who could tame this new wildness that was welling up within her. Even he would have a problem containing the fire rising with her arousal, however.

She could see the pulsing heat in her hands growing larger with every thrust her Master made. Soon, flames were licking from the surface of her pseudo-skin, running along her elbows and over her collarbone.

She gasped, realizing that the flames had suddenly become wild, out of her control. She whirled towards Sandy, who was looking down at her own arms, a strange expression on her face. Terror.

“I can’t contain it!” she blurted out, her back arching as her flames burst from her body.

“Then don’t.” A woman’s sharp voice cut across their new reality, stopping all of the action around them in sharp relief.

Kai whirled, the heat within her swirling in turn. It was Moiraine, eyes glowing as she floated in the air next to them. “What is the meaning of this?” she demanded, her flames flickering wildly.

The Trancemaker had her gloved hands folded, the pattern on her forehead glowing the same color as her eyes. She was still dressed in demure black leather, though her goggles were slightly askew.

“There’s nothing to be alarmed about,” she said patiently. “I’ve pulled you both into a trance. With the blessing of my Lord, I’ve temporally connected this plane with a suitable outlet. Any explosive forces you give off here will be safely transferred there, without destroying the club or the ones you love.”

Kai’s body jerked. She surely hoped the Trancemaker was right, as she couldn’t contain herself any more.

The flames lifted higher, circling around her like viscous tigers. Tendrils of flame licked towards the Trancemaker, but she stood there, serene, just like Hallick had in the face of Borjai’s rage.

She was right to be confident, as none of the flames touched her pale face, bending around her as if she was a black hole, the energy circling viciously. She lifted her hands, cupping them together to display a rounded orb sitting within.

The flames twisted, spiraling as they descended towards the orb, acting like water draining from a bathtub. The flickering heat danced, red and purple flames combining as they played with each other, their strength flickering as they were subsumed by the orb.

Kai sighed as a great pressure released from within her. She didn’t have to hold herself back any longer. She could display her true self.

She lifted her arms wide, and wings made of flames sprouted from her back. She was floating, no, flying on the wings of her own power.

Amazed, she glanced over at Sandy, who looked the same, though her wings were made from shimmering violet feathers, within which hot flames boiled. Her friend’s gem had expanded, taking over her entire chest with its deep glow, purple veins lit up all over her body.

In this form, she had no tattoo, simply the energy lines. She was nude, but not, her features hidden by the flames. She was beautiful.

Just as she was. They were a glittering, matching pair, jewel slaves. Pan’are.

Now that the intensity of her flames were fading, she had a sudden, nasty thought. Whirling back to the Trancemaker, she floated over to the woman, giving her a look of suspicion as more of their excess energy licked into the orb.

“Where are you sending our powers?” she asked, flexing her hands. She dearly hoped she wouldn’t have to attack the woman, but if she didn’t get an adequate explanation, she might have to.

A sadistic grin lit up the Trancemaker’s face. “The same place my Lord sent Borjai.”

Kai lifted her hands. “The wizard still exists?” she hissed. “Give him to us. We’ll burn him to ashes!”

Moiraine shook her head. “I’m afraid that’s not possible. He doesn’t exist as a solid entity any longer. He has been dispersed to his component parts, and adding your energy to his will make no difference.”

She cocked her shoulders, her dark eyelashes fluttering. “How can I explain the unexplainable? How about this? Think of that dimension as a place made of pure energy. There is no thought, no reason, simply intergalactic debris. It is part of the universe, but outside the universe. Part of my Lord’s domain.”

She closed her gloved hands around the orb, touching her sharp metallic fingers together to sever the connection. “It is not a place one can visit and return from, still a single being. Once your energy mixes with the gestalt, you become one with the others.”

She sighed. “Is that ecstasy? Is that pain? Who can know? Certainly nobody who has gone there can tell us. Suffice it to say that he’s not coming back. Ever.”

The tension fled from Kai’s body. “It’s over, then. Truly. There’s nothing to fear.”

She blinked back small droplets of fire, lifting her arms as she approached the Trancemaker. The woman blanched, floating backwards. “I’m afraid you can’t touch me here,” she exclaimed. “It would be rather dangerous for my health. You can thank me properly later.”

Nodding in gratitude at the woman who had helped them so much, she turned towards Sandy, who had matching tears. She rushed towards her friend, giving her a solid hug.

Their flames burned brighter for a moment as they greeted each other. “He can’t touch us any more!” cried Kai. “I’m so happy.”

“I’m happy for you, too,” said Sandy, patting her on the back. “I can’t quite believe it myself.”

“Well, do,” said Moiraine harshly. “My time here is up, and so is yours. Enjoy yourself, ladies!”

Their inner flames swirled around them as a sudden wind buffeted their shoulders. Kai kissed her friend on the cheek as their reality began to fade. “I love you,” she whispered softly, hoping her friend would take it the right way.

It was true love, but not an erotic love. This was the love of true friendship. Philia.

Besides, she was still being worked over by her Master. The one to whom she gave her allegiance, but not her true love. Not yet.

She grunted, sensations assailing her body as she was returned to the suspended bondage. Whatever outer plane she had ascended to with her friend had vanished, leaving her back with her Master.

Pleasure suffused her flesh, but it was not at an unpleasant level. The fiery furnace that lived inside her had been satiated, for the moment, giving her the ability to revel in the feeling Hallick was inducing in her.

She could feel every inch of the rope pulling against her collarbone, under her chest, and pubes. It chafed, it hurt, but all of it felt so good.

She grunted with every thrust as Hallick picked up the pace. She would like to stay like this forever, but unfortunately, it was not to be.

Her body spasmed, throwing her into the throes of a true orgasm. This was different than any she had experienced in the past. More raw, more immediate. Every nerve ending sparked, flooding her brain with billions of data points to process.

She couldn’t. Her mind shut down as she simply felt.

But it wasn’t over yet. Hallick kept thrusting through her paroxysms of pleasure, his own needs not yet satisfied. How could this be? How could she have been triggered first?

In all the orgasms she had known before, the man had always finished first. This was unknown territory for her. Would her orgasm stop before his began?

No. It just kept going!

Longer than usual. Longer than she had expected. Longer than she had ever experienced.

The gem at her chest pulsed in time with his rhythm, amplifying the tickling vibration at her pussy, keeping her in climax. Her muscles writhed, body shaking as it shook with rapture.

Her mind was blown. This was not something she had anticipated. It was intoxicating, and she never wanted it to end.

Tears in her eyes, she stared dully ahead, barely watching as Tanner spun his wife around. Sandy would soon be experiencing the same, treated like a proper fuck toy.

Her new spirit self shifted inside her, captured by the cage of the gem. It was a good thing she was bound in place, or she might rise out of herself again and explode in a myriad of colorful energy. She was thankful to her Master for keeping her in one piece as she experienced this continuous joy.

Despite her bonds, some of her energy began to leak out, but it was quickly sucked up through the tether that bound her to her Master. Would she ever again have the strength that she showed in front of Moiriane?

She rather hoped not. She didn’t really want to be beholden to two Masters, but she supposed that wasn’t in her control. Hallick could worry and take care of all that. She could simply be.

She sighed around her gag. Did this mean she was getting used to this level of pleasure? Her brain was no longer completely blanked as it had been earlier, and these intrusive thoughts were beginning to creep in.

No, she wouldn’t allow it. She would become a perfect jewel slave for her Master.

She forced her worries away and allowed herself to drift on the pleasant plateau of pleasure, waiting patiently for her Master to finish inside her.

Her body jerked as the vibration against her pussy increased. Her breath hissed through her nose as her pleasure spiked once more. Impossible! She was already in the throes of an orgasm!

Yes, but her body had been changed, into an ephemeral creature of fire. There could be all sorts of new physiological changes for her to explore… and enjoy.

That thought was truncated as her Master thrust himself all the way in and held himself there, his thick cock spraying her core with his cum. Her body took this as a trigger to take her to the next level, the glowing furnace within her blazing white hot.

Everything around her faded as she exploded again, an uncontrollable moan rocketing from her mouth. This was something new, a pleasure she could have never imagined.

It was a fleeting high, gone in an instant, but that made her want it all the more. And only Master could take her there.

The fire within her roiled, but subsided, her muscles relaxing as her orgasm faded into a pleasant languour. The vibrator clicked off, leaving a sticky, gooey mess at the mouth of her pussy.

Shuddering, she sighed against the gag, long and satisfied. She already wanted to do this again, her brain plotting, desiring. That would have to wait. She wasn’t in control of that.

Hallick. An enigma, a mystery.

A strange warmth filled her throat, unrelated to the fire in her core. This was a strange feeling, something she had never felt in the past. Tingles ran down her spine. He was her Master, but he was also becoming something more.

That both frightened and excited her. She wanted more. She wanted to see what he would do with her. She wanted to be his slave, to obey him and worship his body.

Never had her desires and her reality lined up so perfectly before. It made her shudder with elation.

Her body rotated as she tried to sort out these new feelings, unable to figure out what they truly meant as she stopped in front of his dick.

Hallick grabbed the ring on her collar, pulling her head up. “Tanner prefers to edge himself,” her Master said thickly, “but I didn’t want to waste any time. I wanted to show you how much you belong to me, Pan’are.”

Kai gurgled around the gag as he unstrapped it, spit dripping from her lips as she pressed them together and swallowed. “Master,” she said softly, in reverence. “Let me worship you.”

“Of course,” Hallick replied, pleased, as he rammed the tip of his cock into her mouth. “As my obedient slave, I shall use you as I like.”

Kai suckled gratefully on his wet dick, slurping down the remnants of His cum. She was His, as she had wanted. Everything was perfect.


Epilogue

Kai lifted a double stacked burger to her mouth, savoring the taste of bacon sandwiched between two slices of meat. Barbecue sauce dribbled from her lips, making a mess of the napkin she had carefully positioned over her leather bra.

Sandy chuckled as she watched her friend, snagging one of her husband’s french fries, pressing it between her purple lips as she swallowed it down in two bites. Her violet hair shifted as she moved, swirling and dancing with fluorescent colors.

She no longer wore dread falls with her locks of swirling hair, as it would have been overkill. The volume and bounciness of her locks was colorful and interesting enough as it was, framing the lines on her pale face. Slashes of black surrounded her eyes, her pupils glowing from within, looking like twin amethysts to match the gem embedded in her chest.

Kai knew that she looked similar, though her coloration matched her ruby gem. These were some of myriad transformations that had occurred to both of them after their elemental spirits had settled back into their mortal bodies.

Overall, it made her look mysterious, powerful, dangerous. And, in truth, she would be, if she wasn’t under the control of her Master.

Her new self was an elemental being, requiring the leash of a Master to keep quelled. She might even be frightened of the fire inside her without the hand of Hallick on her reins.

A gentle tug came at her collar. “You’re looking introspective again,” rumbled Hallick. “What are you thinking?”

“Nothing,” Kai replied smoothly, picking up her burger again. She batted her eyelashes at him. “Just about how much I love being your slave, Master.”

“Flattery will get you punished,” remarked Hallick, his hand sliding over to a black box sitting to the right of his plate.

He tweaked a dial, and Kai made a muffled squeal into her burger. A swirling nub built into her chastity belt teased at her clit, making it difficult to keep still. She endeavored to do so, however, as Master had ordered her to remain in her seat when they started their meal.

She had been careful to avoid drinking too much, so as to avoid having bladder problems, but this was going to be just as challenging to bear. How could she concentrate on eating when she wanted to jump his body?

“I was being sincere,” she muttered, and Hallick grunted, turning the vibrator down a notch.

Satisfied that she had been taken care of, he redirected his attention to Tanner. “How is our alliance with the Mystics?”

Tanner finished chewing, and swallowed, setting his hands on the table as he considered. His hat was tilted in a jaunty fashion, but there was nothing silly about his demeanor. There was a reason why he had been designated Collain’der’s top diplomat. If the man dressed like a clown, it was on purpose. Those who underestimated him did so at their peril.

Leaning back, he cleared his throat. “Our little deal with the Time Lord has been fulfilled, and I don’t expect further problems there. We got rid of our troublesome wizard, and He resolved His time nexus.”

Hallick shifted in his seat. “And you don’t expect that He will ask for more after sending His Trancemaker instead of a low level Pathwalker? That certainly wasn’t a part of the deal.”

Sandy stole another french fry from her husband’s plate and he gave her the side eye, yanking on the chain wrapped around his wrist. Sandy’s head jerked a little as her collar rattled, and she blew him a kiss.

The interchange looked rather sassy, but Kai understood why her sister slave was acting that way. She wanted to do the same. To provoke her Master until he took her, hard and wet. It was a burning need within her that only he could sate.

“No,” replied Tanner. “He did that of his own accord, it wasn’t a part of the contract. I suspect this was a more important nexus than we had anticipated, and He wanted this done right. Why else would He have sent His ancient avatar to ensure a proper resolution?”

Kai swallowed heavily. “Moiraine isn’t that old, is she?”

Hallick chuckled. “Older than us, and we’re long lived fae. I certainly wouldn’t care to double cross her, or her Lord.”

Kai’s fiery heart fluttered within her chest. She had almost attacked the woman, for heaven’s sake! What would have happened to her if she had gone through with it? Far better not to think of such things.

Sandy eyed her husband’s plate, but this time she speared a wodge of salad with her fork from her own plate. “She certainly has a rather modern style for someone so old,” she remarked, sticking the greenery into her mouth.

“Or your style is ancient,” sniped Tanner, corralling his fries into a pile.

Sandy scrunched her face up and softly punched his shoulder. Purple veins ran over the backs of her hands and down her fingers, terminating in glowing, long nails.

Hallick set his glass down and sighed. “If you two are done, it’s time to sweep away the cobwebs of the past. I’m far more interested in talking about the future.” He gave Kai an unreadable look. “About us.”

“Us?” she asked, repeating the word, a little confused. “What is there to say about us? You’re my Master, and I’m your slave. Your Pan’are. I will do as you command.”

“Yes, that’s true,” Hallick nodded, as if this was a matter of course. “However, I want more.”

Kai frowned. “What more can I give? Am I not your obedient slave in all things?”

“There is no doubt of that,” replied Hallick with aplomb, a small smile playing about his lips.

“Stop teasing the poor girl, and tell her what you want from her,” interrupted Tanner. “She already has stars in her eyes. There’s no need to hide your intent.”

“Very well.” He reached into his vest pocket and pulled out a small, black box.

Kai’s eyes followed his motions with curiosity, trying to figure out what was inside. Another gem? Would this be a ruby, or an amethyst?

As he cracked open the velvet box, her breath caught in her throat as she spotted a shining metal circlet. Her aura rippled as she lifted her trembling fingers to take hold of the ring within.

Lifting it up, she gazed at the intricately cut amethyst set in the top, smaller gems marching around the sides of the band. “Where did you get this?” she asked as she turned it over, whispering reverently.

“If I may?” asked Hallick, taking it gently from her hand. “Kai, as an An’ana of Collain’der, I declare that you are mine, now and always.”

She lifted up her hand demurely, gazing into his deep, chestnut colored eyes. As he slid the ring onto her finger, she bit her lower lip, her stomach flipping. There was something formal, important, ancient about these words.

His voice rose in a crescendo. “Fulfilling the vows of our betrothal, we are wed together as one, Ash’latick Po’more!”

A burst of energy flowed between them, rippling up and down the chain to her collar like waves. Her internal furnace reacted to the disturbance, ramping up the heat and the associated arousal.

She wrapped her fingers around the table, blinking in surprise. “What does this all mean?” she asked, nonplussed at the strange sensations.

Tanner wiped his lips with a napkin, hiding a wide grin. “You are now bound together as one!” he declared. “The man just married you!”

Kai turned with indignation, shooting Hallick a dirty look. “You can’t just go marrying us off without asking me first!” she declared. “A marriage involves a wedding, with lots of guests and friends and cake and… and!”

A vague noise of frustration boiled up her throat as she tugged against his leash. “I wanted to have a special day, for just the two of us!” she complained.

Her Master’s eyes lit up with a merry sparkle. “What makes you think we won’t?” he asked smugly, downing his drink.

Her eyes lit up. “With flowers, and people, and ribbons, and food, and cake?” she asked brightly.

“Yes, all that… if that’s what you want. We could also hold the ceremony here, in the club,” Hallick replied, his cheeks dimpling in satisfaction at her reaction.

She wrapped an arm over his shoulder and leaned in to kiss his cheek. “I’m glad you’re my Master,” she whispered into his ear. “What can I do to reward you?”

Hallick beamed at Tanner. “You were right,” he said, ignoring her provocation.

“Of course I was right,” grinned Tanner, lifting his burger as if in a toast. “I have personal experience.” He glanced at his wife, who was running her hands over his shoulder. “It looks like we both have some business to attend to.”

Hallick sighed. “It’s a pity to waste such gorgeous food, but I must admit I’m hungry for something else.”

“Not a problem,” replied Tanner, snapping his fingers.

A waitress pulled aside the curtain, appearing as if by magick, dressed in a cute, low cut leather top with a strictly laced bodice. “Please, box this up for us,” he murmured softly, “we have business to take care of.”

“Yes, sir!” the waitress chirped, her enthusiasm at odds with her black makeup and spiked collar.

She folded her hands and waited patiently as Tanner pulled himself out of the booth, Sandy clinging to his back like a limpet. Before they left, Sandy gave her a joyful look, mouthing a silent phrase at her as her eyes glowed purple. “Enjoy yourself!”

Kai shoved Hallick’s shoulder. “Where are they going?” she asked, jealous of her friend’s obvious excitement.

Her Master’s body rocked back and forth as he snagged another fry. “Just a moment, my precious Pan’are. Anticipation enhances sensation, and I know exactly how aroused you are right now.”

It was true. Their connection was symbiotic, in a way, allowing each other to know how their bodies felt. If Hallick was tired, she would know instantly, nagging him until he got some sleep. If her body was aroused, inflamed, he would know that, too, which was why his statement threw her into a hot frenzy.

The lines running down her arms sparked red, her fiery energy running just below the surface. She tightened her hand around his shoulder as the fire began to rise. “I don’t think I can wait that long,” she confessed.

“Mmm, well, you’re going to have to,” responded Hallick. “We’re going to incrementally work on your control. I can’t have you going off in the middle of the club. Restrain yourself!”

“Yes, Master,” she hissed, a little disappointed as she made her best effort to tamp down her internal conflagration.

This sort of self-discipline was no fun at all. She wanted to run wild, to explode with joy for her Master. She could not disobey his command, however. She was a good slave.

That didn’t mean she had to be silent, though she would have to be careful if she wanted to avoid having Hallick order her to be quiet.

She stroked his back. “Wouldn’t you rather have me than that burger?” she whispered sultrily, brushing her lips over his ear.

He ate another french fry, but she could feel his rising need through her link with him. How far dare she push him?

Screw it. She wasn’t going to get anything she wanted if she didn’t at least try!

Her left hand crept under the table, reaching for his crotch. She waited until after he swallowed before giving it a grab, testing the leather surface of his pants to get a feel for how aroused he was.

She was dismayed to find a hard, dome-shaped codpiece blocking her way. It didn’t matter how hard she pressed on it - she simply couldn’t feel anything.

Hallick chuckled. “Let this be a reminder as to who is the Master here,” he rumbled. “We proceed on my schedule, not yours.”

Hissing with frustration, Kai pulled back, a pout on her face. “Don’t be petulant,” growled Hallick. “I think you’re going to like what I have in store for you.”

The annoyance faded from her face. “Really? What kind of elaborate bondage have you come up with this time?”

“Oh, it’s not that elaborate. Indeed, I think you might find it rather familiar. You see, I’ve been talking to some of my contacts recently, and I’ve discovered that you had certain dreams of the future.”

Kai frowned. How could he know about those visions? She hadn’t told anybody except… Sandy! That little sneaky traitor! She’d have to get her back for that.

Except, she wasn’t really that angry. There was very little they kept from each other, or their Masters.

But if he knew, then what was he going to do with her? He couldn’t mean to - oh, that might be very sexy. Her face flushed.

Hallick grunted as he slid across the seat, gripping her by the neck. He watched her with fascination as his other hand wrapped around the end of the leashed chain, giving it a sharp tug. Kai swooned in his grip, her legs feeling like jelly. “I see you’re finally starting to understand, slave. I give the orders here.”

He let go of her neck, running his fingers down the length of chain until there was some slack. “Very well, I think I’ve played this out as far as I wish to. Get up, slave, let’s have some fun.”

Kai took a hesitant step out of the booth, brushing aside the privacy curtain, not certain that she could trust her suddenly weak body. Her pulse throbbed as she turned to wait for her Master, the chain of her leash clinking as He climbed out of the seat.

A passing couple dressed in vibrant PVC jackets glanced at them, the male giving Kai a jealous leer. The punk woman squeezed his wrist sharply and he turned away, his mohawk bobbing as he apologized.

That was okay. She was not offended by their curious looks.

It didn’t matter if others whispered about her station. She was a slave. They were not her owners, and had no idea how deeply she was controlled by Him. There was nothing on this mortal world that could compare to the magickal bond they shared.

He took her in hand, leading her down the hallway past a series of booths hidden behind thick, red curtains. Her chain clinked as she followed him, shifting her hips seductively as she balanced on high heels.

Passing through the door at the rear, Hallick nodded at some of the wait staff, who gave him knowing looks and winks. They all knew and accepted her station. Slaves being paraded around in chains was nothing knew for the club staff. Doubtless they had seen and served at plenty of kinky nights.

That this was a little different mattered little. What the mortal staff didn’t know couldn’t hurt them in this treaty created neutral space, and the fae approved of their relationship. From what she had gathered since her transformation, they had been looking forward to their marriage for quite some time. It was a wonder how she had managed to stay completely oblivious to her heritage for so long.

She could worry over it all she liked, but that didn’t matter now. She was a Pan’are. A jewel slave. His.

Woe betide anyone who stood against her Master, for she would burn them where they stood. Fa’lare!

She shivered, imagining being commanded to do such a thing. Obeying. Her hands clenched into claws and she smiled viciously. She was His tool. His weapon.

He tugged at her chain, and she backed away from her bloodthirsty thoughts. She was also His slave, and from the ring He had just given her, soon to be wife. Her heart throbbed with that strange feeling again. What did it mean?

Her introspection faded as her Master stopped in front of a nondescript, padded door. He eased it open, pulling her inside.

The exotic atmosphere of the room excited her, a cool pine smell wafting over her nose. She gasped, breathing in deeply as she stepped towards the circular, padded platform in the middle of the room, the door snapping shut behind them.

A faint breeze circulated around them, calming music filling the air. Gray columns were built into the walls, holding up an arched, domed ceiling which contained a multitude of windows. Soft, powerful lighting was built into the recesses, giving the sense that they were actually outside.

Hallick clicked his tongue. “Come here, slave, onto this platform. I wish to look at you.”

Kai did as she was told, climbing onto the padded red platform, the chain rattling as Hallick stood to one side. She settled onto her knees, her ass pressing into the cushioned surface as she drew her hands behind her into a familiar pose. The slave pose she had perfected for Borjai.

A large mirror on wheels was in front of her, showing off the outfit Hallick had selected for her today. The leather bra was sleek, and low, showing off her attributes. Her transformation into a Pan’are had increased her bust size, though she wasn’t certain why. Hallick claimed that it was a necessary change to contain her new powers, but she secretly wondered whether he had somehow done it on purpose.

She couldn’t be mad at him for the change, as she loved looking sexy for Him. She especially liked the tight straps which held the black bra in place, giving her plenty of support. The only downside was that He couldn’t play with her pierced nipples, though there was nothing saying that she would remain dressed.

Her belly was bared, showing off her glowing gem and tattoo, sitting just above a short pair of leather panties. Below that, she wore fishnets and black boots, her skin shimmering with red lines of power.

“Perfect,” purred Hallick, grabbing a key from the ring around his neck. Lifting it up, he pressed the end against her collar, giving it a quick twist.

The collar snapped free, and he gathered it in his hands along with the leash. She lifted her neck, feeling a little uncomfortable without it, but said nothing. It wasn’t her place to complain.

“Stay still,” ordered Hallick as he moved towards her right, out of view.

She sighed and wrapped her gloved hands around her heels, waiting patiently for her Master to return. She stared at the mirror, enjoying the swirl of flames dancing in her eyes. The swooping black makeup made her look like a fury of legends, and she loved it.

The grin on her face faded as her Master came back, holding a severe looking hood. It was made of thick leather, molded in the shape of her head, with a zipper over the top. There were holes for her eyes, a large O where her mouth would sit.

Her eagerness returned as she recognized it from her vision. “Where did you get that?” she asked, her eyes widening.

“I commissioned a thorough investigation of Borjai’s associates, known aliases, and addresses. This equipment was located at an apartment he rented in town.” He hefted the mask, tilting it a little to show off the snaps on either side of the mouth. “It has an optional, built-in gag, which we will be testing later.”

Kai frowned. “Are you sure there are no remaining traces of his magickal energy on this equipment? I would hate to be cursed from beyond the grave.”

Hallick unzipped the back of the mask. “If that’s your way of trying to get out of this, you had better think again. I’ve already examined it, and there’s nothing to be concerned about.” He cocked his head as he approached her. “Besides, even if there was some remainder of his legacy, there’s no way it could affect our bond. Once transformed, a Pan’are is forever linked to her Master.”

She gulped as the mask was drawn over her head, holding her breath until it was pulled into position against the nape of her neck. “If that’s the case, how did you sever my link to Borjai?” she asked, a little nervous.

Hallick pulled the rear ends of the mask together, rolling and tucking her fiery hair underneath as he zipped it shut. “He hadn’t managed to finish the transformation before our final encounter,” he explained. “Creating jewel slaves is a long and arduous process. You never know whether you’ll succeed until the end. That’s why he was trying to isolate you from your friends. It was quite foolish of him to try and grab Sandy, too, but his appetite for revenge was larger than his intelligence.”

He finished zipping the mask shut, the bottom half snug around the bottom of her neck. This felt good, but it wasn’t really a replacement for the collar he had just removed. He disappeared again, and she felt nervous. What else was he retrieving?

Her brows arched as she stared at the mirror, her lips pressing against the hard, round leather opening. “This isn’t exactly like I remember,” she said slowly. “I was in my bedroom, not here. I would definitely have remembered this bed and those decorations.”

She pointed at a twin set of statues behind the mirror, made of white plaster. The one on the left was a maiden, her face pretty and clear, though most of her attributes were hidden under a formless gown. On the right was a regal looking woman, back stiff and straight, her features wizened, with a small circlet on her brow. “Who are they?”

“The maiden and the crone, two now mythical members of fae culture,” replied Hallick as he pulled open a drawer in a cabinet. “Nobody knows if they actually existed, but they, in theory, have the ultimate power over life and death. There are still many who worship and ask them for boons in supplication.”

“What do you believe?” asked Kai, curious about this aspect of fae society that she knew little about.

“I believe in honor and respect,” Hallick said firmly, returning with his hands full of gear. “And you.” His beard twitched as he grinned at her, setting the mass of equipment next to her on the bed.

Kai blushed, very glad he would be unable to see her involuntary response under the mask. “If that’s true, then what’s next?” she asked, setting her hands on her knees. “Are you going to tease me more?”

“No teasing,” Hallick said roughly. “Just play time.”

He shifted the contents of the pile, picking up a tall, leather posture collar with dangling metal rings on the front and sides. “Fair warning, you’re really going to enjoy this.”

“Am I?” asked Kai, a little skeptical as he fitted the thick leather around her neck, locking it at the back.

She swallowed, unused to its size. It wasn’t as heavy as what she normally wore for her Master, but the upper lip dug into the bottom of her neck, forcing her head upwards.

“Oh, you better believe it,” chuckled Hallick. “I won’t even have to use any magick to achieve this result, just wait and see.”

He produced metal cuffs, securing them around her ankles and wrists. Oval shaped, they fit her form perfectly, feeling as though they had been made for her. “When did you order these?” she asked.

“Soon after I took your measurements,” he replied, grinning.

“But that would mean you’ve been planning this since my transformation into a Pan’are!” Kai looked at him in surprise.

“Of course!” nodded Hallick. “There’s lots of things I want to do with you, and this is only one of them. The best is yet to come. Always.”

She suddenly felt a little dizzy as she realized what He intended. Her Master was not only going to use her, but he was going to continuously come up with more creative ways to do so. He certainly had a way of making her feel special!

“Legs out in front of you,” he ordered, and she complied. “Shorts, off.”

She ran her sharp nails under the lip of her leather shorts and pulled down, unworried about being nude in front of her Master. Any embarrassment she might have felt had long ago been burned away.

Indeed, she couldn’t remember the last time she had been worried about being nude. Probably sometime before Borjai had gotten ahold of her. She supposed she had something to thank the evil wizard for.

Her Master produced a metal spreader bar, which he proceeded to lock to both of her ankles, forcing them wide. She flexed her toes in her boots as she pressed the back of her feet against the edge of the bed.

The bar rattled a little, but was chained securely in place. She certainly wasn’t going to be running away!

He wasn’t done yet, however, clipping a chain to the front loop on her collar. “Hands together,” he ordered, his eyes drifting down to her wet snatch.

She was always excited, but doubly so when her Master was about to use her. Shivering in anticipation, she shoved her cuffs next to each other, jiggling with delight as he locked them together.

This had the side effect of pressing her breasts together, increasing the size of her cleavage. Her Master took full advantage of having her in this pose, his gaze lingering as he attached the chain from her collar to her wrists.

“There, now I don’t think you’re going anywhere,” he declared dryly. “But, I’m not done yet. There’s still a few toys to add before we start the main course.”

More toys? She was pretty certain she had an idea as to what he was referring to. She began to sweat as her fire began to rise, and she very carefully avoided looking at the remaining objects in the pile next to her on the bed.

He hadn’t ordered her not to, but she very much wanted to be surprised. She studiously avoided looking at his hands as he picked up a small, oblong object, clenching her teeth together as she hissed out her excitement.

She lost her will to ignore what he was doing when a large dome shaped object pressed against the opening to her anus. Her eyes flicked down and she exclaimed in surprise. “Isn’t that a little… big?” she asked, unable to mask her eagerness.

“Big?” asked Hallick, pulling back and hefting the gigantic glass anal plug in front of her. “It’s custom!”

Her eyes ran down a set of graduated bumps to the tail end, where a red ruby had been ensconced. She licked her lips, desiring to study its multifaceted surface until she knew every sharp edge intimately.

“There’s five of them,” she complained, feeling a little nervous.

“And?” asked Hallick. “You’re going to enjoy every single one of them as they stroke against your sphincter.”

He lowered the large plug, pressing the end against her ass a second time. The bulbous tip squeezed easily inside, stopping as it hit her clenched opening. Hallick turned it back and forth smoothly, patiently, waiting for her ass to grant entry.

Her butt muscles pulsed against the plug, squeezed aside by the constant pressure Hallick was producing. Her sphincter swallowed the first bump, pausing at the next, wider ring. She groaned and writhed, but lacked the necessary leverage to get away.

“Oh, stop complaining,the largest bump isn’t much larger than the plug size you usually take,” grunted Hallick, pressing the next, larger sphere inside her.

That might be true, but this was a new, unique experience to her. She was being gradually filled by the plug’s girth, her ass taking a pounding as she clenched around the circumference of each new bump.

“Almost there,” whispered Hallick. “That’s a good girl. Swallow it whole.”

The rounded end of the plug slapped against the interior of her rectum as she swallowed another ring, the plug squeezing her sphincter ever wider. She groaned with tension as Hallick turned it slowly in a circle.

Flexing her ass once more, it slid all the way in, the cool base pressing against the outside of her anus. Her muscles clenched around the smaller base, keeping it in place. She squeezed her hands into balls, enjoying the exquisite feeling of fullness.

“There, it wasn’t that bad, was it?” asked Hallick, giving the tip a little flick.

The plug trembled inside her and she gasped. “No, Master,” she said in a small voice. “Please, use me as you wish.”

“Oh, I will,” declared Hallick, his dark promise making her tremble with excitement.

This was almost too much for her. She was bound, wet, and plugged. She needed pleasure. She needed him.

“You know just what it takes to stoke my passions,” she gasped, her ass clenching around the intruder. “Please, don’t make me wait any longer.”

“With pleasure,” rumbled Hallick, running his hands over her legs. “Your form is exquisite, I’d like you to know that,” he said, squeezing her calves. “Oh, I almost forgot something.”

He grabbed the spreader bar and unceremoniously yanked her body towards him, causing her to roll over onto her butt. Legs spread, her pussy was presented to him, but that wasn’t what he was looking for.

Leaning forward, he grabbed her shoulder, shifting her around the bed until her head was directly underneath his. A spike of fear ran through the back of her mind at being handled in this way, but it was quickly forgotten. Her Master could handle her any way he wanted.

“I want to touch you while I fuck you,” he announced, his keys dangling from his neck. “You’re still wearing far too many clothes.”

Kai smiled wanly. “I’m afraid I’m a little indisposed. I can’t help you there.”

Hallick chuckled. “You don’t need to help. Just relax and feel.”

He levered his hands under her back and undid the catch securing her bra. Lifting the sides over her chest, he undid the straps going over her shoulders and pulled it away, dropping it on the bed, exposing her breasts.

He admired their pertness, his eyes following the glowing red lines that swirled up towards her pierced nipples. “You’re looking mighty fine today.”

He sat next to her on the bed, settling his hands on top of her bulging breasts, giving them a light squeeze, running his thumbs over the barbell piercings. “You say that you’re ready for me, but your body is telling me otherwise,” he said softly, shifting until the back of her hood pressed into his crotch.

“If you were truly ready to accept my cock, you would be burning for me,” he continued, “yet all I see is the barest spark. Not much more than a warm glow.”

Kai made a noise of frustration. “Can’t you see the heat pouring from me, you little… !” She hissed, quickly interrupted by a surprised gasp as he fondled her.

Hallick chuckled. “So easy to manipulate. So easy to control. You’re like putty in my hands, my gorgeous Pan’are. My fire elemental. My slave. Mine.”

Warmth of a different kind lit up her belly. She was pleased to be His. Pleased to be owned.

She was not pleased to be teased, however. Sweat was quickly building up within her hood, trickling around her neck and beading up below her chin. With no outlet for it to drain away due to the collar, she was starting to feel rather messy.

That would all change once her body shifted into high gear. As soon as she hit a particular threshold, her body would become hot enough to turn all the sweat to steam. She just needed her arousal to increase a little more.

Hallick gave her a final squeeze, moving his hands up and under her shoulders. Grasping her firmly, he pulled her up until her back was pressed against his hard belly, turning her so that she faced the mirror. His warm breath flowed down over her masked head, tickling her shoulders.

He folded his hands over her chest, tracing some of the glowing lines running towards her ruby red jewel. “I’ve dreamed of this for years,” he murmured, stoking her slowly. “My betrothed, run away and gone, to a world where I cannot chase her. Cannot follow. Cannot find and have what I have longed for.”

The tenor of his tone had changed, confusing her. His melancholy was infecting her, her arousal slinking away despite her bound state.

His fingers thrummed across the surface of her sparkling, ruby gem. “When I finally got leave to come here, I thought it might be all over. You would have taken up with another man, married and taken. Closed off from me forever.”

He touched his thumb and forefingers together, forming them into a circle as he pressed them into her belly above the gem. “Imagine my surprise when I found that you were still single. Unattached, but being groomed to be a slave. His slave.”

His hands went rigid. “”I was so angry. How could he have stolen away what was rightfully mine? What is a man to do when his prospective wife is being controlled by another?”

Relaxing a little, he stroked her belly, out to her sides. “I dulled my rage with drink, and bided my time. It was not my place to act alone. I am not like him.”

“Of course not,” murmured Kai languidly, enjoying the stroking as if she was His pet. “You have friends; he was only out for revenge. There are many contrasts.”

Hallick grunted, his keys clinking about his neck. “I gathered allies, and waited to strike, at the right time.”

He stopped stroking, resting his hands against her thighs. “And now you are here, my dream become flesh. Is it any wonder that I wish to savor every moment with you?”

“Of course not, Master,” replied Kai, feeling surprisingly satisfied. The urgency of her libido had cooled, another emotion taking its place.

She could abide like this, as long as her Master required. If He had ordered it, of course, it would be without question, but this natural control He had over her body was more subtle.

More firm. She was pleased that He controlled her lower level functions with such ease. It was more evidence that He was her true Master.

She sighed as it seemed her Master had no appetite for further play at the moment, settling back into his arms. Perhaps she could change his mind?

“I don’t remember much of my childhood,” she began. “Perhaps it’s best to say that I didn’t want to remember. My life really started, more or less, once I took hold of my own destiny. All of that time I spent in law school, bettering myself, really was a way to build a better future because I couldn’t bear the past.”

Her chained ankles clinked as she shifted her legs. “I never really liked having to do everything for myself, but there was no other option. It was a rather lonely existence. Until I met Him.”

An assortment of emotions flowed through her, but she didn’t try to stop and nail them down. It was best for her to just feel and get it all out.

“I quit my job for Him. Dropped out of my life for Him. Devoted my everything to Him. But I couldn’t remember Him. He had that kind of influence over me.”

Her body began to warm again. “I wanted Him so badly, but He wouldn’t take complete control over me. Of course, I know now that he couldn’t, not without breaking the spell He had over me, but I really wanted it at the time.”

She let out a long breath. “That’s all changed now, though. I don’t want him. I want you, and not just because you’ve become my Master.”

She linked her fingers together, squeezing tightly. “I feel connected to you, in some extra, ill defined way. I don’t know how to describe it. It’s an ephemeral want, a need. I might fall to pieces if you leave. It’s terrifying.”

Her voice reduced to a small squeak. “Is that what they call love?” she asked, questioning herself.

Hallick chuckled. “Does anybody really know what love is? It’s a rather mysterious emotion.” He moved his hands above her gem, pressing them into her chest. Her back arched, her head pressing into his neck.

“No, I don’t want to rush this. Let us both feel what we can, and perhaps our bond will grow stronger. Either way, we’ll be married soon enough, and then I won’t have to hide my desire for you from the other lords.”

Kai squeaked, pressing her chest forward. “Please don’t hide your desires from me,” she said, a spark of color pulsing within her gem. “Show me how you feel.”

“Oh? Is that how it is?” Hallick asked harshly, pressing his crotch into the small of her back. “Are you ready for Me? Ready to see my darkest desires made reality?”

Her breath caught in her throat. “Of course,” she whispered hungrily. “You cannot frighten me. I’ll eat them all up and return them, twice as strong.”

“Well then,” he rumbled, “let us start here.”

His hands returned to her breasts, but this time they were anything but soft. They kneaded, pulled and tugged sharply, angrily. She moaned, her chest heaving as she pressed into his grip, her belly beginning to burn once more.

Her ass clenched around the plug, the immediacy of the intruder thrumming in her mind. She delighted in being bound. In being His toy, in being used as He pleased.

As she reached her first level of orgasm, He stopped His manipulations, waiting patiently as her body writhed under His hands. Her legs rotated to the side, held apart by the bar as her limbs shuddered.

“I know you,” He breathed. “I know that you are ready for me. That you can be pushed further. I will show you what I can do.”

His hands disappeared for a moment, and she bemoaned their loss, but they were soon back, a bright red ball strung between two straps. “A bound, silent slave. My slave,” he growled. “A sex toy. My toy.”

Lost in her desires, she almost didn’t care as the soft rubber ball was pressed into her mouth, secured to her mask on either side by solid snaps. She mouthed the sphere, chewing it between her teeth as heat sizzled up the back of her neck.

A wisp of steam curled around her lips, some of her sweat vaporizing as her body expelled some of its heat. “My phoenix, my elemental, my Pan’are,” continued Hallick, her state of arousal not escaping His attention. “You are ready. I will show you what a Master can do.”

Gathering His arms under her shoulders, He pulled her back around, straightening her out so that she faced the mirror. The red lines spreading from her gem pulsed malevolently over her body, displaying the power held in bondage to her Master’s desires.

Hallick climbed off the bed, moving around in front of her, his large figure blocking most of her view. She studied his muscled neck, running down past the sharp lines of his collarbone and collection of keys to stare at his crotch. She wanted.

Her Master slowly undid his belt, methodically unbuckling, reaching down to work at the top button. Saliva slid around the sides of the ball gag, her mouth slavering with desire. Strung as tight as a wire, she watched as He pulled out his codpiece, revealing his pulsing, full erection.

She hissed around her gag, staring at the tip as it darted about in mid air. There came a sudden desire to suck on it, but that was impossible, bound and gagged as she was. That didn’t prevent her from imagining a dozen scenarios, each more erotic than the last.

Hallick moved in towards her pussy, stopping before the tip of his glans touched her lower lips. “Remember this from the transformation ceremony?” he asked, reaching over to pick up a vibrating toy with a rounded plastic dome.

Kai nodded vigorously, her hunger increasing. Her Master meant to fuck her while stimulating her clit at the same time. She had already experienced one orgasm, and using that toy was liable to throw her into a catatonic state of pleasure. Lovely.

Her Master waved the toy around in the air, tilting it in front of the spreader bar, past her bound hands until the plastic tip of the dome rested naturally against her privates. “Now, I shall show you what real pleasure is!”

Hallick grunted, grabbing the spreader bar with one hand, jerking with a swift motion to pull her closer to him. Her ass slid across the bed, pussy exposed for Him to plunder. She cried out, her hands dangling in front of her, her body ready to be used.

All of her imagined scenarios floated away. She couldn’t imagine anything more erotic than this!

Her ass throbbed around the jeweled plug when his penis pressed into her, a solid core of pleasure pushing into her brain. Her eyes rolled up in her head as he clicked on the vibrator, the end buzzing against her snatch.

Nerve endings raw, the tickling stimulation coupled with the thick penetration to send her on a rollercoaster ride of joy. She could feel her climax already beginning to build, her love for her Master growing with each moment.

“I see no reason to edge you further, Pan’are,” He rumbled, pulling all the way out. “I’m going to fuck you until I explode. Don’t worry about holding back your Ma’ana; my chains are thick around you - you cannot injure me or anyone here. Give in to your passions. Let them overwhelm you. Become a singular, fiery symbol of My power.”

With that, a hidden limiter eased within her, freeing her true self. She didn’t have to contain her powers or worry about hurting others. With Him here, she could put herself on display without concern. She could show Him her true self.

Flames licked up from her tattoo, burning up the lines towards her jewel. It was glowing a malevolent red, and when they reached its center, it lit up from within with a terrible flame. It was her core, a reactor burning as brightly as a miniature sun.

The sweat of her body sizzled around her, instantly turning to steam. This human shell she wore was fake, a cover for her true spirit. It could not have withstood the heat or pressure without the transformation she had undergone for her Master.

There was no need for such worries, however. She had been transformed, turned into her Master’s slutty slave. She could revel in her new position, as He had commanded. Her true Master.

Hallick increased the pace, thrusting into her more quickly as sweat beaded his brow. Her flaming tattoo and gem were reflected in his face, her flames tickling at his chest.

He stared at her intensely, but did not let up. “Burn for me, slave. Burn!”

More flames burst out from around the gag, licking out through the openings of the mask. Her eyes had turned into molten orbs, showing off the true power of a Pan’are, barely contained within.

Her body shuddered as it slammed against his, her shoulders stiff as the vibrations rocketed through her entire body. Her heat continued to increase, flirting perilously close to a climax.

A wide grin spread across her Master’s face. He knew. “Pax Shina’nore!”

The last barrier keeping her from orgasm vanished, her arousal barreling through her like a freight train. Her pussy spasmed on his dick, her ass bearing down around the thick plug inside her as the vibrating action of the toy against her clit pushed her into a new dimension of pleasure.

Her back arched as twin spikes of heat burst from her spine, spreading out on either side. Flaring wide, they draped over the bed in bright stripes, fiery feathers drooping from semi-circular flames.

These were a physical representation of her spirit body, and she briefly wondered why the bed wasn’t catching on fire. She could fly!

If she did, she’d leave her Master behind, however, and she didn’t want to do that. Not while he was gifting her with such pleasure.

She would remain here, planted firmly against the ground, until her Master had satisfied himself. It shouldn’t be long now.

The pulsing red waves of his aura rose around him, reflecting the energy she was giving off. As she rose in strength, so did He.

She grinned fiercely around the gag as she stared into His face, enjoying the molten pleasure of her orgasm as it flooded into her jeweled core.

She waited confidently as His face screwed itself together, passion taking over. Now. Now, they would become as one!

He stopped his thrusting, rigid as his cock pulsed, pumping the output of his desires into her. He leaned forward, breathing roughly as He pressed the vibrator hard into her clit.

Her pussy was on fire, forced to take every inch of her Master, accepting His seed. She wanted it. She wanted all of Him. Yes!

Pressed together, it felt like it took an eternity for Him to finish, Master and slave, joined as one. The fruits of their labors, finally coming to fruition.

His aura fluctuated wildly as His energy pumped into her, hers returning through their link back into Him. This exchange was terribly pleasurable, aftershocks slamming through both of them as their energy sought equilibrium.

Groaning, her Master slumped a little, leaning against the spreader bar as He tried to put himself back together. When He opened His eyes, they were glowing red, reflecting the power she had given Him.

“That was intense,” He breathed, blinking in awe, a small smile running across His face. “I didn’t expect that.”

Kai frowned at Him, making an annoyed sound against her gag. Why hadn’t her Master known what would happen?

He noticed her questioning stare and chuckled softly. “It was all theory, my dear. All I had to go on was descriptions from my mentor. You are my one and only Pan’are, so of course this is my first time.”

Kai considered that for a moment, her stare changing as His explanation mollified her. Her flames pulled away from her Master, conforming more closely to her body as she moderated her heat.

The level of her pleasure had gone down, but was still a constant within her roiling body. Master hadn’t yet pulled out of her, and she had the plug in her ass to consider, too.

He seemed satisfied, at least, turning off the vibrator and setting it aside. He unlocked the bar from her ankles, allowing her to fold her legs around him, keeping His dick inside her. She never wanted to let Him go, if she could help it.

Next came her chained hands, and then the gag in her mouth. As He popped it out, flames licked around it, sizzling as it vaporized what remained of her saliva. “You’re looking positively radiant, my lovely slave,” said Hallick, setting a hand on her thigh.

She frowned. After all that talk about playing with her breasts, Master had done none of that while fucking her. She thrust her chest towards him. “I think these are feeling a little lonely,” she declared, her pierced tits jiggling at Him.

“Undoubtedly,” grinned Hallick, “but I want something else.”

Pressing his length fully into her, he leaned over and unzipped the back of her mask, pulling it over her skull. She shook her head, her glowing, red locks spilling out onto the bed.

Setting the hood aside, He pressed his chest into hers, running His hands under her back and pulling her up towards Him. Her flaming wings curled over, settling around his shoulders, but He didn’t complain, leaning in again to steal a kiss from her lips.

Either her wings weren’t that hot, or none of the heat her body produced affected her Master. That suited her. She loved feeling safe in His embrace, enjoying the hot wetness of His lips as He savored her.

She loved everything about her Master. The way His beard tickled her chin. The way His presence made her legs feel like jelly. The heat He created within her.

It was too much. It was just enough.

As He pulled back, she stared at Him, marveling at these inescapable feelings. “I love you,” she whispered, and meant it, in all meanings of the word.


Post Epilogue

The man twitched in his bonds, crying out as his body writhed, his throbbing penis expelling his seed into the catchment tubes. A thin, white stream swirled out of view, sucked away by inexorable pressure.

He settled back in his bondage, his hands clenching as he tried to regain control of himself. His once long, taloned fingers had been blunted, the sharp tips removed. His hair was frazzled and worn, flowing through the cage of black leather straps that ran over his head.

His entire body was bound by the leather straps, folding over his form in a checkerboard pattern. Each section was linked together, as if glued, bonded permanently to his frame. Unable to move an inch in any direction, the most he could accomplish was a small swinging movement, swaying softly to and fro.

His back was permanently arched, giving him a good view of the device attached to his privates. A long, cylindrical tube sat over the top of his dick. It rarely ceased its vertical bobbing motion, even after he had orgasmed, but for now, it was quiescent.

Moaning, he hissed as a rush of air came from the device, the mouth squeezing against him as it rode his dick down to the base. He was unable to stop his cock from engorging, the process of pleasure beginning once again.

Never ending. Never stopping. Pump, pump, groan.

He had lost count of the number of orgasms he had experienced, of how much ejaculation the machine had collected. All of that was beyond him, now. He had been reduced to nothing more than a sexual object, used and abused at the whim of whatever creature ruled this place.

And a creature she was. He had only seen glimpses of his new Mistress, dark shadows of her demonic visage. A vague impression of horns and wings, colored a scarlet red. She often watched him, just out of view, enjoying his torture.

His powers had not deserted him in this place, but there was something wrong with them. He could not seem to affect this reality with his magick as he had in Collain’der, or on Earth. Magick did not work the same in the dimension he had been banished to.

He couldn’t seem to figure out what was different, and his Mistress didn’t seem interested in allowing him to experiment. He had not been unbound since arriving in this place, forced to abide as the mysterious cock milker worked his dick. Over, and over again.

He cried out as the pump jolted again unexpectedly, squeezing hard around the top of his dick as it reached the apex. No matter how high it rose, it never fell off, held in place by a leather harness secured to his waist.

The plastic tubing curving from the end briefly turned white as it extracted more of his cum, squeezing and rattling as it worked him over. He should have been running on empty ages ago, but his body had been changed by Her.

This wasn’t a magick he was familiar with, but his Mistress had complete control over his bodily functions in this reality. It was almost as though this place was malleable, remodeling him at its whim.

The decor of his torture chamber certainly wasn’t much to look at. Directly in front of him was a tall stained glass window, decorated with abstract patterns. If he tried looking up, he could see a wide, arching dome at the top, both sides buttressed by thick, corinthian columns.

He could almost imagine that he was being held in some kind of church, but it wasn’t one he had any experience with. None of the gods and goddesses of the fae would be interested in anything like this. If nothing else, it recalled some of the large churches and cathedrals he had seen images of in the mortal world.

That led his overactive mind right back to the conclusion he had reached when he had first come here - he had been captured, but he didn’t know by whom.

The first and most obvious answer would be the Lord of Time, but that didn’t seem to match up with the red demoness who constantly tortured him with her presence. Certainly, nobody had actually seen the Lord of Time, but he very much doubted that He would have an infernal servant.

Was he in the mortal Earth man’s vision of hell? Impossible!

Yet, he certainly was being tortured for some sort of perceived crime, yet nobody had come to talk to him or to tell him what they wanted of him. All he could do was endure.

He groaned as the cock milking machine slid back down the length of his dick, the interior suckling against the base like a slave’s mouth.

At one time, he had reveled in this feeling, as it proclaimed dominance over his slaves. Now, it brought him little pleasure, as he knew it was a prelude to further mechanical fucking.

There was no satisfaction in it, no pleasure to be had in the doing. He was utterly at its mercy. Whatever or whomever controlled it had programmed the machine to keep him in this state of arousal. It continued working on him, his body slowly but inevitably building towards another forced climax.

His dick twitched, a thin stream of cum ejecting into the tubing, quickly cleaned up by the humming pump. His relief was short lived, as the machine decided not to give him a break this time, pulsing against him as it settled back down on top of his hips.

His muscles screamed at him, but there was no relief, just the regular throbbing of the pump as it pulled him back up to full staff. He hissed, finally giving in to the painful pleasure, closing his eyes as he spread his lips thin against his teeth. Opening his mouth wide, he screamed his nameless rage into the empty chamber.

“What do you want from me?” he bellowed, finding a small measure of relief in releasing his rage in this way.

A low, sultry voice chuckled throughout the chamber, resonating against the bare walls as it echoed all around him. Who was that? Was it her?

A sudden terror siezed his bowels, making him forget about his predicament entirely. He just knew that if he offended Her, there would be nothing left of him. Not even this limited, pathetic existence.

Gibbering internally, he almost shit himself as a dark figure appeared from nowhere, blotting out the stained glass window with her spread wings. As her voluptuous figure filled in, his stunned brain slowly noted the details - scaly, purple arms folded lazily under full, suckable breasts.

Her eyes glowed a deep violet as she stepped towards him on spiky feet, her talons clicking against the floor. She dipped her head to look at him more closely, the light from the window reflecting off the crown of horns that sprouted from her head.

“You are not as intelligent as I had thought, Borjai the slavetaker,” the demoness hissed, her words thick as she spoke through sharp teeth. “I expected you to notice my presence much sooner.”

Borjai croaked, wanting to tell her everything. How he had spotted her an interminable amount of time ago, but feared to draw her attention. He still feared her.

She was an image of seduction and despair, but worse, he recognized that face. Mistress Moiraine.


Reminders of her gothic style remained, particularly in the dark makeup highlighting her eyes. Her skin had transitioned to a darker hue, matching the polished sheen on her nails. She was wearing fingerless gloves, fishnets running up her arms to terminate at dark, metal bands wrapping her arms just below her shoulders.

If not for his predicament, he might actually have found her attractive. As it was, he was terrified.

The pumping cylinder on his dick didn’t get that message, continuing its bobbing, suckling action, but even this was insufficient to keep him hard. He didn’t know what to do, and he couldn’t escape. His magick and his wiles were worthless in the face of such a creature. He could barely even move his lips. “What are you?” he gasped out.

“Oh, this?” grinned the demoness, turning her hands over to admire her well manicured fingers. “Here, I can look like anything I want to look like. To you, I look like a demoness, the very avatar of hell. It suits me for you to see me like this.”

She yawned, exposing her ribbed throat and sharp fangs. Interlinking her fingers, she flexed her hands towards him, cracking her knuckles. “This is the fate you fear the most. To be toyed with by an outsider. Someone who has no rules and can do whatever she likes.”

She leaned over, a long, spaded tail flickering in a dizzying circle behind her. She pressed the tip of her finger into his chest, right above his wildly throbbing heart. A sharp spike of energy projected from the tip, wrapping around his pulsating muscle and giving it a quick squeeze.

He choked as pain ran down his left arm. Was he having a heart attack?

The fear was palpable as he futilely tried to shake his head. The demoness examined him like a bug, saliva dripping from her fangs as she enjoyed his struggles. “Isn’t it curious how thin a thread there is between pleasure and pain?” she cooed. “It’s almost as though you mortals were built entirely to experience both by some cruel creator.”

He trembled, his vision beginning to turn black as she squeezed his aorta. His mouth moved, but nothing came out, his limbs going slack as his consciousness blurred. “You mortals are all so predictable,” the demoness murmured smoothly. “You always think that you have plenty of time, until it runs out.”

She let go of his heart and snapped her fingers. The blood starved extremities of his body sprang to life, blood flow restored, as if it had never been interrupted in the first place. “Your first personal lesson,” the demoness said briskly. “I control reality here. I control you. You are my slave.”

Her hands ran down his chest and around his sides, her perfect nails cupping his ass and giving the cheeks a little squeeze. “I find some parts of you lacking,” she murmured. “They shall be improved.”

He moaned, shuddering within his leather bonds. “What, you don’t like that idea?” she asked, chortling darkly. “After you spent so much time enslaving mortals, I believe it’s only fair that I gather a few of my own.”

After his last question, he certainly didn’t feel very good about asking another, but there didn’t seem to be much choice. He had to know. “Who?” he choked out.

“Oh my, could it be that you haven’t figured it out yet?” she asked, tilting her shimmering purple head back and pressing a nail against the corner of her mouth. “Why, I’m the Lord of Time, of course.”

“You?” Astounded, he could do nothing but look at her demonic body, stunned.

“Oh, yes,” she exclaimed, delighted at his reaction. “Well, if I don’t look the part, you can only blame yourself. That subconscious mind of yours has all kinds of delightful fantasies. I’m quite interested in exploring all of them.”

He gulped, studiously trying to avoid thinking about them. “You’re not Moiraine, then. The Trancemaker.”

“Oh, goodness, no,” sighed the demoness. “Do try to keep up. She’s only one of my many manifestations. One I was quite pleased to use to tighten the noose around your neck. Do you have any idea how difficult it usually is to solve a time nexus? And there you went, waltzing right into my hands. Delightful.”

Borjai quailed, deciding internally that this was far from delightful. His brain was having trouble working, but it was finally starting to wake up. “Now that you’ve solved your problem, what do you want me for?” he asked. “Why didn’t you destroy me?”

The demoness threw her head back in a full throated laugh, the thick, spiky skin about her neck flexing with mirth. “That’s the best part of all this!” she cried, licking her enormous, barbed tongue over the tip of her bloody nail. “I did destroy you. Nobody escapes from the sands of time. You’re mine forever, body and soul!”

She meant this revelation to shake him, but it had rather the opposite effect. “Then why bother doing this to me?” he asked, finally feeling that he was on stronger ground. “Of what use can I be to you? Am I merely a torture pet, to be used for your sadistic whims? Or is there something else you want me for?”

A thin smile graced her pierced lips. “Here, we exist outside of time. This is the only place from which a time nexus can be resolved.”

She held up a hand, a glowing orb gradually appearing, floating just above her scaly skin like a soap bubble. An image of the past appeared inside, distorted by the fluid surface of the sphere. “Let’s recap a bit, shall we? You were about to win my little competition, in an attempt to kill the king of Collain’der by turning his daughter and another noble into your jewel slaves.”

She flicked her wrist, and the image inside the bubble changed, the scene blurring as it fast forwarded. “Let’s see what would have happened if you were successful, shall we?”

The scene slowed down, showing Borjai, at the head of a siege engine, commanding his Pan’are to burn the troops arrayed against him. “Fa’lare!” he cried, and they all burned, burned to dust and ashes, to be ground under his heel.

He felt the flush of victory suffusing his limbs, jealous of this future that never was. “Why was my victory denied me?” he asked harshly.

“When was it ever your victory?” asked the demoness, unbothered by his futile straining. “Hmm, let’s see what happens next.”

The scene moved again, stopping as the wizard entered the great hall. Strutting down the central aisle like a peacock, his jewel slaves arrayed behind him, he halted in front of the throne.

A figure sat there, leaning forward, his hand pressed into his chin. The Borjai in the image cried out a challenge at him, but he didn’t move. He shouted a command, and both jewel slaves held out their hands, burning the figure to ashes. A bright light suffused the scene, increasing in intensity before vanishing.

Borjai frowned. “What happened?” he croaked. “Where did they all go?”

The demoness moved her other hand over the orb, and it went blank. “They went nowhere. It was a trap. As soon as you had your slaves attack, it was all over. The entire castle was destroyed, you and them with it. The initial explosion nullified your control over the Pan’are, and their energy was unchained, lashing out at reality without any control. As a result, the timeline fractured, leaking some of this reality into theirs.”

She flexed her fingers, and the orb lit up again. “Let’s try a different scenario,” she continued. “What if you were unable to bring the king’s daughter under your control, or she was freed by her husband?”

The scene ran forward, flicking through the siege of the castle and the encounter at the throne room. The globe lit up with the same explosive light as before. “Same result.”

She waved her hand and the globe rewound. “What if you failed to attack Hallick after winning my little timeline competition?”

The scenes blurred forward again, this time even faster, ending once again in a ball of light. “No difference. What if I failed to interfere, leaving everyone to their own devices?”

The globe displayed a scene with Borjai and his slaves in the club, forcing their way past Hallick into the fae realms. The attack on the castle played out somewhat differently than in the previous replays, but the final encounter was the same, ending in an explosion of light.

“Why should I care about this explosive ending? From what you have shown me, in any possible alternative timeline, I would have accomplished my revenge. That would have been enough for me,” spat Borjai, eyeing the demoness warily.

The demoness snapped her hand shut, the globe popping out of existence. “Ah, but that would have caused me an endless amount of grief. You have no idea how difficult it is to shut down the flow of energy when reality is destroyed in such a cataclysm. The existence you know as ‘reality’ is far more fragile than you realize, and I find it far too bothersome to allow fools like you to destroy what you don’t understand.”

Borjai could tell he had lost this battle, and couldn’t help himself, grunting as the milking machine extracted another burst of semen from his erect dick. He chuckled harshly as his body settled down from the unexpected orgasm. “If I cannot have my revenge, what will the others think of you when they find out I’m not dead?”

A mysterious smile flickered over her demonic visage as she laid her hands on his pelvis, either side of the pumping machine. “I’ve already told you, for all intents and purposes, you are dead. Nobody knows you are here, not even your enemies. Even if they did, what would it matter? There is no way for you to escape. The only corporeal form you possess is entirely at my pleasure.”

Her firm breasts jiggled as she tilted her hips, pressing her body between his legs. Her eyes glowed a malevolent red as she curled her fingers over. “Perhaps a demonstration would be in order.”

Her fingers stabbed into his belly, scoring great red lines down his thighs as she sliced him open. The leather straps criss crossing his body parted without resistance, being torn to shreds by her assault. He howled as the sharp pain struck his brain, quivering as he began to go into shock. I’m done for! She’s butchering me like a common animal!

Before he could fully register the enormity of the situation, she snapped her fingers, and the wounds had vanished, as if they never were. She licked the blood off her fingernails, enjoying his horrified struggles as he tried to cope with the horrifically quick change.

He was fine! The pain he had felt was fleeting. She had simply been teasing him again.

“I see you have quite an appetite for torture,” he remarked dryly, once he had regained some semblance of composure. “However, I would advise against doing too much of that, unless you intend on reducing my intellect to a dribbling mess.”

She cupped her voluptuous breasts with both hands, giving them a good squeeze. Her nails, red with his blood, left streaks down the sides. “Hubris from a man who no longer has control over his own destiny. Forget about what you want. Your purpose has changed. You now serve Me.”

Her fingers fluttered downwards, wrapping around the device fixed over his dick. “I control your desires. I control your needs. I control you.”

She gave the machine a sudden jerk, and it detached from his waist. For a moment, he thought his dick would come with it, but there it stood, proud and abused, the skin around the tip grooved from all the pressure brought to bear against his glans.

She tossed the device over her shoulder and it vanished, as if it never was. It was impossible to know what was real in this place. Perhaps nothing was, each object brought to life by a whim of the Lord of Time.

He studied the demoness with a calculating glare. He could not afford to be cavalier with this one, he sensed. In his current position, there was little he could do. He could bide his time, wait and see if the situation changed to his advantage, but that seemed unlikely. His best bet was to become her favored servant.

The demoness wrapped a taloned hand around his dick, giving it a careless squeeze. He felt little until she waved the fingers of her other hand over his length. Suddenly, he was rock hard again, the purplish creases inflicted by the torturous machine gone. He strained, barely able to contain himself.

“I know what you’re thinking,” chortled the demoness, her eyes glowing as she dipped her head towards his dick. “You can wait and see. Figure things out. Calculate a solution. The problem with that line of thought is that you don’t own time. I am time, and I own you.”

Her mouth opened wide, wider than any human could achieve, her sharp teeth gliding over his dick as her tongue lapped at its base. Terrified, he remained still, afraid that she might simply decide to eat him up, starting with his cock.

Fortunately, she seemed far more occupied with swallowing him whole, his entire shaft disappearing down her monstrous throat. At first, this was mildly pleasurable, as her muscles began to play up and down his length as if it was an instrument.

He groaned painfully as the pressure increased, the tightness pushing far past what he was used to. Nobody has a throat like this!

Grunting, he was unable to stop his body from ejaculating, pulsing his seed directly into her stomach. With each pumping jolt, she groaned with satisfaction, raking the tips of her claws down his side.

After an interminably long moment, she drew back, licking her lips. “So little stamina for one who wanted so much power,” she taunted, arching her back to thrust her jiggling breasts towards his face.

Had they grown a little larger? He swore that they had been more petite just a few moments ago.

The demoness grinned as she took in his confusion. “That’s right,” she said smoothly. “I’m changing, transforming into your ideal fuck mate.”

She shook her head in excitement, her features looking eerily like the Trancemaker he had known as Moiraine. “I know your ultimate secret,” she said in an eerie sing-song voice. “You wanted to fuck the Trancemaker. Don’t deny it. Well, I won’t deny you, either. Why not see what it’s like? I promise you that it will be fun. For me.”

She looked down at his dick. “Aw, how pathetic. It’s gone flat again. Too bad. Well, well, I can’t have that.”

Wrapping her fingers around the base, she stroked it all the way up to the tip. When her hand lifted away, he was just as hard and ready as before. He groaned, having a difficult time accepting this new reality.

Whenever she shaped the world around her to be the way she wanted, his brain was instantly overloaded with cognitive dissonance that took a while to dissipate. Yet, he must accept what he was seeing, otherwise he would go insane.

The demoness lifted her horned head, pressing her hips into his crotch, a red flush running up her neck. “Enough playtime. I think it’s well and past time to take you for myself. All of you.”

She grabbed his leather covered knees and pushed down, hard. The frame he was bound to dropped downwards, his teeth rattling in his jaw from the vibration. A whirring buzz came from somewhere beneath him, a rounded protrusion pressing against his back, forcing his hips forwards.

“Perfect,” the demoness whispered, lifting a clawed foot over his left leg. This was followed by her other leg, her hips shifting so that her gaping pussy was positioned right over his swollen dick.

Grasping the head with her clawed hand, she bent it a little so that it would fit inside. Her inner lips gaped smoothly as his cock slipped into her, and she hissed a little, closing her eyes as she pressed herself all the way down.

Her interior was warm. So hot.

He grunted as she swallowed him whole, pressing the sharp tip of her claw against the top of her pussy. Pressing in, she swirled her finger in a circle as she relaxed onto him, groaning with pleasure. He couldn’t figure out how that could possibly be pleasurable for her, but nothing was as it seemed in this place.

She pressed her feet against the ground, rising up a small amount before she descended again, rocking a miniscule amount. This wasn’t enough to give him much pleasure, but she was clearly enjoying herself, a toothy grin fixed to her face.

“What? Are you not going to say anything?” she asked, her left hand running over his chest.

Borjai gritted his teeth and said nothing. What more was there to say? Whatever pleasure he might have extracted from being fucked in this way was miniscule compared the torture he had already undergone.

She stopped massaging herself, looming over him as she leaned in close. Her hands pressed into his chest as he got a close up view of her monstrous face, her lips pursing as they kissed his lower lip.

He jolted as a sudden pinch of pain spiked in his lip, gasping as he felt a heavy weight dangling from the tip. He stuck his tongue out, running it over the edge, surprised to find a metal ring in the way. “What did you just do?” he gasped.

“If I am turning into something you want to fuck, I feel it’s only fair for you to return the favor,” she chuckled. She wrapped her hands around his throat and gave it a soft squeeze. Trembling, he groaned at the knowledge that he was completely under her control.

“We’ll be spending a lot of our existence with each other. There’s effectively an infinite amount of time for me to mold you into the partner I desire, as your Mistress. Who knows? You might even grow to enjoy serving Me.” She rocked her hips, her tunnel clenching down delightfully around his dick.

His body was responding, reluctantly, endorphins rushing through his brain. The sharp edge of this pleasure was more immediate than that induced by the milking machine. He had little defense against it, surprised to find that he was actually enjoying himself. He was being turned into her kept slave, and there was little he could do about it.

Her pussy thrummed, massaging his dick like a sex toy, stroking along its length as she rocked up and down. Her hot breath came more frequently as her lips touched his nose. A whiff of brimstone scorched his nostrils before he switched back to breathing through his mouth.

He was briefly worried that she might also pierce his septum, but this fear abated as he was forced to endure her leathery tongue slathering his nose with saliva. Yuck!

The churning muscles milking his dick increased in intensity. He barely had any idea what he should concentrate on, which was surely her plan.

“Say it,” she demanded. “You are a slave. I am your Mistress.”

He hissed, closing his eyes. “Say it,” she commanded again, squeezing harder.

“I am your slave, Mistress,” he choked out, unable to hold back any longer.

“Good boy, that deserves a reward,” she purred, letting go of his throat.

Her hands ran down to his chest, her fingers curling over as her claws tickled his nipples. He barely had a moment to realize what she meant to do before twin spikes of pain rattled his chest. He bellowed, writhing in his bonds.

“Don’t be such a baby, it wasn’t that bad,” hissed the demoness. “I think they look rather stylish.”

She stabbed her claws into his sides. “Besides, this is going to be so much worse.”

He howled in pain as she tugged at his sides, pushing herself onto him. Pain and pleasure mixed together in a heady brew, taking him out of himself as the moment of climax arrived.

As he rode the wave, his penis pulsing uncontrollably, a disconcerting buzz began in his chest. Spikes of pleasure shot through his belly from the puncture wounds in his sides, shooting up through his neck and down through his arms.

He cried out as his vision began to fade, his form becoming incorporeal. His screams cut out as everything stopped.

For the longest moment, he felt nothing, his spirit unformed, drifting in the nameless void. He could not speak, he could not think, he simply was.

This state of being was only temporary, light flashing in his eyes as he was drawn back into reality. Her reality.

She was still sitting on his dick, but her hands were no longer piercing his sides. Her malevolent eyes flashed at him with satisfaction. “That hurt,” he complained, his soul vibrating from the sudden return.

Her pussy throbbed against his penis, the length becoming erect inside her once more. “Did it?” she asked, seemingly unconcerned. “What do you say?”

Borjai twisted his lips. “Thank you, Mistress.”

“Good boy.”


Author’s Notes

This is a work of pure fiction.

Why would I lead with such an obvious statement?  It’s because you, the reader, have no idea how much knowledge I, the writer, might have about any scenarios, subcultures, or outfits described in this story.

Admittedly, many authors write out of their depth, but I must say this time I’ve stretched quite a bit farther than I usually do. If anything I wrote seems out of character or wildly wrong, it’s entirely my fault.

Rather than being offended at my terrible bumbling, perhaps instead you could cut some slack for someone who has admired these things from afar, but never been given the opportunity to join in? The sort of courtesy that is extended to a foreigner who is quite open and interested, but unable to fit into a foreign land.

Either way, I do hope you enjoyed this foray into the lives of the faerie elves. Kai and Sandy are most definitely enjoying their new existence, though sometimes it can be difficult to adjust to living under the restrictions they face as Pan’are.

Fortunately, now that their transformations are complete, their loyalty cannot be transferred any further. Their husbands will be very happy.

And… the Trancemaker hasn’t been left without a few rewards of her own, either, though that’s a story for another time.
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