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Chapter One

The strapping bugler puffed his cheeks and blasted a salutation on his heralding trumpet. Snapping back into position with a small rattle from his polished armor, he announced with a stentorian voice. “The Ambassador from the Kingdom of Calendoria, his Excellency Lars Sthorpe, and entourage.”

The king sat on his golden throne, bent towards the door to the great hall, his fist supporting his chin. His voluminous silver beard didn’t hide the grim expression on his face. His demeanor only got darker as the emissary entered, flanked on both sides by four figures moving in a perfect, robotic stride as they carried plain, wooden chests.

Next to the king, the prince stood stolidly, his face expressionless. Dressed in purple brocade, his rigid body looked like nothing more than a puppet, waiting for his strings to be pulled.

The fire in the wide hearth crackled loudly, the only sound in the grim audience hall. Light reflected from cold stone walls, generating crazed patterns in the high vaulted ceiling. Advancing softly past sturdy tables that had been stored against the sides of the hall, the ambassador clicked his heels and rested his arms behind his back, smiling unctuously. He wore a new, ostentatious doublet, with close fitted trousers, his piercing gaze watching the king carefully from behind an aquiline nose.

Four slaves following him moved smoothly to either side of the ambassador, walking forward daintily in a synchronized fashion on high heeled boots made out of shiny black leather. They placed their chests carefully on the ground like well oiled machines, simultaneously getting down on one knee behind each chest. One fist rested on the ground lazily as if they were ready to pounce.

They were dressed in all black, like giant arachnids. The majority of their bodies were covered in the slave garments, the slick sheen of the material clinging to them like a tightly wrapped sheet over their fit forms. Thickly boned corsets clung to their chests, emphasizing the slope of their breasts.

Their necks were clasped by tight fitting collars, small metallic studs winking. A slim, pale half moon of skin shone from around the mouths of their masked faces, the exposed flesh of their lips slightly upturned as if listening to a silent joke. Light from the fireplace danced over their glossy figures, lingering lasciviously on their erect nipples.

They were aroused. That was not a surprise - it was common knowledge that the slave dolls of Calendoria, once dressed in their garments, became mindless sex machines, helpless to do anything other than the bidding of their masters.

“Your majesty,” the diplomat began with a formal bow, forming his words with clipped diction. “I offer salutations to King John the second of the High Reaches from her royal majesty Cerise, the Queen of Caledonia.”

“Your salutations are received,” the king replied grimly, without changing his posture.

The diplomat continued, unruffled. “I come bearing an offer which would be beneficial for both our great nations. We have heard of your recent… drought problems, and believe we may be able to offer a solution. Last year, we had a remarkably large harvest and our storehouses are filled to the brim, with wheat, corn, millet, rice, and other staples. We could possibly be convinced to part with some of our excess food... in exchange for an agreement to contract some of your troops as mercenaries.”

The king shifted back in his throne uncomfortably, his face purposefully blank. “What kind of soldiers are you looking for?”

The diplomat smiled lazily. “Our Queen wishes to hire three battalions. We will equip and transport them ourselves, so we also require transport agreements. No other help from your kingdom is required.”

Before the king could comment, the diplomat quickly continued. “In return, we will open our storehouses and start food shipments immediately, as well as paying a reasonable rent for the rights. As an additional incentive, we have brought you gifts.”

He gestured subtly, and the slave girls came out of their pose, each one springing a lock on the chest in front of them. The oiled hinges opened silently, revealing the indistinct contents. Walking confidently in front of the chests, the diplomat dipped a hand into one of them, pulling out a shiny, black outfit. “Some of our finest full slave outfits. Have you ever wanted the perfect maid, guard, or laborer? The means are right here, in these chests. Your deepest dreams… delivered.”

The king became even more still, saying nothing. The diplomat pressed his lips together. “I see you are not so easily swayed.”

Dropping the glossy suit, he stepped around one of the slave girls, curling his fingers under a swollen breast. As he stroked over her rubber covered nipple, the girl leaned into him, curling her other hand around his neck. She made a noise that sounded curiously feline.

“Made for pleasure, these slaves are quite dedicated, and will please you in any way you desire.” He slapped her ass, and she hummed, pleased at being abused.

“The richest men in every nation come to us to bid upon such slaves, and we turn many away. However, these can be yours, if you but say yes.”

He stopped fondling the slave, looking expectantly at the king.

“We have received your offer, and wish to discuss it privately,” replied the king quietly, looking at the floor. “Return tomorrow for an answer.” His eyes flickered upwards, lingering on the slaves. “Please take everything with you.”

The prince moved his arm in a mysterious gesture, his blank eyes seeming to look at everything and nothing, as if he were in another world. “Their souls are alive,” he said cryptically. “Adjustments should not be difficult.”

The king scowled. “Ignore him. He’s not always lucid.” He waved his hand in dismissal. “Until tomorrow.”

The diplomat grinned superciliously, and bowed deeply. “As you wish.”

He snapped his fingers, spun in a military fashion, and marched back to the hall’s entrance, his red cape flickering in the damp air. Behind him, the slaves smoothly snapped the chests shut and picked them up effortlessly. They followed him in a single line, their shiny asses swaying enticingly until the herald shut the large wooden doors to the great hall with a loud boom.

The scowl still on his face, the king jumped to his feet in a sprightly fashion. “Come with me!” he said abruptly to the prince, who had remained on his feet like a statue for the entire audience. A sword dangling at his hip, he led the prince through a hidden side door into an antechamber, where a large, round wooden table took up the vast majority of the room.

Around the table sat several of the kingdom’s advisors already, mulling over various documents. The king sat down in his customary gilded chair, tilting his sword out of the way. The unsmiling prince took the other empty chair, and the meeting began.

The king didn’t ask his advisors if they had heard the audience - the room had been made specifically for listening purposes. The top of the chamber was formed in the shape of a large funnel, with the tip opening up into the audience hall. If anyone dropped a thimble in the hall, it could be heard clearly in the room.

This arrangement required extra guards to keep the great hall clear when it was not being used, but it saved significant briefing time, and he could more easily keep the members of his advisory council a secret.

Before the king could speak, the quartermaster started peremptorily, his wiry figure shifting uncomfortably in his hard, wooden chair. “He’s right, you know. Twisted, but right. I never liked the guy. Totally arrogant, but when’s he’s right, he’s right!”

“Shut it, Roger,” said another advisor, his large muscled bulk making the chair he sat in look like a child’s stepping stool. “The drought is bad, but do we want to get involved in a kingdom that promotes slavery? Not only is it morally wrong, but our people may not stand for it!”

The rest of the advisors started babbling until the king made a sharp gesture, his mouth delineating a thin line. “Quiet! We’ll get to that discussion, but first I want to know who let them know the state we’re in! Who?”

All sound was sucked out of the room as if the air had been evacuated. The advisors sat there dumbly with their mouths half way open, looking at each other quizzically.

“I invited him, father,” said the prince, with all the emotion of a rock. “No need to blame the advisors.”

The admission seemed to light a fuse in the king. His face turned red and his body expanded imperceptibly. “You asked him? Without my permission? You emotionless… ” He trailed off, pounding the table with a large fist, his gauntlet rattling horribly as it gouged divots in the hard wooden surface.

The prince still showed no concern. “Do you know what it is like to live in the aether, father? To have all of your emotions locked away, seeing everything through the cold lens of hard logic?” He pretended to grimace, but it looked fake, as if he was playacting. His voice was pallid as he continued.

“Let’s look at the reality of the situation. Our kingdom is in dire need. Our people do not have enough food to eat. Our imports currently exceed our exports. We are under political pressure from the Eastern Kingdoms, and without food to feed our men, it is possible that they might try to make a move. We need Calendoria’s supplies, regardless of whatever moral quandaries their support imposes. Without them, we may lack the strength to keep the wolves at bay, and within a few decades the High Reaches may no longer exist as a separate kingdom.”

With an effort, the king throttled his temper, and looked back at his advisors. “I abhor hearing this news. Is it true?”

“Well,” Roger said abruptly, “Our situation is bad financially, real bad. We’ve been using treasury funds to provide aid to starving pockets of our populace by buying up foreign food stocks, and if the drought continues we’ll have to stop that largess within the next few months, as we just can’t afford to keep it going. There’s going to be a lot of angry peasants with pitchforks soon. It’s going to be horrid, horrid.” He shook his lanky frame like an eggbeater. “The hard numbers don’t lie, we’re in a hole. Deep. We could print money to buy food, but that would devalue the nation’s currency, making the situation even more desperate for the common folk. I can see only one way out: we’re going to have to start selling assets we can’t afford to lose.”

“What do you think, Habe?” The king switched his gaze to the hulking master at arms.

“My little friend is right,” said the large man in a lumbering fashion, his words hitting like his axe blades. “Our forces are currently at full strength. If a rebellion were to happen today, I would have no trouble putting it down.” His mouth grinned wide, showing off his broken teeth, but it soon subsided into a somber frown. “Without food, they won’t stay that way. Sending three battalions to Calendoria wouldn’t weaken us that much, and we could hold off any enemies long enough to retrieve them should they be required.”

“Anyone else?” the king asked, looking around the table.

The thin, reedy voice of the royal quartermaster piped up again. “No, we’re all in agreement. Something must change, soon, or we’re going to be in a pickle. I’m already having trouble keeping the castle kitchens and stables stocked.” He leaned forward. “It would be ideal if you could add a reciprocal agreement to have them share their forces as well. It wouldn’t mean much since they’re currently at war, but a combined front would certainly make our enemies hesitate to attack.”

The king slouched in his chair, exhausted. “This crown feels ten tons heavier,” he breathed, exasperated. “Fine, we work out a deal with Calendoria.” He frowned. “But there’s one thing I absolutely won’t compromise on - we cannot accept any of their slaves!”

His advisors nodded in assent.

“Very well, then,” sighed the king. “Leave me, and send in their ambassador. I must treat with him.”

***

Prince Elbert remained stolid, speaking to no one. He felt no satisfaction at his success in convincing his father to make a deal, any more than he felt relief. He felt nothing. He always felt nothing in this so-called real world. His mind wandered, starting to work itself back to the past, when he was a child, when he actually could feel. A memory of warmth, of his mother, threatened to break through the cold crust of his resolve.

He blinked, banishing such thoughts from his mind. The past could not change, would not change the hard calculus of the present. It could not distract him from what logically needed to be done.

After he left the antechamber, he strode through the castle halls like a ghost. As he passed and was greeted by servants, he acknowledged them mechanically. It didn’t take him long to reach the East Wing, where visiting ambassadors were quartered.

Instead of greeting the guard, he slipped through the side servant’s entrance. It wasn’t difficult for him to find what he was looking for - as a kid he had explored the castle’s passages and knew all of their secrets. It was an inconvenient way to travel unseen, but as he didn’t get nervous or excited, it was easy to move slowly and deliberately. Hiding in crevices and niches along the way, he moved only while nobody was looking.

As he neared the door he was interested in, he heard soft noises from within. Divining the likely source, he made the decision to enter silently, carefully but skillfully picking the lock with tools that he slipped out of his sleeves.

It took him only a few seconds to tension the lock and scrub the pins, clicking it open. He slipped through the door, unsurprised to see the Calendorian ambassador being sucked off by one of his slaves.

The ambassador was sitting on the bed, his doublet discarded and trousers down around his ankles. He was moaning softly as the glossy black orb of his slave’s head bobbed rhythmically. His other three slaves were draped over his body artfully, their hands constantly questing, rubbing their breasts against his body.

As the ambassador moaned out his first orgasm, the prince interjected calmly. “I’m sorry to interrupt their feeding time. I suppose that explains why their mouths are left uncovered, although I am not sure how one expects to use their other holes properly while they are dressed in full body suits.”

The ambassador, startled, glanced up at the prince, then relaxed back into the inexorable grip of his slave girls, watching him with a calculating glare. One of the girls swapped positions with another, her mouth quickly downing his penis, pumping him continuously.

“What do you want? Your king won’t make a deal until tomorrow.” He purposefully reached forward and gripped the shiny head of his slave, forcing her throat to take his dick.

“I wish to offer you a deal under the tables, as it were. You will send to my chambers the slave suits you offered my father. In return, I won’t tell the king that you attempted to coerce one of the chambermaids into trying one of them on.” The prince made the offer calmly, as if he was discussing taxes.

The ambassador frowned and moaned, the wet suction and wanton groping clearly getting to him. “Mmm, yes, keep it up! Oh, yes! How the hell did you find out? Maybe I can make you a counter offer - my sluts will entertain you, and I won’t tell the king you visited here after hours.”

The three slaves massaging the ambassador looked at the prince greedily and pursed their wet lips hungrily. Their indistinct, but aroused vaginas were barely visible under the slick clothing they wore.

The prince continued to stand like a statue, his body showing no sign of being aroused. “I cannot experience pleasure, and I never mix it with business. Your deal is considered, but refused. I can, however, give you some advice, as well as an additional offer. The king will not accept your ‘gifts.’ If you wish to dispose of them in a useful manner, you will give them to me. In return, I can promise that I will attempt to convince my father to enter into a trade deal with your country. Final offer, take it or leave it.”

The ambassador closed his eyes as the vacuum on his penis increased, the slave ploughing him deeply into her throat. She intentionally jerked on his penis sharply and he grimaced. As he reached the cusp of an orgasm, he gasped. “Fine, fine! I agree, I agree! Just leave me in peace, you heartless bastard!”

He looked at his slave reproachfully, ejaculating his load down her throat and reaching over to massage one of her taut breasts roughly. “You are a conniving one. That was a cold and calculated maneuver.”

“Of course it was calculated,” replied the prince. “You cannot possibly expect to think logically while your brains are being sucked out through your penis. I expect delivery within the hour.”

Lars grinned wickedly back at the prince. “Of course, I would never renege on our deal. There’s also something else you should know about the kingdom of Calendoria… “

***

The suits were indeed delivered, and within the hour the prince had specified. The castle porter who had brought the chests in did not question their contents as he stacked them on the finely built chair the prince had placed next to his dresser. If he had talked, he wouldn’t be spending much time in the inner court. Discretion was mandatory with regards to the affairs of royals.

Once the manservant had left, the prince admired the top box’s construction, running his fingers over its ornately decorated surface. Its beauty belied the danger lurking inside.

A sudden pressure in his skull caused him to clench his teeth. It was less of an emotion, and more of a dark impulse, to fling open the box and use its contents to get what he wanted.

He pushed it away, cramming it into the small gaps in his mind that he had spent so much time cultivating. Patience. This emotion would be put to much better use feeding his Dreaming.

Carefully, he undid the latches, opening the wooden box to reveal its shimmering black interior. He studied the ripples in the shiny surface of the slick fabric for a few moments, controlling his sudden urge to touch, to feel, to play.

Of course, the fabric had been laced with the vilest magic possible - that which had the capability of stealing all free will. Those who wore it became nothing more than playthings. Slaves obeying any whim of their master.

Many women would protest that they wanted no such thing, but in his experience, it was often a lie. They wanted to be treated roughly. To be toyed with until they screamed in pleasure. Used like sluts. It was a painful lesson he had learned well from past experience, and one he intended to put into action shortly.

Fortunately, the spell on the outfits was fairly subtle, and had little effect on one who possessed the powers he did. Otherwise, he could ill afford to touch them at all. As it was, he was still careful, laying out the glossy suits on top of his dresser, one by one. A flicking hissing sound popped from their surface, wispy purple tendrils reaching out and tingling against his skin.

There were four of them, each of them stored in their own chest. Dangling next to each other, they didn’t look like much, but he could already imagine warm flesh filling out the breast forms, mesmerized heads with blank eyes peeking out of each top. Watching as they voluntarily drew the black masks over their heads, their skin entirely covered underneath the dehumanizing material. Slave collars wrapped around their throats, sealing their masks to their suits.

To be in control of these women. Having them as suited, anonymous slaves. It was the ultimate power trip, and it was almost his.

He should be feeling excited, but he instead felt nothing. That was a shame, but he could feel the Dreaming almost upon him. Indulging himself could wait a bit, as the first piece to the puzzle would be slotted into place very soon.

He nodded at the wrinkled rubber, turning over one of the sleeves. The quality of the bodysuits was acceptable. He could tell that these were not cheap knockoffs. Excellent. Calendoria had unknowingly sown the seeds of their own downfall.

It was very foolish of them to let these get away, even if their plan had been to subvert the royal court with them. It was true that the High Reaches generally lacked the expertise necessary to analyze the spells being used, but that hardly mattered when he had the ability to manipulate reality via his shadow magic.

It was time for the next step. He moved over to the bell pull and gave it a sharp tug. Sitting down patiently on the edge of his bed, he let his mind wander until a sharp knock came at the chamber door.

He opened it to reveal a footman, different from the previous servant. It hardly mattered, they were all the same to him. “Please take a message to my fiancée. I wish to see her immediately.”

The footman nodded sharply, saying nothing as he turned on his heel and stepped off down the hallway. Elbert closed the door, considering. This next part would require fortitude, but if all went well, his power and reach would grow by leaps and bounds. It would be well worth the growing pains.

Time to get ready. Pulling off his dress shoes, he kicked them under his bed. Fingers moving nimbly, he undid the buttons on his shirt one by one, in a mechanical fashion. It was simple enough to fold it and place it on his nightstand, along with his pants and underwear.

Naked, he sat down on the edge of his poster bed and crossed his legs, clearing his mind. As he summoned his power, a flickering mantle of purple settled around his shoulders.

Once fully established, his conscious mind flickered out, his spirit leaving his corporeal body behind. A great frisson of excitement and lust filled his soul, blooming from outside his empty carcass.

This was his secret. During waking hours, he felt nothing, because all those emotions were required to feed the Dreaming. Rage, satisfaction, pleasure. Bottled, concentrated, pushed outside his physical body, feeding his subconscious avatar.

The trade off was worth it. Here, he felt pure emotions, ten times more powerful than what they would normally be. It was difficult to control, but the rush of adrenaline, the feel of his power, was seductive. If he could, he’d remain in this state all the time.

Alas, it wasn’t possible. He could only exist here due to the waking sacrifices he made. Without a period of emotionlessness, the Dreaming became weaker. He needed to avoid that possibility with his plans finally coming to fruition. He couldn’t allow his prospective slaves to slip their tether.

He grinned mentally, his incorporeal form settling next to the door of the room. It would be best if he gave her no chance to flee. He didn’t intend on making this fair.

The door creaked open suddenly. “Elbert?” Ariana began in her high pitched voice. “What do you want of me? I couldn’t decide whether the bluebells or the lilies go better with my dress.”

Her eyes flashed to his meditating body, her jaw quivering. “Elbert? Are you alright? Why are you unclothed?” She rushed over to the bed, wringing her hands.

She was a bit vapid, but wasn’t a bad person. He just needed more. To have her serve him, to please him. In everything, as his subservient slave. Was that too much to ask?

His corporeal body tensed. This time, he would have to do it himself. Get his own hands dirty. Could he make it happen? Had he gathered sufficient strength?

He unleashed his lust, tendrils of purple energy lashing out from his spirit form. Entwining his unsuspecting victim, they writhed around her body and under her clothing. Her face flushed and she gasped, collapsing on the bed next to his comatose form. Several of the tendrils attached to her face, flashing into her eyes and mouth, bathing them in an unnatural color.

She squeaked, hands scrabbling desperately against her frilly clothing. The outfits royals wore these days were quite fluffy and restricting. Elbert had to confess that he absolutely loathed them. The female form was to be admired, not hidden underneath superfluous ruffles.

He turned his hatred into action, the tendrils glowing as he forced his thoughts and emotions into Ariana’s body. He was pumping her full of his feelings, forcing her to feel the way that he did. The result was predictable.

She became a feral animal, tearing at her clothing, eyes bright with madness. She said nothing, her brain overwhelmed with pure need. She caught hold of the ribbon attached to her waist and tugged hard. The silky fabric ripped, rending open a huge hole across her belly.

This was enough for her to get her hands underneath, and she began ripping pieces of cloth off in a frenzy. Elbert didn’t care. She wasn’t going to need her dress after he was finished with her. It would be simple enough to hide and dispose of her damaged garments later.

All that mattered was the passion that was pulsing into her, overwhelming all rational thought. She struggled with figuring out how to remove the strip of fabric over her panties, and Elbert could feel his impatience spiking. While in this state, it was impossible for him to help her physically, but perhaps he could guide her with his raw emotions.

His ethereal eyes bored in on her covered breasts, wanting to see her cream colored flesh without anything in the way. She was clearly stacked, and he was tired of waiting for her to show them off. Now that he was in control, there was no need for modesty.

Her hands jerked, moving away from her panties, tugging at the ripped fabric below her chest. A strip separated, the fabric stretching as it tore up to her shoulder. The swell of her breasts were now visible, his eyes locked onto her enticing curves.

Giving in to his desires, she ripped the dress up to her neckline, tossing it away to reveal her tight bra. The silly girl had selected one a size too small, her flesh spilling out over the sides. He stared at the fabric intensely, willing her to reveal her swollen orbs.

She pawed at the clasp, but gave up, tugging the center strap upwards. Her erect nipples slipped out of the fabric, her breasts bobbing as she frantically pulled the bra over her head. Rounded flesh jiggled as she bounced, his eyes roving to follow the illicit movement.

Responding to his desires, she gripped her breasts roughly, squeezing the malleable flesh between her fingers. Moaning, her eyes rolled, her hips popping forward as she made a cute noise.

He could watch her do this all day, but his mission was not yet complete. She needed to be bound to him. He redirected his gaze downwards, concentrating on her privates. They needed to be free and clear so that she could take his pulsating shaft into her core.

Deep inside, she must have agreed with him, as her gaze suddenly locked onto his swollen cock, his throbbing member looking sadly alone as it rested against his pubes. The length slid to one side as if it was waving at her. She made a noise of desire, redoubling her efforts.

This time, she was more successful, scraps of the white fabric drifting to the floor. Her need was a pulsating thing, growing with leaps and bounds as he fed her with his desires. She had no will to resist. At this point, the outcome was already determined. She would have him, on his terms.

It started quicker than he had anticipated. Ariana jumped onto the bed, eyes dilated, drunk with his emotions. She laid his body out flat, wrapping a smooth hand around his erect dick. Running her hands up and down it a few times, she stared at the bulbous head, licking her lips.

For a moment, he thought she was going to wrap her lips around it, but the lust he had been pumping into her was too great. She spread her legs, sitting on his thighs. Tilting his dick over, she firmly inserted the tip into her blossoming pussy.

At first, it was a bit difficult to penetrate, but his desires had made her wet, naturally lubricating the tip of his shaft. His member slid deep inside, a warmth spreading outward from his crotch.

He had almost expected there to be some kind of barrier to entry, but there was nothing, simply a smooth tunnel all the way down. Perhaps Ariana had neglected to tell him something about a past assignation.

No matter, it wasn’t important. He wasn’t even angry. Whatever attachments she had formed in the past were irrelevant. He owned her now. She wasn’t a woman. She was an object, a piece to move on his mental chessboard. This was the way the game needed to be played if he was to achieve his revenge.

She jerked her hips up, slamming them back down on his comatose body. Leaning forward, she rocked back and forth, moaning as she clutched at his chest. Lost in the fucking, her breath came quickly, her body pumping his dick with wild spasms.

He almost lost control from the unexpectedly intense sensations. It was true that this was his first time. He had prepared for a long time to experience this, but nothing was quite like the reality. He was fucking this woman. She was his, and only his, for as long as he wanted her.

He used this thought of dominance to increase his own pleasure, imagining that he was fucking her in the flesh. There came a pang of regret that he had to experience this secondhand, but if he reintegrated himself now, this pleasure would be lost to the ether.

A pity, but it couldn’t be helped. Instead, he focused on her thumping body, her hips pounding against his as his penis reamed her snatch. Such a primal thing, fucking. Their bodies bounced to the rhythm of an unheard song, both lost in their own mental paradise.

Sooner than he would have liked, his pleasure spiked, his dick jerking as it squeezed his cum into her pussy. She rammed herself hard against his hips, taking him as far as she could as his dick spasmed. She trembled, moaning as it emptied inside her, marking her as his property.

He closed his spiritual eyes for a moment, savoring the aftermath, but soon enough, it was over. It was intense, but lovely. He was looking forward to doing this with her often. First, however, it was time for him to take the next step.

He rested his aura over his physical body, sinking back inside. His emotions drained away softly, until he was an empty husk. Dispassionately, he looked up at Ariana’s exhausted, sodden body. It was clear she lacked the mental capacity to clean herself up. No matter, the slave suit would take care of that.

“This is your fault,” he declared in a monotone. “Your uncontrollable lust caused you to ravish me.”

Her eyes blinked open, and she shook her head no. Breathlessly, her mouth flopped open like a fish. “I don’t know what came over me,” she said in a small voice. “I couldn’t control myself.”

“It doesn’t matter,” Elbert declared tonelessly. “It is against the law. You are now liable to be charged with a sexual assault against royalty. It is unlikely to go well for you.”

She folded her hands into fists against her naked chest, lips working. “It wasn’t me, no, I can’t, no…” She petered out, so confused that she completely lost her train of thought.

Elbert stood, taking measured steps towards the dresser. He gathered one of the slave suits in his arms, turning and throwing it onto the bed. The shiny material rattled as it settled, its shiny surface attracting Ariana’s surprised eyes.

“Put it on,” he said forcefully.

“But these are Calendorian slave garments!” Ariana exclaimed, picking up the catsuit and holding it out at arm’s length.

“Yes. Put it on,” he repeated. “It’s this, or the courts. Your pick.”

He knew she would do it. If she didn’t, her reputation would be ruined. The best part of this was, he could tell anyone she put on the slave garments of her own free will, and it would be true. Well, somewhat true.

Staring distastefully at the shimmering garment, she sighed, her voice shaking. “Okay, but I’m only doing it for you.” Looking up, she bit her lower lip, glimmering tears in her eyes.

Unfortunately for her, he was unable to feel pity while he wasn’t in the Dreaming. It was a reminder that he would have to take care to avoid being hit by unwanted emotions while using his powers.

Taking a deep breath, she stretched the top wide, doing her best to fit her legs inside. Fingers fumbling, she encountered issues dragging the top of the garment over her hips. After spending a few moments struggling, she looked at Elbert, pleading with her eyes.

This was not an emotional thing, he admonished himself. It was perfectly rational to help her. There was no way she could make an attempt to escape while her legs were hopelessly tangled in the slave outfit. She wasn’t likely to run, anyway. A mental prison is always more effective than a physical one for controlling behavior.

Moving around behind her, Elbert pressed his thumbs under the clumped material, pulling it up past the obstruction. Ariana was breathing heavily, sweat beading on her neck. It would have been enticing if he didn’t feel so empty.

No matter. This state allowed him to work efficiently, slipping the lip of the material up and over Ariana’s breasts. As the outfit was dragged upwards, her motions became more restricted, to the point where she was moving extremely slowly while trying to fit her fingers into the arm hole.

Elbert helped her to pull the slick material up her arms, smoothing out the wrinkles until the body suit lay flat against her body. The top ring fit snugly against her neck, sealing her securely inside. The first step was complete. There would be no turning back for either of them now.

Retrieving a black, rubbery corset, he had her step through the center. Pulling it up to her belly, he cinched the laces tight. The material of the slave suit flexed, clinging tightly against her skin as he tied it on. Her breasts bulged out enticingly above the boning, enhancing her attractiveness.

Breathing heavily within the restrictive prison around her waist, Ariana stood stock still in front of his bed, eyes unfocused, staring off into the distance. The spell was already working on her body and mind, its aphrodisiac properties forcing her into a state of permanent arousal.

Moving around her, he grabbed one of the masks from his dresser, twisting it in his hands until the interior was visible, the pinprick eye holes giving him a glimpse of what his slave would soon be seeing. The world, through tiny holes, a potent reminder that a slave’s body is not their own.

He pressed the top of the mask against her skull, squeezing the stretchy material down and over her forehead. As every inch was covered, she became more and more inhuman. An object to be enjoyed and commanded, not a person.

As the lower lip of the mask mated with the suit around her neck, he remembered the slave collar. Retrieving one from the dresser, he wrapped it around her throat, cinching it tight. It nestled in the hollow of her throat, metal studs glimmering at him. Yes, it looked excellent on his new slave.

She gasped, then moaned, the line between the mask and the suit disappearing. The catsuit almost seemed to shrink in front of his eyes, all the small wrinkles vanishing until her body was covered in an incredibly smooth and shiny surface. The slave’s outfit had become her new skin, an integral part of her.

She was not quite complete. Moving back to the open chest, he bent his knees and retrieved two glossy, impossibly high heeled boots. Turning, he watched her form wiggling in the tight suit. When he presented the boot to her, she lifted one of her feet so that it could be encapsulated beneath its mirror finish.

Tying the shoelace, he did the other as well, giving her a matching set. He stood and looked at the whole picture, satisfied. She was the spitting image of a Calendorian slave girl, ready and willing to be fucked.

This was not the time to get distracted. He had expected all of this to happen from his research. The problem was that she was in a delicate state. Her enslavement to him was not fully complete. It was true that her will was being twisted and subverted by the garment - that she was a slave was already an incontrovertible truth.

However, she was not loyal to him. If that Calendorian diplomat was to appear at this moment, he could order her to do anything he wished. That simply wouldn’t do. He must break the chains the foreign nation held over her. To make her well and truly his.

Concentrating, he pressed his hands against her shoulders, squeezing her tightly so that he would not fall over during this tricky maneuver.

His spirit form rose from his body, flooded with the blackest of emotions. Desire, lust, and excitement. These he would need to control if he was to be successful. It would be no good if he allowed them to control him instead. The outcome would be no better than throwing a dice.

The twisted purple lines he had originally set around his victim had been disrupted by the slave suit, its shimmering surface severing many of them. This would be a delicate process. He had practiced with some of the maids, but of course he hadn’t had an authentic Calendorian slave suit to test his theories with.

He probed at the suit with his mental lines, the ends bouncing off the slippery surface. That clearly wasn’t going to work, but he hadn’t really expected it to. He tweaked one of them, forcing it to spiral around the new slave’s neck. No, there wasn’t an opening there, either. The suit had sealed itself together. It wasn’t meant to come off easily.

That left only a few possible openings, but the easiest by far was her mouth. Twisting several of his tentacles together into a rope, he jammed the end between her lips. Her teeth yielded, her jaw opening to receive his boiling emotions.

Her face hidden under the shiny black mask, all he could see was the pulsing light of his tentacles boiling down her throat. She stood there calmly, breathing regularly as his mental tendrils speared her core, spreading out into the surrounding tissue like a bolt of lightning. Soon, her body was glowing under the black outfit, filled to the brim with his wicked desires.

That was well and good, but all that energy had no direction. He needed her to become his puppet, to break the chains that led all the way back to Calendoria and forge new ones. He focused his energies upwards, pushing his emotions into her empty little head.

Her skull began to glow intensely. She whined, falling back onto the bed. Fortunately, his hands were gripped tightly around her shoulders, and he fell over with her, pinning her down.

He could see it now, back lit by his emotions. A black, rooted tentacle in her brain, where the corruption from the suit had spread. It was glowing malevolently, the taproot thickening as it enhanced its control over her.

He didn’t need to cut it, just… change it. Make it his.

He wrapped his emotions around it, squeezing them together as if in a fist. They soaked into the root, changing its color. It was glowing purple now, a part of his desires living within it. Whether that was sufficient to have the effect he wanted, he didn’t know. Time to test it.

Feeling weak, he returned to his body, kissing her shiny forehead. “Slave,” he commanded. “Service me.”

“Yes, Master,” she responded, the rubber flexing around her nose as she took in a deep breath. Sliding her hands down his body, she knelt, her face moving into his crotch as her glossy forehead pressed into his pubes.

He allowed himself a small upturn of his lips, his penis swelling as her open mouth wrapped around his shaft. He could afford a modicum of satisfaction, temporarily, as now that she was converted, he would not need to actively control her with his power. She had been changed into a perfect slave, willing to do anything he suggested with a small nudge.

Unfolding his spirit, he looked down at her as pleasure flooded into his body. Her head was a shiny mirror of black rubber, her eyes and nose hidden underneath the stretchy material. Her tongue ran underneath his dick, her throat pulsing as she sucked his length inside.

Closing his eyes, he savored the sensations. In this state, he had no control over his body, but he didn’t need any to enjoy the fruits of his labors. He would pull her into the Dreaming later and train her with new techniques at his leisure.

She would be the first, of many, and if he was careful, nobody would be the wiser before it was too late to stop him.


Chapter Two

Veronica slowly drew the brush through her flaxen hair, gazing into the mirror dreamily as she wondered what it would be like when she was finally married. The prince had the reputation of a cold fish, to be sure, but marrying into the royal family would raise her station immensely. No minor noble could possibly resist his offer, despite the horrible rumors floating around the castle and village lately.

“Sera, are the rumors true? How many fiancées has the prince had so far?”

The maid tugged at Veronica’s tight corset, making her gasp. The cords had caught on themselves, forcing the maid to work at them until they came loose. She breathed deeply as the restrictive garment was removed.

“You’re the second one, miss. It’s right unfortunate, it is. The last one just up and vanished in the night, no by your leave, no message, nothing! All the servants were out looking for days, but there was no evidence of foul play. Not even a strand of clothing! It’s very confusing to all of us, it sure is!”

Veronica made a moue, but quickly stopped when she saw it in the mirror. It made her look distinctly unattractive. “How distressing!” Maybe she needed to get her teeth whitened? Her left incisor was perhaps starting to look a little bit yellow.

She paused her hair brushing, now that she had reached the recommended number of strokes. “Sera, could you fetch me my nightgown? I’m nearly done here.”

“Yes, miss!” said the maid, gathering up her undergarments..

When the maid glanced into the mirror, Veronica noted that her eyes appeared to have a purple hue, but it was probably just a trick of the light. Her white skirt swished as she turned and left the bathroom.

Her lips pressing together at having to wait, Veronica stepped out into the private bedroom she had been assigned. If a fiancée had vanished before her, she must have been using this very room.

Her curiosity getting the better of her, she decided to check the closet to see if the previous occupant had left any interesting outfits to choose from for her meeting with the prince tomorrow. They might not be in her size, but her body proudly fit the local beauty standards, so there was always a chance. They might give her some ideas, if nothing else.

She slid open the closet door, stopping in shock. Cascading down the back wall were a series of life-like bondage pictures. The first showed a woman in a ball gag harness, her black, shiny ass high in the air as she crouched on a bed. The second had the same women in a horse’s tackle, a bar gag and blinders strapped to her face as she made high stepping movements.

The third was of a different lady, locked into a solid metal frame, her large, swollen breasts exposed through open holes in her shiny suit. Something was attached to her nipples, and her face was fixed in a grimace.

The last showed only a face completely covered in a rubbery material. Her only exposed flesh were deep red lips spread out in a large O shape. That was a Calendorian slave girl outfit! What would a picture of that be doing in here? And why were the erotic images stoking a slow burning fire in her loins?

Her mouth opened and closed, like a beached fish. These must have been created by powerful magic, for she knew of no other way they could have come into being.

“Veronica? Where are you, girl?” Her maid swept into the room with a nightgown, catching Veronica still staring into the closet in shock.

“W-what are these?” asked Veronica, pressing her fingertips against one of the scraps of paper.

The maid took one look and gasped. She pressed the nightgown into Veronica’s arms, then moved in front of her, blocking the erotic images from view. Hands moving quickly, she tore them off the walls, gathering them into a pile.

“The prince’s former fiancée was a bit of a narcissist, I’m afraid,” said the maid as she worked busily. “She insisted on paying for images of herself in bondage that she posted everywhere in this room, and I’m afraid we didn’t clean up properly after she left.”

Huffing to herself, she folded the pictures over, hiding them from view. “There, it’s all dealt with, miss. Don’t let this bother you. You’re nothing like her.”

Veronica blinked. She certainly hoped not. A fiancée of the prince couldn’t afford to be a harlot. “Destroy them,” she ordered. “I don’t wish for any trace of her debauchery to remain.”

The maid nodded her assent, taking the images with her. “I will dispose of these, mistress. Give me a few minutes, and I will return to attend to you.”

Veronica nodded, waiting for the maid to leave. She sighed, sitting on the bed. This had certainly taken a strange turn.

Looking up at the ceiling, she laid back, spreading her arms out.

She was nothing like that bint. Clearly the prince’s previous fiancée had ran away after her loose morals had been found out. She smiled smugly. Nothing like that would ever happen to her. She had worked very hard to hide her sordid past.

Pretty successfully, too. When she had caught the prince’s eye at the city’s harvest festival, it had only been a few weeks removed from her cross country move to get away from her last paramour. That relationship had soured so quickly, she had been forced to claim that her lover had taken liberties with her to convince the magistrate to lock him up. He had even claimed to still love her, even after all that. Ugh.

The daughter of a duke, she had been scandalized in town, forced to run from those who knew her best so she could start over again. At least she had the pedigree necessary to be considered as a suitable match by the crown.

All that was in the past, now. She had her sights set on a much greater target than before: the prince. Now, that was a prize to be had. If only she could get her hands on him, she was certain that she could infatuate him. A few sly comments, indiscreet body language, and the inevitable bedding. It had always worked in the past.

This would likely prove to be a bigger challenge than her past flings, however. She knew of the prince’s reputation, and was looking forward to breaking him out of his shell. It would take time to bend him to her whims, but she had always been successful at doing so. Every man had a weakness, and she would find it. She always did.

She kicked her feet in the air, and sighed. First, sleep. Plotting would have to wait. Where was that maid?

She sat up, tapping a lacquered finger against her knee. Exasperated, she twisted her lips, racking her brain. Yelling for the maid wouldn’t be decorous. It wouldn’t be fitting for her to go looking for the other woman, either.

A sharp rap at the door came, the latch unlocking smoothly as the maid stepped through. Veronica bit her lip, hissing through her teeth. It wouldn’t do to yell at her for being slow. She didn’t want to be messed with in subtle ways, and the lower classes excelled at doing so while pretending they were doing exactly what you wanted. She only had to learn that lesson once.

Standing, she presented herself to the maid, staring ahead serenely with her arms extended at a forty five degree angle. The maid worked quickly, undoing the thread at the top of her blouse and pulling it over her head.

“When will I be allowed to see the prince?” she asked, her mind casting forward towards future possibilities.

“Tomorrow, miss,” replied the maid as she stripped Veronica’s undergarments. “Though his schedule can be fluid. It could be mid-morning, or early afternoon.”

Damn. That would put a damper on things. It would be easier to plot her seduction if she had a clearer idea of everyone else’s plans.

Finally, the last of her clothing was removed, and the maid moved quickly to help her into her nightgown. “Don’t wake me up early unless the prince has enquired after me,” Veronica instructed. “I need to get my beauty rest.”

“Very well, ma’am,” replied the maid, grinning widely. “Sleep tight.”

Her eyes glimmered that strange purple for a moment, but Veronica was too tired to care. The gown she was being dressed in felt strangely slippery, as if the interior of the fabric had been lined with a different material.

Her legs suddenly felt wooden. Eyes closing, she laid back into the fluffy bed, carried aloft into the deepest recesses of her mind.

***

She was walking, endlessly, through a room filled with mirrors. She had been wandering for some time, or she had always been here. The distinction was blurry.

Not that she was too overly concerned, despite the strange distortions of her figure reflected at her from the mirrors surrounding her. She raised an arm and waved, marveling at the silky blackness of the shiny material that covered her body.

In fact, her entire body was smothered in it except for her head, which stuck out from the top like an unripened fruit, pale and gray. Uninterested in her bare flesh, she examined her arms, which were bright and glossy. Pinching the material between her gloved fingers, she discovered that it was quite thick and rubbery.

Her entire body was gripped tightly by this strange fabric. Interesting. She couldn’t find it within herself to get worked up over it. It just was.

Accepting that, she looked around, immediately becoming dizzy. In every mirror there was an image of her rubberized body, multiplied into dozens of figures. Every move she made turned her reflections into a sea of blurry movement.

She stepped forward, a hand outstretched to touch the glass, but there was nothing there. Either the surface was retreating under her hand, or it was all an illusion.

Her head spinning, she looked at the floor, which was made out of some kind of white tile. Had it even been real to begin with?

She crouched on one knee, resting the heel of a booted foot against the floor. Pressing her fingers against the tile, she stroked them languorously, the gritty tactile sensation being transmitted through her gloves.

At least it felt real. Had she been taken prisoner? If so, where were her jailers?

And why had they put her into this suit? With large circular cutouts in the center that her breasts spilled through, It was something suitable for a sex slave. Was that what she was?

Certainly, she couldn’t seem to remember anything else, and she wasn’t feeling all that motivated to try and escape. If she waited, surely someone would come and get her and then she would understand.

Until then, there was no reason to be bored. She rolled her breasts in her hands, tweaking her nipples. Strangely, there was a lack of sensation, as if everything was dull. It would be impossible to get aroused while she was in this state.

She blinked and frowned. She was quickly becoming bored again, and couldn’t think of anything else interesting to do while being stuck in this room.

A high pitched giggle accompanied by tinkling bells interrupted her thoughts, and she looked up slowly, trying to avoid getting sick from the multitude of reflections. Unfortunately, she didn’t have much success, as two figures had entered the room, scattering bright colors in a kaleidoscope of confusion.

She closed her eyes to block out the cacophony, waiting for them to approach. Their laughter lingered, air swirling around her as their heels clicked against the floor.

There was a strong desire to see what they looked like, but she kept her eyes firmly shut. The feeling of nausea was slowly abating, and she didn’t want to throw up.

Hands suddenly rested under her exposed breasts, hefting them upwards. Bells jingled, and her eyes shot open, gasping at the sight. Two women had flanked her on either side, playing with her as if it was a normal thing to do.

They looked similar, dressed in skintight rubber outfits like hers with open faced fronts, but the coloration was different. One shimmered in glossy gold latex, while the other was purple. A shape was painted in alternating black and red over each bared nipple, a spade, a heart, a club, and a diamond.

Both of their faces were hidden behind white porcelain masks that had painted on smiles and red noses. Rouged lips peeked out from within a small black hole bored into the center of the smiling mouth, giving a hint of their real faces. Their eyes were painted on too, red hearts decorating their pupils.

Pigtails sprouted upwards from their hoods, locks of rainbow colored hair dangling down. The colors swirled as they moved, making it impossible to focus on any part of their shifting curls. Small, golden bells were tied to their wrists, jangling with every movement.

“Your breasts are huge!” declared the first clown girl. “He’ll love them!” said the second in harmony.

“I bet they’ll flop around really good when He spears you with his dick,” continued the first.

“Once you accept his rod, you won’t be confused any more,” said the second. “You’ll know your place, just like we do.”

The clown girls nodded together in affirmation, their swirling pig tails bouncing.

“She will serve. She will want to.”

She wanted to protest that she wouldn’t, but her resistance was cursory at best. In the end, she said nothing as the two clown girls took her by the hands, leading her forward, farther into the maze of mirrors. They continued to giggle crazily, their bells chiming.

She was forced to close her eyes again, the scenery making her too dizzy, but it was easier now with the sweet chimes of the girl’s bells ringing in her ears. She wanted to skip with them, to play with them. She giggled, echoing the clown girls.

The clown girls paused, and she opened her eyes, taking in the new chamber. The walls were still mirrors, but they were farther away, making it easier to avoid being dazzled by the reflections. In the center of the tiled floor was a strange looking column in the shape of an hourglass, made out of some kind of flesh colored material.

They led her up to the column, their bells jangling merrily. “I’m really jealous,” the first clown girl whined. “Initiation fucking is simply the best.”

The other giggled in reply. “Once she’s become one of us, we can all serve him equally. He can fill us all with his raw emotions.”

“That’ll be sweet! I can’t wait!” chirped the first clown girl, gently turning Veronica around until her back was pressed up against the pillar.

“Wait,” said Veronica dully, her voice thick. “What are you talking about?”

“Poor girl!” declared the clown girl on her left, her painted eyes glowing a malevolent purple.

She shook her arm, her bells jangling distractingly. “She isn’t attuned to him yet. She can’t feel his desires.”

The other clown girl was tugging on her arms, pulling them behind the fleshy pillar. “She’s almost there, though,” she whispered. “She’s already lost any will to resist.”

Veronica shook her head. “That’s not true, I simply don’t feel like it.”

“Ha, ha!” barked the first clown girl with exaggerated fake laughter, her arm shooting into the air to point at Veronica. “What do you feel like?”

Veronica did a bit of soul searching, her eyes automatically wandering to rest on the clown girl’s tits. “I’m… not sure?” she replied, searching for an answer. “I… just want to feel good,” she said impulsively.

It was true. Her libido was starting to increase, which was odd, as she had never been attracted to women before. The endlessly reflecting mirrors must be getting into her head.

“That’s great!” chirped the first clown girl, dancing to one side as the second clown girl also joined in. “You can feel good with us!”

They set up next to each other, getting ready to show off a choreographed move. Their breasts bounced enticingly as they danced on their glossy black heels.

“I’m Brassy!” declared the golden one, crouching into a pose with her fingers outstretched.

“I’m Gossy!” shouted the purple one, making the same pose. Their fingers pressed together in the shape of a heart.

“Together, we’re the Master’s slaves!” they announced, bells chiming. “His harem is growing, and you’ve been selected to be his next conquest! Doesn’t that sound wonderful?”

Mild alarm shot through Veronica’s brain. What was she doing, allowing these crazed fiends to tie her up? What was wrong with her? Why couldn’t she remember anything?

She tugged at her arms, but they were tied securely behind her. She kicked at the column she was bound to, but her feet bounced off, as if it was made of rubber. A modicum of fear sprouted within her chest. She must have been dosed with a drug or something.

A hand rested against the column next to her face. “You look worried, but why? The more you struggle, the less you care. Listen to the ringing in your ears. It’s growing louder and louder.” Brassy danced to one side, waving her arms. Tiny bells bounced at her wrists, focusing Veronica’s eyes on her sparkling golden rubber gloves which spun through the air hypnotically.

“You know you can’t resist. You’re a silly little clown for thinking you could possibly stop this. You can’t. None of us could. You’re going to be just like us, and you’re going to love it.”

She pressed a petite finger against Veronica’s nose. Veronica moved her head away, sliding around the column to get away from the strange woman.

The clown girl made that annoying high pitched giggle again. “You’re not feeling much at all right now, but that will change. The way he makes you feel is impossible. I couldn’t believe it when I first experienced it, but now I don’t want to feel normal again. Living within his emotions feels so much more real than my old, dull life.”

Their words were getting to her. Whatever had been done to them was being done to her, and if she didn’t do something soon, she wasn’t going to care. Maybe if she could get them to sympathize with her, they would set her free?

“Who did you used to be?” she asked, her mind ringing from their bells. “Who were you before you became… this?”

Their laughter blended together. “We’re Brassy and Gossy!” they said together. “We never used to be anything else.”

They shuffled in close, those damnable bells ringing with every step. “We belong to the Master. We’re his girls.”

They pressed their hands over her breasts, and she bit her lip, wanting to shuffle away. She could round the column some more, but what was the point? They could do whatever they wanted to her. There was no escape.

They ran their hands down her chest, spreading her legs. Veronica couldn’t prevent herself from rocking her hips when they touched her pussy. The stimulation was starting to get to her.

“Look, she’s ready,” said Brassy. “She wants the Master.”

“No,” protested Veronica. “I don’t want him.”

Her reply felt automatic, as if she wasn’t sure. She wasn’t sure of anything right now.

Gossy backed off, pressing her gloved fingers over her own crotch, her other hand tugging at one of her breasts. A bright, red tongue stuck through the small mouth hole in the mask, curling around the edge.  “You’re lying,” she said confidently. “You don’t even know what you want anymore.”

She made a soft huffing sound as she rubbed herself. The bells on her wrists jangled jauntily.

Brassy rolled her fingers over Veronica’s nipples slowly, taking time to pinch them ever so gently. “You’re starting to forget anything you knew. You don’t even remember your own name.”

“That’s not true!” she protested.

She took a shallow breath, and the bells jangled. They sounded so nice. It was so pleasant to let them carry her away while her body was being violated. A blanket of pleasure settled over her, warmth pulsing in her pussy. It felt wonderful.

“Who are you?” The bells chimed.

“Do you know who you are?” Ring, ring, ring.

The woman blinked. She had known just a second ago, but now she wasn’t sure at all. Her mouth flopped open. “I… don’t know. Who am I?” she asked curiously.

“Don’t worry,” said Gossy. “We know who you are. You are Master’s slave. Aphis.”

Gossy had stopped pleasuring herself, approaching with a translucent strap dangling from one hand, those wonderful bells tinkling at her wrist. She lifted her black gloved hands, pressing a large red ball into the captive woman’s mouth.

The woman opened her jaw wide, letting the ball settle in deep, content to let the other girls do whatever they wanted. They seemed to know what was going on, and she certainly didn’t. Best to let them show her the way.

The translucent strap attached to the ball gag was secured behind her neck, pulled taut. A wide strip of the material now pressed over her lips, locking the ball inside. She could hum, but she couldn’t say anything. That was okay. She had nothing to say, nothing to ask. She was a blank slate, waiting to be filled with knowledge.

“Your name is Aphis,” confirmed Brassy confidently, the mask’s smile leering at her. “You are just... like... us. Welcome, sister.”

The woman chewed on the gag, the rubbery material soft in her mouth. If they said that her name was Aphis, it must be true. It sounded right to her.

Furthermore, she must be a slave, since she was tied up, at the Master’s mercy. There couldn’t be any other explanation. She grinned under the gag, pleased that she had figured it out. It all made so much sense!

Moaning, she thrust out her chest, hoping her sisters would help her to sate her desires. They quickly obliged, running their hands up and around her swollen breasts. They were huge, ready to be abused by her Master.

She didn’t remember them being that large, but she didn’t remember much at all. She was Aphis, a clown girl slave.

A blast of air flowed through the chamber, whirling around the mirrors. The two clown girls backed away and twirled, dancing together and clasping each other’s hands. “It’s the Master! He’s here! He’s here!” they said in unison, bouncing off the ground.

Aphis’ low grade pleasure at being a slave was replaced with a darker, farther reaching emotion. Pure, unbridled lust. It bubbled through her, leaving a frisson of excitement behind. There was a sense of foreboding, then a layer of lust, which settled over her like a mantle.

The slave girls had stopped bouncing. Now they were moaning and grinding themselves against each other, their breasts squishing together, the painted designs around their nipples distending. Normally, Veronica would not have found such a view exciting, but with this strange lust permeating her, she was quickly becoming uncontrollably aroused.

A dark figure dressed in leather rippled through the room’s reflections. A cape was draped over his back in royal purple, an image of a castle embossed in the center. A tight vest gripped his upper body, pants tucked in neatly. Stepping forward briskly, his black boots touched the ground lightly. He was every inch a royal.

His face was hidden under a glossy porcelain mask, similar to the ones the clown girls wore, but the expression painted on its surface was neutral. No smile, no real expression at all, his eyes dull and emotionless.

Striding up to the two gyrating clown girls, he outstretched his hands and waited. Brassy took hold of his right hand and kissed the back, sliding up his arm until his shoulder was pressed between her breasts. Gossy wrapped a hand around his shoulders, snuggling into his neck.

The man’s broad shoulders relaxed. “Finally,” he rumbled. “Here, I can be myself and show my true desires.”

He snapped his fingers, and a flickering orange aura sprung up around him, shadows dancing on his mask. The two clown girls dropped to their knees, quickly working to untie and remove his boots. As he stepped out of them, the girls brought the polished leather surface of each boot up to their faces, pressing the painted lips of their masks against the toe.

He stepped forward, hands dropping to his belt, fingers smoothly undoing the black leather strip. Aphis watched hungrily as he calmly dropped his black pants and underwear to the floor, revealing the engorged length of his swollen cock.

His aura shifted as he moved, drifting lazily as his untucked shirt waved in an invisible breeze. By reflex, she looked up at his face, surprised to see that the blank stare painted on his mask had changed. Glowing purple eyes bored into her, a leering grin pasted over his lips.

As the Master moved in closer, she could feel the heat coming off him in waves. It was infectious. Her body was suddenly hot too, filled with desire for this man. She spread her legs and bounced her hips, groaning around the gag. He wanted her body, and she was willing to give it to him.

Two hot hands wrapped around her waist, pulling her hips towards him. “It feels good to feel,” he growled. “Let my emotions flow through you, become a part of you. Let go. I’ll do the rest.”

Something hot and thick pressed into her pussy, her body jerking against the pillar. Her needy tunnel was filled, clenching around the intruder with absolute joy. She wanted to grab him, to shout her pleasure, but her bonds were tight.

As he began to thrust, the two giggling clown girls came in from either side, breasts bouncing. “She is owned just like us!” claimed Brassy.

“Give her what she needs!” declared Gossy.

A white porcelain mask was pressed into her chest, showing off the contoured front. Aphis stared at it in confusion, unsure why it was completely blank. One of the girls flipped it over, showing off the interior. The concave surface was spotless, empty but for a circular mouth hole. There didn’t appear to be anything special about it.

The mask was pressed against her face, and her vision went dark. There was a buzzing in her ears and a sensation of tightness. It didn’t feel like porcelain at all! It was a rubbery, living mass!

Groaning into her gag, she writhed in terror as the mask flowed around her head, squeezing itself tightly into place. She couldn’t see! She couldn’t breathe!

The darkness buzzed red as she strained, trying to pull air through her nose, but it was to no avail. Tendrils were in her ears, in her nose. The mask was pushing itself into her.

She wanted to scream, but she was out of breath, out of time, out of… everything. Her head felt like it was exploding.

Unexpectedly, her lungs suddenly inflated, relieving some of the pressure. The tendrils infiltrating her nostrils must have opened up, for now she could breath, easily and clearly. She took several deep breaths, clearing away the cobwebs.

Elated, she grunted, pleasure suffusing her mind. The master’s regular thrusting had never stopped, and now she was back in a state where she could really enjoy it.

However, the momentary terror had taken a lot out of her. Her legs felt rubbery, unable to support her body. She trembled, afraid of losing control and ruining this moment.

“I said, let go.” The master’s masculine voice rumbled in her ears. “Everything will be fine. Go with the flow, and reach for ecstasy.”

It was not an easy thing to do after what the mask had done to her, but she was willing to try. She relaxed, letting herself fall against the pillar behind her. To her surprise, she didn’t drop to the ground. While she had been distracted, nodules of fleshy pink material had protruded and molded themselves around her, tucking under her shoulders and back. A little shelf had popped out under her ass, allowing her to plant herself and roll her hips forward to provide better access to the master.

This extra support held her in position while her master reamed her, pumping his dick inside at a rate that seemed impossible. Her body could barely keep up, nerves tingling as the wet pleasure spiked through her core.

She felt as though she would be pushed over the edge into an orgasm, but it didn’t happen. Something was preventing her from reaching completion, holding her right on the edge of supreme pleasure.

Groaning loudly, she thrust out her chest, nipples tight. She had never felt this ready to explode.

She still couldn’t see, but she didn’t need to. She only needed to be.

Her breasts bounced as the master continued his rough thrusts. She was an empty vessel, being filled to the brim by his lust and desires. How could she ever have wanted anything else? She had never experienced anything like this.

Soft hands touched her wrists, tinkling sounds jangling in the background. Suddenly, her hands were free of the column, her elbows sagging down in front of her. Immediately, she brought them over to clasp her breasts, squeezing them together.

With every move she made, bells tinkled, the ringing sound growing in her mind, drowning everything else out. Tinkle, thrust. Tinkle, thrust. The sound of fucking.

In this condition, it took her a while to realize that her vision was returning. She wasn’t certain how, but she could see the master’s chest flexing as he rammed into her, his vest sliding open to reveal well defined muscles.

Unfocused, her eyes roved, and she spotted her reflection in the mirror. The white mask had sealed itself around her head, small holes at her ears and a black circle over her mouth, just like the other clown girls. Dark painted eyes on the mask watched as her body bounced with every thrust from the master. She was smiling, a creepy grin growing to reflect her inner lust.

Her lips pursed, pushing through the hole in the mask. She wanted, no, needed something to suck on.

A peach colored orb bounced into view, decorated with a painted black spade. It was the swell of one of the slave woman’s breasts being pushed into her face. Her mouth dropped open, her tongue reaching out tentatively to touch the creamy, black nipple.

There came a high pitched giggle, and the breast was jammed into her mouth. She committed, running her tongue around the nipple and sucking, feeling her master’s desire to fuck them resonating within her. Even though she lacked the proper equipment, she could feel what it was like to enter one of them, to push them over the edge.

This enhanced her own excitement, pushing her closer to the edge of the cliff. She was barely holding on to her sanity now. It was slipping away like sandy ground.

“A slut slave of the Master. Just like us,” the clown girl slaves whispered at her, cherry red lips shining through their tight clown masks. A hint of color peeked out from within each black hole, oddly distorted through the fun house mirrors.

“Just… like… you,” she whispered.

The irises of the fake, dead eyes painted on her mask became more well defined as she opened her mouth wide. She felt so good, she couldn’t think, breathing hard as her Master’s enormous cock twitched inside her.

Her lips were the same as theirs, constrained under her clown slave mask. The longer she looked between the different slaves, the fewer differences she could see.

It was true, it was all true. She was just as much his slave as they were, bound in his slave outfit. Controlled by his pulsing rod, buried under an ocean of wanton need. She laughed wildly, her body spasming as it rocked against her Master. This was who she was. Where she belonged. His slut slave. Part of a matching fuck set.

The small bells tied around her wrists tinkled, draining away her resistance. Her expression deadened, fading away as the mask gripped more tightly around her face. Her thoughts vanished, replaced with obedience.

She was no better than his other slaves, and she didn’t care. He was in control, and she delighted in it. She grinned under the mask, watching her painted heart shaped pupils bounce in the mirror as her breasts jiggled from the fucking. They were glowing a malevolent purple.


Chapter Three

Veronica gasped, opening her eyes to stare at the diamond patterned tiles embedded in the ceiling. Feeling dizzy, she pressed a hand to her head. She didn’t know where she was. Had she been kidnapped?

She sat up, blinking away the cobwebs. Memories came rushing back. Of course she hadn’t. She was engaged, to the prince, no less! She had just been having a terrible dream. But why did it feel so real, and why was she so aroused?

She pressed a hand over her soaking wet privates, and sighed. Her mind was having wild fantasies again, at a level she had not experienced since she was a young teenager. She was no giddy schoolgirl now, however. She must control herself. Show a solid front when meeting with the prince.

Rolling out of bed, she picked at the cotton of the finely knit nightgown she was wearing. She was used to such things, but this was a cut above. One of the perks of living at the castle. Her mind began to wander, reliving past regrets, but she quickly focused herself. There was no time to dawdle, not when the prince was scheduled to meet her today.

She took a few quick steps over to the closet, pausing with her hand on the handle. She suddenly remembered, a strange, creeping dread seizing her. Flinging the door open, her eyes flicked towards the back, searching for the strangely erotic images she had seen yesterday.

There was nothing there. Were they a part of her dream as well?

She closed her eyes. No, she shouldn’t second guess herself. They had simply been removed by the maid, as she had requested.

“Miss Veronica?” asked a bright voice from behind her.

She spun, startled out of her wits, relieved to find the maid, Sera, waiting patiently for her with folded hands. She gasped as she thought she glimpsed a hint of purple in her pupils, but it quickly faded. The maid’s eyes were brown. Brown!

The maid was not a clown girl, and they were not at the circus. There was no master here to put her in her place. That was all a figment of her imagination.

“Miss?” asked the maid calmly, the frill of her headband shifting slightly. “Are you alright?”

Veronica realized that she had been standing there like an idiot. She shifted her shoulders, settling into a more commanding pose. “Yes,” she said, her words clipped. “Please help me get dressed, I wish to have breakfast before my appointment with the prince.”

The maid closed her eyes, curtsying with grace, her back leg dropping perfectly. Either the woman had training in acrobatics, or she had practiced this pose relentlessly until she had perfected it.

“Yes, mistress.” The maid moved towards the closet, appearing to glide across the carpeted floor. Pressing her hand into the rack of clothing, she pulled out an emerald green dress. “I recommend this. It is quite popular and fashionable in today’s court.”

Veronica looked it over critically. The bust was modest, a strip of reinforcing fabric circling underneath to hold vertical ruffles in place. Silky, and flowing, there was little support for the arms, making the fabric drape in long drifts.

She sighed, thinking back to last time she had worn such a gown. The excess fabric tended to get in the way, and it made her figure more formless than she would like. It was fashionable, yes, but overdone and boring.

“No, too demur,” opined Veronica. “I want something a lot more… racy. I wish to stun the prince with something that will make me stand out.”

The maid raised her eyebrows, but said nothing, sliding her expert fingers through the wardrobe. “In that case, miss, might I suggest this?”

She turned, revealing a royal purple dress with a plunging neckline. A single, looped button would hold the fabric together under her breasts, but below were a series of diamond shaped windows. Her chest would be completely exposed.

In many courts of the land it would be considered obscene. It was perfect.

“I approve,” she said regally. She snapped her fingers. “Let’s get moving, I want to be ready before the prince asks for me.”

The maid nodded, setting the dress aside on the bed. Turning to Veronica, she set to work removing her undergarments. Veronica breathed heavily, moving her arms outwards to provide her better access.

“What can you tell me about the prince?” asked Veronica, frowning as she tried to plan ahead.

“I’m not sure what you’re asking, miss,” replied the maid, her able fingers working on the cotton strings near the small of Veronica’s back. “He treats us well enough. Doesn’t overwork us.” She shuddered. “Not like his father,” she continued darkly.

Veronica flicked her hand. “Yes, yes, I’m not interested in his father. What does he like? What does he lust after? Surely you’ve seen something. Heard some tidbits from the other servants.”

The maid paused for a moment. "He doesn't... feel anything. It's impossible to know what he wants.

Veronica frowned. "What do you mean? He's cold, like a gemstone? It's impossible to feel nothing."

Sera sighed, pulling off her underwear to reveal Veronica's naked butt. Her muscles flexed, cool air tickling her privates. She ignored the sensations, keeping herself still. A little momentary discomfort wasn't going to derail her from achieving her goals. "Well?" she asked, waiting impatiently for an answer.

"I'm sorry, miss," replied Sera. "I'm trying to figure out how to describe it. It's not that he keeps his emotions close to his chest. He doesn't seem to have any."

The maid moved on to her top, stripping it away to reveal Veronica's modest breasts, which jiggled enticingly. Their size was the one weak point of her charms, and she knew it. Unfortunately, she didn't have enormous assets to work with like a stereotypical farmer's daughter.

Fortunately, there were other methods of seduction, and she knew all of them. They required that she had something to work with, however, and the maid had given her nothing useful so far.

She grunted. "That's impossible. Unless he's a complete sad sack, he must be hiding himself well."

Veronica’s plump lips curved into a smile as the maid dressed her in silky underwear. "I have an idea as to what might draw him out."

The maid sighed, retrieving the purple dress. "That's as may be, miss, but I'm telling you, it's not an act. There's something wrong with him."

Veronica frowned, lifting her legs in turn to fit into the open neck hole. “Is he still a man? Does he still have needs?”

The maid pulled the dress up around her shoulders. “He’s not a eunuch, if that’s what you mean. He simply seems… uninterested in pleasures of the flesh.”

Veronica sighed, shifting her shoulders to make the dress sit more comfortably. This was going to take more effort than she had originally thought. Throwing herself at him wouldn’t work. Instead, she would have to figure out a way to put him in a compromising situation.

Leverage is what she needed. Leverage.

***

Cerise sighed, adjusting the shawl of her frilly dress nervously. The damn thing never wanted to stay in place. She hated dealing with it, but it was traditional to wear elaborate dresses during diplomatic missions.

“Is everything alright, your highness?” asked Lars, his unctuous voice rolling over her like vegetable oil.

She shivered, fiddling with her ring as the coach rolled over a muddy road towards the dreary facade of Castle Rock, the seat of power for the High Reaches. Built into a box canyon, the design was far more practical than decorative. A high wall made of dark gray stones was punctuated by circular towers, crenelations, and arrow slits. Hardly a place for proper human habitation.

“Yes, of course,” she replied abruptly, suppressing her nervousness as she flicked her eyes over the birdlike man.

He was odious, an opportunistic parasite, but she had little choice but to use him.  Her support at court was tenuous, and he had connections to the most powerful rival faction. Keeping this enemy close was far safer than allowing him to run schemes away from her watching eyes.

The foreboding arch of a portcullis loomed overhead as the coach rattled onto cobblestones, leaving behind the spattering rain. After passing through several more gates, the path widened as it opened out into a courtyard, leading to an inner curtain wall with another gatehouse.

Paranoid much? This location was certainly defensible, but nobody could defend anything if they were starving. Which came to the reason why she was here in the first place - the realm of the High Reaches was home to legions of expert warriors, and she needed their help.

She would never say as much to them directly, of course, or she’d lose all of her bargaining power. That did, however, put her under tremendous pressure to make a deal, and she knew it.

“Remember our goal,” she said sharply as the coach slowed to a stop. “Food for war support. We can accept nothing less. Even if we have to use… less conventional means to get our way. We cannot lose any more ground to the Kintarians.”

“Of course, your excellency,” grinned Lars devilishly, nodding his head as if he was pecking at rice. “I have already gifted them the slave suits, as you requested.”

“Good,” she replied, returning his wicked grin. “If they decide to use them, we’ll have additional leverage. They have no idea how easy it will be for us to control them.”

The coach rattled to a stop, and Cerise composed herself. She must present herself as a regal beauty, in full command of herself, to this court. There could be no slip ups.

The door of the carriage opened briskly, a member of her honor guard tilting his head deferentially. She approached the edge, looking at a steep drop of two steps to the cobblestones below.

Another member of her guard, dressed in a fur hat, moved in front of her, holding out his arms. She gripped his shoulders tightly as he clasped her elbows, helping her down onto the hard pathway.

She ignored the clatter as Lars descended behind her, marching directly towards the arch of the Gothic doorway ahead. Her escort assembled around her, taking care to keep any curious onlookers away.

The tension in her neck increased as she entered through intricate double doors. She needed this to work too badly for her to consider any other outcome, but she mustn't appear desperate. Royals could smell desperation from miles away.

Two High Reaches guards saluted her as she entered, dressed in ceremonial plate armor. Their fists clenched and pounded their chest simultaneously as a crier called out her name. “Her Royal Highness, Queen Cerise, of the Kingdom of Calendoria, and entourage.”

As a brief fanfare played from trumpets, she used the time to scan the open hall. There weren’t many people in attendance, which immediately made her suspicious. She would have assumed the king’s council would want to be here for this, but only the king and a few of his royal retainers crowded around the throne.

She noted that the prince wasn’t present. A cold fish, for sure. She had read the reports - there would be no way to play on his emotions to achieve her goals with that one.

On the other hand, she had no idea what the king was thinking. Dealing with a cold logistician might be easier, since she could count on him to be rational. As rational as royals ever were.

She counted herself among their number, and admitted in private that she was an overly emotional individual. She did her best to harness those impulses and train them upon her enemies, and so far, she had been remarkably successful. However, it wouldn't be a good idea to be too self congratulatory. Pride always went before a fall.

Marching rigidly down the red carpet, she halted the required distance from the throne, her head tilting the precise amount necessary to acknowledge the other ruler. Then, she waited, studying the king.

King John was a burly man, large of stature, with a craggy face. The crown sat easily on his head, as he had been on the throne for over a decade. The time had worn creases in his face, both from worrying and laughing, his beard a silvery gray. He was staring at her intently.

No soft king, this. He had gained his crown by rebellion, at the point of a sword. By all accounts, King Rom was a tyrant, and deserved to be put down. The other nations were certainly quick enough to recognize the new king after his deposal.

Cerise knew she didn’t have the full story. Rom might have been a despot, but he wasn’t weak. John had found the right lever of power to unseat him, and had pulled it, ruthlessly. Just what that might have been, she wasn’t sure.

What she did know was that platitudes and deceptions wouldn’t work here. She needed to be straight with him. Stiffening her back, she returned his gaze regally, refusing to wilt under his intensity.

“Welcome to the High Reaches,” he said suddenly, moving his arms out wide, face breaking into a sudden unsettling grin. “We are still reviewing your offer. I’m afraid we haven’t yet come to an agreement.”

Cerise took a moment to digest this. “Why not?” she asked, keeping her features smooth with an effort. “Are the terms not to your liking? There is room for negotiation.”

The king shook his head, his crown’s red gems twinkling in the firelight. “That will come later,” he boomed in a stentorian voice. “After we’ve decided whether such a deal is advantageous.”

This time, Cerise couldn’t stop her eyes from narrowing. “How much time do you need?” she asked incredulously. “The benefits for both of us are obvious.”

The king squeezed the hand rest of his throne, betraying his inner emotions. His face was stony. “Be that as it may, we are still not ready to give you an answer.” He cleared his throat. “I will provide you with appropriate chambers. While you rest, I shall coordinate with my council. We will have an answer for you after our deliberations are complete.”

Standing, he turned to a pair of servants next to the throne, wearing purple robes. “Take Her Majesty to a suitable resting chamber.”

The two servants bowed low, approaching the queen nervously. She glanced at her guards and tilted her head. A few of them split off to escort her, including Lars. She didn’t particularly care to talk to him now, but it would cause mouths to start flapping if she left him behind. She had already been embarrassed once today already.

They passed into a hallway, the soles of her black boots treading on the low pile of a patterned green carpet. She sidled over to the diplomat, tilting her head in close. “They are stalling,” she whispered abruptly. “Find out why.”

Straightening back up, she marched quickly ahead, not waiting for a response. The king’s servants took them through a maze of hallways, obviously trying to confuse her and her escort. The king wished to keep them at his mercy.

That was not a problem - Cerise had a technique for dealing with this. At every corner, she recorded a word in her mind, chaining together a mnemonic to help her remember the way back. “Lark Road Lifts Round Lingo’s Lips,” she murmured to herself.

The two servants abruptly halted in front of a set of doors, leaning over to unlatch the handles. Opening smoothly, a luxury suite was revealed inside, with places to sit and relax.

“Your highness,” bowed one of them low, the cap on his head almost touching the ground in a comical fashion. “Please ring the bell if you want for anything. We have prepared a separate suite for your ambassador, but your guards may remain here for your comfort.”

She nodded, watching carefully as her loyal retainers took up positions flanking the door. “Let me know immediately when the king wishes to see me,” she commanded them.

Both of the servants nodded obsequiously, closing the doors with a whisper quiet click, leaving her alone. She stood watching them for a moment as the mnemonic rattled through her mind.

Once she had confirmed that she had memorized it properly, she collapsed on the divan, fuming. Here she was, cooling her heels, while the future of her country was being held in the balance by petty politics!

They had known that this deal was coming for weeks! She had sent Lars with specific instructions on what to ask for, what to provide, who and what to bribe. The deal should already have been brokered, with her arriving simply to sign the contract.

She caught her breath. Unless Lars had betrayed her. A very real possibility, given her enemies on the council. If that was the case, then anything could be possible. This could be a trap.

Her mind raced. Who could she trust here? Her personal guard should be utterly loyal, but they would be unable to save her from the king if he decided to keep her captive.

She stood, unable to sit with her thoughts any longer. She refused to wait. She would make her apologies, and leave, before any machinations could be put into action. She would have to find another way to save her nation.

A creaking sound drew her attention, her pulse racing. She turned her head, catching the solid oak door to the room’s closet moving a slight amount. “Who’s there?” she asked angrily.

She strode over to the door, pulling it aside. “Reveal yourself!” she demanded, using bravado to hide her fear.

The inner closet was dark, but spare, no longer than a few steps deep. Nobody could possibly be hiding in there. So why did it creak open?

She looked at the back of the oak door, her blood freezing in her veins. Hanging from the peg was a glossy, black rubber suit.

She instantly recognized it - the austere top, breast cups, and baggy legs, meant to be filled and drawn taut over a woman’s flesh. A mask had been clipped to the wooden hanger, near the top.

A Calendorian slave suit. What was one of those doing here?

She backed away, careful not to touch it lest the spell catch hold of her.

Turning, she bolted for the door, brought up short by a man’s hands wrapping possessively around her neck, the scent of alcohol billowing over her face.

***

Veronica was going out of her mind. She had been together with Prince Elbert for twenty minutes, and he hadn’t noticed any of her flirtations.

When she had winked at him, fluttering her lashes, he had asked her if she had something in her eye. When she pretended to trip to force him to put his arms around her, he had easily caught her by the shoulder, setting her back upright with barely a glance at her low decolletage.

She had even attempted to draw his eyes to her breasts by retrieving a handkerchief she had hidden in her bust line to dab the crumbs from her face. When he had seen that she had soiled it, he had blandly offered her a new one without even glancing downwards.

She hadn’t quite believed what the maid had said, but it was quickly coming into focus. Prince Elbert had zero sex drive.

That was hard to countenance. She had never encountered a man quite like him before, and it was putting her drastically off kilter. She wasn’t really certain what she should do next - if she threw herself on him, he would probably stand aside and wave her off with a laconic remark.

Think, Veronica, think. She needed to find a way to turn this around, and fast. Before he decided that their meeting was over for today.

She set her teacup down on her saucer, peering at him narrowly over the lip. He was working over an oak tabletop with his back to her, mixing a drink. She had refused his offer, concerned that she would lose what little wits she had left if she imbibed. He, however, had rushed over to the table as soon as he had made the suggestion.

The man at least had some vices. Perhaps she could use this in some way - what would he be like after a few inhibitions were removed? Was he hiding his passions behind a mask of serenity? Could the answer be that simple?

If so, she should encourage him to drink more, but that would be difficult to do if she didn’t pretend to drink with him. She sighed internally. Finding the collar needed to put this man under her control was so tiresome!

Her eyes drifted as she thought, taking in the prince’s purple cape, the edges embroidered in gold. She traced the image of a castle in her mind, noting the intricately detailed towers and crenelations idly. She blinked, and froze.

She had seen that pattern before, in her dreams! Her throat jumped as she gulped, fear tingling in her fingers. Her saucer rattled as she put it down sloppily.

The prince turned, raising an eyebrow. “Is everything okay, my dear?” he asked, his voice suddenly sounding eerily familiar.

The room seemed to tilt at an odd angle, a tightness in her chest. “It must have been something I ate,” she said quickly. “I… don’t feel well.”

This man was the one from her dreams! She was sure of it!

The cadence of his voice, the easy way he moved his lanky frame. It was all adding up. He couldn’t be the only one in this castle wearing that style of cape, but everything else about him fit her memories.

This man had fucked her - in a dream!

If that was the case, who could she tell? She could hardly complain that she had been ravished in her dreams by someone that looked like the prince. They would think her mad. Hysterical, at the very least.

In the full light of day, it was difficult to even convince herself that it had even happened. As dreams do, it was already vanishing into the wispy depths of her inner mind.

Elbert stepped up to her hesitantly, his lips drawn into a thin line as if he had just eaten a sour grape. Despite her disadvantaged state, she spotted quite clearly when his eyes darted downwards to peer at the slope of her breasts.

Lifting the tumbler he was holding to his lips, he tossed it back, swallowing the yellowed contents in one gulp. Wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, he burped, setting the glass down on the coffee table with trembling fingers.

Veronica frowned, confused. Was he a lush, or just confused on how to properly assist a lady?

Holding out a hand, he helped her to her feet. She leaned into him purposefully, pretending to feel weak. She had seen her opening, and she was going to take it. The maid was wrong - he did have an appetite for women, he was just very good at hiding it.

The most reserved men tended to be the most horny under the covers. All she needed to do was keep up the pressure.

“Could you please escort me to my room?” she breathed in a faint voice. “I feel safer when you’re near me.”

She was laying it on a bit thick, but he didn’t appear to notice. His body rigid, he marched her out into the hallway, nodding at the guards. “Of course,” he said, his diction clipped. “I can’t have you passing out for the servants to find.”

She grinned internally, enjoying the feel of his warm body against her shoulder. This wooden popinjay couldn’t possibly be the man from her dreams. He was already hers, and didn’t even know it.

***

Cerise opened her mouth to scream, but nothing came out. Something tight and restrictive had been fastened around her throat!

A man’s hands gripped her shoulders, roughly shoving her onto the bed. Her feet tangled in the folds of fashionable cream colored fabric, preventing her from making an escape.

Her chest heaved as she breathed quickly, trying again to shout for the guards. Her breath rushed out with a whoosh, her vocal cords paralyzed.

Vertigo seized her. She had no weapons, and no way to call for allies. She was at the mercy of her assailant. Who was he, and what did he want from her? Her heart lurched as she looked up, fearing what she might see.

Her vision blurred, surprise blossoming in her chest. It was Prince Elbert, pulling up a chair!

He was wearing a long purple shirt that stretched down to the top of his legs, emphasizing his height. The shirt had gold buttons and epaulets, a red sash running from his right shoulder, tied neatly at a knot on his waist. A black belt was cinched tight, with a golden belt buckle decorated around the edges with an embossed barbed vine.

His brown hair was neatly trimmed in a flat top. Not a whisker of hair was visible on his smooth shaven face. His high cheekbones and white complexion coupled with his disinterested eyes made him look dead inside. He looked at her with level eyes, waiting patiently for her to calm down.

She untangled her legs, heart beating fast. If she made a leap for the door, could she get it open before he could stop her? Her hands squeezed into fists.

No, it was too far away. He could tackle her before she took two steps. Trying to fight him would end similarly. All that was left was her dignity.

She composed herself, swinging her legs over the edge of the bed, sitting up straight and looking at the prince with a questioning glare. She began to tell him off, already forgetting that her voice had been stolen.

“Let’s have a little chat,” the prince said calmly as her throat flexed uselessly. “They can’t hear you, you know. The slave collar has seen to that, and if that hadn’t been sufficient, this room has been completely soundproofed.”

Cerise lifted her hands to her throat, feeling at the rubbery material which pressed tightly against her skin. Her eyes widened as she touched the metal studs embedded in the collar. A pulse of pleasure rocketed straight to her brain, and she gulped to restrain herself from fondling the collar further.

Sweat beaded on her brow. She knew what this was - the slave collar off the slave suit she had seen hanging in the closet! She clenched her teeth together, staring daggers at the prince.

“I know what you’d like to say next,” he said blandly, as if he hadn’t just kidnapped a queen. “You’re ordering me to remove that collar. I’m afraid that isn’t possible.”

A surge of fear rushed through her, and she jumped to her feet. Damn her logic! She was going to sprint for the door and take her chances!

“Sit down!” the prince barked. “Link your hands together!”

Cerise’s feet popped out from under her, her butt plopping onto the bed. Her hands drew together of their own volition, fingers intertwining in front of her. Surprised, her mouth dropped open as she stared at the limbs which had betrayed her. No matter how she commanded them, they refused to budge.

“The Calendorian slave outfits are quite insidious,” stated the prince, his voice remaining neutral. “Your body is already quite pliant, even if your mind is not.”

Cerise tried to pull her hands apart, but they refused to budge. Her breath hissed out of her throat, the sound of annoyance stolen by the collar. Her eyes bulged as she realized just how bad her situation really was. He could command her to do practically anything!

Looking up, she pleaded with her eyes. This was intolerable!

“Don’t look at me like that, your majesty. Although I abhor the idea of capturing a queen, this was absolutely necessary to reach our goal of a satisfactory outcome for both our kingdoms.” He folded his hands. “Do calm down, and listen to me carefully. I’m certain that after I’m done, you’ll do anything I say. You’ll even want to after you hear the details.”

She wasn’t sure she agreed with that statement, but she hardly had a choice. She cocked her head and waited for him to explain. Seeing that she was at least a little receptive, he let out a short sigh. “You’ve already been betrayed.”

Her brows narrowed, and seeing her reaction, he shook his head. “No, not by me. By your court.”

She didn’t relax her stare, though she did believe him. The wheels began turning in her mind. There were plenty of malcontents at court. Which one of them could it be?

Duke Carl? A dandy, for sure, but awfully secretive about his personal affairs. Majordomo Hass? A more likely candidate, as he was prone to filling his coffers at the expense of others - but he had never been involved in a betrayal before now.

Lars. It had to be him. Probably not just him, but he must be the front for another scheming party back home. He was in the perfect position to slip a dagger into her back. It was probably him who had given her up to the prince! Could he be a Kintarian spy?

“You have a few ideas as to who the culprit might be,” he stated in a cold voice. “I assure you now, it doesn’t matter. They will be dealt with, in time, but they are not the major players in this game.”

He leaned forward. “You have no idea how much trouble you are currently in. If I had not stepped in, you would have been sold into slavery, without any opportunity to save your country.”

He cleared his throat. “As an example, did you know that my father is providing material support to the Kintarians?”

Her eyes bulged, lips working soundlessly. “Yes, it’s true,” he continued. “Worse, it’s been going on since King John first met with your ambassador. They worked out a little side deal without your knowledge.”

He stood, crossing to the open closet door. “Fortunately for you, I ensured that his gifts ended up with me.”

Gathering the shiny rubber slave outfit in his hands, he turned and brought it over to her. She recoiled at the sight of its slick surface, the utter blackness reminding her of the carapace of a deadly spider.

“I could force you to wear this,” declared the prince, “and you couldn’t refuse.”

Cerise felt a small pulse of relief, only for it to be dashed as he knelt in front of her, laying the outfit across her knees. “However, I much prefer for you to put it on yourself. It would be far easier.”

A whiff of the dark spell coating the outfit mixed with alcohol assaulted her nose. She screwed up her face, recoiling from the man. He twisted his lips. “I apologize for my uncouth smell. My damnable fiancée kept throwing herself at me. Liquor is a double edged sword, but I find it helps to moderate some of my more urgent needs. You should be pleased that I have been able to restrain them, otherwise I might have found it necessary to sate them with you.”

He lifted up the outfit’s rubber mask, folding it inside out to reveal the dark interior. “Now, back to the matter at hand. Will you submit?”

She shook her head vehemently, shuffling further back on the bed. The awful weight of the slave outfit touched her thighs, and she shivered, already feeling a trickle of pleasure working its way into her nethers.

The prince tossed the mask next to her on the bed. “You need more reasons to accept this. Very well, I’ll give them.”

He pressed a hand over his heart. “You have my oath that I will dismantle the rotten deal my father has made with the Kintarians. I will ensure that our two kingdoms stand together to repel the invaders.”

He sighed, a faint exhalation that she would have missed if she hadn’t been studying his face so intently. “Of course, you can’t take my word for that, so I have other reasons, too.”

“Your traitor is expecting this outcome. If I were to let you escape, he would know for certain that I am not reliable.” He paused. “That’s a better reason for me to force you into the suit than it is for you to give yourself up. Consider this, however - this is doubtless not his only plan. If I show you off as my slave, he’ll see his other plots as unnecessary, and scuttle them.”

He returned to the chair, his broad shoulders dwarfing the ornamental back. “I can promise you that I will… adjust some of the parameters of your slavery. My yoke will not be tight, but my word is final. We shall work together to develop and execute a plan for revenge.”

He grinned humorlessly, the smile not reaching his eyes. “I have much need for revenge myself.”

He stood again, his back wooden. “I have revealed too much. Now, will you dress, or do I have to force you?”

He moved closer, his masculine presence dark in her vision. He loomed over her, hands pressing into the mattress.

His head was very close to hers now, whispering. “The only hope for your nation now, Cerise, is for you to obey me, and become a slave of your own volition.”

Her breath caught in her throat, pulse racing. Her body was aflame, and she didn’t know what to do. She had seen slaves in grip of the Fervor before, but had never experienced it herself. Was the spell really that effective, or was this her unquenched desires coming to the fore?

Whatever the cause, she was in deep danger of giving in. Right here, right now. Without even putting up a fight.

Should she, though? She considered the reasons the prince had given.

She didn’t really need his help to root out the traitor. She had run counter ops multiple times to weed out leakers and spies. It was simply a question as to whether it was a known traitor, or an unknown one.

Lars was at the top of her list, but she had no proof - and even if she had any, it wouldn’t help her now. Whether the prince would fulfill his promises, she had no way of knowing, but he didn’t strike her as dishonorable.

She couldn’t exactly bargain with him without her voice, though. How frustrating!

She glanced at the slave outfit. From queen, to zero, within the span of minutes - but… it was likely to be insanely pleasurable. Being used, instead of using others. How would that feel? She need only reach out and grasp the shiny material to find out.

She took hold of the black mask, letting the material dangle from her fingers. The hole for the mouth was wide, but there were only pinpricks for her eyes. Slaves were meant to be looked at, admired. It didn’t matter if a slave wanted to look back.

She huffed. She was simply stalling. The pleasurable sensation at her neck had spread, leaving her feeling a little distant and tingly. That was the effects of the spell talking, but it wasn’t so bad. In fact, it felt wonderful.

Before she could change her mind, she pressed the mask against the top of her head, stretching the rubbery material so that it would fit around her skull. The mouth hole settled against her lips, the small pinpricks lining up with her eyes. With every breath she took through the nose holes, some moisture settled on the inside, warming up the interior.

The prince took her by the hand, helping her to stand. A warmth glowed on her forehead, the mask tightening around her head. The heat moved deeper into her skull, a small fire raging inside her. She sensed that this was the addictive part of wearing the suit - a constant arousal was being stoked within, an urgent need that needed tending. There was no fear, only pleasure.

Her eyes fluttered as the heat increased, encompassing her entire head in its embrace. Curious, she ran her hands over her skull, marveling at the slickness of the material. It had molded itself tight around her ears, smoothing out her features into the anonymous sameness of a slave girl.

The most arousing part of this was that it was only the beginning. Her thick lips drew into a smile. “More!” she hissed, noticing that her voice had been restored.

She could say whatever she wanted, call for the guards - but what she wanted was more. The mask had utterly changed her way of thinking, and she couldn’t imagine taking it off without being commanded to do so. It was an integral part of her now.

She understood now why the slave suits were so well guarded. Nobody was immune from their pleasures. From having the truth exposed - that just under their brittle and prickly exteriors were whorish selves yearning to break free.

“Stay with me,” the prince murmured, gently touching her shoulder. “You must not give in to your desires. Not yet. There is more yet that you must wear.”

She groaned, finding it hard to concentrate on anything. Her hands reached for her snatch, blocked by her elaborate dress. She pried at the folds of fabric, desperate to relieve the internal pressure.

The prince made a sound that was almost like a chuckle. “That was remarkably easy. I barely had to push you at all. Not like… my previous conquest. How quickly the high and mighty fall to their base desires. I wonder how many of you are suppressing your true selves, like me? Once your inhibitions are removed, you simply cannot control yourself.”

Grabbing hold of her hands he moved them aside. “Stay still!” he commanded.

She stopped trying to touch herself, held in place by his order. She made a low noise as she realized just how arousing it felt to obey him. She suddenly felt the need to say something, to confirm her new status. “Yes… master,” she whispered, surprised at how thrilling the words were to say.

He grunted, moving his hands to her neckline to work on her royal stole, pulling it free and tossing it onto the bed. “Of course, all of this will have to be burned,” he said matter-of-factly. “We cannot keep any evidence that you were ever of royal stature. Your past will terminate here. Your name and legacy are forfeit. You will need a new name, a slave name.”

He tensed, as if wrestling with himself. A faint hint of a possible emotion crossed his face, fading as if it had never existed. “I name you Shae. You may not tell anyone your new name unless I permit it.”

She dipped her head. “Yes, master.” Her desire to please him was rapidly rising, sexually or otherwise.

Shea. The name tingled through her synapses, tickling her memory. It seemed familiar somehow, but it wasn’t ringing a bell. It was now hers, though. She would treasure it as a gift given to her by her master.

The prince slipped a knife out of his belt. Shae took a step back, her eyes fixating on the tip. “Don’t worry, slave, I only wish to remove your outfit. You must be dressed in your new suit.”

Trembling, she looked down at the shiny jumble of rubbery material on the floor. Her desire for the slave suit spiked as the prince ran his knife through the neck of her frilly dress. The dress had been in her family for generations, which is why she only wore it for formal occasions, but the cost and history of it no longer mattered to her. She yearned for her curves to be covered under layers of shimmering slave gloss.

The prince slowed down when he reached her corset, taking special care to cut each of the cords individually. As he systematically destroyed each article of clothing, he tossed the ruined fabric into a growing pile on the corner of the bed.

Soon, she was nude, but for her lingerie. She stood at attention, waiting for him to touch her, to fondle her, to take her innocence from her. He didn’t.

“Take it off,” he commanded, watching her with apparent disinterest.

She cringed internally, doing as she was told. Was something wrong with her body?

Unclasping her bra, she tossed it into the pile, removing the rest of her undergarments with alacrity. She cupped her breasts. They didn’t appear that small.

In her experience, many men would easily find themselves be-spelled in her presence. Did that have nothing to do with her physical appearance? Was that only derived from the mystique she possessed by virtue of being a queen?

“Dress,” the prince ordered, continuing his spate of monotone demands.

She would much rather kiss his dick, but his orders took precedence. She was already feeling the rush from obeying his last command, her pussy eager for the reward it would receive by dressing herself as his slave.

Bending her knees, she took the outfit by its neckline, spreading it apart so that she could shove her first leg inside. She was surprised by how stretchy it was, her fingers slipping against its oily surface.

Her second leg fit inside easily, but from there it became more difficult. Sliding it up past her hips took a lot of tugging, and a few adroit assists from the prince, but the worst part was when the top reached her ample breasts.

No matter how she pulled at the squeezing neck line, it refused to spread wide enough to admit them. “Allow me,” said the prince breezily.

Stepping in close, he ran his fingers over the lip, pulling out in opposing directions. She inched the material up her back, giving the prince room to slide the front over her sensitive nipples. Her swollen skin grated against his knuckles, forcing a breath of pleasure from her lips.

She stared at him with desire, admiring his broad chest. She imagined the muscles flexing under his coat, wishing that they would flex for her. The outfit was changing her into a sexual beast. It was so hard to restrain herself when her pussy was crying out to be filled!

He continued to work on pulling the material upward, ignoring her lustful gaze. He probably couldn’t see it under her hood anyway. She was simply another anonymous slave to be added to his harem. A faceless fuck machine. She hoped she would be used properly soon.

She was so aroused that she barely noticed when he helped her to push her arms into the sleeves of the garment, the thick rubber gripping her skin tightly as she pushed it into position. The top of the suit settled around her neck, seeming to melt into place. When she felt around the collar, she was unable to determine where the suit ended and the hood began. The seam had somehow been hidden under the collar, and her shoulder length hair had completely vanished!

The suit’s magic must be more powerful than she had originally thought. She had never heard of this happening before, although she had to admit that she hadn’t paid close attention to the business of slave-making. This could be perfectly normal, for all she knew.

A rough ridge pressed against her chest. She looked down, taking in the boned edge of a corset. Of course, this was part of the outfit, too. The prince was behind her, humming tunelessly as he worked with the black cord. “This one wasn’t set up ahead of time,” he explained, his sure fingers weaving the cord between the loops.

It was all rather domestic. Her mind wandered, making believe that she was being dressed by her maid. A very sexy, male maid, who was forced to pause every so often to quiet down his arousal. A sexy, male maid, who had no compunction about using her to satisfy his passions.

This wasn’t working. She was only getting herself increasingly more aroused, making it even harder to stand still. She set her lips, determined to obey.

Her breath was forced out of her as the stays were drawn tight. She huffed, pleased at the restriction. Her hands crept over to her breasts, her rubbery fingers making trails in the oily material that held her. It was a disobedience, but a small one. He would forgive this, surely. He must.

She cried out, her breasts pulsing in sympathy as the warmth of a tremendous orgasm broke through her, causing all of her muscles to spasm at once. Her head shook as she experienced the joy of wearing, the ultimate pleasure of being gripped by the rubber slave outfit shaking her to her core.

A finger ran along her cheek. “Naughty girl. We haven’t come to that part - yet. Now, sit down, there’s one more gift.”

She did as she was told, hissing as she savored the sensation of tightness enfolding her body. With every second that passed, the suit was conforming to her even further. A deep slope appeared between her breasts as they were formed into two large orbs, lifted perfectly horizontal. Her nipples showed in sharp relief as the rubber squeezed around her flesh.

A small dimple appeared over her belly button, the material drawing flat against her pubes. A small hole opened up at her vagina, her inner lips swelling as they were cupped by the outfit. She was being turned into a perfectly sexual being. A pleasure slave.

The prince knelt, reaching under the bed to retrieve a carved box. Lifting the lid, he unwrapped the paper covering to reveal two knee high boots with tremendously high heels. Their exteriors were glossy, a similar luster to the slave suit she now wore. Black laces hung delicately from the tops, tied loosely.

Taking one of the boots, the prince unzipped the rear all the way down to the heel, spreading the glossy sides wide to reveal the unpolished interior. She stuck her foot out enthusiastically, eager to feel it bound in the restrictive shoe.

Her toenails dragged against the laces as he maneuvered the boot down to the sole, her foot jamming into the toe. Her foot was angled downwards against the raised heel, her skin pressing against the hard slope.

The prince zipped up the back, working his way up slowly to avoid catching it in the slippery rubber of her slave suit. Her butt wiggled as she enjoyed the feeling of confinement, her skin tingling as it shifted minutely underneath the skin tight material.

As the zipper stopped near her knee, the prince wrapped his hand around her thigh, squeezing possessively. She made a noise of approval, watching him with hunger as he set the heel on the carpeted floor, the back edge settling into the purple weave.

Retrieving the second boot, he did the same, rearranging the boot’s material to ensure it was a comfortable fit. The zipper closed with finality, sealing her inside. Now she looked like a proper slave.

That didn’t mean she was one yet. Not fully. Deep down, she still truly believed that she was Cerise, queen of Calendoria. In command of her armies, and herself. Impregnable, a regal fortress that would hold all invaders at bay. She would make any deal necessary to save her nation. Even giving up her pussy to fuck her masters.

Her eyes lit up. Why bother with all the problems of statehood when a master was right here? Her body was coated in a slave suit, and she was clearly aroused. Fucking masters is what slaves did.

Her plump lips parted, a trail of spittle dribbling over her chin. “I am ready for you, Master. Use me as your whore.”

All pretensions of her former life fell away. In the here and now, she was a sexual object. An anonymous being locked in the slippery rubber of a slave suit. She spread her legs in invitation.

The prince stood, looking down at her with what she thought might be a hint of pity. That was strange - nobody felt pity for a slave. They were simply used as the objects they were. “So be it,” he murmured, as if having to convince himself.

His hands reached down to unbuckle his belt. He tossed it onto the bed, reaching his hands under his shirt to undo his pants. She badly wanted to help him, but she had not been ordered to do so. As a compromise, she rested the palms of her rubber coated hands against her knees, squeezing them to distract her from the raging heat that was making her sweat.

The extra moisture should have collected under the skin of her suit, but it was wicked away as soon as it was produced, leaving her dry inside. Another magical property of the suit, no doubt. She would be kept comfortable and ready for action, always.

The prince dropped his trousers and underwear, revealing a throbbing erection that sprung out straight, the bottom of his shirt resting lightly against the top. Her eyes widened at its length and girth. He was hiding that monster underneath his clothing? She was in for a wilder ride than she had anticipated!

Elbert took hold of his penis, an indeterminate expression on his pale face. “You might believe that keeping a tight control over one’s emotions would reduce the propensity for needing to sate oneself. In that respect, you would be wrong.”

He stroked the shaft, squeezing its base. The head flexed to one side, the enormous head bulging. “In reality, the needs of the body still exist, and it will display them as such. The difference is that I get to choose when to indulge. I am in control.”

The corners of his mouth elevated slightly. “But now, I don’t need to use that control. Very few will ever know that it was I that captured and fucked the queen of Caledonia, because you are no longer that person. You are my slave, and I intend to use you to achieve my goals.”

He cupped her chin. “Our goals. Although you are my chess piece, to move as I wish, I have not forgotten my promise.”

She groaned, not in a state to remember anything. She could barely comprehend anything he was saying. She pursed her lips. “Do me, master.”

He gripped her thighs, shoving her ass onto the edge of the bed. “Very well. I know that your desires are overwhelming. Once I have attuned you to me, I should be able to control them better. In time, you will regain some of your faculties. In service to me, of course. Lean back, slut.”

She did as she was told, her masked head bouncing against the mattress. Arms at her sides, she hissed in pleasure as the tip of his penis pressed between her rubbery inner lips. The suit was enhancing the sensations, driving her crazy, but she couldn’t touch herself. Not unless a master ordered it.

The prince loomed over her, reaching out his hands to place them over the perfect orbs of her breasts. “The first taking is always the most impactful,” he murmured. “Do enjoy this.”

He pressed inside her, his stocky length swallowed by her vagina. She shrieked in joy, her mouth in a rictus grin. The hands on her breasts were fondling her rubber tits, her pleasure rising to new heights. She was wide open, presenting herself to a master, and he was plundering her body. Taking from her the pleasure she wished to give.

She was serving her function. Becoming a fucking object for a master. She loved it.

“Now comes the difficult part,” the master continued. “A sex slave must welcome any master who wishes her body. You, however, will be different. You will belong to me, fucking only at my pleasure.”

A tickling sensation grew in her pussy, spreading outwards in ribbons of tingling flesh. Her body vibrated under the assault, the tickling spreading upwards to encompass her breasts and armpits. The assault was intolerable. She lifted her head, begging him in wordless sounds.

“Shh,” he whispered. “I almost have it. There.”

She cried out as the invisible ribbons rode up her neck and around her skull. They enfolded her brain, sinking within to harness her thoughts. To redirect her love and servitude to one person. One master. Him.

His thick cock was in her pussy, rubbing against her rubbery clit. She was dressed in his slave garments, shouting out her approval. The proof was incontrovertible. The truth rattled around her addled brain. She was his slave.

She was completely stunned at how quickly this had happened. A switch had been flipped in her brain, and now it was so.

These rapid changes would have been frightening if her thoughts had not been harnessed and redirected by the slave suit. As it was, all she felt was an abiding love for her new Master, who was giving her what her slave self desired most in the world - a good fucking.

She pursed her lips, a soft ooh escaping them with every pulse of his dick. Being this passive was delightful, but it wasn’t in her nature. She wanted to push him. To force him to give her his essence.

“Fuck me, Master. Give it to me heavy. I can take everything you give me. Yes,” she hissed. “Lift me onto you. Let me ride you so that we may both climax together.”

She desperately wanted to thrust her hips at him, to climb onto him, to let him slide so smoothly into her core, but her body wouldn’t respond. If Master had not ordered her to take him in that way, she could not do it for herself. She could only urge him to consider it.

The prince released his hands from her breasts, slapping a nipple. “Relax and take it,” he commanded. “I’m in charge here.”

He leaned over her, his clean shaven face close to her masked visage. “When we meet with the king, pay attention to my signals, Shae” he whispered into her ear, increasing the speed of his thrusting. “When the time is right, you will have your chance.”

Dazed, she wasn’t sure what He meant, but she was certain that it was important. She squirreled the information away into whatever part of her mind remained rational, letting herself flow freely into the timeless sensation of rutting.

The pleasure was becoming more urgent as his throbbing dick ravaged her pussy. She was being used as his toy, his slave. She repeated the mantra in her mind. Slave, toy, slave toy. All his.

He reached up to her collar, tugging open a metal bracket mounted to the front. Producing a large, golden ring made of metal, he slipped it into the bracket, clicking it shut. The ring dangled freely, shifting and clanking at every thrust he made.

The prince’s voice tickled her ear again. “Hold on to this for me,” he whispered, a sudden smile lighting up his somber face. “And you shall yet receive your revenge.”

She gasped, her eyes opening wide as her first orgasm as a slave took her.

***

Veronica sighed as she sat on the side of her bed in her undergarments. The gas lights had already been turned down low, in preparation for her to turn in, but her mind was still racing, thinking back over the day’s exploits. The prince was not nearly so stoic as he was made out to be. He was hiding something explosive, she was sure of it.

She tried several times to get a reaction out of him while he had escorted her, purposefully leaning her chest into his side to provoke him. The first time, he had acted unconcerned, but she had noted a slight jump in his throat. The second time, he definitely had something bulging in his pants.

Despite all this, however, he had not laid a finger on her that she hadn’t asked for, or suggested that he visit her room tonight. He was the perfect gentleman. Drat.

If she could have gotten him into bed just once, she was certain she could parlay that into a stronger hold over him. As long as he remained distant, it would be impossible to work herself into his favor. She wasn’t even certain if he liked her.

Huffing, she lifted her heels and laid back against the pillows, surprised to feel a hard lump underneath her back. Frowning, she turned down the covers, exposing the object inside. She gasped, her vision blurring for a moment as she experienced a head rush.

Pulse throbbing, she picked up the hidden mask with shaking hands. It was white, made of porcelain. A small hole had been bored through the center of its painted mouth. A dimpled nose stood out in relief, the painted purple eyes above somehow making it look alive. As she turned it, the eyes seemed to follow her, gazing into her soul.

The lips turned up, the paint shifting on its surface. It was grinning like a clown.

Shrieking, she tossed the mask into a corner and jumped off the bed, rushing towards the servant bell. Leaning heavily on the pull, she grasped the rope desperately, as if it was her only handhold on reality. This was some form of witchcraft, and she was having none of it!

There came a knock at the door and she released the bell, rushing to the handle. Ignoring her state of undress, she pulled it open, revealing Sera, calm and composed, her hands folded over her white and black petticoat. Glowing purple eyes stared at her, flicking over her scantily clad body.

Veronica shrieked again, jumping back in fright as she pressed a hand to her mouth. “What’s the matter, miss?” asked the maid, unperturbed. “It looks like you’ve had a fright.”

Veronica looked a second time, realizing that her mind was running away with her. The maid most certainly did not have purple eyes. They were a glossy brown, very suitable for her mousey face, and certainly weren’t out of the ordinary.

She took a deep breath. The woman would think her an imbecile, or worse if she didn’t explain herself. “There was something in my bed,” she began, turning to look for the object. “A creepy looking mask.”

She frowned. She wasn’t exactly certain where she had thrown the thing, and it was hard to see in the low light. She marched to the wall and turned up the wick on a lamp. The flame danced high, bouncing off the dished reflector fixed behind it to cast bright light over the entire room.

Sera took a few steps inside, head turning to take in the neat and tidy room contrasted with the rumpled bed. “What are you talking about, miss?” she asked patiently. “Nothing appears out of order to me.”

Veronica marched to the far corner of the room, peering behind a dresser. Nothing there. She cast about, looking for another place it might have fallen. Under the sofa? No, it was high off the ground and she could clearly see that there was nothing underneath.

After searching frantically for a few more minutes, she had to admit that, whatever it was, it had vanished. Clutching the edge of the sofa, she felt like crying. Not only had she just experienced a tremendous fright, but now she looked like an idiot, too!

“I… can’t find it,” she choked out, looking at the floor. “It’s vanished.” She couldn’t bring herself to face the maid.

Sera sighed, turning the gas lamp back down. “Try to get some sleep, miss, the prince wants to introduce you to his relatives tomorrow, and you’ll need your energy.”

She shut the door with a soft click, her footsteps clacking against the wooden floor of the outer chamber. Veronica’s imagination immediately brought to mind the black heels the clown girls had been wearing. She shook her head, banishing the image. She didn’t need to scare herself further.

Drained, she climbed into her bed under the sheets and laid her head on the pillow, hoping she wouldn’t dream. Even if it was sexy and arousing, she couldn’t imagine why her brain was bringing her images of clowns, of all things. She barely even remembered the time she had been allowed to go to the carnival as a kid. She didn’t even like clowns.

Turning her head, she breathed in the lavender scent of the pillow. Hopefully things would be clearer tomorrow, she thought, drifting off in a haze.


Chapter Four

She was wandering down a dirt path, smoke billowing up from either side. Organ music played from somewhere ahead, the scent of butter on the wind. She caught herself humming the tune to herself as she began to skip, buoyed upward by a feeling of excitement. A tinkling jingle rang along to the tune, joining her joyful refrain.

Up ahead, the path terminated at a series of concentric tents, decorated with vertical white and purple stripes. Two poles were mounted on either side of the path, a draping sign strung between them. Carnival of Pleasures.

Her heart lifted. It had been ages since she had visited a carnival. She could recall the excitement of meeting strange people who delighted and amazed her childlike mind. It was the rare occasion when her mother had broken down and allowed her to visit ‘peasant entertainment,’ and she had been thoroughly enthralled.

The flaps of the tent ahead had been strung open and staked down, a riot of strange colors blazing from the interior. Voices rose in amazement, accompanied by brisk clapping. She sped up, wanting to be where the action was.

That was always one of her negative attributes - she loved being the center of attention, showing off. She would do anything necessary to be in the limelight, including manipulating others. She wanted to be the best. To be the first at everything.

Her feet slowed to a crawl as her thoughts wandered. Perhaps that urge was why so many of her relationships in the past had fallen apart. It was too easy to nitpick the little foibles the men in her life possessed. As time progressed, they became irritations, then insurmountable obstacles. Her heart would wander and she would look for someone better, greater.

And she appeared to have had found him… if only she could understand him. Why was the prince acting so cold towards her? Why had she been unable to seduce him? Why was she… here?

The last thought brought her to a complete stop. She wasn’t thinking completely rationally - why was she worrying about the prince when she had no idea where the hell she was?

Hazy memories were beginning to come to life. She had been here before, hadn’t she? She’d been accosted by clown girls, fucked by their master and… turned into one of them.

Her breath came faster. She had to be dreaming. Must be dreaming. If that was the case, couldn’t she just… leave?

Experimentally, she tried to turn and back away from the jovial cries and laughter escaping from the tent. Her left foot took a small step forward, the bell on the tip of her boot jingling. She looked at the glossy red high heeled boot in confusion. What was she wearing?

She reached down with the intention of taking them off, but her fingers curled away before she could touch them. This might be a dream, but it wasn’t her dream. The intelligence behind this was preventing her from making certain decisions.

She sighed in exasperation, standing back up to examine herself. Her left boot was red, right boot blue, ending above her ankles. The colors extended upwards via slick, rubbery material that clung to both her legs. The tops of the stockings stopped above her knees, held up by garters attached to a tight girdle around her waist.

She flipped up her rubbery ruffled blue skirt to examine the attachment points, shocked to discover that she wasn’t wearing underwear. Her nethers were bare, her pubic hair shaved. She was open and ready to be filled with Master’s hard cock.

She shook her head, banishing the erotic thought. That wasn’t hers. The atmosphere of this place must be affecting her, just like last time. Last time.

Her head was a little dizzy. Had she been here before? This place seemed new to her, but it was also familiar in some ill defined way. She shrugged, dropping her skirt. If she couldn’t remember, it must not be important.

Her fingers traced the line of the rubbery material up her chest. Her left side was red, the other blue, until she got up to her bust line. There, the color swapped sides as it rose up to her shoulders, making her look like a window pane with four sections. Each breast was held tightly in a rubbery bag, red and blue, colored the opposite color of the panels on her chest.

This coloration continued down her arms, ending in fingerless gloves, her fingernails painted blue and red to match, with tiny white stars decorating the enamel.  She wiggled her fingers, bemused at the feeling of tightness as she rotated her wrists. She noticed two embossed pads affixed to the back of her hands. She thought they looked rather attractive, in a gaudy way. Certainly they were bright, intricately painted with colors that popped.

Examining them closer, she realized they depicted two separate scenes. The one on the left was a collection of indistinct clown girls, jumping in joy in front of a set of carnival tents while they juggled a multicolored collection of small balls. The other contained a standing male figure, shrouded in shadow, flanked by two more clown girls who had their hands tucked into his arms. These, she recognized.

Their names floated up from somewhere deep in her mind - Brassy, and Gossy. Their creepy masked visages seemed to be accusing her of forgetting them. She hadn’t forgotten them, though, they were all slaves of… who?

She frowned, twisting her lips. She had forgotten. Her past experiences here had drifted away in a haze, like a normal dream. She kept groping for an answer - it was distressing to have forgotten so much.

They had dressed her like a clown. Given her a mask that had altered her features and turned her into one of them. Her body had reacted to the pleasure of being touched, being fucked by the man they called master, but she couldn’t bring his image into her mind’s eye. In its place there was the ill defined man depicted on the back of her hand, watching her from the shadows.

She shivered, a thrill going down her spine. She couldn’t believe she would have submitted to anyone, much less this mysterious man. How could she have folded so easily?

Her face felt rubbery. Was she wearing that mask now?

She ran her fingers over her smooth face, trying to imagine what the mask looked like. White, porcelain, a small hole where her mouth would be. She cracked her jaw open, running her fingers along her teeth. No, there was definitely no mask, but she was certainly wearing a rubbery hat with long tails that hung haphazardly from her head.

She tugged on one of the bells that hung from a blue tail, closing her eyes and humming as she enjoyed the tinkling sound. It felt so good to listen to the ringing and drift along, to lose herself in the rhythm of the upbeat carnival music.

Her eyes snapped open. That’s exactly what the mysterious man wanted her to do. She had to focus and concentrate if she wanted to escape this place without being subsumed by his will.

She wished she could take the hat off and remove the cursed bells, but she found herself unable to, just as she had with her footwear. Clearly, the outfit was non-negotiable. She was being compelled, and she didn’t like it. The best she could do was to keep her wits about her, as much as possible.

Steeling herself, she marched inside the tent. The crowd noise was just behind the next partition, a draping of blue fabric blocking her view. Marching across a red carpet confidently on her heels, she pulled it aside, hoping to see what everyone was so excited about.

In front of her, the red carpet continued, running downward on an incline past rows of seats to a set of stairs that led up to a stage. The stage was larger than it appeared at first glance, the room broken up by a series of wooden tent columns. From this distance, all she could see was vague animal forms scattered haphazardly over the stage. A show must be in progress.

As she stepped onto the downward ramp, her eyes roved over the seats. She gasped. What was wrong with the audience?

They certainly looked like humans, but upon closer inspection, it became clear that they weren’t made of flesh and blood. Their faces had been carved out of various colors of hardwood, ranging from light oak to teak. When the swaying lights from above caught their faces, it was obvious that they had been crudely carved with eye sockets and fixed smiles.

When a pause came in the performance, their hands rose into mid-air as if on strings and clapped together, making a drumming noise. These were puppets, not people.

Stepping up to a male in a top hat, she prodded him in the shoulder with her finger. The puppet fell over, knocking against the carved woman sitting next to him. His head came off, bouncing onto the floor at their feet, his arms angled oddly, as if she had killed him.

The other puppets turned their heads as one, looking at her with their eyeless gazes. Their mouths dropped open and closed, chattering like nutcrackers. The clacking, popping sound forced her back a few steps, her field of vision narrowing in on their crudely carved teeth, some of them stained red with paint.

“Ah, there you are, jester!” boomed a man in a stentorian voice from the stage. “Come down here and stop playing with the peanut gallery! Wherever have you been, my dear? We’ve been waiting for you!”

She blinked, and the puppets turned their heads back towards the stage, ignoring her. She took this as her cue to leave, walking down the ramp as quickly as her feet could carry her. She had no idea what was ahead of her, but she certainly didn’t want to stay among that creepy crowd!

When she reached the bottom of the stairs, a white gloved hand thrust down in front of her. Taking it, she looked up as she was helped onto the stage, the tip of her heels pressing into the wooden platform.

The man was wearing a white porcelain mask that conformed to his face, his intense eyes glowing purple. Propped on top of his head was a straw hat, a stripe of red running around the rim. His shirt had vertical white and red stripes, paired with purple slacks and black boots. He grinned eerily at her. “What’s the matter?” he asked, his voice whirring along at a rapid fire pace. “Never seen a carnival barker before?”

Letting go of her as she pulled away, he twirled his wooden cane, which was wrapped in festive red and white ribbons. Standing straight, he clicked his heels together and tucked the end of the cane under his shoulder. A flickering, dark, orange aura surrounded him, enhancing his other-worldliness.

Stepping forward, he took hold of her chin, tilting her head up to look into his glowing eyes. “Welcome to my circus.”

She jerked out of his grip, taking a step back, wobbling on her heels. She wanted to turn and run from him, get away from this strange performance, but there was something terribly magnetic about his presence.

Taking little notice of her fright, he pulled his cane out and pointed, speaking in a stentorian voice. “Step right up, step right up to the carnival of pleasures!” he declared exuberantly. “Over here, in the red corner, we have a new slave, getting dolled up and ready to join the fun!”

A red velvet carpet had been laid out on one side of the stage, an eclectic collection of carved wooden animals arranged to face the audience. A large wooden turtle led the pack, being chased by a crocodile with its tail raised and toothy jaws open wide. Ducks waddled around a rhino, which had its head tilted over, its nose against the floor. A hippopotamus grinned wide, the rind of a watermelon hanging from its mouth.

The centerpiece was an enormous gray elephant, regal and proud, with its ears flapping open. Its trunk hung a few feet from the floor, curving upwards, the two holes in its snout clearly visible.

A woman was bound to it, her butt balanced on the curve. Her feet were strapped into ballet boots with extremely high heels, her ankles attached firmly together to keep them immobile. Her arms were pulled strictly behind her back, locked into ball shaped rubber mitts.

Her face was covered in a sad faced porcelain mask, her brunette hair pulled up into pigtails. A gold crown with a star on top was mounted to her head, tilting to one side. The rest of her body was nude, decorated only by the tight ropes that held her in place. Her voluptuous bare breasts wiggled vigorously as she struggled against her restraints. “Let me go!” the woman squeaked. “How dare you treat me like this! I’m a queen!”

The carnival barker put a hand up next to his mouth. “She’s still having trouble adjusting,” he whispered conspiratorially to Veronica. “She thinks that she used to be the queen of Calendoria, which is crazy, right? We’re all equals here!” Reaching into his pocket, he retrieved a slide whistle and played a short crescendo from low to high.

“Send in the clowns!” he shouted, taking a few quick steps towards the bound queen, lifting his cane to point off stage.

Dizzy, Veronica felt herself being drawn closer to the spectacle. Two masked figures pranced in from the shadowy backstage carrying paint pots, their familiar grins thrumming in her mind. One wore gold, the other purple, their breasts alternately painted with the four card suits.

Veronica lifted her hands, comparing them to the clown girls depicted on the back. Yes, those were they - Brassy, and Gossy, come to do their master’s bidding.

The tinkling bells tied to their wrists were incredibly distracting, but from this distance, they weren’t powerful enough to put her into a trance. She wasn’t their target, anyway.

Dancing in synchronized steps, they moved closer to the bound woman, surrounding her on both sides. With a flourish, they dipped their paint brushes into their pots, dotting a small swirl of color onto the woman’s bare nipples. She immediately groaned, thrusting her chest forward to show off the blue and red colored skin the brushes had left behind.

The clown girls continued their work, making the dots into oval blotches. From there, they began the delicate detail work, moving their brushes expertly to draw large heart shapes. No matter how much the woman moved, they never spilled a drop or messed up their lines. Their skill was inhuman.

The woman squealed, her body jiggling against the elephant’s trunk as their brushes worked diligently. Once the outline was complete, they filled in the missing holes, coloring the rest of her flesh to match until her breasts were completely covered.

Finished, they stepped back, their masks fixed with painted grins. “She’s all yours, Master!” they declared simultaneously, their voices blending together.

The carnival barker stepped in and cupped the woman’s breasts, squeezing them hard enough to make them bulge outwards, the painted surface stretching enticingly. He murmured something to her, rumbling in a low voice, and she cried out, her back arching.

He twirled his cane in front of her face, moving his left arm up to cover it with his purple cape. A stylized image of a castle was distorted on the fabric, but clearly visible. “Long have my plans been stymied, but fate has given me a gift, a true exotic beauty. Gaze upon her transformed face as she accepts her place under the big top! Greet her by her new name, her slave name, Shae!”

A rumbling roar of wooden hands came from the crowd. His cape dropped to reveal the same woman, hands and feet unbound. Her arms were folded under her painted breasts, her masked face looking straight ahead as if she was dazed.

The barker hung his cane from his elbow, reaching up to wrap his fingers around the lip of the woman’s mask. Gripping it tightly, he pulled it away with a flourish, revealing her pale white face underneath, her nose painted a cherry red. Veronica jolted, realizing that the mask had imprinted itself onto her face.

When she turned and grinned, it looked truly frightening as her painted lips spread, her dull eyes glowing purple. Her hair was still done up in pigtails, but they were now rainbow colored throughout, similar to the other clown girls.

Lifting her leg over the elephant’s trunk, she turned and hopped off, easily balancing on her tremendously high heels. Whatever magic had been used on her must have made her comfortable with them. Trotting over to the barker, she rested her hands on his chest and back, kissing him on the cheek. Whatever resistance the woman might have possessed had been completely removed.

Veronica gritted her teeth. She had seen enough. More changes might have been made to the woman, but she didn’t want to wait around to find out! She wasn’t interested in joining his harem of clown girls!

In retrospect, she ought to have tried to do something to save the other woman, but the thought hadn’t occurred to her while watching her transformation. The hazy landscape of this mysterious place had confused her, or perhaps, deep down, she truly believed that all this wasn’t real.

It was real enough, however. If she did nothing, she’d likely be strapped down like that poor woman and forced to endure similar treatment. Spinning, she ran for the stairs to the stage, wobbling as she tried to pick up speed in her high heels.

A sharp spike of pain came from her ankle and she tripped, falling face first towards the hardwood stage. A steely hand caught her collar, lowering her gently to the floor.

A disappointed voice came from above her. “Are you trying to leave the fun already? What a terrible shame. After all, I have spent so much time on you already, my little joker.”

Two pairs of hands were on her, rolling her over. The grinning masked faces of Brassy and Gossy loomed above her, their rainbow colored pigtails dancing crazily. The bells on their wrists jangled as they seized her shoulders, lifting her off the floor.

She shrieked as she spotted what had caught her. The carved crocodile’s tongue lolled out of its mouth between its toothy grin, like a pleased dog, its tail wagging. As she watched in horror, the rest of the wooden menagerie also came to life, gathering around her. Each of the animals had glowing purple eyes, their chests flexing as if they were actually breathing.

Alarmed, she checked out her ankle, but there was no evidence the crocodile had bit her at all - the shiny material of her boot was unmarred.

The crocodile moved forward a few steps on its stubby legs, its weight slamming against the floor. The end of its tongue curled around her heel with a loud slurp. Veronica groaned, jerking her foot away.

“Don’t worry about him, my dear,” rumbled the carnival barker. “He just likes you. You should be worrying instead about what I want to do to you.” He gestured at the clown girls. “Secure her.”

Brassy and Gossy giggled, pulling her around in a circle so that her back was to the crocodile. To her horror, they dragged her towards the animal. She began to kick her legs and wave her arms, smacking her heels against the floor.

A hand smacked her in the face, stunning her. Her butt bumped against the crocodile’s nose, the animal lifting its head in the air to push her onto its back. Surprised, she fell backwards, her tailbone thumping against the crocodile’s vertical ridges.

They should have been incredibly painful to lay against, but they felt like they were made out of rubber rather than wood, the spongy spikes cushioning her fall.

Her arms were pulled down, forced under the crocodile’s tail. The clown girls knelt and tied her wrists together, bells jingling. The musical sounds wormed into her head, draining her will to resist. Feeling woozy, she barely reacted as she was secured into place.

Bare hips straddled the crocodile in front of her. Her blurry gaze settled on two enormous breasts painted with red hearts. She narrowed her eyes. She didn’t know anything about this woman, other than that the barker had claimed that she used to be a queen.

She certainly didn’t look like one now! Her pale face and thickly mascaraed eyes gave her the look of a circus performer, if anything. A particularly lewd one, at that.

“I don’t know you,” hissed the woman, “but Master seems to like you for some reason.” Her lips twisted as if she had eaten something bitter. “I don’t. You’re a petulant mess, and I’m going to make you need him.”

“Stop,” whispered Veronica, pleading with her eyes. “You don’t know what you’re doing! If there’s anything left of the real you under those layers of makeup, set me free and let me go!”

The woman tossed her head back and laughed wholeheartedly. “Is that what you think?” she asked, her body quaking. “That I’m here under duress?”

Her face became serious again. “I resisted too, but his logic was inescapable.” She turned her head at an angle while grinning eerily. “I didn’t believe him at first, but he showed me the truth - we are his slaves. He revealed my true name, Shae, and now he will expose you, too. I am his clown queen, and you will be one of his girls.”

Lowering a hand to Veronica’s pussy, she pressed two fingers inside, arching her thumb so that she could press the tip against her clitoris. Veronica shifted, uncomfortable at the sensation of the woman’s cool fingers massaging her internally. Shae smacked Veronica’s left breast gently, her fleshy orb bouncing freely inside the shiny material of her outfit.

Shae wagged a finger in the air. “That’s a no, no, little girl. You have to sit there and take it. The Master has ordered me to prepare you for his thick cock, and that’s just what I’m going to do.”

She clamped her fingers together, seizing Veronica’s pussy in an iron grip. Veronica shouted in shock, but was surprised to find that it was not altogether unpleasant. She could actually get used to this kind of treatment.

But she shouldn’t. She should be struggling, trying to escape from this slave clown’s depredations! Lifting her hips, she tried to pull herself back, but suddenly two sets of hands were assaulting her sides, twenty fingers tickling her mercilessly as tinkling bells rang in her ears.

The masked faces of Brassy and Gossy flanked her on either side, pressing in close, their painted grins frightening her into stillness. “Be still for Master,” said the one dressed in gold. “Feel good for Master,” said the other, in purple. “Obey for Master,” they said in unison.

Shae squeezed her pussy again, causing her to squeal. The creepy woman was rubbing her fingers along Veronica’s insides, swirling her thumb around the sensitive skin of her clit. When Brassy and Gossy squeezed at her breasts, Shea pressed her thumb in hard.

Veronica cried out, bucking on the back of the crocodile with abandon. The animal sensed her pleasure and rocked along with her, causing her body to roll like a wave. She closed her eyes, taken for a moment by a feeling of utter pleasure.

Unfortunately, it was short lived, her arousal dropping off a cliff as her puffy eyes refocused on the visage of the transformed clown girl. “Why?” she asked desperately, not really expected an answer.

The grinning face of the man who had instigated all this came in from her left side, appearing above her. “I apologize for the frightening atmosphere. Sometimes my servants can be a little… overzealous.”

He took off his hat, giving her a little bow. “Anything is possible in the Dreaming. Sometimes, I surprise even myself when I allow my emotions to run wild.”

Taking Shae by her shoulders, he urged her to move. As she got up, he gave her a soft kiss on the cheek, taking her place. “As for the why. Well, why not? I can’t possibly allow myself to give in to my passions during my waking hours.” He let out a short, desperate laugh. “Here’s the only place I can be myself. Goodness knows I can’t tell my father about this.”

She took his meaning, but it hardly justified his behavior. “Do you often abduct and fuck random women?” she asked harshly.

He sighed heavily. “Don’t judge me, my dear, until you understand the full story. Unfortunately, I can’t tell you now. If the truth gets out too soon, my revenge will be ruined, and I think you’re going to want to see what I have planned. For now, just enjoy yourself.”

He snapped his fingers, and the clown girls pawed at her breasts. At first, she thought they were aiming to pleasure her further, but she soon discovered that they were working through hidden snaps. Soon, small flaps of rubbery fabric fell away, revealing her thoroughly aroused breasts.

They ran their hands around them, tugging on them gently. Cupped by the new circular openings in her body suit, they projected outwards like twin hills. The girls disappeared for a moment, returning with grinning masked faces and the paint pots they had used earlier on Shae.

Distracted by the sensations, she suddenly noticed that the barker’s erection was throbbing against her pubes, the head of his penis pointed upwards towards her belly. Staring, she was seized with a sudden desire to stroke it, but her hands were well and truly bound. She shook her head, but it was less from wanting them to stop than it was a denial that she actually wanted this.

“As I make you mine, think back to your past life. What are you holding on to that’s so important? Why not just relax and let me take you to new places you’ve never been?” He reached up to his mask, hesitating. “We’re going to be married soon, anyway.”

She blinked, afraid for a moment that when he removed the mask, it would be just like the queen. Instead, as he lifted it away, a warm, kind grin was revealed on his soft face. This one was genuine, a sparkle twinkling in his blue eyes.

She gasped. This was quite unlike the visage of the prince she had seen at court, cold and controlled. Even his complexion was different!

Tossing his mask away, he scooted forward a little, his penis sandwiching between them. “I apologize for my rough manner,” he said staidly, “but I think you will eventually agree that there were extenuating circumstances. All will be explained, in time, but I need you to obey me now. Listen to my words and lean into them.”

He lifted a white gloved hand, closing his fingers and turning his fist. When his fingers opened, a long, golden chain dropped out, pinched between his thumb and forefinger. It was a golden charm bracelet, tiny dancing figurines interspersed between silvery bells.

Her eyes roved over each intricately crafted figure. The first was a woman dancing on a ball, looking up at the clubs she was juggling. The second had the same woman leaning over to pet a lion. The third had her kneeling, her hands touching her heels, chest thrust out. It was gorgeous! “For me?” she breathed softly.

The prince chuckled. “Of course,” he grinned, handing it to the clown queen, who was waiting patiently at his side.

The former queen bent over, her breasts swaying as she maneuvered around a clown girl to secure the bangle around Veronica’s arm. The move had the feeling of deja vu to Veronica, as if this had been done to her before, but what shocked her more was that it felt so right. Why was she feeling so submissive towards this man?

“Now,” continued the man calmly. “You’re still not feeling quite as you should. You’re nervous, afraid of what you’ve seen, and wish to run. You are not alone.”

He spread his hands to encompass the other two slave girls. “They were like you, once. They did their best to resist, but in the end, they found out their thinking was silly. Right, girls?”

Dual giggles came from either side of her. “Yes, Master!” they chimed in together.

“It took me five dreams to give in,” said Brassy, dipping a paintbrush into her pot. “Six for me!” chimed in Gossy. “Imagine waiting that long to enjoy getting fucked! I was such a prude!”

Brassy dotted red paint onto Veronica’s nipple, tickling her with the tip of the paintbrush. Veronica shifted her body weight to the left, trying to get away, but this just exposed her other nipple to Gossy, who took advantage of her distraction to paint her other nipple blue.

“Stop worrying about them and let them do their jobs,” rumbled the prince, shifting his hips backwards. “You have business with me.”

Taking hold of his penis, he dragged the tip down her pubes until it was pressing against her vulva. “I think it’s time to reveal a few facts,” he began, pushing himself inside her.

She groaned, barely paying attention to his words as she pressed her heels against the ground, lifting her hips to give him better access. “I’ve been working on you for a while, and I think you are close to being ready to take the final step.”

She breathed hard, hissing as he shifted his length inside her. “Final… step?” she gasped.

He chuckled again, his low masculine voice sending a thrill down her spine. “That’s right. Once you accept your fate here, your waking self will find it impossible to resist me. Even the slightest push will send you on a path towards slavery.”

Veronica frowned, trying hard to remember why that was a bad thing. “I’m not a slave,” she protested petulantly.

“Not… yet,” the prince affirmed, rocking his hips into her. “But you’re close. This is actually the tenth dream you’ve had at my circus, though I’m sure you can’t remember the vast majority of them.” He grimaced. “It’s a testament to your personality that you’ve lasted this long, but I’m afraid I’m going to have to push things along. I’m out of time, and you are in no fit state to rebuke me.”

She cried out as he thrust into her, breathing hard as the tickle of the paintbrushes on her breasts suddenly became unbearable. “Stop!” she demanded, her head rolling. “I can’t take this any more!”

The prince gripped her hips with his hands, holding her in place as he thrust again. Lips set, his eyes bored into hers. She wasn’t imagining things this time - his irises were definitely glowing an unearthly purple. “You will remember what I’ve done to you,” he commanded, tightening his grip until her sides ached. “Aphis.”

A thread of purple extended from his eyes, lancing into hers. His essence was spreading into her brain, sparking synapses that had lain dormant for weeks. Memories flooded her mind like water, as if she was being filled to the brim with a different identity. A slave persona.

She had been his slave before, many times. She had squirmed against a rail, calling her Master’s name while he reamed her. She had danced for him, tamed wild animals for him, performed for him, fucked him.

The facts bombarded her like darts. She belonged to him. Aphis belonged to him.

A sudden incredulous grin lit her face. “Master!” she cried out, her body jiggling with pleasure. “Why didn’t you tell me sooner? I’ve missed serving you with my body!”

“I’ll bet you have,” murmured the transformed queen.

Aphis turned her head, peering at the clown queen’s painted face with jealousy. “Is it because you’ve been fucking her instead?”

Prince Elbert laughed. “You are all a part of my family, and she has just as much right to be in my bed as you do – though she won’t remain mine for long.”

Taking off his right glove, he cupped her chin. “I love you all in different ways. She might be the queen of hearts, but you are my wild card, the joker in this plan of mine.”

“Tell me about your plans later,” she whispered in a hushed voice, giving Shea the evil eye. “Prove your devotion to me. Make love to me harder than you’d ever fuck that harlot queen.”

The two clown girls twirled their paint brushes, sticking them back into their pots of paint and setting them on the floor. “We’re done, Master!” they declared in unison, leaning over Aphis’ body to soundly kiss each other through their masks.

Their hands clasped together in front of their chests, bulging painted breasts rubbing against each other. This had the effect of completely hiding the prince from her view. She frowned, rather annoyed at their presumptuousness.

The prince laughed again, holding his belly. “I see I’m going to have problems satisfying all of you! Very well, I’ll do my best.”

He waved his hands. “Shoo, both of you. I must admire your work.”

Reluctantly, the two slave girls pulled apart, their hands squeezed into fists. The prince took hold of Aphis’ breasts, lifting them up to display the figure painted on each. Two identical jokers, one in red, the other in blue.

He squeezed her flesh gently, the figures distending in his grip. “This is proof of your position, my little slave jester.”

He leaned in and kissed her on the nose. Aphis found herself smiling unconsciously, touched by his words. She still wanted more from him, however, and he knew it.

Elbert snapped his fingers, and the crocodile’s back undulated underneath her, pushing her hips up higher. The prince crouched, lining himself up better with her dripping pussy. “Get ready for a ride,” he declared. “I’m feeling like an animal tonight!”

Aphis grunted as he rammed himself home into her willing pussy. She cried out as her body responded, her orgasm shaking her down to her boots. His circus didn’t seem so scary any more. It felt like home.


Chapter Five

Veronica threw the sheets off her, feeling too hot. Disoriented, she gripped the sides of the mattress until her dizziness faded. Her mind was playing tricks on her again. It was just a dream. A dream!

Then why did it feel so real? Why did she want it so much? What was wrong with her that she delighted in the feeling of being owned?

It couldn’t just be the pleasure. Something had changed inside her. She wanted to be taken by the prince. The thought throbbed in her brain. It was truth. Inescapable.

Rising from the bed, her mind raced. She couldn’t remain here. If the prince found her, she would give herself to him. She was out of control, and it was terrifying.

A knock came at the door, causing her heart to skip a beat. Was it too late? “Come!” she shouted, fear warring with desire.

The door to the outer chambers opened, revealing her maid, Sera. Appearing to float across the floor, she gracefully moved with her billowing dress to avoid having the embroidered edges catch against any furniture. “You’ve slept in today, miss,” she said neutrally, walking over to the dresser. “We need to get you dressed quickly or you shall be late for your morning meeting with the prince.”

Veronica pressed her palms against her eyes, her fluttering heart beginning to calm. The maid sounded so normal, it was making her wonder whether her mind was over exaggerating the danger she was in.

The maid made some noise, rummaging through the drawers. “How about this one?” she asked brightly, turning towards Veronica.

Glossy rubber spilled from her hands, the legs of a slave suit spilling out onto the floor. The empty neck hole beckoned to her, calling her name.

For a brief moment, she thought she was imagining things, but the maid had taken a step forward, her hands gripping the slippery outfit by its shoulders. A slave mask was clipped to the collar, empty eyes swaying from the maid’s motion.

Her head jerked up to look at the woman’s face. Her eyes were glowing a brilliant purple. She was under his control.

Veronica shrieked as she realized what the maid meant to do. No matter how she might feel about the prince, this wasn’t right. She wouldn’t allow herself to be taken, enslaved by that suit.

She rushed for the door, all logical thoughts escaping her mind, replaced with a simple desire to escape. A creepy chuckle sounded from behind her, and she imagined a hand coming for her shoulder to hold her back and force her to step into that horrible rubber.

Stepping through and slamming it shut, she made for the outer chamber’s door, navigating over the plush carpet around the coffee table and sofas. She blushed, realizing that she was wearing naught but her underwear, but there was no time to change now. She needed help immediately, no matter what state of undress she was in!

The door to the outer chamber opened freely in her hand, leaving her with a different dilemma - she had no idea where to go. The king, she thought in her mind. If the prince was involved, he was the only one here who could help her.

“Where are you going, Aphis?” called a sing-song voice from somewhere behind her. “Your Master is calling for you!”

That was all the excuse she needed to begin running up the carpeted hallway. It didn’t matter where she was going. Anything would be better than being dressed in that slave suit, no matter how good it might feel to give in.

Her bare feet padded along the soft carpet, sweat beading on her brow. An intersection in the hallway was just ahead, but she couldn’t afford to slow down and look around. She turned her head left as she passed some statuary, trying to get her bearings as she peeked down the adjoining hallway.

Pain blossomed in her head, a vibration running down her neck as she hit something solid. Falling to the ground, she cried out.

“What is going on here?” asked an oily male voice. “And why are you… dressed like you’ve just come from your boudoir?”

Turning over, she sat up, blinking at the thin man, still a little stunned. The fear in her breast quickly returned as the man gave her his hand. Standing up, her breath coming quickly, she attempted to explain.

“She’s chasing me!” she yelped in fear, her thoughts in a jumble. “Get me away from her!”

“Who’s chasing you?” asked the man patiently in his accented voice. “There’s nobody here.”

Veronica looked around, seeing that he was correct. The hallway was clear - not even a single servant was wandering about. As she stared, the hallway seemed to tilt a little, making her dizzy as the faint sounds of a carnival played in her mind. She shook her head vigorously and the effect wore off.

“My maid,” she hissed finally. “She had a Calendorian slave suit and she was trying to force me into it.”

The man frowned, his lips drawn tight. “That’s a serious accusation, and one that bears investigation.” He brought a hand up to his top hat, and tipped it at her. “My name is Lars. I am an ambassador from Calendoria, and I am looking for my queen. Have you by chance happened upon her?”

Veronica shook her head, bewildered. “No. I haven’t seen a soul except for my maid. I was to meet the prince today - I am his fiancee.”

Lars gazed at her scantily clad body, but said nothing. She knew immediately what he was thinking, however, given the way his lips parted. He was an oily lecher, but at the moment, he appeared to be her only chance to escape enslavement.

“I need to talk to the king,” she said firmly. “I think the prince might be involved with this, and I don’t trust him.”

The ambassador nodded, his head bobbing like a bird. “I agree. There’s something fishy going on here, and I don’t like it.”

He held out his hand again, and when she didn’t take it, he shrugged, pushing it into his pocket. “Come this way, I’ve been here a few times and know my way around.”

Watching him suspiciously, Veronica did as she was asked, trailing behind him. After a few turns, she was thoroughly lost. It occurred to her that if the ambassador wanted to do something nefarious to her, it would be impossible for her to find her way back.

What did that really matter, however? She couldn’t find her way out as it was! It seemed highly unlikely that he was planning an impropriety while wandering a castle that wasn’t his home. Her suspicions were baseless.

The paneled walls gave way to a stone arch, beyond which the carpet changed colors from a red to a royal purple. Two guards in full plate armor guarded the wooden door to their right, their heads fixed straight ahead as they clutched at their pole arms.

“Halt!” one of them cried, lowering his weapon. “None may enter, by order of the king!”

“I need to talk to him!” said Veronica shrilly. “This morning, my maid tried to force me into a slave suit! The prince is involved in a conspiracy to enslave me, and I won’t have it!”

The guards frowned, but didn’t move. Lars held up a hand in front of her, taking a step forward. “I found her frantic, in a state of undress, running down the halls. She has some serious allegations towards the prince, and I believe they should be heard.” The words spilled out of his mouth like a warm bath. “I beseech you, please, ask the king if he has a few minutes to spare.”

One of the guards looked at the other, then brought himself to attention. “Very well, I will notify him of your presence.”

Turning around with a click of his heels, he knocked on the chamber door precisely three times before entering, the door closing with a thud behind him. Lars leaned in close, his breath tickling Veronica’s ear. “See, my dear? A little finesse goes a long way.”

Veronica shuddered internally, but managed to hold herself still without reacting. She had known the diplomat only a short time, but she knew his type - self assured, overbearing, and, above all, nasty when they didn’t get their way. She had dealt with people like him before, and usually it was best to avoid reacting to their grasping overreaches until they could be nailed to the wall.

Fortunately, the guard wasn’t long. He returned to his position, tapping the butt of his spear against the carpeted floor. “His Majesty of the High Reaches, King John, has granted you an audience,” he said, his diction clipped. He glanced at Veronica’s lingerie. “Please exhibit decorum when speaking to him, or we shall remove you.”

Lars nodded. “Very well,” he agreed, stepping up to grasp the door handle. “Coming, my dear?”

Veronica disliked his familiarity, but she needed his help. For now. Nodding, she stepped after him.

They were in a large conference chamber, occupied by an enormous circular desk. The king sat at a small, but elaborate chair at the far end, poring over a set of documents. “Come!” he declared, not looking up.

Timidly, Veronica stepped her way softly around the table, following Lars until he halted a few feet away. “Your majesty,” he began, using the same oily voice that he had used on the guards. “My queen has gone missing recently, and none of your guards have been able to find her. Have you taken her prisoner?”

Veronica, not willing to be outdone, piped up as well. “I was assaulted by my maid who tried to force me into a slave suit! I think she was told to do so by the prince!”

The king sighed, pressing his thumb and forefinger against his temples. Setting the pen down with his be-ringed fingers, he turned his head to look at them, a great rage evident in his eyes. Tendrils of silvery brown hair framed his face, extending from beneath his crown.

“Why am I beset with liars?” he demanded, his eyes flickering over Veronica’s scantily clad body. “For all I know, you were caught in flagrante delicto, and now you’ve concocted these stories to hide your ill deeds!”

Lars lifted his hands delicately. “I apologize for her lack of clothing, but I am afraid you are lacking… the evidence necessary to come to a proper understanding.”

“Precisely!” grunted the king. “Without proof, you are liable to create any sort of wild tale. I face this every day in my council chambers. Pray tell me why I shouldn’t throw you out on your asses until a proper investigation has been done?”

“It can’t wait!” wailed Victoria, fear settling into her bones. She began to hyperventilate, pressing her hands against the conference table. “If I go back to my room, they’ll get me - turn me into a slave!”

The king hunched over. “Utter nonsense. This castle is quite secure. Nothing happens here without my knowledge!”

A sudden moan sounded all around them, interrupting their argument. There came a male chuckle, followed by muted protests. These quickly descended into guttural groans, the wet slapping sounds of sex filling the chamber.

“What in the devil?” asked the king, looking around for the culprits.

A sudden realization blossomed on his face, his cheeks glowing a ruddy red. “Come with me,” he commanded, jumping to his feet. “I’m getting to the bottom of this.”

Slipping his white fringed robe over the hand rest of his wooden chair, he marched straight for the wood paneled wall, pressing a series of buttons in an obscure sequence. Creases in the wall cracked open, revealing it to be a hidden door.

The king passed through without looking back at them, the two of them following meekly in his wake. There was a short, dark tunnel, blocked by a door at the far end, which the king opened easily. The chamber beyond was enormous, a fire crackling in a large hearth at the far end.

Tables had been laid out on either side of a central red velvet carpet, the silverware shimmering from the light cast by large gas lanterns that hung from the ceiling above. Veronica breathed in sharply as she suddenly recognized where she was - the giant audience chamber within which she had first been betrothed!

At the far end should be the throne, and… she gasped. Indeed there was a throne, but it was occupied by a woman clad in the glossy black of a Calendorian slave suit. Her legs were spread wide, her head tossed back as she cried out her pleasure. She was being reamed by a man wearing a purple cape embossed with the figure of the High Reach’s castle, their royal symbol.

The man turned his head, looking noncommittally at the approaching king. “Hello, father,” Prince Elbert said laconically, continuing to fuck the woman mechanically. “Have I done well?”

The king laughed from deep within his belly, gripping one of the chairs at the dining table to hold himself upright. “You’ve outdone yourself, my boy!” he declared, slapping his thigh. “It’s mighty bold of you to assume you won’t be punished for doing something so brazen!”

Recovering from his laughter, the king looked at the slave suited woman the prince was fucking with a calculating eye. “Is that who I think it is?” he asked hungrily.

“No, father,” replied the prince. “I have reserved her for you.” He gestured next to the throne, where a second slave woman was standing, her hands resting calmly at her sides.

The king approached the slave, admiring her bound form. Running his hands over her strict corset, he cupped her breasts. “How I’ve watched and wanted you from afar,” he declared, groping her rubber covered flesh. “Desiring and wanting. And now, having. My secret slave.”

For a brief moment, Veronica thought that the woman’s breasts were painted with a red heart and a black spade. She blinked, and the vision was gone. She gritted her teeth. Her dreams were infiltrating reality again - why couldn’t she find it within herself to run, to escape and not look back? This crazy display was drawing her in, and she couldn’t really explain why.

A rapping sound came from the back of the chamber, distracting her for a moment. Turning, she spotted Lars at the side of the chamber, pounding his fists against the door. “Let us out!” he shouted, his wiry frame bent against the wooden frame. “The king’s gone mad!”

The king smacked the ass of the rubber coated slave, chuckling. “Did you really think you could leave after seeing this? My deepest desires, that I have not even revealed to my court? Of course not. The room has been sealed with my personal guard. None of you may leave until I get what I want. Everything I want.”

He barked another laugh. “Besides, isn’t this what you wanted, too, when you made your deal with us?”

The wiry man gulped, stepping forward with faux dignity. “We wanted her dealt with, but I shouldn’t have been involved, you know that!” His face turned a ruddy red as he spit the words out like a viper. “I can’t possibly pretend that I’m not involved after I’m forced to watch you fuck the queen!”

“You should have thought of that before you stepped into my chambers complaining she was missing! Of course she was missing, you fool! What did you expect?”  The king’s fist shook. “Because of your error, my plans could be exposed! Sit down, and shut up!” He pointed at one of the dining table chairs, his eyes bulging.

The queen. Veronica took a step back, shocked, her dream flooding back into her mind. She peered at the two slave girls, clad in glossy black. One of those two was the Queen of Calendoria?

Her heart throbbed quickly, feet rooted to the ground. That would explain so much! All of the machinations at court surrounded that woman, not her! She had just been caught up in this madness by accident!

“I can’t believe it. You’re worse than him!” she blurted out, pointing an accusatory finger at the prince.

The king’s brows rose at the accusation, his angry visage fading to bemusement. “Well, but of course! I have taught him well. Lusts are to be embraced, not ignored! Like father, like son.”

The king’s attention shifted to his son, dismissing her out of hand. “Finish up, son, I need to use the throne next.”

“Yes, sir,” replied the prince, the barest hint of sarcasm in his reply. If she hadn’t been listening intently, she wouldn’t have noticed it at all.

He pressed his hips into the slave girl he was fucking, grunting as he orgasmed his seed into her. Breathing deeply, he pulled out, his erect penis shining under the lantern lights. Reaching a hand under the woman’s shoulder, he pulled her upright.

This must have taken tremendous effort, as the slave girl acted like a rag doll, leaning into his body. Veronica’s vision blurred again for a moment and she thought she caught the satisfied grin of a clown girl, her white painted face setting off her twinkling eyes.

“She’s all yours, father,” said the prince neutrally, watching the king with an emotionless gaze.

“Excellent!” said the king, rubbing his hands in glee. He seized the slave suited woman by the arm, pulling her towards the throne. “Long have I waited for this. To see the humiliation of Calendoria with my own eyes. To dominate her utterly.”

He sat the woman forcibly on the throne, pulling her legs apart with his thick fingers. He prodded the slippery rubber that coated her inner lips, his face drawing back in a lustful grin. Fumbling with his trousers, he dropped them against his knees, revealing his thick erection.

The rubber coated slave woman moaned, leaning her upper neck against the back of the throne as the king seized her by the hips, pulling her towards him. His dick plunged into her pussy, sinking into her core. He commenced rough thrusting, the woman’s breasts jiggling as he fucked her raw. “My queen,” he rumbled. “My slave queen. A queen of nothing.”

Perturbed by the king’s animalistic grunts, Veronica flinched as the prince approached her. He hadn’t bothered to do up his trousers, the folds of fabric catching around his thighs. Her gaze was drawn inevitably to his thick penis, which hadn’t gone fully flaccid yet.

“This all must seem frightening to you,” the prince stated, a faint hint of warmth breaking his frosty exterior. “I cannot blame you. I apologize for involving you in all this, but it couldn’t be helped. The king insisted.”

“Unfortunately, I’m afraid that I can’t give you your freedom. If you started to spread the word about what has happened here, it would ruin everything I’m trying to achieve.” He lifted a finger, and the slave girl he had been fucking drew up next to him, a Calendorian slave suit draped over her arms. “You will be dressed and accept your place as my slave, Aphis.”

Hearing the name, the tension flooding her body eased. A strange calmness wafted through her, a desire to be thrust into the slave suit taking hold. “Who are you?” she asked with curiosity.

She couldn’t figure him out. He was as cold as ice in person, but was inflamed with desires in her dreams.

A brief smile flitted across his lips. “That question, and many more, shall be answered once you have become mine.”

His cool hands pressed against her skin, gently tugging at the strap of her bra, unclasping it to reveal her swollen breasts. Her body wanted him desperately, but she was still confused.

He took her by the shoulders, whispering into her ears. “Remember, Aphis, remember all that we have done together.” A wisp of warmth infiltrated her brain, sparking faint memories of all the times she had submitted as his slave.

She shivered, leaning into him. His masculine presence was welcome, tempering her fears. She truly wanted this, even if it meant giving up her petty plans to dominate him. The tables had been turned, and it felt so good to give in. She couldn’t imagine trying to seduce him now.

“Master likes you best,” said his slave girl petulantly, prying at Veronica’s underwear with her rubbery fingers. “We’ll see how much he desires you after you’re dressed like me.”

The prince sighed. “I see that keeping all of my slaves happy is going to be a full time job.” Pressing a hand under Veronica’s chin, he gripped her gently with his thumb. “Never fear, my little slave, you have always been my favorite.”

A disappointed grunt sounded below her, her feet being pushed into a rubbery garment, but she had eyes only for him. “Will I… still be me?” she asked, voicing her deepest fear.

A faint twinkle answered her in the prince’s eyes. “Of course,” he responded. “Isn’t this what you’ve been wanting all along? I simply… enhanced your deepest desires.”

A rush of emotions sped through her as the slave suit was pulled up past her hips. What did she really want? Why had she spent most of her adult life trying to figure out how to control the men in her life?

What was the reason for that? Was it because she saw them as beneath her? Too weak to stand up to her demands? How was this prince different?

Motion drew her attention to the wall behind the prince. A seam had split open in the wood paneling, followed by the billowing dress of her maid, Sera. Before Lars could react, she had whisked her way inside the chamber, the door locking behind her with an audible thud.

Heels clicking on the floor, she approached them, her arms filled with a jumble of glossy black material. Veronica’s breath caught as she noticed the dark eye holes of a mask resting on top. “I’ve come, Master,” she declared briskly. “I have the remaining pieces, as you’ve ordered.”

Elbert pressed his thumb inside Veronica’s lips, trapping her tongue against the floor of her mouth. He stared at her intensely as she tried and failed to shake her head. “You look cute when you struggle,” he whispered.

With a final squeeze, he let go, turning to Sera. “Excellent. Let’s get her fully dressed.”

He took the pile of shiny rubber from her. “You have earned your reward. You can go ahead and reveal your true self. Mask up.”

A beaming smile lit her face. “Yes, Master,” she replied, giving him an elegant curtsy.

Moving her hands to her shoulder, she expertly slipped out of the sleeve. Repeating the process on the other end, she pulled the fabric down until it bunched up at her waist. Veronica’s breath caught in her throat - the woman was wearing a Calendorian slave outfit underneath!

The glossy rubber was unmistakable, containing that unearthly shine that was the hallmark of the magically enhanced suits. Did that mean that all this time, Sera was a slave… of the prince?

Sera’s maid outfit sloughed off her, as if it was a cocoon, revealing the tight rubber that constricted around her body. Her petite breasts were emphasized by a tight corset, a strict, studded collar locked around her neck. It had been conveniently hidden by the high frills of her maid outfit, as so much else had been. Layers and layers of deception.

She lifted a slender leg up, showing off the shiny leather of her high heels. Veronica’s eyes bulged. The maid had managed that floating step that Veronica envied so much in those? Impossible!

The woman sighed, her palms out. “I’ve waited so long to reveal my true self. You have no idea how stifling it is to pretend!”

The prince grunted. “I know exactly how you feel.”

Sera started, blinking her eyes apologetically. “I’m sorry, Master, I know this has been hard for you, too.”

She reached out, taking a mask from the top of the pile the prince was holding. Caressing the material reverentially, she pressed it to her face, moaning with pleasure as the material rubbed against her skin. “Soon, perhaps, none of us will have to pretend any more.”

Stretching the neck line of the mask, she pulled it over her head, taking care to situate it over her nose and mouth. Once the lower end gripped her neck, she sighed, rubbing her hands over her ears as the rubber constricted around her skull. “I don’t know how I gave this up for so long.”

“You did so because I asked it of you,” said the prince gently.

“Of course,” replied the maid in a cutesy voice, bobbing her head. “Gossy belongs to you, Master.”

Veronica’s jaw dropped as her mind drew a painted club and diamond over the woman’s shiny black breasts. For a moment, Veronica almost thought she could hear the tinny giggle of clown girls.

Stunned, Veronica watched as the woman completed her ensemble with a pair of black gloves. Snapping the rubber into place around her wrists, the material blended into the suit, rendering her entirely in black. A full Calendorian slave.

Just as she would soon be, too. The wrinkled material was being pulled up around her breasts, now, and she was having a hard time believing that this was wrong. The slave suit felt so pleasant as it caressed her skin, the slippery friction tingling as it touched her sensitive places.

Her breathing settled into a regular hiss as she began to zone out, a stupid grin spreading over her lips. She barely noticed as the slave queen helped her arms into the slick sleeves, pushing the bunched up material flat around her shoulders.

Perhaps she really was a slave, underneath all her fussiness. Why did she have to make a big deal about making her own decisions? What was freedom, really, if you were a slave to your desires anyway?

The prince was back, handing a shiny leather corset to the slave queen. He laid a studded collar over his shoulder, lifting up a black, rubber mask, spreading open the neck hole. He meant to put this over her head, to fit her as a slave girl. There would be no coming back from this. She couldn’t reject him forever. This name he called her, Aphis. Was that really her?

The prince hummed tunelessly as he stretched the mask over her head. First, he ensured that the nose and mouth holes lined up properly, then he moved around her back to tuck her hair up under the hood. Once he had finished, he produced the collar, setting it securely around her neck.

She leaned her head back, closing her eyes as the rubber cupped her ears. Heat blossomed around her neck as the collar constricted, locking itself tightly in place. She couldn’t even feel the ball of hair at the back of her head - it was as if it had been removed entirely.

When she opened her eyes again, she saw the prince in a new light. He was her Master. She smiled widely at him, leaning in to nuzzle his neck like an animal. He caressed the back of her head, whispering. “I can see you slipping into a slave mindset already. Good. Hold yourself there as the suit grips you tightly.”

It was true. The suit had constricted over her body considerably, just like the mask, holding her in its embrace. It was tight, but not too tight, warmth spreading from her nethers up to her breasts, which were pulled up and out, supported perfectly by the rubber.

The feeling of tightness was enhanced by the addition of the corset, which was laced strictly around her waist. She found herself a little short of breath, but it wasn’t too bad. She would adjust.

Wrapping her arms around the prince, she squeezed him as hard as she could, trying to bestow upon him the sensations that were assaulting her body. His breath tickled around her neck as he squeezed back. “That’s a good slave,” he whispered just for her.

She breathed in deeply, his masculine scent mixed with the strange tang of the slave suit. She pressed her hips into him, her needy pussy throbbing. She wanted him to take her, right here and now!

The prince squeezed her shoulder, pushing her back gently. “Later, my dear, there is still one more piece of this drama to play out before we can indulge ourselves. Pay attention, I think you may like this.” A soft, but brief smile lit his face.

The outside world gradually drifted back into her awareness, the sound of rough grunting and sliding rubber loud in her ears. She resented it. She wanted to spend more time with her Master. Everyone else was irrelevant, as far as she was concerned!

The prince jumped onto the dining table, and looked at his father, who was fully occupied with ramming his hard cock into the willing slave girl. Leaning over, he scooped up a lute, strumming a chord. “Pay attention, everyone!” declared the prince in a sing-song voice. “Hearken to my words! This will be my penultimate performance! A tale of lust! A tale of woe! A tale of blackhearted blows.”

For the first time, his voice took on emotional undertones. The king stopped his thrusting, mouth agape. The prince ignored him, continuing his dramatic monologue. “A young woman, naught but twenty years, gave birth to me, amid much cheers. The king, was said, cared not a whit, and hit her when she had a fit.”

His visage continued to get darker as his tale continued, his hands clenching into fists. “The years did pass, and took their toll, ‘twas known abuse tore at her soul. Until, at last, there was no more, she took her life at thirty four.”

The king’s face moved rapidly through a series of emotions, finally settling on anger, but the prince didn’t stop. “The king then trained his grieving son, in black magic that most others shun. While keeping up a bright facade, with his kingdom he committed fraud. He stole, and lied, and cheated, too, while his grateful advisors held not a clue. It’s so easy to blame outsiders for, the troubles you’ve brought to our door.”

“What are you talking about?” the king asked brusquely, his face suffused with color. “I treated your mother exactly how she wanted to be treated.”

The prince dropped his lute and leapt from the table, advancing on the angry king. “You treated my mother like garbage, father. Everyone saw it. I did, too. A small child sees a lot when they’re being ignored.”

The king’s ire rose further. “Why are you accusing me of this? Are you getting cold feet?” He smirked. “I trained you thoroughly to be my disciple. You’ve done everything I’ve asked for, even if some tasks were morally questionable.”

“That’s true, father. I’ve done everything you’ve asked of me. And more. So much more.” He shrugged. “You taught me how to hide my true self behind lies. How to mislead the court while stealing from the kingdom. How to pretend to be virtuous while ordering me to enslave women. You’ve taught me many things.”

He gestured at the slave suited girl sitting with her limbs akimbo on the throne. “For example, do you even know who you’ve been fucking?” He paused for effect, studying his father intently. “Reveal yourself,” he ordered in a stentorian voice.

The slave suited girl giggled, sounding eerily like a clown girl. Raising her hands to her neck line above her collar, she pressed inwards, the rubbery material bunching as she pulled it up past her ears. Black hair spilled over her shoulders, a grin lighting her face as she looked at the prince. “Master!” she declared happily, eyes glowing a bright purple. “Brassy had fun tricking the king, but he didn’t finish!”

She pressed a rubber finger through her inner lips, spreading them wide to expose her lubricated flesh. “I wanted more than a pump and dump,” she said sadly.

A small smile flitted across the prince’s face, but he kept his strict gaze on the king. “You never were one to pay much attention to which woman was underneath you, as long as she has a pussy. How banal.”

King John advanced on him in a rage, looking like he was ready to knock his head off. The prince held up a finger, pausing his advance. “That isn’t all.” He raised his voice. “You can come in now.”

The wood paneling on the wall split open, a group of murmuring men and women stepping through. The leader was short and fat, wearing a metal helmet and carrying a short axe, while the man behind him was thin and somber, a sheaf of paper stuffed into his shirt pocket.

“King John!” bellowed the leader, raising his axe. “We have serious questions for you! We demand an explanation for the use of these Calendorian slave suits!”

The king’s eyes bulged and he rounded on his son, raising his hands. Red sparks rose from his fingers, ropy tendrils of power blasting towards the prince. “You were never my ally,” he spat. “I’ll turn your brain into oatmeal, and make you serve me. Then I’ll turn the council into my yes men and rule this kingdom as the dictator I’ve always wanted to be!”

A sudden smile lit the prince’s face, a genuine, pleased grin. His lips flexed up in a way they were clearly unused to, his face showing real warmth. “Good, finally! This is what I’ve been waiting and gathering my strength for, these long years! Test yourself against me, father, and find yourself wanting!”

He raised his own hands, purple tendrils rising up to war with the king’s red ones. They twisted together, turning the magical battle into a true tug of war. The king grunted, his face creasing as he pushed back. For the moment, both of them were equal, neither side giving ground.

“I hid my emotions, stockpiling my power, locking my true feelings away so that you couldn’t find the leverage needed to break me. I knew my true goal from the start, and I’ve worked diligently towards achieving the justice my mother was denied. Now, feel my wrath, and tremble!” His mouth locked in a fake grin, the prince’s eyes boiled with violent purple streaks as he pushed himself forward, forcing the king’s writhing tendrils back.

“I trained you,” roared the king, twisting his hands as they writhed with power. Touching a ring, he lowered one hand, pushing it towards the prince, his power circling in a loop. “I know everything you know, and more. Do you think I taught you all of my tricks?” The lines of energy bent back towards the prince, pushing his feet across the floor. “You cannot possibly hope to win against my experience.”

The prince’s back smashed against the dining table with great force. He cried out in pain as he fell to his knees, but somehow managed to maintain his energy streams, although the red tendrils were getting awfully close to his face. “You never were my equal, son!” shouted the king, leaning forward. “You spent too much time closing yourself off, hiding away. A weakling like you deserves to be dominated!”

Elbert hissed, bracing himself against the table. “I hid away because of you. I avoided your perfidy, your temper, your abuse. I avoided all that, but no more. You shall pay for the pain you have inflicted, with interest!”

His eyes had been fully subsumed by his magic, replaced with swirling purple orbs. Teeth gritted, his brown hair swirled, tossed about by the invisible forces he commanded. His broad shoulders flexed with tension, arms outstretched. He was trying with all his strength, bringing all his deepest emotions to bear, but he was still losing!

Her heart lurched, seeing her Master in such dire straits. His pain cut right to her core. Was she going to stand there like a doll, looking pretty on a shelf, or did she still possess a mind? Was she a puppet, or could she act?

She rushed to the table, looking for a weapon. The first thing her eyes landed on was the lute the prince had discarded. The gourd shaped object had multiple strings running down over a wooden inlaid fret board. She picked it up by its short neck, hefting it. It was plenty heavy enough to do some damage.

Tightening her fingers over the strings, she turned and marched past the prince. A frisson of fear touched her breast as her steps were pushed outward in a circle. The pressure of the energy the two of them wielded was so great she was unable to approach any closer.

She averted her eyes from the terrible display of power, fearing that the prince was losing. She had only just discovered her Master, and she didn’t want a new one. Certainly not one as black hearted as the king.

Padding across the wooden floor on bare feet, she circled around the combatants, glancing at the king’s advisors off to the side. Hushed, they watched the action wide-eyed. The tall, thin one dropped his monocle, his hands shivering.

Useless, all of them. They weren’t even trying to help! This was all up to her. Frustrated, she picked up her pace, curving her line across the floor towards the king.

Lifting the lute like a bat, she timed her swing for maximum impact. She shortened her last step, muscles tensing. In slow motion, the lute cut the air, the bulbous end headed for the point where the king’s crown was tucked over his ear.

At the last moment, the king noticed her presence, eyes ablaze. His pointer finger flicked, a single tendril of energy spurting upwards to intercept her blow. It was almost too late to stop her attack, but at the last moment, the edge of the swirling energy stream flowed around the rounded end of the instrument, redirecting the blow.

Veronica watched with frustration as her attack was thwarted, the edge of the lute barely missing his skull. Within a fraction of a second, her swing connected with the floor, the energy of the impact causing her arms to wobble like rubber bands. With a loud twang, the neck broke off in her hands, her weapon ruined.

The king grinned maniacally. “You make for a terrible bard, whore. Stick to the bedroom, where you can be a useful object.”

Veronica cried out in anger, but there wasn’t anything she could do. The lute was broken, and as long as he was aware of her presence, she couldn’t surprise him with another attack.

“That’s right,” the king continued, leering at her. “You’ll never be anything more than a sl… ut!” he cried out in surprise. His eyes bulged as his body crumpled to the floor.

Behind him stood another slave suited woman, a sizable log from the fireplace in her hands, the end flickering with fire. It was the slave queen of Calendoria, Shae.

“Odious toad!” declared the woman, raising the log high like a torch. “You’ll never own us. We have only one Master!”

The crackling beams of energy sparking from the king’s fingers slowed to a crawl, the malevolent red tendrils pushed back as the prince advanced. “You will go down, father, knowing that you did this to yourself,” the prince said, his voice wavering. “No one else is to blame!”

Elbert loomed over his father, fingers extended, watching as the king’s power faded entirely, his hands dropping limp to the floor. Veronica was surprised to see a small tear drop from his eye.

“I wished for it to end this way,” he grated, “but I never knew how hard it would be to follow through. Your reign of terror is over father. Forever.”

Leaning in, his flickering purple eldritch tendrils wormed their way into the king’s ears. His body jerked, eyes glowing purple with the prince’s power. “I am in control,” declared the prince. “You are under my control. You will obey me. My decisions are your decisions. You will consult with me before indulging any of your base desires. I will be your conscience, since I have found yours lacking. Together, we will rule this realm with humility and grace.”

The king’s lips moved slowly, but he said nothing, his eyes finally closing. The prince snapped his fingers, and his tendrils of power disconnected from his fingers, flowing into the king’s brain. He sighed, shoulders dropping, untold years of stress finally leaving his body.

“I will hold him in my trust,” he explained. “He’ll be pliant now. It is finally safe for us to discuss the future. Without him.”

A throat cleared roughly, a barrel chested advisor with an axe approaching. “I can’t let you kill him,” he warned, steel in his tone as he hefted his weapon. “None of us will endorse regicide. Or fratricide, for that matter.”

“I appreciate your concerns, Habe, but killing him is not my intent.” Elbert smiled wanly, his face flushed.

The rest of the council members murmured, surprised at seeing him display such emotion. “He smiled!” cried someone from the rear, astonished.

“Yes, as you see me now, you are finally understanding some of the sacrifices I was forced to make along the way to get this far,” said the prince warmly.

More murmuring commenced among the different advisors, the tenor changing. Finally, the wiry man stepped forward with their consensus. “We don’t know what to make of this,” he said frankly, in a nasally voice. “Our world view has been completely upended. We do not approve of these… slaves,” he said hesitatingly, “but there are clearly mitigating circumstances. We will have to make a full review of this matter.”

He pulled the sheaf of notes from his shirt. “In the meantime, there are events that will need to be rescheduled. I will tell them that the king is unwell.” He thinned his lips. “That, of course, is the utter truth, but we shall have to spin this carefully.”

Narrowing his eyes, he tucked the papers away securely. “This couldn’t have happened at the worst possible time, with the wedding coming up so soon. And the food shortages.” Grunting, he clicked his tongue.

“Consider this, Roger,” replied the prince, holding himself in a relaxed pose. “The shortages were caused due to a disagreement between us and the Calendorians. I now have the absolute power and authority to arbitrate such agreements for both our kingdoms, considering that both our king and the Queen of Calendoria will agree to anything I request.” His lips quirked. “They have to.”

A short bird-like laugh burst from the advisor’s lips. “I suppose that’s true, isn’t it? I’ll factor that into my calculations.”

His sunken eyes glanced at the prince’s fingers. “You’re not completely off the hook,” he continued. “You can’t buy our silence by using your… magical voodoo.”

The prince chuckled, holding his hands up. “I didn’t expect to. I will have a full airing of the grievances of all parties, later. You may put me on trial as you please.” A dark cloud gathered in his eyes. “As long as you keep this quiet until all this is sorted out. The kingdom is on a knife’s edge, and I do not wish us to be destroyed.”

Habe slipped his axe into a leather loop at his side. “There’s no danger of that, my boy. We’ll keep a lid on things.” He scowled. “There will need to be a reckoning for the loyalist guards, and that will have to be kept quiet.”

“Yes,” the prince grinned, “but I can easily have the king assuage their curiosity. I just need some time to alter his thinking.”

Habe shook his head. “I don’t understand this power, and I don’t like it, but it’s a tool, like any other. It can be used for good, or ill.” He stepped up to the prince, studying him stolidly.

A big grin broke out on his craggy face, eyes tearing up. He smacked Elbert’s shoulder soundly and took him by the hand, pumping it up and down briskly. “It’s good to have you back, my boy. I’ve been wondering these long years where that eager apprentice had gone. It warms the heart to have you back again.”

The prince’s composure broke. “I didn’t want to have to do it,” he said, voice quavering. “If he had only kept his hands off mother…” He sighed, closing his eyes to hold back tears.

The big man squeezed his shoulder. “I know lad, I know, but we can’t change the past. We stand, honorable, facing the future.”

“Honorable.” The prince swallowed, and when his eyes opened again, there was steel behind them.

He crossed over to where the Queen of Calendoria was waiting patiently in her slave suit. Reaching up to her collar, he took hold of the golden metal ring that was secured there, unclasping it. A tiny inscription was imprinted around the outside of the circle, the metal appearing to glow from within.

The slave queen’s lips worked, unbidden, eyes flashing at him. “You have had your revenge, now I want mine,” she hissed.

The prince nodded. “Patience, slave. We will discuss that shortly, but you must remember that you are only here because of your unabashed ruthlessness. You would never have been constrained by a slave suit if you hadn’t given them to us, hoping we would use them foolishly.”

Turning to the king, he knelt, ring in hand. “Control should be given willingly, not taken,” he announced in a louder voice. “Not thrust upon someone by force. That’s not… something I have been able to do with every woman I have put into a slave suit.”

He hesitated. “I do regret some of my actions, but in the end, they’re much happier where they are now.” He glanced at the glossy black queen. “Even you cannot argue that this outcome is entirely unsuitable.”

He held up a hand. “Hold that thought for a moment, I’ll come back to it.”

The prince moved the king’s trousers out of the way, exposing his dick, which was quickly becoming flaccid. His lips twisted in distaste as he spun the ring over the head, pulling the spongy flesh outwards so it would slip down the shaft. The ring flashed, the inscription glowing with purple light. Sighing, the prince let go of his father’s penis, the tip flopping over.

Folding his hands together, he stared at the man’s dick as it began to grow hard again. The king grunted, his eyes flickering open. The prince’s arms tensed, but the king said nothing, a wispy purple tendril escaping one of his ears.

The prince stood, looking down at the man who had raised and abused him. All that remained was disgust. “Father, you allowed yourself to be led around by your dick, and now I control that dick. You don’t get to fuck where you please. Not anymore. That privilege is mine, and mine alone.”

When the king failed to respond, the prince shrugged his shoulders, but Veronica could tell he was still tense. Perhaps he had wanted something more from the man he had broken, but he shouldn’t have expected it. Not when his power was still blanketing the man’s mind.

The prince cleared his throat. “Now, let’s address your concerns,” he stated, coming back to the queen. “I’m afraid I don’t know how to release you from your suit,” he said apologetically. “Is such a thing possible in Calendoria?”

“Never mind that!” hissed the queen, shifting her hips as she stared daggers. “I want that traitor’s head on a pike!”

Momentarily confused, the prince turned to see Lars, his hands wrapped around the shoulder of another slave girl. Veronica wasn’t certain whether this one was Brassy or Gossy - she had lost track in all the excitement.

The birdlike man was whispering something in her ear, to which the woman began laughing, a tittering giggle that reminded Veronica of high tents and an audience of wooden puppets. She shivered in recognition, but the ambassador appeared confused.

The slave girl’s laughter broke into a low cackle. “Gossy only takes orders from one Master,” she said brightly. “And you are not my Master.”

Lars backed away, hands held like claws. “What did you do to them?” he asked harshly. “That should have worked! Nobody had ever been able to alter the fundamental properties of a slave suit!”

The prince turned a hand over, a wisp of purple tendrils sparking briefly between his fingers. A grin lit his face as he took a step forward. “I had to twist the spell a little,” he admitted. “I couldn’t allow the slave magic to destroy their minds. As a result, only I can give these slaves orders. They’re mine.”

“Slave girls… with minds?” shouted Lars. “An abomination!”

“You’re an abomination,” declared the queen. “Maybe we should put you into a slave suit.”

He backed up, eyes bulging. “Surely you jest!” he muttered.

Shae approached him boldly. “I never jest,” she spat. “You deserve to rot as a slave for your betrayal!”

Habe grabbed the ambassador by his shoulders, the weapon master holding him in place. “Hold it there, lad,” he rumbled. “We haven’t decided what to do with you yet.”

“Actually,” said the prince, “I have a few useful ideas. He is the glue we need to unite and save both our kingdoms. He just doesn’t know it yet.”

The queen stopped advancing on the scared man, her masked head looking at him speculatively. “Seeing him squirm like this is precious. I want to see more of it,” she declared vindictively.

“So you shall,” the prince replied, self assured. “He’s a loose end, and I’ll make sure you’re there when we tie him off.”

A loose end. Veronica wiggled her fingers, sliding them idly over her rubbery legs. Was that what she was, too? Another problem that needed rectification?

What did she want, really? So far, she had been bumbling along, allowing herself to be dragged around by the desires of others.

At first, she thought she had wanted to make the prince hers. To put him under her thumb and control him from the shadows. To have him wait upon her every need, like she had done to men in her past.

With perspective, she realized that desire had been extremely shallow. It wasn’t what she really wanted at all, she had just convinced herself that doing such things fulfilled her desires.

She didn’t want or need such a weak man. She wanted strength. A man who could protect and hold her tight. To tell her that everything would be okay.


Accepting that premise, how did she really feel about the prince? She wore his slave suit, but according to him, she retained her mind. She wasn’t a blank slate. She still had feelings, and needs. She couldn’t disobey a direct order from him, but did she have any reason to want to?

She could remain as she was, nagging and annoying him until he did what she wanted, but there was another option. As long as she was willing to choose it. All she had to do was slip into another persona. A slave persona.

That might be partly the slave suit talking, but it seemed like an appealing opportunity, one awash with silky desires. She could feel her body responding to the idea already.

Was that was she truly wanted? To be owned?

She explored the thought, trying to assail it with logic, but it refused to budge. No matter how she tried to explain it away, it remained, like a solid pillar.

She took a deep breath. If that was the truth, there was only one thing she could do. She would seize that truth, and never let it go - no matter how much it would transform her into his slave. His Aphis.

Padding up to her Master on bare feet, she accosted him with a weak voice. “Master,” she breathed softly.

The prince turned, creasing his forehead. His face had lightened considerably now that he had dropped his control over his emotions, his eyes lively. A face she thought she could learn to love.

Before he could react, she launched herself at him, kissing him on the cheek. She was surprised to find that her eyes had filled with tears. “Master!” she sobbed, kissing him again and again. “I... don’t know what’s wrong with me. I just don’t want to pretend any more. I want to be yours.”

She cursed herself. Words seemed so inadequate to explain what she was feeling. What more could she do to make him understand?

He wrapped his arms around her, holding her tight as her body trembled. She was surprised to find that he wasn’t stiff. Did that mean…?

“You’re not the first fiancée the king assigned to me,” he whispered to her, “but you’re the one I wanted.”

Was that really true? She could hear the emotion in his words. Yes, he actually meant it.

“I am but a humble servant of my Master,” replied Aphis facetiously through teary eyes. “I go where he bids, and do what he asks. It gives me great pleasure to be his tool.”

“No, you’re not a tool,” replied the prince, emotion in his eyes. “You’re much more than that. You make me feel like a real person again.”

A gentle clapping broke out in the group of advisors, a wiry voice rising from the crowd. “I suppose that means the wedding is back on again!”


Chapter Six

Bright trumpets sounded, filling the large room with their joy. Banners had been unfurled from the rafters above, alternating purple and green, each of them containing the sign of their respective kingdoms - a castle, and a windmill.

The crowd flanking both sides of the red carpet hushed, looking expectantly towards the rear of the chamber. “King John of The High Reaches, and Queen Cerise of Calendoria!” declared the crier in his bold voice.

The crowd clapped respectfully, some of them standing on their tiptoes to get a better look. The large oak doors in the back opened smoothly, revealing two figures, their fingers linked. The king looked resplendent in his royal robes, his beard expertly trimmed. A faint purple glow twinkled in his eyes as he stepped forward confidently with a gold topped cane in his left hand.

Pleased murmurs echoed through the hall as they got a closer look at the queen. She had been dressed in an elaborate purple dress edged with silk. Her train billowed out behind her with each step, a white vertical stripe running down her front to the ground, hiding her feet entirely. She wore a smaller crown than the king’s, but it was more elaborate in some ways, decorated with dancing figures carrying perfectly cut emeralds.

Smaller gems trickled down from her necklace over her bust line, her free arm tucked securely underneath. She had a stately glamour that made a few of the curious girls swoon, wishing they could be her.

The couple made their way down the carpet, up to an altar that had been set up in front of the throne. They stopped at an invisible line, waiting for the preacher to begin his speech.

His robes were not as ostentatious as the royal’s, but clearly marked out his office - deacon of the shining flame. His practiced voice cut through the crowd’s murmuring, causing them all to hush. “We are gathered here today to witness a royal marriage,” he began, his hands pressed against the table in front of him. “It is a rare privilege to see two countries join together in mutual cooperation. Even rarer that such a union is blessed by love, yet here we are.”

His lips lifted up as he flipped a few pages. “I have chosen a suitable verse to commemorate the occasion. Let us all pray,” he intoned, nodding his head.

The prince zoned out, watching it all with a jaundiced eye. In truth, he was a religious man, but the past few weeks he had been run off his feet putting this charade together. A whirlwind romance, kindled from a chance diplomatic meeting, culminating in a union of kingdoms. The people rejoiced at seeing the story unfold before them. A pageant fit for a play!

They had no idea how much work had gone on behind the scenes to make this happen! He had been forced to move back his own wedding to make it all work. Initially, the advisors had pushed for a double wedding, but he had convinced them otherwise. He needed to be on hand to ensure that his control over the king was solid.

He wasn’t particularly worried - he had spent every night with the king, reinforcing his control. By this point, the man was so tied up in his power there would be no way for him to escape the inner maze he had created. Even if something happened to the prince, his strictures would still run the man like a puppet, forcing him to rule the country wisely.

Better yet, his father wasn’t even aware that he was being controlled any longer. An extra layer of deception that should keep his work from ever becoming unraveled. Still, he had to be here to make sure the wedding came off without a hitch. It was better to be safe than sorry, especially with everyone watching.

The queen was far less of a problem, in some ways. Under her carefully crafted dress, she was still wearing her rubber slave suit which linked her devotion to him. The tricky part there was working on her desires so that she would go along with this. No small feat!

He was still a bit ashamed that he had sated his lustful desires with her body after her initial enslavement, but he had since reformed. While he was still nominally her master, and she would take orders from him as necessary, he had tweaked her so that she would lust after the king instead.

It was surprising how quickly her mind had adapted to the change, making the couple inseparable. The animosity she had possessed for him had vanished like a morning fog, replaced with insatiable lust. He was barely able to keep her out of the room while he worked on his father.

He sighed. His work with them was done. Those two would soon be out of his hair. They deserved each other, and so far, it appeared that they would be quite happy together. Two ruthless, grasping rulers, together as slave king and queen, running the kingdom as his puppets.

It wasn’t them that occupied his mind. It was his own fiancee that worried him now.

He was reluctant to use his power on her, although what he had done so far had been necessary. Pushing her into the slave suit had felt wrong, and he regretted having to do so. There was nothing for it - he couldn’t have her spreading wild stories about his powers.

The advisors had helped him with that so far, although he knew their forbearance was short lived. None of them had particularly enjoyed finding out that their prince had the ability to twist minds, and there was a fair amount of suspicion that he had done so with them.

It was easy enough to demonstrate the signs of his power, however, and they had finally accepted that what he possessed could be useful instead of evil. They put proscriptions on how he could use them, and in the end, he had to agree with them.

It would be far too easy to use them to get his way with others. The easy way was not always the right way, especially if he wanted them to continue to support him.

That didn’t mean that he could never use them, but they needed to be directed towards the benefit of the kingdom. In the end, they had agreed that there was no option other than to take control of the ambassador, Lars. Not only did he know too much, but the man was the key to unlocking the malcontent dissidents of the Calendorian court.

With his coerced support, this alliance of kingdoms could now truly work. There would still be obstacles ahead, and the prince secretly prayed that he would not be called upon to use his powers to solve them. Every time he was forced to take over a mind, he felt a little more of himself slipping away.

He sighed again. His mind was wandering, avoiding his main worry. Did Veronica actually love him, or had he accidentally manufactured those feelings when he had used his power on her?


Unlike the king and queen, he had been working to slowly reduce the power he had over her. He wanted to get down to her core, to understand what she truly wanted. He knew from the start that this was an impossible task - his magic had been intertwined with that of the slave suit’s spell when it went on, and the interlinking knots that had been generated were well beyond his ability to untangle.

If he were to cut them, he risked damaging critical parts of her mind. He simply didn’t have the technique necessary to remove a slave suit, and the queen had been unable to help him. There was little demand to get someone out of one, so little research had been done on the issue.

He was determined to change that. Hopefully, a few years down the road, he would find the key necessary to set them all free from the evil devices.

It would pain him to do so, as he really liked how they worked. He hissed at himself internally. That was why they were such insidious tools to begin with!

He blinked as the crowd began to cheer. The king and queen had leaned into each other, and were kissing heavily. The ceremony must have concluded while he was lost in his thoughts.

It didn’t matter. He hadn’t missed much. This needed to happen, but it wasn’t for him. He wished he could leave, but his role in this farce hadn’t yet concluded. He would have to at least give them a few congratulatory words, no matter how distasteful he found them both.

Leaving his hiding spot at the back of the room, he marched confidently down an aisle that had been cleared at the side of the room. Ignoring the happy crowd, he carefully schooled his expression to one of neutrality.

He didn’t need to hide his emotions any longer, but the kingdom’s advisors had admonished him from letting the general public see him displaying any obvious feelings too soon. There needed to be a transition period to adjust them to the idea that he was breaking free from his isolation.

Having his father remarry was just the excuse they needed to claim that seeing him happy was breaking him out of his shell. That was nothing short of a bold faced lie, but it would do. They didn’t need to know that he had withdrawn to enhance the familial black arts his father had taught him.

Very few people needed to know about that. With the council’s blessing, he had be-spelled all of them with a tight restriction - nobody could talk about his family’s powers to anyone outside the council without his blessing.

This didn’t apply to the slave suited girls, of course, but they all belonged to him anyway. It would be impossible for them to betray him in any way. Thinking about it in a certain respect, they really acted as an extension of his will.

A throat clearing refocused his attention. The king and queen were looking at him expectantly, their hands linked together.

He started, not too surprised at his inattention. He did seem to be lost in his thoughts more frequently lately. There was an awful lot to think about!

A bitter smile flashed over his face before he was able to tamp it down. This was for an audience, after all. He couldn’t reveal his true feelings here - that he found both of them distasteful to deal with. Rulers shouldn’t have to be ruthless and grasping, but here they both were. He had to deal with the raw material he was given to work with.

“Congratulations! It’s good to see you both so happy,” he lied, giving them a short bow. “I pray that the gods will be good to you and grant you many years of bliss.”

“Thank you,” said his father strongly, patting the queen’s hand as he looked at her with a leer. “We’re hoping for children soon. Our united kingdom and family will only grow in prosperity and power from here on out!”

The queen stared back at him lovingly, her body being artificially aroused by the slave suit she was locked into. If he looked closely, he could catch a glimmer of its slick rubbery surface underneath her collar where it shone out from beneath the lace.

“We’ve already decided on a name if it’s a girl!” she said excitedly, as if she was already expecting. “How does Sheryl sound? We both think naming her after your late mother would be an excellent way of honoring her memory!”

Elbert swallowed heavily, noting the faint wisp of his power glowing in both their eyes. This was all so fake. This decision didn’t sit well with him. Had he unconsciously elicited this response while reinforcing his control over him? He had no idea.

He couldn’t stand being in front of them a moment longer. “It sounds like a lovely idea,” he murmured, choking down his emotions. “She would find the idea delightful.”

“I’ll be along to the reception later,” he continued, finally giving up his struggle to remain pleasant. “I have other business to attend to.”

The Queen of Calendoria gave him a little wave, a smile lighting her face. “Very well, but I’m expecting you later! I’m your mother now, you know, and I’d love to spend more time with you!”

The prince groaned internally. That was the last thing he wanted to do right now. The depressing thing was that he was going to have to get over these hang ups if he wished to make everything run smoothly. At least he was quite practiced at hiding his feelings.

He flashed them a smile which didn’t touch his eyes. “I’ll make sure to be there before the closing ceremonies. I promise.”

Nodding low, he turned rapidly, his purple cape swishing behind him as he marched straight for the chamber’s exit, ignoring the guards. He found himself unable to relax until the heavy oak door closed behind him, blocking out the sounds of the pleased crowd.

His shoulders slumped. The stress was getting to him. He needed a break.

Only, the sort of break he wanted was fraught with different sorts of perils. He straightened. Best to face them now. They would only get worse the longer he waited.

His polished leather boots changed direction, marching with a steady gait towards his own chambers. The slave formerly known as Veronica would be there, he knew. They had arranged it beforehand.

His fiancée had supported him through all this mess, though he hadn’t really deserved it. Though they had copulated a few times, he had been unable to spend much time with her due to his duties. He hadn’t even invaded her dreams, feeling too guilty about how much power he wielded over her.

She couldn’t really love him, not after he had put her into that suit and messed with her mind. She would probably ask him to remove it as soon as he stepped into the room. Pushing his chest out, he stopped at the chamber door. This was likely to be unpleasant, too.

Reaching out for the handle, he was surprised to find that his hand was trembling. Dealing with his father and new mother was rage inducing, but this would be much more personal. This was more important to him than he wanted to admit.

Gripping the handle firmly, he pulled it open wide, revealing his sitting room. It was empty, and quiet. Too quiet.

Suddenly on the alert, he swiveled his head, turned it left and right quickly to make sure nothing was waiting for him behind the chamber door. It didn’t seem likely that an assassin would be sent at him right after the marriage ceremonies, but there was always the outside possibility that he had failed to account for a spy who had figured out his secret.

Bad outcomes rumbling through his brain, he stopped at the coffee table. Three shot glasses had been set up, sitting side by side, the residue of a golden liquor sitting in a ring around the bottom. Lifting one of them, he took a sniff, his nostrils widening as he frowned.

Brandy. From his special stash. Setting the glass back down, he moved over to his well stocked bar. The level of liquor in his favorite bottle was noticeably lower. Someone was drinking for liquid courage, but why did they have to choose his favorite?

Incensed, he made for his bedroom, suspicions rising. There was only one person he was expecting there, and if she had drunk that much, she could very well be sleeping it off.

Knocking on the door, he cracked it ajar, taking a peek inside. He hadn’t completely forgotten his earlier suspicions, and wished to be prudent with his actions. There were all kinds of nefarious possibilities, after all - if he was caught with his fiancée before they were married, there was sure to be a row.

On the other hand, it was something that was likely to be forgiven, so that would not be a terribly effective tactic. He sighed, scanning the room. The chest of drawers was as he had left it, his mother’s music box taking pride of place.

The mirror behind it gave him a fairly good view of the rest of the room, shadows reflecting in its shimmering surface. His breath caught as he spotted a black, rubbery figure on his four poster bed. The curtains were half drawn, castle iconography nestled within the wrinkles. Was she sleeping?

Creaking the door the rest of the way open, he took a careful step inside, making sure to secure it behind him, turning the tab to set the lock. If this was a trap, it seemed like a fairly pedestrian one.

Marching over to his bed, he drew the curtain and looked down upon his slave. Although she was masked, he had no trouble identifying her as his fiancée. The energy he had used to twist the spell of her suit was responding to his presence, giving off a unique signature.

Her arms and legs had been drawn towards the four corners of the bed, soft, silk rope binding her to the elaborately turned posters. The lower ropes had been tied over her knee high boots, spreading her crotch open for his inspection.

Idly running his eyes over her rubber coated inner thighs, he hesitated. She certainly hadn’t done this to herself. The niggling feeling that this was a trap began to come back.

“Enjoying the view?” Veronica shifted slightly, tugging on her wrists. “I should have expected as much from the man who put me into this suit.”

Elbert pinched his nose, sighing. “I truly wish this could have happened differently, my dear, but I had no other option. Anything less than your utter slavery would have easily been detected by my father, and then we would all be his slaves. You’ll have to accept this as the best possible outcome, for now.”

He lifted an arm towards her. “I could continue researching a way to remove the slave suit, if you wish it.”

Veronica narrowed her eyes at him. “There you go, making assumptions. Just like a man.”

She laid her head back against the pillow. “It took me some time, but I’ve gotten past that, with some help from your friends.” She wiggled her hips. “I simply wish to be taken by you. Now.”

The prince frowned. She didn’t look like she was drunk, but he didn’t wish to take advantage of her. He needed to be certain.

Leaning over, he unlaced his shoes, kicking them under the bed. Rounding the left side, he sat on the edge, leaning over to smell. There was only a faint trace of liquor commingled with the warmth of her breath.

She giggled, wiggling her body against him delightfully. “You look so serious! I’m not drunk, silly. We all had a toast to celebrate being your slaves.”

More giggling echoed from the bathroom. Confused, the prince looked up, just in time to spot two more girls entering the room, dressed in their shimmering black slave suits. Prancing over to the bed, they flanked him from either side, blocking any attempt at escape. They both looked at him hungrily.

“Gossy feels lonely without you, Master,” said the slave woman on his left.

“Brassy did as you asked with the king, Master,” said the slave on his right, her lips pouting, “but you haven’t spent time with me lately.”

Oh dear. This was a problem he hadn’t factored into his calculations - how could he possibly satisfy all three of them at the same time?

“They’ve been very kind,” said Veronica. “It’s been hard adjusting to being your slave, but they’ve been helping me.”

Elbert frowned. That explained a lot - their new easy familiarity with each other, and why Veronica had been tied to the bed. They clearly meant for him to ravish her, but he simply couldn’t. Not until he addressed the important details that were eating at his mind.

Brassy and Gossy reached for his shirt buttons, but he waved them off. This couldn’t wait. He turned to Veronica, who was watching him avidly. “Is this really what you want? Be serious, please.”

His slave scrunched up her face cutely, the rubber mask clinging to every crease. “To be honest, before you enslaved me, I wasn’t a good woman, Master. I was a grasping chit who didn’t know what she wanted. I believed that if I could marry a prince and control him, that would give me the power I wanted and make me fulfilled.”

She paused, flexing her wrists. “I see things differently now. I didn’t really want that power at all. I only wanted a strong man to wrap me in his arms and tell me how to behave, to comfort me. To own me. To love me. None of the other men in my life could give that to me, which is why I behaved so poorly.”

Her face relaxed, her mouth smiling gently. “It wasn’t until you forced me to confront myself that I realized these things. So, fuck me, Master. Make me your woman, your Aphis. That is what I truly want, now.”

Elbert grunted, his mind racing. This time, he didn’t attempt to stop the two slave girls as they worked to take off his jacket. If this is what she truly wanted, he wouldn’t deny her.

He couldn't help but feel that this was wrong somehow. That his magic had affected the woman so deeply it was impossible for him to get a truthful answer out of her. If he had a chance to work on her more, perhaps she would change her mind.

Two voracious mouths kissed his cheeks possessively as their hands fumbled at his pants. “She could barely contain herself while we waited for you,” whispered Gossy.

“Practically a wet mess,” agreed Brassy. “She complained for hours about her former lovers. You should give it to her properly. Hurry up, Master. I can’t stand another minute of hearing about those useless fools.”

He stood, his trousers dangling around his ankles. His decisions stood in stark contrast. Should he copulate with his bride to be, and accept the legacy of his powers? Or should he reject everything they stood for, declaring them immoral? If he held back now, he would be an utter hypocrite given what he had done to his father, yet giving in seemed like a cop out.

At a crossroads, he could decide nothing, completely deadlocked. Seeing his indecision, Veronica, no, Aphis, writhed on the bed, voicing her frustration. “You look like you are attempting to be annoyingly noble,” she groaned, jerking her head upwards.

“You’re the one who put me in this state. It’s your responsibility to solve it!” she demanded, sweat beading on her brow. “What’s past is done and over with. I want you now!”

Seeing that he wasn’t budging, she sighed, her body still tense. “I bet I know what you’re thinking now. You’re wondering if this is the real me who wants this.” She cursed under her breath. “I don’t even like the past me. She was cruel, and grasping. I’m a better person than she’ll ever be.”

Her eyes settled on the prince, pleading. “What you did to me improved me, truly. Without the changes you’ve made, I’d still be making petty decisions to sabotage you and slighting servants for minor infractions. You’ve made me better than I could ever be on my own. Why can’t you understand that?”

When he stirred, she grinned. “See? I’m manipulating you even now, it’s that deeply baked into my nature. This time, however, it’s for the best. For our future together. As prince and princess.”

She laid her head back, looking at the ceiling. “If you leave me now, this will never be resolved. The psychological wounds will fester, and neither of us will ever be what we were meant to be. Master, and slave.”

She gasped as the prince wrapped his hot hands around her thighs, gripping her possessively. “I still can’t fully accept this,” he remarked with heat in his voice, “but you make very convincing arguments. Prepare yourself!”

Her breathing became more urgent as the prince slid his fingers over her rubber covered inner lips, pressing his thumbs into her flesh on either side to lever them open. “You’re wet for me,” he remarked, a masculine chuckle reverberating from within. “Or is that the slave suit’s doing?”

Aphis clamped her lips together and shook her head, tilting up to look at him, annoyed. A presence suddenly appeared on either side of him. Hands ran over his shoulders, stroking his biceps. “Stop teasing her,” whispered Brassy, pressing her head into his neck. “All she could talk about while we were waiting was you.”

Gossy hummed as she leaned into him, too, the vibration transferring to his skin from his right shoulder. “She asked us to distract her so that she could stop herself from masturbating. It wasn’t easy for her to save herself for you. Just fuck her, Master, we all want to watch.”

There was a dangerous undertone there. She might want to watch, but she wanted more, too. That would be difficult to accomplish here without incurring real world responsibilities, but there was a solution for that.

What happened in the Dreaming would stay there, and nobody could complain about what he did in that ephemeral world. There his full desires could be unleashed without consequence. Nobody would know, either, unless he wished it.

“Mmm,” he murmured, “you sure know how to turn up the mood.”

He couldn’t deny how enticing their soft bodies were as they pressed up against him, the gap between their rubber covered breasts rubbing down his arms. The effect was electric, his dick engorging with blood. The bulbous tip jerked upwards, wanting to conquer his slave.

No, not just a slave. His lover, and soon to be wife. She would support him in all that he did, and in return, he would show her the dominance she felt she had lacked in her past relationships. She would bear his children, and they would become great together.

He ran his eyes over her bound form, delighting in how the glossy suit gripped her skin, showing off her attributes. Especially where the creases circled around her breasts, rounded orbs topped with erect nipples. She trembled, her little movements causing the suit to stretch and creak enticingly.

They had both waited long enough. Grunting, he guided his dick into her rubbery snatch, pleased at how easily her lips spread for him. Her toes flexed as she swallowed him up, her vagina squeezing his length as he pushed all the way in.

He waited there, grinning as his lover groaned from being completely filled. “Master, don’t tease me,” she pleaded. “I can’t bear it any longer!”

He hummed, releasing himself from his worries as he pulled back for another thrust. Fucking his slave was the purest form of pleasure, only enhanced by the fact that she would soon be his wife.

He could give in to his desires completely here. It didn’t matter if he got her pregnant now, as the ceremony was only a few days away. The king and queen’s marriage was far more important due to the unification of the kingdoms it represented, which is why they hadn’t scheduled a double wedding on the same day.

However, it would have been inefficient to space them farther apart, as the merrymakers and families would not want to travel twice to see the festivities. In the end, a compromise had been struck, moving his nuptials back slightly so that their happy occasion would not be too overshadowed.

That was okay. He preferred to be out of the spotlight. It was not his desire to rule the kingdom directly anyway, though in practice, through his magic, that was effectively the end result.

“You’re thinking again,” moaned Aphis, glowering at him. “You always get that look on your face. It’s cute, but I want you focused on me.”

The prince grinned. “Yes, my princess,” he hissed, speeding up his thrusts.

She quickly rolled her eyes and gave in to the pleasure, the bed shifting under him. Brassy and Gossy had changed their positions as well, stroking their hands down his sides. If they thought that would encourage him to change the target of his affections, they would be wrong.

He was in control here, and he wanted to dominate his future wife. Completely.

Leaning in, he sped up again, grabbing her thighs so that he could rock his body in time with hers. Aphis writhed, her legs shifting back and forth as she jostled against his dick. “Don’t set me free, ever, Master! I belong to you!” She screamed as her body vibrated, pleasure suffusing her face.

He grinned. This was only the first orgasm. There would be plenty more to come.

Slapping the side of her glossy ass, he shifted his angle, slowing down. “Naughty slave,” he grunted. “Taking your pleasure before your Master. I thought you would be better behaved than that!”

Aphis mewled, looking contrite. “Please, Master, don’t punish me for it. I’ve been thinking about this all day. I couldn’t help myself!”

He smacked her thigh, marveling at how the slave suit distorted as it absorbed the blow, her flesh jiggling underneath. “That may be true, but that’s poor endurance. I will have to train you personally on how to satisfy me better in the future.”

“Train me,” hissed Aphis, biting her lip to suppress a groan. “Make me better, make me yours.”

“With pleasure,” he said huskily as he rammed himself home.

He scowled as he noticed two heads below him, hungry faces leaning in with their mouths open. No doubt they wanted to suck on his balls, but he wasn’t in the mood. Stopping his thrusting, he shooed them away. “Go have fun with each other,” he ordered. “I don’t have time to play with you now.”

A look of petulance flitted across both their faces, then they looked at each other and giggled as if they had come up with a secret plan. “As you please, Master,” said Gossy, and they both retreated.

Shaking his head, he pushed back into his slave, moving slowly to reestablish a new rhythm. Aphis’ body was relaxed now, enjoying the pleasure of his movement, her breath coming in slow bursts, synchronized with his pushing.

She watched him voraciously, tracing her eyes over his broad shoulders. “I love you,” she whispered.

Surprised, Elbert slowed, looking at her with a questioning glance. Hooding her eyes, she pressed her lips together, refusing to confirm what she had just said.

Making an annoyed grunt, he wrapped his hands under her and grabbed her ass cheeks, kneading them with his hands. Groaning, she bucked her hips upwards, pressing herself into him as he worked inside her.

The wet sound of his balls slapping against her rubber covered privates rang through the air, accompanied by sporadic groans from both of them. He could feel himself getting closer to climax, and he gritted his teeth. “I’m going to fill you up,” he declared. “Pump you full of my essence. You belong to me.”

Two feminine moans distracted him from his intentions. Looking up, he rolled his eyes. Brassy and Gossy had set themselves up next to the bed within his field of view, their arms wrapped around each other. Leaning in, they sloppily kissed, one of them sucking slowly on the other’s tongue in a blatantly erotic display that caused his dick to jump within Aphis’ pussy.

They were oversexed and incorrigible! The wheels began turning in his mind. He would definitely have to pay them back for this.

“Please, Master, don’t stop!” complained Aphis, looking at him desperately.

It was evident that while they had distracted him, Aphis had been reaching for a second climax. It was time to finish this.

Girding himself, he thrust deep. This time it was for his pleasure. Setting his feet, he began to increase his rhythm, locking himself into her as his penis pulsed its satisfaction.

Breathing heavily, he sped up each time he pressed against her, moving faster than he had during her first orgasm. The time for slow and steady had passed. He was giving it to her rough and ready.

Aphis began to moan uncontrollably in high pitched squeaks. “Fuck, yes, Master, give it to me. Give it all to me. I want it!”

Her last words trailed off as she lost the power of speech, her brain blanking as she was brought to new heights. Elbert could feel himself tensing, anticipating. It was coming.

A few more pumps. There. It was too late to back out now.

Pressing himself against her, he felt the warmth of her pelvis as his penis jerked inside her. He was unable to suppress his own moan as he spurted into her, giving her what she wanted.

Mine, he thought, claiming his ownership over her. Mine forever.

They gasped, savoring the sensation of being linked with each other. Belonging.

As they slowly came down from the high, they both smiled, knowing.

“I love you too,” he said quietly, surprised that he actually meant it.


Chapter Seven

The box rolled smoothly across the threshold onto the stage, the rumbling of its wheels stopping as it was positioned appropriately. Laying inside on her shoulder, Aphis took several calming breaths. She would do well in this performance, as long as it went how they had rehearsed it in last night’s dream.

She was wearing the latex jester uniform the prince put her in every time he imagined her in his Dreaming, the vivid colors making her a colorful mess. She didn’t particularly like it herself, but was willing to play along with her husband’s fantasies.

Worse than that, her ankles had been locked into two holes at the end of the box, restricting her movement. She could wiggle them around a little bit, but there certainly wasn’t going to be any kind of escape. All she could do for now was wait.

She examined her painted nails via a beam of light that entered the box via carefully concealed mirrors above. Small yellow stars had been inked falling through alternating solid colors, in both purple and green - the colors of the two kingdoms, now united.

Gossy had done them for her, after she had remarked how nice Brassy’s fingers looked. She was surprised and pleased at the woman’s hidden skills. What other things had she missed when she had been plain old boring Veronica?

The old her would have dismissed them as background objects, lusting after power and control. Now that she had ceded those desires as belonging to the prince, she had found herself enjoying the little things, like spending a few hours gossiping with the clown girls. There was plenty of fun to be had around scheming how they could enhance the prince’s pleasure during their next play time.

She tapped a long fingernail against her painted lips. Sex with the prince had been spectacular lately, though he had been spending more time with the others recently. She should be jealous of this, but he had kept his promise of indulging with them only in his Dreaming. This meant that overall she was receiving far more attention from him. It would be petty of her to complain.

That didn’t mean she could stop herself from wanting more. The heart always yearned for what it couldn’t have.

Rattling sounds came from outside the box, a muffled male voice rising in tone. She fixed a smile to her face. Showtime.

The bright lights of the tent dazzled her as a door on the box fell open. She lifted a hand, waving at an audience she couldn’t see. “Give a warm welcome to the lovely Veronica, princess of the dual kingdoms of Calendoria and the High Reaches!”

The clapping that ensued was thunderous. As she blinked, vague figures began to resolve beyond the stage. Fat men, short men, elegantly dressed women, and among them, a few faces she recognized as being the prince’s advisors.

These were a far cry from the wooden puppets that had attended the prince’s previous performances. These people weren’t figments of the prince’s imagination. They wanted to be here, and although they might not remember the show long after they woke up, they were sure to enjoy themselves.

Her heart caught as she spotted a few more familiar faces. What were her former paramours doing here? Anxiety grew in her breast as her face flushed. The activities they had planned were decidedly adult in nature. This was going to be so embarrassing!

The prince touched her white cheek gently. “Calm down,” he said in a low voice. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.” His lips curled up in a grin.

He knew, damn him. She drew her smile wider, keeping her teeth clenched together. “You’ll pay for this later,” she hissed.

“I think not,” the prince remarked. “You’re going to forget about this entirely and enjoy the show.”

Whirling about, he drew a handkerchief from the pocket of his black suit, twirling it in the air. “Ladies and gentlemen!” he declared, making complex motions with his hands. “Tonight, you shall see the impossible. Gird your loins and brace yourselves for a voyage through the world of imagination!”

His hands stopped moving, a silk crane sitting in the palm of his hand. Covering it with his other hand, he thrust them both towards the audience, lifting them open. Between his fingers, a white dove flapped its wings, drifting over the heads of the audience.

They made a sound of wonder as the bird circled them a few times, finally deciding that it wanted to perch in the rafters above. “We’ll worry about getting her back into my pocket later,” said the prince in a dry voice, eliciting a few scattered laughs.

“Now, on to the main event!” he declared, dancing back over to the box. Grabbing a tubular metal grip attached to the end, he wheeled her over to center stage.

Lining the box up on subtle marks made into the stage floor, he pressed his foot on a hidden button. A purple satin curtain dropped from the ceiling, crumpling on the floor in front of the colorfully painted box.

An anticipatory buzz rose through the crowd as they began to realize what the curtain was hiding. Two nude women hung suspended, their butts resting on a metal shaft. A metal crossbeam had been secured to the center, forming a platform for their bound legs to rest on. Strict straps forced their hips to tilt upwards, causing their bare pussies to face each other.

Their upper bodies were in even stricter bondage. Their arms had been bound similarly to their legs, but they had been completely hidden within two leather sleeves which had also been secured with straps.

Their necks had been locked together with golden metal bands, their lips wrapped around a shared ball gag that was secured with a thick, black leather strap around both of their heads. If they tried, they could barely touch the tip of their tongues together around the bottom of the large ball. Their rainbow colored hair had been braided and tied to wires behind them which attached the entire device to the ceiling.

They whined and bucked as the metal contraption was lowered slowly towards the stage. At first, the cause of their predicament wasn’t immediately obvious, but as they shifted back and forth, the audience could catch glimpses of the thick, double ended dildo that was buried within both their snatches.

As they descended above the wooden box Aphis was locked into, the platform stopped, hanging right above her. The prince raised his arms, pointing at the suspended duo. “See the grace of their bondage?” he asked softly. “Within their grasp lies a puzzle that holds in its balance life and death.”

Aphis snorted and the prince shot her a glare, causing her to grin even wider. She stared at him, daring him to call her out. He leaned in, whispering quickly, eyes glowing purple. “I wouldn’t be so dismissive if I were you. I still owe you for last time.”

She rolled her eyes as he whirled back towards the audience. It wasn’t that big of a deal, not really. She had only sabotaged his ugliest clothing. It wasn’t her fault that some of it had fallen apart during a council meeting. He should be paying closer attention to his daily appearance!

The prince gesticulated wildly at the contraption, doing his best to work up the audience. “To the bottom of this device I shall secure a saw!” he declared, leaning over to place his hand under the wooden box.

Gripping a piece of metal, he yanked on it, revealing a long, but thin blade. It wobbled and rattled in the air, one end filled with vicious teeth. Spinning his free hand, he produced an unripened pear from his white glove, drawing the sharp edge of the blade along the side to demonstrate its efficacy.

“The teeth have been made extra sharp,” grinned the prince, flicking a finger against the blade to produce a metallic ping.

Whirling the blade through the air for extra effect, he made a show of locking the flat upper edge into a track built into the bottom of the swaying bondage platform. The two bound clown girls groaned into each other, slobbering around the ball gag.

Ignoring their plight, he twisted a few thumbscrews to secure the blade, then turned and raised his hands as he addressed the audience. “Can they resist their urges and remain still long enough to avoid cutting the princess in half?”

Moving back to the slowly moving platform, he ran a gloved finger along one of the bound woman’s thighs, eliciting a moan as she tried and failed to jerk away from him. Grabbing hold of the metal rail to stabilize the platform, he pressed a button on the box sitting between the two women’s legs.

Their noises of protest immediately were replaced with groans of pleasure as the box whirred to life. Wet squelching sounds echoed across the stage as the fat dildos pressed into their wet pussies time after time.

Their breathing deepened as pleasure took hold of their bodies, their painted breasts wobbling together as the insidious machine fucked them. The entire platform began to sway as the dildos alternated, stuffing each of them full in turn as if they were riding a seesaw.

Wiggling back and forth, tears ran down their white painted faces as they were forced to take the intruders repeatedly. Inevitably, the platform moved farther and faster with each thrust, moving back and forth in a sawing motion.

Shrugging, the prince smiled at the audience. “It looks like that question has already been answered! However, there’s still another chance for our princess. Her new parents might be able to save her if they have sufficient skill!”

Two spotlights flashed over the stage, settling on two figures who were descending from the rafters. The first was a woman sitting comfortably, suspended in a swing. Her mouth had been plugged with a gag, the creases of the strap digging into her cheeks. She was able to kick her legs freely, but otherwise she was wearing her slave suit, wrapped up tight in black rubber.

Straps ran across her chest under her breasts, securing her to the chair so that it would be impossible for her to fall out. Her arms were bound behind her back, shoulders squeezed together by the sleeve of an armbinder. The metal loop at the end was attached to the base of the seat, tilting her slightly upward to present her exposed snatch.

The other figure was a male sitting in his own swing, wearing leather pants with a cut out exposing his erect penis, an intricate cock ring locked onto its base. He was dressed in a bondage harness, a large metal ring holding the straps together over his chest. Unlike the woman, he was wearing a simple belt to hold him onto the swing, his hands free to clasp the swing’s supporting straps.

The prince’s voice lifted as he held out one hand towards them, filling the hall. “May I present to you, your King and Queen!”

He waited for the clapping and whistling to die down before continuing. “The goal here is rather simple. The king needs to reach and fuck his queen to completion before the princess is cut in twain. He will need to hurry, however, as every time the two bound servants make a noise, the saw will be lowered even closer to the box!”

Reaching behind his back, he gave the audience a shallow bow. As he straightened up, he placed a white porcelain mask over his face, red lips painted in a grin. “Let the games begin,” he growled in a low voice, his eyes becoming a deeper purple.

A whimper came from one of the two bound women on the saw platform, and the hoist lowered them a little towards Aphis. She watched them with a leery eye, not entirely certain how this performance was going to go. The prince could be awfully mercurial when playing, sometimes. Hopefully he didn’t intend on punishing her too heavily, or this could get rather unpleasant.

The king, hanging far above her, grunted with exertion as he swung back and forth. With each burst from his legs, he swung closer to the queen, a hungry expression on his face. Reaching out with his fingertips, he barely missed catching hold of the strap that suspended his wife’s swing.

Aphis sighed, watching them with boredom. After a few weeks of being around them, it was clear the man was insatiable and could think of nothing other than being with his wife. For a time, she had thought that was the result of the prince’s magic, but after spending a lot of time in the prince’s bed, she had decided that it was hereditary.

Not that it was a bad thing - she simply didn’t want to watch the large man copulating with the queen. It was good for the kingdom, of course, but it wasn’t really any of her business. She’d much rather be pressed against a hard table by the prince, getting her brains fucked out by his thick cock.

On his second attempt, the large man managed to snag one of the straps on the queen’s chair, pulling her towards him. Grunting like an ogre, he moved his other hand under her calf, holding her steady until he could maneuver himself into position.

The woman’s body flexed in her bonds as he pressed himself into her, a pleased hum escaping from around her gag. Her chest pushed out, presenting her rubber covered breasts to the king. If the man had his hands free, he would likely be pawing at them, but as it was he had to concern himself with using his strength to hold her in place.

As time went on, it would become more difficult for him to hold her steady for each thrust. His endurance would be the key to his success and would grant her freedom from this deadly magic trick - if freedom was what she truly desired.

Her mind wandered as she watched the king fucking his new wife, imagining more scenarios she could share later with her husband. This swing idea was quite creative. She wondered idly if she could convince her husband to set one up in the bedroom without the castle staff asking too many questions.

That shouldn’t pose too much of a problem, as the only servants allowed inside the prince’s private chambers now were Sera and Arianna - Gossy, and Brassy respectively.

It was difficult for her to remember their real names, as they rarely used them when they were together servicing Master. For now, at least, it was still necessary to keep up the fiction that they were her Master’s personal maids.

They were that, of course, but they were also his personal slaves and confidants, something that would definitely be a problem if it became known generally. The prince had been forced to spend a considerable amount of time soundproofing his chambers and ensuring that security was tight.

Even then, they couldn’t fully relax, not unless they were here in the Dreaming, the prince’s personal playground. Here there was no danger to any of them. They could truly be themselves.

The swaying platform with the saw blade attached was descending ever closer to her box. Brassy and Gossy had given up any resistance, actively pushing into each other as the machine filled their pussies with the dark dildo.

Aphis wasn’t all that surprised. The two of them had shown a remarkable lack of restraint in the short time she had known them. This performance was always going to end with her getting sawed in half, anyway.

There was an outside chance that the king would succeed at breeding his queen, however. She watched the humping king with idle curiosity, wondering whether or not his strength would hold out. He certainly seemed determined to fill her up with his essence, the queen’s rubber coated body rippling with each rough thrust.

Sweat poured from the king’s brow, his arms shaking. He wasn’t used to such exertion, his pallid face gaping open. He made one final thrust, the queen squealing in pleasure. As her body jerked in orgasm, his arms finally gave out.

Letting go of the straps, he thrust his hips forward, groaning with mixed ecstasy and humiliation as his semen spurted out in an arc. The viscous fluid splattered against the stage floor, creating a streaky mess as his chair swung through the air.

Aphis sighed. What a disgusting mess! He was as useless as ever. She wasn’t sure why she had expected anything more out of him. Now she really was going to be at the tender mercies of whatever performance her dear husband had cooked up.

The bondage platform dropped further, the saw rattling against the top of the box. As it bit into the wood, a plume of sawdust shot out both ends, generating two yellow piles on the floor. The weight of the bound woman helped to keep it in the channel, the blade biting deeper with each cut. Soon it neared the halfway mark, where it would be in danger of touching her flesh.

It was debatable what was actually real here in the prince’s Dreaming. Their bodies, their dresses, their looks were all malleable, simple reflections of their inner souls. Everything else worked exactly how the prince wanted it to work, nothing more, nothing less. Of course, because of that fact, she didn’t really know exactly what would happen, but she trusted the prince to treat her right.

She still felt some trepidation as the blade touched her midsection. The prince had just promised her some form of punishment.

She sighed with relief as the blade passed through her body as if she was an ephemeral being. There was a buzzing hum, but certainly no pain or obvious sign that she was being cut in two. It certainly looked real, but reality here was never as it seemed.

Writhing, she pretended to be in real pain, doing her best to act like she was actually being severed. She doubted that it looked very realistic, but this was all for the sake of the act, anyway. They were simply trying to entertain the audience, not fool them completely

The prince pranced over, sliding two partitions into the box on either side of the saw blade, neatly dodging the swinging hazard as it passed through the bottom end of the box. He slid down the side to where her legs were sticking out, taking hold of the metal railing on the side.

With a wink towards the audience, he pulled the box towards himself, leaving the front half in place. This revealed the vertical blank metal sheets of the partitions, leading the onlookers to believe that the single box had been completely divided in two. The crowd rumbled as they marveled at the illusion, watching in awe as he spun the bottom half of her box in circles, her feet wiggling up and down.

It was a strange sensation to be split in half, but not unpleasant. Her lower body still felt as though it was connected, no matter what it might look like. This was no illusion - just the mercurial stuff dreams were made of.

Moving his arms over the bottom half of the box, he crossed his hands on top of each other. They glowed and the box lifted off the table, hovering in mid-air. He mumbled a few nonsensical words, and the box shifted, turning over.

As he expanded his hands outwards, the box settled back neatly on the cart, leaving her lower half completely upside down. Aphis frowned, feeling strange. This was something she hadn’t seen before. What was he planning?

Running his fingers down the back edge, he popped open a few latches. “Ladies and gentlemen, not only has she fallen to pieces, but now her lower half is definitely upside down.”

Folding the rear two halves of the box open, he displayed her chained legs, her exposed butt mooning the audience. The prince gave it a good slap and she jumped, looking at him angrily. For good measure, he seized a chunk of her flesh, giving it a good squeeze to remind her of her place. She stuck out her tongue at him, quickly swapping back to a fake dazzling smile for the audience.

The prince laughed behind his mask. “She’s not looking cooperative today, folks. What should we do with her?” He leaned towards the audience, cupping a hand to his ear.

Everyone in the crowd shouted a slightly different answer. “What’s that? I can’t hear you!” declared the prince, taking an exaggerated step towards them.

They shouted louder, a random cacophony of sound. “Screw her? Very well, crude, but appropriate.” His gaze shifted to her, the mask hiding his expression.

Aphis laughed internally. It was clear to her that he had planned this all along. She was rather looking forward to it.

He pressed his fingers into the rear of the box, revealing a panel that swung downwards, giving him direct access to her nethers. He stroked a gloved finger around her wet snatch a few times, causing her breath to catch. Did he mean to fuck her now? No, he was still getting prepared.

Leaving her gaping pussy bereft, he strode back over to her upper half. Tingling, she squirmed, dismayed that her fun would be delayed. “Please excuse me for a moment while I fetch a few assistants to help tease her. It wouldn’t be entertaining if we proceeded too quickly!” he announced, pushing the box containing her upper half out of the way.

The smile on Aphis’ face became more strained as she shook her head at the prince. He ignored her discomfort, walking briskly to the platform where Brassy and Gossy were still bound. He detached the saw blade, tossing it onto the stage, the platform lowering smoothly to the floor. Their asses pressed into the wood, tension releasing from the metal bar they had been sitting on.

The dildo box, its task accomplished, had retracted the rubbery dildos into itself, leaving its two sweaty victims to enjoy the afterglow of being roughly reamed. The rubber around their breasts creased enticingly as they breathed heavily, their bodies still held tightly.

The prince quickly set to work on their arms, undoing the leather strips holding them in place. Straps dangling, he carefully unwrapped the rectangle of leather, revealing their rubber coated arms clasping each other.

Sighing, the women flexed their gloved hands, letting them dangle at their sides while the prince moved to their other side. Not satisfied with waiting, they moved their hands onto each other’s chests, fingers grasping rubber coated orbs.

Their bodies jerked as they moaned, unable to keep themselves off each other. Aphis tapped her painted nail against the bottom of the wooden box, annoyed. If they wanted to fuck that badly, let them, and leave the prince to her.

The prince finished removing the final armbinder, moving onto their legs. Lost in their own world, the clown girls slobbered around the ball gag, playing with each other’s breasts. A flash of jealousy speared through her chest. She wished she had someone playing with her.

She flicked her eyes upward. Even they were getting more action than she was at the moment. The queen had managed to swing herself back into the king’s grasp, her arching body trembling as the king speared her once more. She doubted the king had much left to give, but he certainly was trying hard, wrapping his arm around the swing’s strap to give him longevity. It was a shame he hadn’t figured that out earlier.

She hissed, tired of watching them all receive pleasure. Everyone was getting sexed but her.

No, that wasn’t completely fair. The prince hadn’t been able to sate himself yet. Her eyes fixed upon his crotch, noting the barely concealed bulge he sported as he untied the clown girl’s hair from the support wires.

He wanted them, that was for certain, but he was containing himself for her. She sealed her lips. He didn’t deserve her spiteful accusations. Not yet, at least. She watched him closely, urging him mentally to finish more quickly.

Fortunately, he was almost done, fingers pressing a button hidden underneath the collars linking the two women together. With that detached, all he had to do was unbuckle the gag from around each of their necks, and they were finally free.

“Thank you, Master,” they both croaked with gusto, licking their lips and swallowing.

“Attend the princess,” he ordered, tilting his head at Aphis. “Show her the pleasure I’ve granted you.”

“Yes, Master,” they grinned with painted red lips, helping each other to stand.

They walked stiffly towards her, wiggling their sore asses, bare feet padding across the wooden floor. “She doesn’t look very happy,” said Brassy, making an exaggerated sad face.

“She’s too uptight,” giggled Gossy, shaking her head to gather the rainbow colored strands of her ponytail behind her back. “Angry performers are dull performers.”

She drew back as they loomed over her. She didn’t fear them, per se, but she didn’t know what they were planning on doing to her. What had the prince told them?

Leaning in, Brassy grabbed her back, forcefully sliding her forward in the box. “You can’t escape us, silly clown,” she giggled.

“We’re going to have a special kind of fun with you,” declared Gossy, her eyes sparkling a dark purple. She reached her hand under Aphis’ trapped shoulder, turning her torso a little so that her breasts were exposed to them. “The Master is going to make you squeal.”

Aphis gulped as she felt a hand wrapping around her thigh. The prince meant to fuck her while she was distracted by the clown girls. Unfair!

Gossy placed a hand over one of her breasts, gripping a dangling zipper between her fingers. She slowly pulled it open, revealing the cream colored flesh of her breast. Dipping her fingers under the fabric, she gently tugged it out, wrapping her thumb over the nipple.

Aphis suppressed a moan. Fortunately, the white makeup she had on would hide the reddening of her cheeks, though that wouldn’t help her much as the assault on her body intensified.

Especially not when the head of her husband’s swollen dick probed at her inner lips. She made an aborted grunt, her mouth dropping open in anticipation. She waited, on edge, but he failed to press his length into her. What was he waiting for?

As Brassy unzipped the cover over her other breast, she slowly began to realize what the prince was planning. He was going to tease her silly, hoping to extract an embarrassing reaction from her.

She leaned into the two clown girl’s hands. Very well. She could handle a little pleasure. She was made of sterner stuff than him, and she could prove it. She’d take all he could give her, and more, until he was forced to expend himself inside her to relieve the pressure.

The clown girls certainly weren’t going to go easy on her. Gossy leaned in to kiss her on the cheek, running her tongue over Aphis’ sensitive flesh. “Heating up, Aphis? How long can you remain stoic while we have our way with you?”

She grunted, smoothing out her breathing to hide the jolt of pleasure she was experiencing as the prince pushed himself into her achingly slowly. “It won’t be a problem. We all know that I’m the most well behaved of us three.”

Brassy scoffed, prodding Aphis’ belly button. “What are you talking about? That’s a blatant lie. You’re an inveterate prankster, and love tweaking the prince’s nose. I don’t know where you’d be if we weren’t around to clean up your messes. As it is, you should be happy we only rarely get our chance for revenge.”

Aphis’ body jolted as the prince rammed himself home. She squeaked, fluttering her eyes. Gossy fondled her breast, squeezing her roughly. “Not so superior now, are we? How does it feel to be at our tender mercies?”

She swallowed, eyes burning. Their taunts weren’t particularly landing - she was far too distracted by the fire in her loins. The prince was definitely treating her roughly. She closed her eyes and bit her lower lip. She deserved this. She deserved everything they did to her. She was a bad girl.

She gasped, almost forgetting herself as the soft fingers on her breasts tweaked her nipples at the same time the prince slapped her ass. She shook her head, trying to deny to herself that the combined assault was working. She was already losing herself in the pleasure.

A stinging slap landed across her cheek. Gossy grabbed her ponytail, pulling her head off the bottom of the box. “Stay with us, girl, we haven’t even started your punishment yet.”

Head lolling, she noted that the prince’s cock had retreated, leaving her feeling empty. “Where did it go?” she mumbled.

“Away, you silly girl,” hissed Brassy, running a finger up her chest. “We get to have fun with you until he decides he’s done teasing you. And that could be a long, long time.”

Aphis groaned. If Elbert was in one of those moods, she was in for a humiliating ride. Especially with Brassy and Gossy doing their best to frustrate her further, and her exes in the audience watching her being taken down a peg or two.

She couldn’t worry about all that. She needed to remain calm, in the moment. It didn’t matter what the onlookers thought. She wasn’t their concern, not any more. Her only goal was to please the prince, and if it pleased him to treat her like this, so be it.

She gritted her teeth. He would be hearing about this later.

Or maybe He wouldn’t. Although she normally wouldn’t be able to get off from having her breasts teased, surprisingly she found her body responding nicely. Her toes curled as a spark of pleasure spiraled down from her tender breasts towards her pussy, her inner tunnel trembling with anticipation.

Shocked, she scrunched her face, hoping to hide her true state of arousal from the clown girls. She was actually nearing an orgasm!

“Stop!” she cried in fake alarm, tears forming in her eyes. “I can’t take it any more!”

As she suspected, they redoubled their efforts, squeezing and groping her even more. Brassy focused on her breasts, kneading and pulling her flesh as if it was playdough. Gossy focused on the arch of her neck, massaging the muscles all the way down her back.

The effect was electric, her breasts feeling as though they were swollen balloons, ready to pop. She was there, she just needed a little bit more!

One of Brassy’s fingers plucked over the top of her nipple, sending her into paroxysms of pleasure. The heat washed through her body, the tingling feeling of warmth flowing down to her fingertips. She arched her neck, grunting as her body vibrated, the muscles down below flexing and surging.

She savored the sensations, but still felt the loss of the prince’s penis. By all rights, it should have been spasming inside her while she rode this wave of pleasure to completion.

The high slowly wore off, an after sex languor settling in. She treasured these sensations, wishing that she was in bed with the prince, his strong arms holding her tight. The clown girls, the audience, all of them washed away as she bathed in her feelings.

Her thoughts sketched out an image of the prince’s face in her mind. The one that was soft with a warm complexion, not the mask he put on for the benefit of others. The man she had pledged herself to as her Master.

In the past two weeks she knew she had only scratched the surface of his complex mind. So much of himself he had been forced to hide from his father. So much had been twisted and lost. She wanted to dig him out of the hole he was in, to see him laughing, playful. To bring him joy.

A true smile blossomed on her face. She felt certain that together, it would be possible.

“She’s smiling,” remarked Gossy, her hands at her sides.

“She thinks she’s won by orgasming,” giggled Brassy. “She doesn’t know that was our plan.”

The pleasant languor fled as she frowned. What were they talking about?

Her body suddenly jolted as the prince pushed back into her, her sloppy wet pussy accepting his girth easily. This time, he didn’t appear to be stopping, his thrusting speeding up in both vigor and roughness.

“He wanted you to go first,” smiled Gossy, smug. “He knew you’d be easy to push over the edge. He’s going to finish in you without letting you reach the peak a second time.”

Aphis’ breath caught, sweat dripping from her face. Yes, he would do something like that, wouldn’t he. Not fair!

Her body was responding to his thrusts, but not fast enough. She was definitely headed for disappointment, but there was no way to stop it!

Groaning, she tossed her head. She started to curse, forgetting herself in front of the others. She should have expected something this underhanded. Damn the man!

Both of the clown girls were giggling now at her discomfort, the cacophony grating in her ears. “Shut up!” she whined. “Just wait until he does something like this to you!”

That stopped their laughter for a moment, but didn’t solve her real problem.

Breathing hard, her vagina throbbed, demanding her attention. It was impossible to ignore, and worse, she knew exactly how it would complain if the prince finished before she did. The only solution was to try and reach another orgasm before him!

She had little leverage to do so, however. She could shift her body weight a little, but that provided precious little extra motion. There wasn’t sufficient friction, and her body wasn’t warming up fast enough!

The hard length in her core was throbbing, the bulbous head of his dick rattling in her depths. She cried out in dismay. It was too late!

The flood gates opened as his dick spasmed, his thick liquid blasting into her in waves. The warmth of his sperm coated her tunnel as he held himself inside, enjoying the sharp bursts of masculine pleasure.

She couldn’t say the same for herself, as her body had found itself unable to respond fast enough. It was pleasant, for sure, but not earth shattering. She felt keenly the permanent loss of her second orgasm.

The prince knew this would happen. This was her true punishment.

She wanted to wail, to scream, but none of it would help. He might even feel pleasure at her rage, so she bottled it up inside. She would save her passion for later, when he least expected it. Her mind was already starting to work on how she could get back at him. The bedroom pranks had not ended, not by a long shot!

Bereft, she relaxed against the floor of the box, completely tired out. It was easy to ignore the snippy comments coming from Brassy and Gossy, as she was utterly done with the whole experience. Now that she knew no further pleasure would be forthcoming, she simply didn’t care.

The prince shouted something at the audience, and they clapped, probably pleased at his virility. She cursed herself. The abyss of bitterness inside her was spreading, and she couldn’t stop it. She had been turned into a display, made fun of in front of the audience. She didn’t like it one bit!

She barely noticed as the back end of the box was flipped over and pushed back together, the metal partitions removed. The prince ran his hand along the top of the box, cracking open a seam. “Just like that, she’s back together again. Say hello to the complete and undivided princess!”

The box dropped open, revealing her entire body, her ankles still chained to the bottom. She knew at this point she should wave and smile at the crowd, but she just couldn’t bring herself to do it. She scowled.

She hated that she couldn’t overcome her inner rage, but it was impossible. She couldn’t change how betrayed she felt. Throwing a pity party for herself wouldn’t improve the situation, but if she didn’t release these emotions in some way, she’d explode!

Seeing her curious expression, the prince leaned in to hide her face from the audience. “What do you think, my dear? I put this all together for you.”

She scoffed, narrowing her eyes. “For me? This was a pure male power fantasy!”

Her prince sighed. “Let me rephrase. I was inspired to do all this because of you.”

Her angry scowl wobbled a little. He wouldn’t be able to defuse her anger that easily. “That’s a little better, but still not good enough.”

He touched her nose. “Of course not, but that’s only because you don’t know how special you are to me. You still believe that I put on this performance to humiliate you.”

He rested his hip against the edge of the box, gathering her in his arms. “There would be no point to staging any of these games unless I truly loved you. You should know that by now, at least.”

An ache blossomed in her heart, the anger slowly starting to ease. She suddenly knew what had caused her anger to begin with. Fear. That realization unnerved her, sudden tears blossoming in her eyes.

“I… guess I don’t really believe it yet. So much has changed in such a short amount of time. How much of this is real, and how much of it is your fantasy? I guess I’m not really sure if this will last.”

Elbert hummed, a masculine thrum beating against her chest. “Of course it will. We’re bound together. I would never desert my wife. My slave.”

Her heart beat wildly in her chest. “Prove it.”

Reaching up, he took firm hold of his mask, pulling it away from his face to reveal his soft baby blue eyes. A sparkle danced deep within them, taking her breath away. “Believe it.”

He leaned in, taking possession of her soft lips as they pressed into each other.


Author’s Note

The core of the plot for this story, as many of mine do, came from a dream. Dreams are by necessity vague, but they certainly can make you feel things. To be honest, I no longer remember the specifics, though it certainly had something to do with women, who while they are dreaming, are put under the power of a malevolent male who puts them through various types of latex bondage.

This was then expanded into the plot you see today, though it was not without difficulties. The first section, with the council meeting, was originally written back in 2016. This then languished for a long period of time before I got around to picking it up earlier this year, sometime around June, though only some progress was made then.

This was around the time I came up with combining the idea of a carnival with the Dreaming. Clowns are not particularly fascinating to me, though they certainly are creepy to many and can make for great villains. I suppose some of this was informed by the Harley Quinn stereotype – crazy sexy.

More recently, I’ve been on a much stricter writing schedule, and when I finished a different story mid November, this was the natural next step. I had already exceeded my goal of writing more than 50,000 words in November, and wanted to reach for something more. This was the result.

As an author, there always seems to be a vault of ideas and half finished works that are worthy of attention. Of them, this was the most worthy of being finished. I do hope you enjoyed this dark fantasy, and I hope to see you again soon!
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