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    Derik’s Luck was written in the heady days of 2007-2008 on a couple image boards: 99chan/elit and 7chan/elit. At the time, I used the handle tSade!O9S.2cqv5k. The Kusaba image boards weren’t designed for writing stories so this novel was written in its entirety without being able to add chapters, correct typos, or even expand on things that were missing. One post and that was it. The only thing that kept me going were the comments folks posted after each chapter. Sadly, their names have been long forgotten through board resets and technical issues that inflict any site over thirteen years, but without those encouragements, this story would have never finished.

In the years that followed, Derik’s Luck was almost abandoned. Every few months, someone would track me down and ask for a copy. That kept the fires burning because every time, I was reminded that I needed to do Derik’s Luck justice and get it properly edited. I didn’t have the opportunity to do so, but you wouldn’t let me forget. Thank you.

Finally, in 2019, I finally found a wonderful editor who was willing to work with all my perversions and ideas. They went through and polished my little fantasy. Thank you, Shannon, I couldn’t have done this without you.

And finally, I got a push with a wonderful review out of the blue. That was what I needed to finally finish this story that I started thirteen years ago. For that, Plaguehound, you have my deepest thanks.
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            Chapter
            1
            
        


        Introducing Derik


        

        De­rik watched the full lips of the pros­ti­tute slide down his cock with a wry smile on his face. Even at her ex­or­bi­tant rate, she was worth every mark just from the heat of her mouth, the tick­le of her tongue, and the tits ca­ress­ing his legs. He leaned back against the head­board and sighed. “This is a fuck­ing good life.”

Her eyes flick­ered up to him and then back down to his length be­fore draw­ing up. Her bright red lips left a smear along his cock, dark­en­ing the swollen shaft, as she bobbed her head up to the top of his mem­ber. Her bright brown eyes lift­ed back to him, they were wide-eyed and in­no­cent.

He didn’t care that she had prob­a­bly spent months on the street. The in­no­cent look brought a surge of heat to his length. He tight­ened his mus­cles just to feel his hard­ness press against the soft heat of the top of her mouth. In only a few mo­ments, he would paint the back of her throat.

De­rik reached down to stroke her hair. He want­ed to en­joy the tex­ture of the bleached strands, a far cry from his own soft hair.

She jerked away, shov­ing down in the process, grind­ing her lips against the base of his cock and bury­ing her nose in dark hairs al­ready mat­ted with pre-cum and sali­va. The tip of his length rubbed the back of her throat, and he al­most came at the slick pres­sure of her mouth.

“Oh, fuck, that feels good.”

She slid up and let his shaft es­cape her lips with a pop. With a smile only slight­ly faked, she dove back down and pressed her lips tight against his base. Her tongue ca­ressed the bot­tom of his cock as he filled her mouth. On a mid­week night, eighty marks could buy the best.

He gave up try­ing to touch her and slumped back, a hap­py moan slip­ping from his lips. He tilt­ed his head back and ad­mired the silky skin of the whore’s back­side. Mus­cles in the tight rear flexed with every stroke as she bobbed the en­tire length of his cock, pulling him clos­er to the edge.

With a smile, he lift­ed his at­ten­tion to the mir­ror where he could see a black thong nes­tled against her shaved pussy and ass. Her swollen lips bulged over both sides, the folds dark with her ex­cite­ment. She had re­fused to take it off, but he couldn’t help ad­mire her shaved pussy. He loved bare cunt lips slid­ing along his cock and he couldn’t wait to bury his en­tire length into her to en­joy every cen­time­ter.

De­rik glanced back to his own cock where his dark hairs tick­led her lips. As much as he loved to see a shaved pussy, that was for women, not men. He ad­mired his own thatch of pu­bic hair be­fore gaz­ing at her blonde hair that spread out across his lap and the sheets.

He touched a strand of hair hang­ing in her face, and she flinched. Pulling off him with a pop, she point­ed­ly looked at him. “No grab­bing my hair,” she re­mind­ed him with the faint burr of some­one who grew up on the south­ern side of the coun­try. Her oth­er rule had to do with touch­ing her throat while fuck­ing but that didn’t both­er him. He wasn’t into per­vert­ed stuff; he just want­ed to ram his cock into her mouth un­til he came. Then, in a few min­utes, do the same in her pussy.

Lean­ing back, De­rik de­cid­ed to en­joy the blow job. In a few min­utes, he planned to fuck her, and he could wait. “Life is—”

The door slammed open, wood crack­ing as it snapped off one hinge.

De­rik jumped. The move­ment caused his cock to scrape against her teeth, and he let out a high-pitched scream as he scram­bled to be free of her toothy maw.

She did the same, her hands against his thighs as she pulled her­self off. She sat up and spun around so fast, her large breasts smacked De­rik on the side of the head, and the mo­men­tum car­ried her top-heavy fig­ure to slide off the side of the bed. She land­ed with an inar­tic­u­late screech that end­ed in a swear.

Whim­per­ing, De­rik grabbed his crotch and felt for dam­age. Shak­ing, he glanced down in fear that he would see blood. He only saw her lip­stick at the base of his cock and let out a sigh of re­lief.

The door creaked open be­fore land­ing heav­i­ly on the ground. The im­pact shook the wood­en floor and the stur­dy bed De­rik had rent­ed for an hour. He looked up as he saw move­ment on the oth­er side. “I paid for an hour! It’s only been three….”

The words died in his throat as a thrib­an squeezed through the door frame. A dis­tant cousin to hu­man­i­ty, thrib­an were large and gray-skinned. Every one De­rik had known was mus­cu­lar, hairy, and smelled like a skunk. Com­pared to his own slen­der size, it looked like an ogre en­ter­ing the room.

He gulped and pushed him­self up against the head­board. “What the fuck is go­ing on?”

The thrib­an looked at him with yel­lowed eyes. His skin shone dark­ly, mak­ing the shad­ows on his gray face deep and evil. He stepped aside to let a large hu­man en­tered the room.

At the sight of the leather jack­et and dirty blond hair, De­rik clamped his mouth tight­ly. A rip­ple of fear tight­ened his sphinc­ter and his cock wilt­ed un­der­neath his hand.

It was Rick Thran­tas, also known as—I Run The En­tire Un­der­world In Town and Don’t Fuck With Me—Rick Thran­tas.

De­rik stam­mered as he sat back down with what­ev­er dig­ni­ty he could muster. With a shak­ing hand, he grabbed a sheet from the bed and jammed it into his crotch. “R-Rick!? What are you do­ing here?”

Rick looked around the room with a scowl on his face. He had a rugged face, kind of a dark shad­ow un­der his un­washed hair that some­how still looked good . He filled his jack­et like a body-builder, and it creaked with every move­ment. The floor shook with his foot­steps, the heavy, steel-tipped boots some­how punch­ing the ground with every step as he en­tered the room.

He had a pres­ence, not only as the King of the Un­der­world but some­thing about him made De­rik want to shut up and do what­ev­er he said. More than the threat of death or beat­ings, De­rik had the dis­turb­ing sense that Rick was more of a man.

De­rik start­ed to open his mouth to say some­thing else, but Rick si­lenced him with a glance.

The in­trud­er’s dark blue eyes bore into De­rik. The scowl nev­er changed but the air in the room grew tight and suf­fo­cat­ing.

Gulp­ing, De­rik tried not to think of the hor­ror sto­ries about Rick. Be­ing pinned to the head­board with noth­ing but a glare brought a sense of hu­mil­i­ty and fear to De­rik. He strug­gled to breathe so he opened his mouth to pant.

Rick con­tin­ued to say noth­ing as he looked around the room. His eyes fo­cused on the pile of clothes scat­tered on the floor, then up at De­rik, be­fore slid­ing over to the trem­bling whore in the cor­ner.

De­rik breathed a sigh of re­lief when Rick stopped look­ing at him. He glanced at the win­dow to his side. It was cracked open, De­rik made sure of that when he rent­ed out the room. It was al­ways im­por­tant to have an exit planned.

As if know­ing his thoughts, the thrib­an walked over to the win­dow and stood in front of it. He flexed his pow­er­ful arms over his chest. At the sight of the pec­torals jump­ing with the move­ment, De­rik glanced away. No es­cape there.

In the cor­ner, the whore whim­pered and crouched be­hind the cor­ner of a dress­er, her thong of­fer­ing lit­tle cov­er­age and her large breasts quiv­er­ing with her fear.

Rick’s mouth twitched for a mo­ment, al­most a smile.

De­rik blanched. He had nev­er seen Rick smile. He had nev­er heard of Rick smil­ing.

The pow­er­ful crime lord reached down and picked up the door with one hand. One foot slipped back and the mus­cles of his leg tensed with the ef­fort to brace him­self. With­out tak­ing his eyes off the whore, he jammed it back into the frame.

Even with the mi­nor flaw of bal­anc­ing him­self, the ac­tion was ter­ri­fy­ing.

De­rik’s vi­sion blurred. He took a deep breath, try­ing to find some way to es­cape with all his limbs in­tact. “L-Look, Rick, I have an­oth­er week—”

Rick’s eyes snapped to the side to glare at De­rik, si­lenc­ing him. Un­wit­ting­ly, De­rik pushed back against the head­board.

“The dead­line was last week, De­rik.” Rick had a deep, pow­er­ful voice.

“Tw… two weeks?” De­rik shook his head. “What do you mean? I own you mon­ey on the 7th—”

“It’s the 17th, id­iot.” His voice had a deep rum­bling qual­i­ty to it as he sat down on the end of the bed. The straw mat­tress sank down heav­i­ly.

De­rik start­ed to slide to­ward him and let out a whim­per. He grabbed the head­board as if it would stop him. His cock wilt­ed even fur­ther as he imag­ined be­ing killed in the bed and left naked for the maid.

He silent­ly count­ed the days. He had done the Silths­dot­ter job on the 9th, then the…. He let out a low groan. Fuck. “Look, Rick—”

“Shut up.”

De­rik snapped his mouth closed so fast he bit the end of his tongue.

Rick glared at De­rik as he dug into his pock­et.

De­rik, ter­ri­fied that Rick would bring out a knife, cracked his knuck­les against the head­board.

Rick pulled out a small note­book. “Look, you own me fifty thou­sand marks last week.”

De­rik whim­pered and clutched his balls through the sheet. Oh, shit, oh shit.

“And I’m not known for be­ing pleas­ant with peo­ple who for­get to pay me.”

“Rick—”

His voice cut me down, “Say an­oth­er word and you’ll be chok­ing on your dick.”

De­rik closed his mouth with a snap.

Rick open the note­book to a book­marked page. “Now, I know you are a damn good thief, De­rik, but you are a fuck­ing id­iot. More im­por­tant­ly, you are a fuck­ing id­iot with my mon­ey.”

De­rik al­most said some­thing and then whim­pered.

Rick looked at him sharply.

Try­ing to look away, De­rik found he couldn’t es­cape the dark blue eyes.

“And you’ve done a few good jobs for me in the past, so I am giv­ing you one,” he spat out the word, “more chance. You have three weeks to get my mon­ey back, plus in­ter­est.”

In­ter­est? De­rik groaned in­ward­ly but he wasn’t stu­pid enough to say no to Rick when he was naked and help­less.

“Un­der­stand?”

De­rik nod­ded. He was al­ready plan­ning on es­cap­ing. Just stop by the safe house and grab his lock picks and then right out—

“And if you run, I will send Bruk here to break your legs and arms be­fore drag­ging you back.”

De­rik gasped and blushed. He nod­ded fran­ti­cal­ly. He glanced at Bruk, the large ogre that hap­pened to be a thrib­an.

Bruk smiled broad­ly back, the tiny tusks of his mouth peek­ing up from his low­er lip. With de­lib­er­ate slow­ness, he cracked his knuck­les; it sound­ed like some­one break­ing a tree in half.

De­rik shiv­ered, then looked back at Rick. See­ing his pierc­ing eyes, De­rik looked away like a child be­ing beat­en.

“Three weeks, bring what you can, it might save your skin. Might let you walk out of my house.”

De­rik shiv­ered at the mem­o­ry of the last per­son who owned Rick too much mon­ey and couldn’t pay it. He saw her every time he walked past Rick’s house. It looked like a stone stat­ue but he knew that it wasn’t ex­act­ly hol­low in­side. De­rik was there when the poor bitch was trans­formed and the screams still gave him night­mares.

Re­al­iz­ing that he at­ten­tion had slipped, he looked up at Rick who had turned his at­ten­tion to the pros­ti­tute.

“You done with her?” asked Rick.

De­rik glanced over at the whore.

She stared back, fright­ened and ter­ri­fied. Her pret­ty, brown eyes begged him to say no, to make Rick go away.

He looked over at Rick.

The pow­er­ful man slow­ly turned to face De­rik. The sharp gaze stole the thief’s breath away with the pow­er­ful gaze.

Un­will­ing to face Rick’s wrath, De­rik nod­ded. “Um… yeah.”

The whore whim­pered, but Rick just grinned at De­rik.

“Thanks, man, threat­en­ing al­ways makes me horny.”

De­rik’s sphinc­ter tight­ened even more.

Rick mo­tioned for her to ap­proach.

She shook her head and she crawled fur­ther into the cor­ner, her naked leg curl­ing over her pro­tec­tive­ly. Tears ran down her cheeks.

He just sighed and reached over.

She tried to dodge him, but he shoved his fin­gers into her blond hair and dragged her to the bed, kick­ing out as he shoved her face right into his crotch. He looked back at De­rik, ca­su­al as can be as she flailed help­less­ly with her face ob­scured by the thick, mus­cu­lar thighs.

“Mind if I fuck her?”

De­rik knew that she would be beg­ging if he looked up. But he wasn’t go­ing to tell Rick no to any­thing, he might wake up in the morn­ing hang­ing from his balls out­side of Rick’s man­sion. With a gulp, he ges­tured to her tight, fuck­able ass. “G-Go ahead, Rick.”

He chuck­led, and grabbed her head tight­ly with both hands. With­out even try­ing, he an­gled her head up so they were look­ing at each oth­er. “Un­zip me, whore.”

Tears glis­tened on her cheeks as she reached up to his crotch. Her fin­gers worked at his pants, un­but­ton­ing the fly and pulling his cock out. The heavy length thumped down against Rick’s thigh and on the whore’s shoul­der.

De­rik gasped. “Holy fuck!”

He con­sid­ered him­self rea­son­ably sized, but Rick was gi­gan­tic. To De­rik, it looked like the arm of a small child with a huge, swollen fist, eas­i­ly twice as long and dou­ble the girth of De­rik’s rapid­ly shrink­ing cock.

The whore let out a gasp. She tried to pull away, but he just grabbed her tight­ly.

Mus­cles surg­ing, he drove her into his crotch. “You must be new in town. Let me in­tro­duce my­self.”

She gasped as he forced his swelling cock into her mouth.

“I own this fuck­ing town. I own you.” He yanked her down, dri­ving half of his length into her tight­ly stretched lips. He re­laxed slight­ly, let­ting her pull off with a gasp, but only gave her a mere mo­ment be­fore yank­ing her back down.

Rick hadn’t heard her “no grab­bing my head and neck” rule, but he wouldn’t have cared any­way. He yanked her down, forc­ing his cock fur­ther into her mouth un­til it seemed to buck­le at the back of her throat. Gag­ging, she strug­gled against the thick­ness. Then, there was an au­di­ble pop as he drove her face down into the thick thatch of his pu­bic hair, her throat bulging with his mas­sive mem­ber.

He let out a moan and leered at De­rik. His hands held her skull tight­ly, grind­ing her down into his base, suf­fo­cat­ing her as she strug­gled. Her hands pound­ed against his thighs as he let out an­oth­er long sigh, still watch­ing De­rik’s face.

Slow­ly, he let her pull off. She gasped for air, drool drib­bling down her chin. Rick gave her only a few sec­onds again be­fore he forced his cock back into her throat. This time, it only buck­led for a sec­ond be­fore pop­ping in. He held her down again for a long count be­fore let­ting her up for air. Then im­paled her once again. Hard and bru­tal, he fucked her mouth un­til tears shone on her cheeks. Her make­up ran in black streaks as she gasped for air.

He con­tin­ued to fuck her, dri­ving her down faster and faster, hold­ing her down longer and longer un­til fi­nal­ly he let out a grunt and ground down on her, pin­ning her on his cock as he came in­side her.

She strug­gled, her face turn­ing red then al­most pur­ple as he fi­nal­ly re­leased a long shud­der­ing sigh.

His rough fin­gers fi­nal­ly re­leased her, and she yanked her­self off his cock, chok­ing and gasp­ing for air un­til cum and drool dripped from her paint­ed lips.

As she start­ed to re­gain her breath, Rick stood up and grabbed her hair. She let out a shriek of pain as he picked her up and threw her into the bed. Her face hit the sheets, her breasts slap­ping against De­rik’s legs, soft as he had hoped. Ear­li­er he thought to en­joy them, but it didn’t look like it would be an op­tion any longer.

Rick kicked apart her legs and grabbed her thong.

She start­ed to push up from the bed when he grabbed her hair, spin­ning it once around his left hand like reins and slam­ming for­ward. De­rik couldn’t see what hap­pened, but her eyes opened wide­ly, bulging as a stran­gled scream erupt­ed from her mouth.

He drove his mas­sive cock into her with one stroke.

De­rik shud­dered from the im­pact with the bed.

She grabbed at the sheets as her eyes bulged out. Her fin­gers caught De­rik’s thigh and she dug in, fin­ger­nails break­ing the skin.

Rick just drove into her, no fore­play, no noth­ing but hard, bru­tal thrusts.

The whore’s mouth opened into a wide “O” as he vent­ed his pas­sions, fill­ing the room with wet slurp­ing nois­es as he drove into her.

De­rik could only watch, pinned by him us­ing her. Then, he re­al­ized Rick wasn’t fuck­ing her pussy. In­stead, his mas­sive rod tore into her ass, plung­ing into it with hard strokes that must be rip­ping her open.

Rick pound­ed her for close to five min­utes be­fore let­ting out a bel­low­ing grunt. He shoved for­ward, his mus­cles bulging as he rammed as much of his in­hu­man cock into her colon and came hard in­side her.

De­rik jerked with each of the whore’s cries, know­ing that she was re­spond­ing to hot jets of cum fill­ing her.

With a grunt, Rick pulled out.

The whore slumped for­ward, whim­per­ing into the bed. Cum poured out of her gap­ing ass­hole. It splat­tered against the sheets and drip­ping down to the floor.

Rick eyes fo­cused back on De­rik, then he reached for him.

De­rik let out a cry and tried to dodge but Rick eas­i­ly caught him by the throat.

With a wrench, Rick yanked him out of the bed and threw on the ground into the pud­dle of rapid­ly cool­ing cum. De­rik man­aged to scram­ble to his knees be­fore Rick grabbed his long hair and twist­ed it around, just like he had done with the whore’s. With a snarl, the pow­er­ful man yanked De­rik clos­er.

De­rik found my­self star­ing at his cock, huge and mas­sive, drip­ping with cum. He had balls the size of fists. The drip­ping length looked more like some sort of weapon than any­thing that be­longed at­tached to any liv­ing be­ing. The thick veins pulsed with Rick’s heart­beat and it dark­ened vis­i­bly as De­rik watched in hor­ror.

Rick leaned down to snarl at him. “Three weeks, De­rik. If you don’t have my mon­ey, I’m go­ing to fuck you like this whore. But I’m not go­ing to stop be­cause I cum. I’m go­ing to rape that pret­ty lit­tle mouth and ass of yours one day for every fuck­ing mark you owe me!”

He threw De­rik against the wall.

De­rik struck it and slumped down. Stars float­ed across his vi­sion.

“And I won’t be as gen­tle.”

De­rik whim­pered. Rick had been gen­tle? Trem­bling, he glanced at the woman on the bed, cum still drib­bling from her gasp­ing ass­hole.

She slid to the floor and tried to push her naked body away from Rick. Black rac­coon eyes and tears marked her face as she stared up with a look of ab­ject fear.

Rick looked down at her, and the cor­ner of his lips twitched.

She whim­pered. “P-Please don’t hurt me.”

His gaze fo­cused on De­rik again. “Where’s your mon­ey?”

De­rik re­al­ly didn’t want to an­swer, but he point­ed to his pants.

Bruk lum­bered over and pawed through them, pulling out a black wal­let. De­rik had near­ly a thou­sand marks in there. The thrib­an took it all, tossed the emp­ty wal­let aside, and hand­ed the bills to Rick.

Rick count­ed it for a mo­ment, then hand­ed all of it to the whore—over ten times what De­rik paid her.

She stared at him with sur­prise, but her fin­gers clutched the bills tight­ly.

“Ser­vices ren­dered. Talk to Goran, and black­ball De­rik here for at least a month. No make it a year. This lit­tle fuck doesn’t de­serve to hire a pret­ty ass like yours.”

De­rik’s lips tight­ened into a thin line. Fuck­ing bas­tard.

Rick point­ed at him and De­rik dropped his look. “Three weeks, De­rik, or you’re go­ing to be chok­ing on my cock for a long time.”

He walked out, shut­ting the door be­hind me.

De­rik sat on the floor for a long mo­ment, be­fore get­ting to his feet.

The whore took longer to get up, shud­der­ing as she pressed one hand against her no doubt aching ass. She glared at him with her no-longer in­no­cent brown eyes.

De­rik glanced away. “S-Sor­ry.” It wasn’t his fault that Rick had raped her.

She slapped him.

Hard.

Be­fore De­rik could re­cov­er, she kicked him in the balls hard enough that he saw stars.

Then she did it again.


    





    
    

    
        
            
            Chapter
            2
            
        


        The Family Silver


        

        De­rik groaned as he cracked open one eye, peer­ing at the ceil­ing of the cheap ho­tel. A pierc­ing headache throbbed in the back of his head. It was too much ef­fort to fight it and he drift­ed in and out of a daze. His glo­ri­ous­ly long, black hair spread out in a sun­burst around his head, rip­pling off the edges of the straw mat­tress and touch­ing the floor. His slen­der legs wrapped around the sheets, caught in the body-warmed blan­kets as he tried to find the en­er­gy to crawl out of bed.

He pressed one del­i­cate hand against his face, still peer­ing at the ceil­ing through his fin­gers while his oth­er fum­bled with the rick­ety night­stand that leaned against the wall. Catch­ing the edge of a bot­tle of rotgut with his fin­ger­tips, he pulled it clos­er, then sat up to drink it. His face wrin­kled with dis­taste as he fin­ished the bot­tle and tossed it aside. It hit the wall, but didn’t break.

He snarled silent­ly and flopped back down on the bed. “Damn, I could use a whore right now.”

He scratched him­self, work­ing his fin­gers around his shaft. Idly mas­tur­bat­ing for a mo­ment, he fi­nal­ly got the en­er­gy to sit up again. His long black hair pooled in his lap and he ran it through his fin­gers, en­joy­ing the silky strands along his sen­si­tive fin­ger­tips. In the back of his mind, he re­mem­bered  how the blond woman’s hair ca­ressed his thighs and a smile crossed his lips. Al­most in­stant­ly, he re­mem­bered Rick’s in­va­sion and the smile dis­ap­peared.

“Fuck it. Bet­ter get mov­ing, only eigh­teen days left.”

Over a week had passed. He al­ready tried to pick up a pair of cheap pros­ti­tutes, but they snubbed him as soon as they re­al­ized he was black­balled. De­rik pulled an­oth­er face and glared at the room in gen­er­al. He couldn’t even get a street urchin to give him a hand-job, not that he would af­ter the lat­est crack­down on loli sex. Con­sent, the child god­dess, run­ning around and slaugh­ter­ing every­one for rap­ing lit­tle chil­dren did won­ders for mak­ing any­one even close to age of eigh­teen not even re­mote­ly in­ter­est­ing.

Stag­ger­ing out of bed, he found a clean pair of clothes and pulled them on. Tight jeans, dyed black, clung to his ass and a white shirt showed off the near­ly flaw­less skin of his chest and shoul­ders, with just a bit of chest hair, to show he was a real man. He grinned and brushed his hair out and tied it back with a sim­ple black leather tie.

Feel­ing pre­sentable, he ad­mired him­self in the mir­ror, then aban­doned his room. He con­sid­ered lock­ing it, but dirty clothes, emp­ty wine bot­tles giv­ing the burn of a three-day old brew, and a dirty sheets weren’t worth the ef­fort to steal. He chuck­led to him­self as he took the stairs, his boots rap­ping sharply on the wood­en steps.

In the en­try hall, he looked around for his ever-present thrib­an shad­ow. Bruk, who dogged him every step for the last twelve days, couldn’t be found, and De­rik let a smile cross his lips. With­out grab­bing break­fast, he hur­ried out of the main hall and into the busy streets. His des­ti­na­tion was the Bone Gate, not the clos­est gate, but one near the poor dis­trict of town. He care­ful­ly avoid­ed the guards wear­ing the uni­form of Baron Hamel, the lo­cal lord known for his in­tol­er­ance of thieves, and the known spots where Rick’s un­der­world thrived with busi­ness. He ac­tu­al­ly hummed as he slipped through the crowds, re­liev­ing some of a few marks as he passed. By the time he reached the Bone Gate, he was a hun­dred marks rich­er and al­most float­ing across the hard-pound­ed dirt.

Reach­ing the gate, he looked around for his shad­ow and let out a sigh of re­lief. Duck­ing his head, he pushed his way into a thick knot of farm­ers and fol­lowed them as they made their way out of the gate.

He al­most made it.

Just as he reached the shad­ows of the Bone Gate, a deep clear­ing of a throat froze the en­tire crowd. As one, every­one looked at the mas­sive thrib­an stand­ing in the cen­ter of the gate, look­ing point­ed­ly down the cen­ter.

De­rik swore to him­self as the crowds part­ed, in­stant­ly melt­ing away to leave him stand­ing alone in the cen­ter, with Bruk chuck­ling as he heft­ed a large, met­al-band­ed club in his hand.

“Morn­ing, De­rik.”

De­rik blushed and laughed as smooth­ly as he could. “Bruk! How are you? I was just go­ing for a stroll.”

It didn’t even sound like a real lie.

Bruk shrugged and let the club head drop to the ground. Even from the ten paces away, De­rik could feel the im­pact through the ground. “Just go­ing for a brisk walk?”

A ca­su­al ques­tion, but the thief could hear the men­ace. A cold shiv­er dripped down his spine as he stared at the bulging mus­cles and the evil grin.

“Um, no, just check­ing out a mark.”

Bruk scanned the gath­ered crowds with yel­low eyes. A quar­ter of a hun­dred farm­ers des­per­ate­ly want­ed to get out of the gate but didn’t dare pass the thrib­an. Even the oth­er thrib­an farm­ers were un­will­ing to pass him. A few of them glanced at him and their at­ten­tion grat­ed on De­rik’s sens­es; he was not in a po­si­tion where he want­ed to stand out from the crowds.

De­rik backed up slight­ly. “Look, I’m go­ing to check out some­where else, okay?”

Bruk nod­ded, “You do that. Wouldn’t want you to get hurt.”

Threat de­liv­ered, De­rik grunt­ed in ac­knowl­edg­ment and fled back into the city. As soon as he dis­ap­peared from sight of the Bone Gate, he ran. Dodg­ing be­tween tight­ly pressed bod­ies, he man­aged to gath­er up an­oth­er fifty marks be­fore hop­ping on a straw cart. Be­fore the dri­ver or the mule pulling it could no­tice, he jumped up on the awning of a store and then up to the roof.

Grin­ning glee­ful­ly, he sprint­ed across the rooftops, head­ing for an­oth­er city gate, the Shell Gate, which stood right at the junc­tion of the riv­er and the city’s north­ern wall.

Thir­ty min­utes of flat-out run­ning left him gasp­ing for breath as he leaned against a chim­ney and stared at the mas­sive gate. A carved shell in the cen­ter of the door rep­re­sent­ed the name­sake of the door, but he was more fo­cused on the thrib­an who stood in front of it, heft­ing his mas­sive club and look­ing around cu­ri­ous­ly.

Fuck! How did he get there so fast!? Bruk wasn’t even breath­ing heav­i­ly.

De­rik groaned and leaned against the brick, catch­ing his breath as he tried to es­ti­mate how fast he could get to the Wood Gate.

Wasn’t worth it.

“Fuck,” he re­peat­ed.

Slow­er this time, he hopped back along the roof and start­ed to walk back to­ward the poor side of town. His mood dark­ened, de­spite the sun­ny day, and he found him­self spit­ting at pedes­tri­ans be­low as he fol­lowed the line of stores and hous­es.

By the time he reached the Bug­gered Uni­corn, his fa­vorite tav­ern, he was in such a foul mood that a rain­cloud al­most lit­er­al­ly fol­lowed him. Hop­ping on the sign, he jumped down and land­ed on the ground neat­ly. Push­ing open the door, he ig­nored the sign that said they were closed un­til sun­set and dis­ap­peared in­side.

The Bug­gered Uni­corn smelled like home to De­rik, and he let the scents of the old wood, bour­bon, and beer fill his nos­trils. A ghost of a smile crossed his lips.

One end of the tav­ern held a large wood­en bar, lined with glass­es and bot­tles. Be­hind it, an old­er man in his thir­ties peered over a small set of glass­es and smiled sad­ly. “Won­der­ing when you’d show up, De­rik.”

A blush col­ored his cheeks. He stepped care­ful­ly over to the bar and sat down. “Hi, Storn, how are you do­ing?”

Storn shoved a few glass­es out of the way to pour De­rik a beer, then pushed the glass to­ward him. “Kind of sad ac­tu­al­ly, wished you’d been here last week.”

“Why?”

“I heard about your trou­bles with Rick.”

De­rik’s good mood evap­o­rat­ed in­stant­ly. His fin­gers clutched the han­dle of his glass and he let out a long sigh. “Fuck.”

Storn said noth­ing so De­rik looked up.

“How’d you know?”

“Every­one knows, De­rik. He’s the king of the un­der­world and some­one you don’t screw with. And you blew every mark you owned him on whores and booze. We all know. Every damn thief, hus­tler, and fence.”

De­rik groaned and low­ered his head to press his fore­head against the glass. “Fuck me more.”

“Rather not, it would piss off Wen­di.”

De­rik raised a del­i­cate­ly arched eye­brow. “How is your sis­ter?”

“Still wants to cas­trate you.”

“And your moth­er?”

“Still wants to fuck you.”

“Well, I guess that al­ways—”

Storn cleared his throat, “And if you flee to her, I’ll tell Wen­di and my broth­ers where you are.”

De­rik shiv­ered. “That’s cold.”

The old­er man shrugged, “You left her at the al­tar, De­rik.”

“I pan­icked.”

“And took the fam­i­ly sil­ver too?”

De­rik blushed deeply and he rapped his head against the glass, feel­ing the cool beer against his face. “I re­al­ly pan­icked, okay?”

Storn reached over and pressed two fin­gers against the bot­tom of De­rik’s chin.

For a mo­ment, the thief re­sist­ed, then let his friend tilt his head. He found him­self star­ing into the green-brown eyes of the bar­tender.

“Look, De­rik, I love you as a broth­er. That is the only rea­son that I still talk to you af­ter every­thing you did. But, you need to get a han­dle on your life.”

De­rik’s blush deep­ened.

Storn re­leased his chin be­fore sigh­ing. “Look, why didn’t you come here af­ter Rick? I could have helped you.”

“I-I-“, De­rik sput­tered for a mo­ment, “I hate ask­ing you for help, Storn.”

“But you al­ways come here. I heard about your trou­bles and man­aged to line up a cou­ple of jobs. Would have got­ten you free and clear in a week, but some­one else grabbed them.”

“Who?”

“Some new thief on the block, calls him­self the Shad­ow Wasp.”

De­rik snort­ed with laugh­ter.

Storn, on the oth­er hand, didn’t look amused. “Prob­lem with the name, ‘Silk Spi­der’?”

The icy tone si­lence De­rik. He pout­ed for a mo­ment. “I haven’t used that name in three years, Storn.”

“Yeah, but all new thieves go through it. And he’s mov­ing pret­ty fast up the ranks. Less of an ac­ro­bat as your­self, but a pret­ty good box­er.”

“I hate safes.”

“Yeah, and I found a great job for you. But then you didn’t show up for a week, and he took it. Damn it, De­rik, get a hang of your­self and stop do­ing this two-bit crap!”

De­rik could hear the frus­trat­ing in Storn’s face, but couldn’t say any­thing. He turned away as the door to the tav­ern opened. See­ing the bulk of Bruk, he groaned and turned back to his beer.

The thrib­an sat down next to him. Storn nod­ded.

“Morn­ing, Gluk, how’s things?”

De­rik looked up. Gluk?

He con­sid­ered say­ing some­thing else wit­ti­er, but it came out as he thought. “Gluk?”

Bruk, or Gluk, he wasn’t sure how, chuck­led dry­ly as Storn hand­ed him a large beer. Un­like De­rik, the thrib­an pushed a few marks over the counter in re­turn.

“Yeah, didn’t you know?”

De­rik looked at Storn, then at the grin­ning thrib­an. “Um, know what?”

“Gluk is Bruk’s broth­er.”

“Broth­er….”

Gluk grinned and drained his mug. Slam­ming it down, he sighed hap­pi­ly. “De­li­cious, Storn.”

Storn grunt­ed.

De­rik let out a soft whim­per as he looked back and forth. “You mean, there are two of them?”

Gluk laughed for a mo­ment, “Three, ac­tu­al­ly, but Truk is the pret­ty one.”

De­rik looked at the mas­sive mus­cles on the thrib­an, then fo­cused on the fangs that peeked out from the low­er lip. A face that only a moth­er could stom­ach, de­spite the raw strength of Gluk, and ap­par­ent­ly his broth­ers.

“P-Pret­ty one?”

“Yeah, Truk is the pret­ty one, but she’s also the nasty one.”

The idea of a fe­male thrib­an left De­rik feel­ing cold. He shud­dered at the thought of the few naked thrib­ans he’d seen. All mus­cles and hair; he sus­pect­ed that he didn’t want to see a shaved thrib­an in his life, but it might be bet­ter than the mess of curls be­tween their legs.

Gluk chuck­led, “Pret­ty boy is get­ting sick.”

De­rik blushed and looked away. “I am not.”

Gluk just laughed again, a boom­ing laugh that vi­brat­ed the glass.

De­rik wait­ed un­til it grew soft­er, then looked plead­ing­ly at Storn. “Is there any­thing?”

“Only the nasty jobs.”

De­rik al­most got up, then he looked over at the thrib­an en­forcer. “Fuck, I need the mon­ey. Fifty thou­sand.”

“Eighty,” cor­rect­ed Gluk.

De­rik’s heart stopped for a mere mo­ment and he clutched the glass tighter. “Eighty thou­sand marks?”

Gluk gave him an apolo­getic shrug, “Sor­ry, in­ter­est.”

De­rik groaned and bowed his head. “Fine, any job over eighty?”

Storn nod­ded, “Three of them, but you re­al­ly shouldn’t do any of them.”

“Hit me.”

He glared at Gluk, just in case the thrib­an took it as a sug­ges­tion.

The tall crea­ture chuck­led and drained an­oth­er beer.

Storn rolled his eyes. “Well, there is the longest one. Sur­vive Shiel. Two hun­dred thou­sand if you can make it past the month, a hun­dred days. An ex­tra ten thou­sand for every month af­ter that.”

De­rik choked, “Shiel? She’s a mon­ster!”

“No, she isn’t, she’s just a good boun­ty hunter.”

“She broke Bas­ton’s legs and arms, and that was be­cause he man­aged to evade her for a week! A week! Do you know what she would do to me if I man­aged to es­cape a month!?”

Gluk chuck­led. “Prob­a­bly rip your arms and legs off, turn you into a pil­low boy.”

De­rik snapped back, “That isn’t even fun­ny!”

Gluk grinned. “It is to us.”

For a mo­ment, De­rik growled, then his face froze. “Us?”

Gluk grinned, “Yeah, we’re triplets. Got that whole mind-read­ing thing go­ing on. Psy­chic sib­lings.”

It took an­oth­er long sec­ond for that to reg­is­ter. “God damn. That is why you kept show­ing up; you can talk to each oth­er.”

“And you can’t run faster than thoughts, boy. Face it, you screw up and your ass is Rick’s.”

De­rik’s anal ring clenched up at the thought. “I don’t want that.”

Gluk shrugged, “I don’t want that. It will take weeks to get your screams out of my head.”

It sound­ed sin­cere, and De­rik stared at him in sur­prise.

Gluk shrugged. “What? You are go­ing like a lit­tle cunt when he breaks you. High-pitched and with all the sob­bing. We’re just bet­ting how long it takes be­fore you ask one of us to take your life.”

De­rik’s mouth closed with a snap. “Thanks, you bas­tard.”

Gluk grinned, “Thank you.”

Ig­nor­ing the thrib­an, he turned back to his friend. “What else that isn’t sui­cide?”

“Well, the Eye of Hamel.”

Gluk gasped. “You mean the fist-sized sap­phire that is per­fect for en­chant­i­ng. The one hang­ing from the baron’s con­stant­ly oc­cu­pied great hall?”

“Yes, every­one knows that.”

“No, I’m read­ing it on a poster be­hind you.” The thrib­an point­ed to a torn piece of pa­per nailed to one of the boards.

Storn rolled his eyes. “Two mil­lion marks, I could have a buy­er in three days.”

“There are stand­ing or­ders to tor­ture any­one who tries. No thanks, what else?”

Storn looked away sud­den­ly, grab­bing a mug to pol­ish.

De­rik frowned, feel­ing a very bad sense of dan­ger in the pit of his stom­ach.

“Storn?”

Storn glanced over to De­rik, “Why don’t you go for the Eye, De­rik? You are a great thief, you can make it.”

“What’s the third?”

Storn hes­i­tat­ed. “Wen­di.”

De­rik’s mouth dropped as Gluk roared with laugh­ter. The peals of laugh­ter filled the room for a long mo­ment be­fore De­rik cleared his throat.

“E-Ex­cuse me?”

Storn sighed, “Wen­di. She’ll clear your debt if you hand your ass over to her. She made the of­fer her­self when she heard about you.”

“That would be a liv­ing hell!”

Storn shook his head, “Prob­a­bly not. Dad’s a necro­mancer, re­mem­ber?”

Gluk burst into an­oth­er roar­ing laugh.

De­rik just groaned and dropped his head to the bar. “Fuck. He’s in­volved?”

“You fucked my mom on your wed­ding al­tar a few min­utes be­fore the cer­e­mo­ny, and the en­tire fam­i­ly walked in. That’s kind of hard to put aside.”

Gluk bent over with laugh­ter, clutch­ing his side as he fell to the ground.

De­rik, blush­ing bright­ly, looked down at the thrib­an.

He sighed. “Fuck.”

Ig­nor­ing the thrib­an rolling on the floor, he looked up in de­pres­sion.

“Eye of Hamel, huh?”

In the twen­ty min­utes that fol­lowed, De­rik got the de­tails he need­ed, and Storn promised to send more with Gluk.

The thrib­an stag­gered back to his feet and sat down on the stool, smirk­ing as he or­dered a round for him and De­rik.

Slight­ly buzzed, De­rik fi­nal­ly pushed him­self away from the bar. Groan­ing with the weight of the world, he waved to Storn.

Storn called to him. “Look, De­rik. Af­ter this, why don’t we sit down? You re­al­ly need some­one to help you stop screw­ing up your life. This should have nev­er hap­pened.”

“Yeah, yeah. I’ll make a good score, then I’ll set­tle down.”

Gluk snort­ed, but said noth­ing.

De­rik turned quick­ly but in­stead of strid­ing through the door with his dig­ni­ty, he ran ran into some­one. Re­flex­ive­ly, he held up his hands to stop him­self and his palms pressed tight­ly against a pair of very large breasts. He squeezed with­out think­ing. The size and heft were fa­mil­iar, but it wasn’t un­til the hard nip­ple with a the tiny cross pierc­ing that pressed into his palm that he re­al­ized he knew the own­er of the mag­nif­i­cent tits.

His eyes fo­cused on a sur­prised woman stand­ing in the door. “Wen­di?”

Wen­di was a curvy woman, not skin­ny but not fat. She wore leather ar­mor and a corset, which gave her an hour­glass fig­ure that near­ly stopped De­rik’s heart again. Her dark hair shim­mered in the light of the fad­ing sun as a flame burned in her eyes.

Her look of sur­prise turned into one of fury. “De­rik,” it came out as an epi­taph, a year’s worth of ha­tred burn­ing in a sin­gle word.

“Um, hi. How are you?”

“Sud­den­ly bet­ter.”

Be­hind her, two large men glared at him. They were nowhere near the size of Gluk and Bruk, but much larg­er than De­rik’s slen­der form.

He groaned. “And your broth­ers, brought them too?”

She shoved him back and he fell to the ground. Winch­ing at the im­pact, he crawled back­wards, his hair mop­ping the floor as he looked be­tween the three sib­lings with grow­ing fear.

“Um, can’t we talk about this?”

A clear flame rose up around Wen­di as her eyes turned in­can­des­cent. Pow­er beat on the air as the bat­tle mage, the girl he once loved, brought her pow­ers to bear.

“You fucked my moth­er!”

Gluk laughed loud­ly again. “Stop, this is killing me!”

For a brief mi­crosec­ond, De­rik re­mem­bered the feel­ing of the soft breasts wrapped around his cock, and their shared grunt­ing right on the al­tar. How­ev­er, the brief flick­er of a smile on his lips only ig­nit­ed Wen­di’s anger even more.

Snarling, she pulled out a long hunt­ing knife and lunged for him.

De­rik let out a scream as he tried to dodge it, but his feet caught on his hair and he fell to the ground.

A ham-sized hand grabbed her wrist, halt­ing her.

Shud­der­ing from fear, De­rik looked up to see Gluk hold­ing her hand.

“No knives,” an­nounced the thrib­an in a low, amused tone.

De­rik let out a gasp. “Thank you, Gl—”

“Just beat him up prop­er­ly, no bro­ken bones though.”

De­rik gaped, “What!?”

Wen­di grinned at Gluk, then fa­vored De­rik with an evil smirk. “Do­ing a job for Rick, huh? I nev­er thought you’d get that des­per­ate.”

Whim­per­ing, De­rik nod­ded.

Wen­di bent over, her mas­sive breasts al­most ob­scur­ing his vi­sion. She whis­pered to him, “You know, I’ll bail you out. No mat­ter the cost.”

The very idea of sell­ing his soul to Wen­di ter­ri­fied him more than any­thing else. He looked over at the bar, plead­ing­ly to­ward Storn.

His long-time friend shook his head. “My fam­i­ly owned that sil­ver for nine gen­er­a­tions, De­rik. Nine gen­er­a­tions.”

Winc­ing, he turned back to Wen­di who cracked her knuck­les. Whim­per­ing loud­ly, he took a long breath and shook his head.

Wen­di looked al­most dis­ap­point­ed as she cracked her knuck­les again. The raw, beat­ing pow­er si­lenced though as she pre­pared to beat him to the ground us­ing noth­ing but her anger. Her two broth­ers, still fu­ri­ous over the mi­nor thing he did had done on the al­tar, closed the door and locked it.

She turned to him as she stripped off her leather top, re­veal­ing a silk blouse un­der her corset. The nip­ple pierc­ing pressed against the fab­ric, a black cross of the bat­tle mage. “This is go­ing to hurt you a lot more than me, De­rik.”

Wen­di cleared her throat. “Who am I kid­ding, this is only go­ing to hurt you.”
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        The Master Thief


        

        High above the Baron Hamel’s great hall hung an in­cred­i­bly beau­ti­ful and flaw­less sap­phire, a per­fect sphere with­out a sin­gle facet along the bril­liant blue. Ru­mor said it was pol­ished on the thighs of a hun­dred vir­gins. De­rik sus­pect­ed clos­er to thir­ty, and prob­a­bly only tech­ni­cal vir­gins. And maybe not even their thighs.

He didn’t care if they sat on it like an egg. The sap­phire was flaw­less.

In a world where per­fect ob­jects had the abil­i­ty to en­hance mag­ic, the sap­phire was the most de­sired crys­tal in all the coun­try. The two mil­lion marks of­fered for the job was a frac­tion of its true val­ue.

He sighed soft­ly as he stared at its beau­ty, al­most the same col­or as his eyes, but some­how more ethe­re­al than he could ever imag­ine. Four mas­sive stat­ues, each one eas­i­ly ten me­ters in height, stood around the sap­phire. Carved in the shape of a drag­on-like fer­ret, it some­how gave the im­pres­sion of strength and ab­sur­di­ty that marked Hamel’s be­lief that you should nev­er take him for grant­ed. Each stat­ue held out a mas­sive paw, point­ing with a sin­gle sin­gle to bal­ance the sap­phire on four points of per­fect­ly bal­anced stone.

Above the crys­tal burned an in­tense mag­i­cal flame, a pin­point open­ing into the realm of fire. The bril­liant white light was hot enough to ig­nite flesh for any­one who lin­gered more than a sec­ond un­der­neath it.

Be­low the sap­phire, the stat­ues held a large sheet of stained glass par­al­lel to the floor. The baron had the en­tire barony mapped out in lead so the mag­i­cal light that shone through the sap­phire would cast a blue-tint­ed im­age of the map on the floor of his great hall. Steal­ing the sap­phire would turn the map a dif­fer­ent col­or and the six, heav­i­ly-armed guards who pa­trolled the great hall at all hours would in­stant­ly no­tice some­thing mess­ing with the sap­phire.

The sap­phire was per­fect­ly dis­played in plain sight, but only the stu­pid­est thief in the world would risk steal­ing it. If the guards with cross­bows weren’t enough, the stat­ue arms, a seem­ing­ly per­fect step­ping place, spewed both mag­i­cal flame and acid with the slight­est of pres­sure. The flame above the sap­phire was just as dan­ger­ous, able to burn away flesh and bone in sec­onds but in­flict no dam­age on the price­less gem.

De­rik let out an­oth­er chuck­le of amuse­ment as he crouched in the shad­ows of the great room, bal­anced on a thin ledge five me­ters above the ground. His slen­der body was wrapped in dark gray fab­ric, cling­ing to his body so tight­ly he couldn’t even wear un­der­wear. The only oth­er col­or were his blue eyes and the in­tri­cate stitch­ery along the hands and feet of his out­fit.

He swal­lowed, men­tal­ly prepar­ing for the worst. But, he couldn’t make a mis­take. There was too much at stake, in­clud­ing his own life if he screwed up.

There was also the fear of Rick.

Or even worse, Wen­di. If it wasn’t for Gluk pay­ing for the heal­er, he’d still be in trac­tion and she would be gloat­ing. She and her broth­ers had worked him over pret­ty hard, and his bones still ached from their beat­ing.

He shud­dered at the thought and in­spect­ed the ceil­ing. De­spite the guards pa­trolling, he had man­aged to cross the mo­sa­ic ceil­ing a num­ber of times to place near­ly in­vis­i­ble brack­ets made of glass into the cracks in the stone. An­oth­er few trips gave him the op­por­tu­ni­ty to thread a trans­par­ent rope through each of the brack­ets. They rope hung down into air, their length al­most in­vis­i­ble.

The rope was the most ex­pen­sive avail­able. He had stolen it from an ar­ti­fi­cer’s shop two nights ago.

He gazed across the space. From his perch, he knew more than saw the short lengths be­fore him. Grab the rope there, swing there, catch the next one. A se­ries of short swings would bring him un­der the flames, above the glass, and right in the per­fect spot to swap the crys­tal out. He couldn’t see all the ropes from his po­si­tion, but he knew where they were. Just a few sim­ple swings, and he would be mil­lions rich­er.

Be­yond the stone, a small ledge on the far wall marked ten open­ings into the ven­ti­la­tion sys­tem. He had opened them all to make it hard­er for any­one to fol­low him, but he had his plans set on the one fifth from the right.

He worked a large blue glass sphere from a small bag at his waist, not as per­fect as the sap­phire above, but close enough to avoid the guards’ at­ten­tion for a few min­utes. By then, the mag­i­cal flame would have melt­ed the glass or they would no­tice the changed col­or. He planned on be­ing long gone be­fore ei­ther hap­pened.

His eyes probed the floor be­low, watch­ing the guards mov­ing in their al­most grace­ful pa­trol, shift­ing and turn­ing al­most un­ex­pect­ed­ly. A dance that left no mo­ment with the floor un­pro­tect­ed. Ex­cept one.

De­rik had watched the pa­trol for hours to find the pat­tern to their move­ment. He would have the longest mo­ment of un­in­ter­rupt­ed move­ment, less than a minute, when both of them would have their backs away from the map. Then, he would re­place it.

Imag­in­ing the swing in his head. he heft­ed the glass and held it firm­ly in his left hand. With his right, he stroked the translu­cent rope and pre­pared to swing out into emp­ty space. If he missed once, he would fall five me­ters to ei­ther death or im­pris­on­ment.

Heart pound­ing, he took a deep breath and stepped out into space.

Grav­i­ty yanked him down, but he held the rope tight­ly. It jerked against his shoul­der but then swung him for­ward. He took a deep breath and wait­ed un­til it hit the length of the pen­du­lum swing be­fore re­leas­ing it. He snapped his hand out where the next rope should be and eas­i­ly caught it.

Halfway across the room in less than a sec­ond, the sap­phire rushed up, and his heart seemed to slow as he reached out to grab the price­less stone.

His hand passed through the beam of light shin­ing down on the gem, and pain ex­plod­ed along his wrist. The light was so bright that he saw his bones. Sti­fling a scream of pain, he grabbed the hot sap­phire and swung out of the light. When he reached the apex of his swing, he swapped the glass and gem­stone in his hand. His wrist al­ready burned red from an in­stance in the light.

Shud­der­ing, he swung back. This time, he braced him­self and pulled his hand back. He tossed the glass into the light, care­ful not to ex­pose him­self to the burn­ing agony once again.

He swung to the end and then back again. By the time he reached the next rope, he had care­ful­ly placed the sap­phire in a pock­et, and he could ma­neu­ver to safe­ty with both hands.

De­rik swung a few more times be­fore land­ing light­ly on the nar­row ledge on the op­po­site side of the room. Heart still pound­ing, he wast­ed no time rac­ing along the ledge and div­ing into the open­ing. One edge caught his uni­form and it tore from the mo­men­tum.

He came to a halt in­side the ven­ti­la­tion of the baron’s cas­tle by brac­ing him­self against both walls. He grinned to him­self, shak­ing with the adren­a­line pump­ing through his veins. It would take hours be­fore they found out–

A faint pop­ping noise in­ter­rupt­ed his con­grat­u­la­tions. He glanced back down the shaft in time to see a large hunk of the ceil­ing break off and plum­met, shat­ter­ing the map glass be­fore slam­ming into the floor with enough force to shake the en­tire build­ing.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “I got to—”

A burn­ing sen­sa­tion on his thigh in­ter­rupt­ed him again. He looked down to see his clothes smok­ing vi­o­lent­ly. The su­per-heat­ed sap­phire was burn­ing his stealth out­fit. Swear­ing silent­ly, he jerked and the sap­phire dropped to the bot­tom of the vent, smol­der­ing as he tried to qui­et­ly pat out the flame.

It took a few pre­cious sec­onds for him to put out the flame. By the time he fin­ished, the heat filled the vent and sweat prick­led his body. The nois­es in the great hall in­creased as more guards came run­ning.

De­rik imag­ined an hour­glass count­ing down the sec­onds un­til he was dis­cov­ered. He grabbed for the sap­phire, only to touch the side of the vent. Sur­prised, he looked around and saw the price­less sap­phire rolling down the vent, pick­ing up speed as it dis­ap­peared into dark­ness.

“Fuck!” he whis­pered as soft­ly as he could and crawled af­ter it.

Dust burned away from the sap­phire as it ca­su­al­ly rolled just out of his reach.

He crawled af­ter it, winch­ing with every crunch of dust against his knees.

Five min­utes of fran­tic crawl­ing in the nar­row vent left him sweat­ing and gasp­ing. The sap­phire would roll to a stop only to start mov­ing again just as his fin­gers touched it. He swore soft­ly at the sap­phire and chased af­ter it.

Fi­nal­ly, it came to a halt, and he let out a sigh of re­lief. Sweat dripped from his brow and soaked into his clothes. As he stared at it, the sap­phire rolled back and forth as if taunt­ing him.

The pre­cious stone had caught on the edge of a vent. A vent with no grate.

“Aw, fuck…” he whis­pered as the sap­phire bal­anced on the stone edge, danc­ing on the edge of the dark pit be­low.

The flaw­less sap­phire ca­su­al­ly rolled over the edge and De­rik lunged for­ward, fin­gers clutch­ing. His slen­der body slid along the stone and he braced his feet on both edges of the open­ing as he caught the sap­phire.

He didn’t have a sec­ond to spare, dan­gling above the dark­ness of an un­known room, be­fore the heat of the sap­phire be­gan to burn at his clothes. He stared at the dim flames as they rose up along his shirt. Flames roared up his arm, ig­nit­ing it as if the mag­i­cal­ly treat­ed cloth had been doused in oil.

Bit­ing back a whim­per of pain, he clenched his stom­ach and tried to roll up.

That is when, in a spat of ter­ri­ble luck, the in­juries Wen­di gave him flared up, a spasm that sparkled along his back and made his mus­cles lurch. De­rik’s feet start­ed to slip into the open­ing of the vent. Hiss­ing, he man­aged to pull him­self up long enough to shove the sap­phire down the vent, in a safe di­rec­tion he hoped, be­fore his feet slipped off the edge. Blind­ly, he grabbed at the edge of the vent to pull him­self up, but his clothes flared into full flame and he slipped, plum­met­ing into the dark­ness, lit only by his flam­ing clothes.
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        A Bad Place


        

        He only fell a few me­ters be­fore smack­ing hard against the sur­face of some pool. De­spite the agony that surged along his back, in that mere mo­ment be­fore he slipped un­der the sur­face, he re­al­ized that he need­ed to wor­ship one of the gods, if just to curse them.

Now to find a list of gods he hat­ed the least.

The hot wa­ter washed over him, and he hoped it would ex­tin­guish the flames on his stealth suit. It rushed against his face and nos­trils, he clamped one hand over his nose to pre­vent from drown­ing and flailed around for the sur­face of the pool. To his sur­prise, his feet caught the bot­tom of the pool sec­onds lat­er; it was only a me­ter in depth. Kick­ing up, he gasped for air as soon as his face broke through the silky sur­face.

He couldn’t see any­thing, his eyes still ad­just­ing from the bright­ness of the flames. Un­sure if any guards were rush­ing to­ward him, he low­ered him­self un­til he re­mained just above the wa­ter’s sur­face with his black hair bil­low­ing out in a cloud. He pat­ted along his side to where his knife was, not that he knew how to fight with it, but he only en­coun­tered sen­si­tive bare skin. The flames had de­stroyed his suit, and he lost his weapon in the process.

Rolling his eyes with frus­tra­tion, he low­ered him­self into the wa­ter un­til it lapped at his lips and the bot­tom of his ears. He wait­ed the long, painful sec­onds while his eyes grew ac­cus­tomed to the dark­ness by feel­ing around.

The pool was rel­a­tive­ly wide and long but shal­low. It took a mo­ment to get to the mar­bled edge and press his cheek against the smooth stone. The smooth, per­fumed wa­ter felt lux­u­ri­ous against his skin com­pared to the harsh­ness of the wa­ter he usu­al­ly used for bathing. The scent was un­usu­al, del­i­cate but com­plex, like a mix­ture of many dif­fer­ent scents he had en­joyed over the years. It also smelled slight­ly of sex, the musky rasp of spent pas­sions.

His back ached from the im­pact. Work­ing blind­ly, he ex­plored his out­fit along his side. His fin­gers caught the scorched edges of many rips and tears. The fire had all but de­stroyed the suit and only a few strain­ing threads kept it from falling off his body. He cringed at the idea, it would be hard enough to ex­plain why he was in the pool much less why he was in the pool naked.

De­rik’s quest­ing fin­gers found his back. He found a lump al­ready form­ing along his spine but oth­er­wise no dis­cernible in­juries. He breathed a sigh of re­lief that rip­pled the wa­ter. He could han­dle a few burns along his smooth skin, but a se­ri­ous in­jury would make it im­pos­si­ble to pay back Rick.

Rick scared the fuck out of him.

He lift­ed him­self up and then gagged at the burn­ing smell. There was no way any­one could miss smelling him if he was above the sur­face. With a silent snarl, he bobbed back down and breathed in the per­fume.

Look­ing at the dim light, he tugged at the re­mains of his out­fit from his body. The thin shreds wouldn’t do any­thing to pro­tect him, and he didn’t think wear­ing smol­der­ing rags would be any bet­ter than be­ing naked. He ran his fin­ger­tips along his shaft be­fore yank­ing the fab­ric clear from his tight but­tocks. His long hair caught on his hands but he shook them free as he stripped.

A loud yawn in­ter­rupt­ed his ef­forts.

De­rik froze and looked up over the edge. At the far end of a hall he saw a light grow­ing brighter. It bobbed slow­ly from a young woman car­ry­ing a lantern. The beams of bril­liance that speared out from it lit up parts of the room. De­rik looked at it and then when he saw the floor cov­ered in naked women, he did a dou­ble-take.

There were a lot of naked women sur­round­ing him.

Dozens of them, all glo­ri­ous­ly nude, naked, and very fe­male. There were breasts and pussies on dis­play, some of them sprawled out on pil­lows while oth­ers were bent over in the ca­su­al re­lax­ation that only sleep could bring. The women slept on blan­kets. Some stretched out across each oth­er. He gasped, feel­ing his cock twitch to life as he stared at shad­owed nip­ples and shaved pussies.

His eyes fo­cused on the only one mov­ing, a woman prob­a­bly in her late teens or ear­ly twen­ties. She wore noth­ing but a silk robe that did noth­ing to hide her beau­ti­ful body. Yawn­ing, she held a mag­i­cal lantern over her head as her eyes drooped sleep­i­ly. Her bare feet moved with prac­ticed grace as she made he way be­tween the naked limbs that ob­scured the floor. Reach­ing the edge, she yawned as she dis­ap­peared down a hall and the room once again plunged into dark­ness.

De­rik prompt­ly de­cid­ed that he need­ed a god to thank.

As he re­al­ized where he was, he re­vised his opin­ions again.

The baron’s harem.

The for­bid­den harem.

The “if I get caught, I will lose my balls painful­ly” harem.

Baron Hamel re­fused to mar­ry him­self, hold­ing out for the “per­fect” wife to hang on his arm. In­stead, he had a harem of near­ly a hun­dred women, each of them liv­ing a life of sen­su­al com­fort. Most of them se­lect­ed from the cream of so­ci­ety, the baron also ac­cept­ed ex­ot­ic women as part of ne­go­ti­a­tions and treaties.

Re­mem­ber­ing the sheer amount of naked bod­ies be­fore him, De­rik de­cid­ed that Hamel was very good at state­craft.

Slow­ly, he pushed him­self out of the wa­ter, winc­ing as the wa­ter dripped off and the last ru­ined re­mains of his stealth suit slipped from his body. As the wa­ter sheet­ed off, the warm air ca­ressed his bare skin. He turned around to strain as much of the re­mains from the wa­ter, to hide his tracks.

By the time he gath­ered up as much of his out­fit as pos­si­ble, near­ly chok­ing from the burnt smell, his eyes man­aged to ad­just to the dim light. Peer­ing around, he could only see the shad­ows above him, where the price­less sap­phire rest­ed in­side some ven­ti­la­tion.

He breathed in the smells of naked women and promised he would find a god to hate lat­er.

Creep­ing as qui­et­ly as he could, he sneaked to the edge of the room, hid­ing be­hind a pil­lar. To his luck, he found a mir­ror re­flect­ing just a hint of light and used it to in­spect the dam­age.

His slen­der body looked un­harmed, but he missed a few strips of cloth. A burnt patch caught along his hips, bare­ly hid­ing his man­hood, and a few more strips held on the rest of it. Swear­ing in a whis­per, he shrugged out of the re­mains of the stealth out­fit. It was an ex­pen­sive tool, that suit.

If he didn’t just steal a new one, of course.

Guilt filled him as he shoved the re­mains into the bot­tom draw­er of a near­by dress­er. In the dim light, he care­ful­ly fum­bled around, try­ing to find some­thing to cov­er his now-naked body. His cock, hard at the thought of the harem just feet away, bounced with each move­ment as he pulled open the draw­ers.

Soap and per­fume, not even a strip of silk to cov­er him­self.

“Fuck,” he whis­pered. Stand­ing up, he looked back and forth for an­oth­er dress­er when he caught sight of a woman in the mir­ror, star­ing at him with shock and hold­ing up the dim lantern in her left hand.

She had sandy brown hair and a silk robe that, spread open, re­vealed small, perky breasts that left him breath­less. His eyes drift­ed down as he turned around, a blush ris­ing up in his cheeks. Fo­cus­ing on her, he saw her shaved pussy framed by her per­fect­ly de­lec­table legs. His cock surged to full height, swelling un­til it ached, as he lift­ed his eyes to stare at her.

“Um, hi,” he whis­pered as soft­ly as pos­si­ble.

She cocked her head as she took a hes­i­tant step for­ward.

“Why are you naked?” she whis­pered back. De­rik let out a sigh of re­lief. She didn’t yell for help as the first thing.

“Um, I fell down.”

She glanced up and he al­most man­aged to step out of the light of the lantern, but she stepped to the side to keep him cen­tered on the pool of bril­liance. “Okay, but why are you naked?”

Her whis­per had a hint of amuse­ment.

De­rik blushed hot­ly and pulled his long black hair around to cov­er his groin, one hand hold­ing his hard­ness tight­ly as he looked around for some es­cape. He gave her a help­less glance and tried to step away from her.

A sud­den grin on her lips made his heart skip as she stepped for­ward again, fol­low­ing him as he tried to duck be­hind a pil­lar. “The guards will kill you if they find you.”

A heat rose to warm his cheeks as he glanced up. The open­ing to the vents stood above him, three me­ters and just out of reach. Even climb­ing the wall, she would have too much time to call for help.

Her head still cocked, she grinned. “You’re des­per­ate, aren’t you?”

De­rik’s head snapped to stare at her. “Um…”

She took an­oth­er step to­ward him, the grin turn­ing into an evil mask, the type of play­ful mis­chief that sent a shiv­er down his spine. “Ad­mit it, you’re fucked.”

De­rik tried to back away, then re­al­ized that she was al­most il­lu­mi­nat­ing the rest of the harem. One may play with him, but if the en­tire room woke up, he was screwed.

The flush burn­ing on his cheeks, he turned back to her and nod­ded.

She grinned tri­umphant­ly. “Want me to help?”

Sur­prised, De­rik just gaped at her.

The harem girl mo­tioned for him to come back around the pil­lar. He obeyed, keep­ing his eyes locked on her as he inched his way back.

She looked in both di­rec­tions. “You have to do some­thing for me.”

“Any­thing.”

She grinned and looked down at her tight body. Her nip­ples were stand­ing up straight and he caught a whiff of her pussy. “Lick me.”

De­rik froze, star­ing at her with wide eyes. “Um, what?”

She grinned, “I just went into the bath­room to frig my­self, but couldn’t get off. I bet you could do a per­fect job, those slen­der hands, that pret­ty face.”

De­rik’s lips part­ed in shock. The heat grew with every word she said. His hands trem­bled as he risked a glance down to her shaved mound. “I… I nev­er did that.”

She rolled her eyes. “You have to be kid­ding?” she whis­pered, “You nev­er went down on a girl?”

De­rik nod­ded, whis­per­ing back, “It’s dirty and smelly. I mean, that’s what whores—”

She glared and in­ter­rupt­ed him, “Well, if you don’t want me to scream, you bet­ter get on your knees.”

When he didn’t an­swer, she in­haled sharply.

Winc­ing, De­rik forced him­self to his knees, feel­ing the warmed tile against his naked skin as he stared at the swollen lips of the harem girl. He froze, he didn’t mean to, but the idea of stick­ing his face in there seemed to dis­gust him. He looked up, hop­ing to find some com­pas­sion.

She just looked down with an evil grin. She ges­tured with one mid­dle fin­ger to­ward her sex. “Now.”

A whis­pered com­mand, just on the edge of be­ing a spoke word.

He shud­dered, winc­ing at the sound of it. Care­ful­ly, he leaned for­ward, breath­ing in the smell of sex from her pussy. He gin­ger­ly reached up to stroke against the soft, warm skin that slid sex­i­ly against his palms.

She sighed loud­ly.

He inched for­ward, steel­ing him­self to do it when she reached down with her oth­er hand, twist­ed his hair into her fin­gers, and yanked him for­ward.

De­rik couldn’t even yelp be­fore his face was pressed against her vul­va, soft and slick with her juices. He gasped, press­ing his palms against her thighs, but she ground his face against her pussy, spread­ing open her lips un­til his lips pressed against the tangy pink­ness of her sex.

“Start lick­ing,” came the whis­pered com­mand.

His cock aching with heat, he start­ed to draw his tongue against her folds, tast­ing woman for the first time. It was over­pow­er­ing, the smell of sex and juices. He cringed at the wet­ness soak­ing his face, but the hand in his hair re­fused to let him pull away. In­stead, she ground him hard­er against him.

“Use your tongue, damn it,” she hissed loud­ly.

Fight­ing back the shame and hu­mil­i­a­tion, he used his full tongue to lap at her pussy, from ass to cli­toris. At her moan, he hoped it would be enough, but her guid­ing hand kept him tight­ly against her pussy un­til he start­ed to lap hard­er, tast­ing every fold un­til her juices drib­bled down his face.

He held her thighs, feel­ing the mus­cles flex­ing as she ad­just­ed in po­si­tion. De­rik heard a click, then her oth­er hand pressed against his head, guid­ing him as she whis­pered com­mands.

“Lick there… oh… yeah, use your tongue… there…”

Her lust-filled whis­pers filled his hear­ing as he lapped and sucked, obey­ing to the best of his abil­i­ty even as he fought down a shame of be­ing forced into such a po­si­tion.

Then she came.

De­rik had nev­er had his mouth so close to an or­gasm, and he choked on the flood of juices that splashed against his face. He tried to pull back, but she held him tight against the soft flesh.

She let out a high-pitched gasp of plea­sure.

He didn’t know what to do, so he stopped lick­ing. When she jerked him tight­ly against her, he re­sumed his lap­ping, pinned by her iron grip.

She came again, her juices splash­ing off his chin, be­fore she re­laxed her grip, giv­ing him a chance to pull back. She gasped hap­pi­ly, “Oh… that was a good start.”

De­rik made a face as he wiped his mouth. He could taste her juices. It was tang­i­er than he ex­pect­ed, but not en­tire­ly un­ex­pect­ed from the in­evitable scents that came up when some whore low­ered her­self on his shaft. His cock, drip­ping hard, bobbed with each move­ment as he looked up at her.

She smiled, then her smile dropped when a third voice whis­pered over.

“Teri, what are you do­ing—”

De­rik’s head wrenched around.

Teri’s hands pulled his hair down as they both looked over at an­oth­er girl.

The new girl was a blonde. Her hair cas­cad­ed off her wrists as she rubbed her eyes clear.

A shiv­er start­ed deep in­side. It grew into a sick feel­ing that blos­somed when Teri’s hands tight­ened in his long black hair.

“I found him try­ing to es­cape, Sher­rel. He’s re­al­ly des­per­ate for some help and he’s will­ing to earn it with his tongue.”

De­rik’s eyes slid to look up at Teri, her swollen sex right on the edge of his vi­sion and her juices in the back of his throat.

Fuck.

Sher­rel pushed back her blond hair and peered at him. A slow smile crossed her lips as she re­gard­ed him. De­rik, caught by Teri’s grip in his hair, could do noth­ing but look back at her with plead­ing, help­less eyes.

“Re­al­ly? How des­per­ate?” Sher­rel stood up straighter and low­ered her hands. Her breasts were much larg­er than Teri’s, swollen mounds that would fit per­fect­ly in his palm and wrap around his cock. She would have been the per­fect whore, but De­rik won­dered if he would ever see any­thing be­sides a prison af­ter he es­caped.

Dou­ble fuck.
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        In Plain Sight


        

        De­rik’s tongue hurt. He looked up from the fifth woman he had been forced to ser­vice. He could still feel Teri’s hand in his hair, guid­ing him. Her touch might have seemed com­fort­ing, ex­cept she kept hold­ing his head against the plump pussy lips. Let­ting out a sigh, he opened his aching jaw and be­gan to lap.

Soon, soft moans of plea­sure rose from her body, an­oth­er hand grabbed his head to guide him to her spe­cial places of plea­sure. Know­ing what to do, he worked his slick and slen­der fin­gers up be­tween her legs, eas­ing them into her slick sex and pump­ing with short strokes. His fin­gers dripped with the liq­uid that flowed out of her, and he curled his fin­gers, try­ing to find that spot of plea­sure. He didn’t at first, then he brushed against it, his fin­gers work­ing in the drip­ping depths of her pussy, and rubbed it as his tongue lapped against her cli­toris.

She came, hard.

De­rik, with the em­bar­rass­ment of be­ing re­cent­ly and forcibly taught how to plea­sure women, con­tin­ued to lick and pump un­til she pushed him away, let­ting him sit back on his haunch­es as he looked up piti­ful­ly.

His face dripped with sweat, and he couldn’t get the taste of woman out of his mouth. Around him, five of the harem mem­bers gig­gled and whis­pered to each oth­er, pass­ing a bot­tle of wine be­tween them as they leaned against the walls and pil­lars. The dim lantern, the one Teri first held, re­mained on a hook right above De­rik’s head, high­light­ing his rather pre­car­i­ous po­si­tion be­tween the women.

Teri lift­ed her hand, the stream­ers of his long black hair slipped out be­tween her fin­gers and she smiled. “You do have beau­ti­ful hair.”

De­rik didn’t know what to say. He worked his tongue in his mouth, try­ing to get the tangy sweet taste out, but it re­fused to go. He could feel it in his throat and his sens­es, the scent of pussy over­whelm­ing him. It clung to his face and drowned out his sense of smell.

Teri grinned and hand­ed him the bot­tle. “Here, you de­served it.”

Grate­ful­ly, De­rik stood up shak­i­ly and had to lean against the pil­lar. His knees hurt, his back hurt, and most im­por­tant­ly, his drip­ping cock hurt. A small pud­dle of pre-cum be­tween had formed be­tween his knees, and thick droplets ran down his length.

Tak­ing the bot­tle, he care­ful­ly drank from it, watch­ing Teri as he did.

She smiled play­ful­ly as he drank. As soon as her ex­pres­sion changed slight­ly, he stopped.

No get­ting drunk.

But the drink did some­what clear the taste of girl-flesh from his mouth.

“T-Thank you,” to his sur­prise, De­rik’s voice was rough.

Sher­rel worked the bot­tle out of his hand and leaned against him. Her soft body felt won­der­ful against his skin, he would have been at­tract­ed to her if it wasn’t for the near­ly an hour he spent lick­ing, lap­ping, and slurp­ing be­tween her and the oth­er’s legs.

“So, why were you naked?” she whis­pered.

The oth­ers gig­gled and looked at him.

For a mo­ment, De­rik con­sid­er­ing the var­i­ous lies he could say. In­stead, truth was stranger than fic­tion. “Um, my clothes caught fire.”

Five women stared at him in shock. Then burst into a whis­pered gig­gling.

Sher­rel took a swig of the bot­tle and hand­ed it to the next woman, a short-cut, raven-haired woman with a tat­too right above her slit. When her hand was free, she ges­tured at him. “Fire? You can’t be se­ri­ous.”

He blushed be­fore he sheep­ish­ly point­ed to the chest of draw­ers. Sher­rel padded over to draw­ers and opened each one un­til she found the re­mains of his burned stealth suit in the bot­tom.

Wrin­kling her nose, she looked back. “You’re se­ri­ous.”

A third woman, one with thick red hair named Graf, a nick­name to be sure, stared at him in shock. “Why are you here?”

“I, um,” he blushed even hot­ter, “I fell.”

As one, they looked up at the ceil­ing. De­rik glanced up as well, see­ing how all the vents were open, but then glanced around as he con­sid­ered run­ning. Catch­ing Teri’s sharp gaze on him, he gave her a sheep­ish grin and leaned back.

His eyes scanned over her. Her perky breasts still got a rise out of him, but his balls ached from near­ly an hour of no re­lease. And none of the five women around him looked in­clined to re­lease the pres­sure or let him walk out.

Feel­ing Teri’s eyes still on him, he looked at her again.

She held the bot­tle again in her hand as she re­gard­ed De­rik, then took a swig be­fore hand­ing it to him. “A deal is a deal.”

De­rik al­most dropped the bot­tle. “You’ll help?”

Teri grinned, “Of course, I mean, you’ve been giv­ing head for—”

She stopped in mid-word as she cocked her head.

Sher­rel gasped next to him as a brighter light ap­peared across the room. “Shit, Madre!”

All five women looked sur­prised as they stared at Teri.

Teri thought for a mo­ment, then yanked the bot­tle from De­rik’s hand. With her oth­er, she grabbed his hand and pulled him. “Come on, you got to hide.”

Graf whim­pered as she stepped back. She had thick hips and huge breasts. The look of fear in her eyes fright­ened De­rik. “Where?”

Teri sud­den­ly grinned, pulling De­rik. As the light grew brighter, the oth­er harem women were stir­ring, groan­ing as they lift­ed their heads, their naked bod­ies still sprawled out on pil­lows and blan­kets.

De­rik cringed like a cock­roach as Teri dragged him near the cen­ter, care­ful­ly step­ping over the stir­ring women, then sat him down on the pil­lows.

Right in the mid­dle of the room.

He looked around in con­fu­sion. “What—?”

She si­lenced him by push­ing him back.

De­spite the sick feel­ing grow­ing in his stom­ach, ex­posed and vul­ner­a­ble, he flopped down on the scent­ed pil­low.

Sher­rel came up. When Teri yanked her clos­er, she whis­pered. “What—?”

Teri hissed, “Sit on him!”

De­rik opened his mouth to say some­thing, then looked up to see Sher­rel strad­dling his face. He bare­ly had time to take in a deep breath be­fore she set her pussy on his face, knees on each side of his head.

He tried to jerk away but more sat on him and pinned him to the ground. He want­ed to say some­thing, but the soaked folds were pressed against his mouth, smoth­er­ing any­thing he could have said.

Sher­rel gave a coo and rocked her hips back and forth, smear­ing her wet pussy against his mouth and nose.

Sec­onds lat­er, he was com­plete­ly cov­ered in soft, wom­an­ly flesh.

Ex­cept for his cock. Warm air ca­ressed it, re­mind­ing De­rik of his ex­po­sure.

He strug­gled, but Sher­rel just ground her cunt against his face and he had to open his mouth more to re­lax the pres­sure.

Then, the most in­cred­i­ble sen­sa­tion of a hot, soaked pussy slid­ing down his cock, pulling it into the wet, steamy depths of some woman and hid­ing him com­plete­ly. He was trapped, pinned, and help­less. He was also al­most on the edge of an or­gasm in his help­less­ness.

Sher­rel’s thighs blocked his hear­ing and he lost him­self in a world of liq­uid si­lence.

The pussy wrapped around his cock squeezed, and he twist­ed. Sher­rel’s juices flood­ed his mouth as she ground down, un­con­scious­ly at first, then a soft rock­ing. Trained, De­rik ex­tend­ed his tongue and be­gan to lap. She grabbed his chest tight­ly, but only to grind down hard­er on his face, near­ly smoth­er­ing him.

He could bare­ly con­tain him­self, his cock buried in the sweet­est pussy he could ever imag­ine. It was in­de­scrib­able plea­sure, com­pared to the tor­ture of lap­ping at woman. But Sher­rel was hid­ing him, so he lapped hard­er.

The oth­er girls must have no­ticed it since hands guid­ing his fin­gers into wet places. He obeyed, slid­ing and pump­ing in and out with slow move­ments. Even one of them rocked against the ridge of his foot, hid­ing him even as they used him as noth­ing but a toy.

Shame and help­less­ness flood­ed his thoughts and he imag­ined be­ing caught at any sec­onds. Only the pussies wrapped around him, the hottest on his cock, dis­tract­ed him for the end­less min­utes.

Sher­rel came, a silent shud­der­ing that suf­fo­cat­ed him be­fore she lift­ed her body enough for him to get some air.

Then, the girl on his cock came her­self, squeez­ing down wet­ly, soak­ing his shaft as she ground down.

Heart pound­ing, the ache in his balls, the grow­ing need for or­gasm, and the clench­ing pussy was all he need­ed.

He came so hard, stars ex­plod­ed in his vi­sion, his body tight­en­ing hard as his shaft ex­plod­ed in a white-hot burst of flame and plea­sure. Surge af­ter surge pumped into the girl, the in­ten­si­ty grow­ing with the re­al­iza­tion that he had come in­side one of the baron’s pri­vate harem.

Drained, he re­laxed more for the end­less sec­onds be­fore Sher­rel’s hips lift­ed and he breathed in the air scent­ed of sex and per­fume. He looked down to see Teri slid­ing off his swollen shaft.

“You were fuck­ing him!” whis­pered Graf, shocked.

Teri shook her head in sharp de­nial. “Was not!”

“You were fuck­ing! And he came! I can see the cum on your thigh. Madre’s go­ing to kill you!”

Teri blushed and held her fin­gers be­tween her legs, rais­ing them up to see the white flu­id drip­ping down. “Well, fuck.”

Sher­rel chuck­led be­fore whis­per­ing sharply, “Well, what did you think would hap­pen? You get preg­nant and the baron’s gonna have your tits for din­ner!”

Teri start­ed to say some­thing when one of the oth­er harem girls looked over at them.

“What are you whis­per­ing about… who’s that?”

Look­ing around sharply, Teri sud­den­ly got a grin on her face. “Oh, we found him.”

As she spoke, she stepped over to De­rik. He stared up at her, feel­ing help­less as more of the women perked up, star­ing over at him.

Teri strad­dled his head, and he looked up to see her swollen lips, ooz­ing with his cum. The very thought of lap­ping at his own cum nau­se­at­ed him, and he tried to get up, but Teri just strad­dled down, slap­ping her pussy against his face and pin­ning him down.

The taste of their com­bined juices was al­most too much. De­rik’s hands clenched the pil­lows tight­ly as she ground down, over­ly wet from his or­gasm.

“And he’s re­al­ly good at giv­ing head, too,” she said with a gig­gle and a grind.

Tears burn­ing in his eyes and his heart pound­ing in his chest, De­rik opened his mouth to lick her clean.
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            6
            
        


        Bathroom Confrontation


        

        De­rik cracked open one eye, feel­ing an ache in his very bones. And a taste that clung to the back of his throat that he couldn’t im­me­di­ate­ly iden­ti­fy. His eyes stared up at a mur­al ceil­ing, me­ters above his head. For a mo­ment, he won­dered how he could af­ford such a large ho­tel room be­fore he re­al­ized he had three sep­a­rate bod­ies pressed against them. Soft bod­ies. Soft bod­ies with hard nip­ples. Turn­ing his head, he looked to his right. Teri slept against his side, her breath tick­ling the hairs on his chest. There was an in­no­cent look to her face, play­ful and sexy.

He groaned soft­ly, not re­al­ly will­ing to move his tongue or his fin­gers. Every­thing hurt; he nev­er re­al­ized ex­act­ly how much work it could be to please every sin­gle woman in a harem.

De­rik won­dered how the baron did it.

And it was every sin­gle one. Over the night, they had forced him into ser­vice, his mouth and lips pressed against count­less pussies and his fin­gers shoved into dozens of wet holes. His brief mo­ment of re­lease, emp­ty­ing his aching balls into Teri’s tight pussy, passed into mem­o­ry and he once again an ache spread out over his groin.

He could see the morn­ing com­ing, a false dawn col­or­ing the sky above the harem. He con­sid­ered climb­ing up to the ven­ti­la­tion or even the sky­lights, but the aches in his mus­cles made it hurt to twitch. Be­tween Wen­di’s bru­tal beat­ing and a night of ser­vic­ing, he didn’t feel safe climb­ing any­thing over his knees.

Sigh­ing, he looked over at Teri. Her sandy brown hair tick­led her nose as she snored soft­ly. On the oth­er side, Sher­rel curled up with her back against him, her cur­va­ceous ass pressed against his thigh. He could feel the heat be­tween them, teas­ing his sens­es as much as their in­di­vid­ual scents im­print­ed in his sens­es. His cock twitched to life, his balls aching even more as it took up to full height.

Then he re­al­ized he had to pee.

Care­ful­ly, he slipped out from the two women and stag­gered to his feet. In the morn­ing light, the dozens of women sprawled out in silk and pil­lows, their naked bod­ies dis­played for his plea­sure brought a sigh to his lips.

“Even if I die to­day,” he whis­pered, “it was worth it.”

Scratch­ing his head, he wrapped his long hair into his hand and made his way down the hall Teri took the night be­fore. The feel­ings of ex­po­sure—know­ing that some­one could walk in at any mo­ment—fad­ed with the need to find a toi­let. His bare feet whis­pered against the tile as he made his way down the hall.

Be­yond, he found a large bath­room which he made use of, sigh­ing with plea­sure. He con­sid­ered re­turn­ing to the room, but his self-preser­va­tion rose up, and he de­cid­ed to ex­plore the suite of bath­rooms.

A few doors down, he found a huge set of soak­ing tubs, each one four feet in depth and lined with wood. Steam rose up from the sur­face, high­light­ing the soft­ly glow­ing runes that kept the wa­ter heat­ed. They were de­sign to ease the ache of bones and in­juries.

He grinned at the thought of his tongue and fin­gers need­ing to soak. Then, he tast­ed his lips. Re­al­iz­ing that the fla­vor in the back of his throat was all the women from the night be­fore, their juices fer­ment­ing in his throat, he found a sink and washed off his body us­ing a rag. Then, he re­turned to the tub and slid into it, moan­ing as the hot wa­ter cov­ered him.

“Oh, fuck, that feels good.”

He con­sid­ered jerk­ing off to re­lease the pres­sure in his balls, but mov­ing his hands took much en­er­gy. In­stead, he leaned back and prayed no one would come in for at least an hour.

Nat­u­ral­ly, a few minute lat­er, he heard the scuff­ing sounds of bare feet com­ing down the hall. He groaned and low­ered him­self un­til just his head re­mained above the wa­ter. His hair spread out over the wa­ter’s sur­face, ob­scur­ing him. More feet came into the bath­room and he lis­tened to the harem women talk­ing to each oth­er. Their words were soft and play­ful, and he start­ed to doze be­fore a voice spoke next to him.

“There you are.”

Her voice sur­prised him and he looked up to see Sher­rel peer­ing down at the tub. She smiled with sleepy eyes and shrugged off a thin silk robe be­fore slip­ping into the wa­ter.

“I al­most thought I dreamed you.”

De­rik’s heart thumped against his chest, his eyes drop­ping to the wa­ter that swelled against her breasts. She caught his gaze and smiled.

“Last night was fun, wasn’t it?”

He could only groan.

Her eyes flick­ered for mo­ment, then she slid over to him to press one hand against his hard­en­ing cock, “I bet you didn’t get any re­lease, did you?”

Un­able to speak, he shook his head. Then, leaned back when she ca­ressed his length with her fin­ger­tips. “Why don’t I help then?”

Sher­rel purred, her hand jack­ing him with slow move­ments. De­rik took a deep breath, let­ting the first flick­er of a smile cross his lips. Her soft hand slid up and down in the scent­ed wa­ter, bring­ing him clos­er and clos­er to an or­gasm un­til he start­ed to gasp.

Then a sec­ond body slipped next to his as Teri sat down heav­i­ly and splashed him. “Still here?”

De­rik jumped, then blushed. He sat up and Sher­rel pulled back her hand, aban­don­ing him as his press­ing or­gasm fad­ed quick­ly.

Teri grinned, her perky breasts stand­ing out of the wa­ter. “Sor­ry about last night.”

He could only groan again.

“I’m im­pressed you made it so far, you were a re­al­ly good sport,” she smirked, “Are you sure you haven’t giv­en head be­fore?”

Hu­mil­i­a­tion rose up in­side De­rik, re­mind­ing him of his help­less­ness as she forced him into ac­tion. Each woman who woke up and that act of press­ing her sperm-filled pussy to his mouth. Tears filled his eyes and he looked away, vow­ing to nev­er think of this mo­ment in his life again.

Teri leaned back, spread­ing her legs out into the wa­ter. He watched as her hand swished along the sur­face, play­ing with his long, black hair.

“Well, you are a fast learn­er any­way.”

Sud­den­ly, she sat up and pulled him close. De­rik tried to look away, but she pulled his chin to face her. Be­fore he could pull back, she kissed him, clos­ing her eyes as she did. He lost him­self, his hands twitch­ing as she wrapped her soft, per­fumed body around his, grind­ing her hips against his side. One hand delved down into the wa­ter and brushed against his aching mem­ber.

When she broke, she pur­pose­ful­ly glanced down. Her fin­gers teased his length for a mo­ment, cir­cling around the swollen head. “Oh, you en­joy­ing this.”

Sher­rel gig­gled. “I think he needs to come.”

Teri start­ed to jack him, slid­ing her palm up and down. “This help?”

De­rik shud­dered and nod­ded.

Sher­rel pout­ed for a mo­ment, then reached over, join­ing her hand with Teri and teas­ing his balls, tug­ging on his hairs and run­ning her fin­ger in the area be­tween his ass and base.

He clenched, shift­ing her out of po­si­tion.

Sher­rel chuck­led but pulled her fin­gers away from his anus.

Just as he al­most reached an­oth­er or­gasm, he heard three more en­ter the room.

“Oh wow, he’s real!?”

“What is Madre go­ing to say?”

“Here, let me in.”

Hands pulled away from his aching cock as the new­com­ers joined them in the wa­ter, slosh­ing as they wig­gled next to each oth­er. Five pairs of eyes fo­cused on him, then more as more of the women fil­tered into the room. See­ing him, they stared in shock and re­mem­bered plea­sure as they filled all the tubs. More bod­ies slid into his own tub and he was jos­tled into the cen­ter, sur­round­ed by breasts, bod­ies, and teas­ing hands. They teased him, fin­ger­tips against his man­hood and balls, but nev­er giv­ing that re­lease he des­per­ate­ly need­ed.

As they teased him, bring­ing him to the cusp an or­gasm and then in­ad­ver­tent­ly stop­ping, they start­ed to ask ques­tions.

“What is your name?”

“Um, De­rik,” he an­swered.

“Oh, sounds pret­ty.”

“How did your hair get so long?”

“Why are you here?”

“Why were you naked?”

More ques­tions came and he tried to an­swer them, avoid­ing the ex­act rea­son he was in the harem in the first place.

“Are you go­ing to spend the night?”

The idea of plea­sur­ing all of them again, be­ing shoved into pussy af­ter pussy, left him cold in­side. He ached and he want­ed to for­get this as fast as he could. “I… I’d rather not.”

Teri ran her fin­gers through his hair. “We should prob­a­bly help him out, he did,” she grinned, “pay for our ser­vices.”

One of the women made a dra­mat­ic pout. “I didn’t come last night.”

An­oth­er woman crawled over De­rik, her slick breasts teas­ing his cock for a mo­ment and caus­ing it to twitch, be­fore slip­ping into the speak­er’s lap. “I’ll make you come.”

They gig­gled and start­ed to kiss, which did noth­ing for De­rik’s aching hard­ness. De­rik watched, his body grow­ing hot­ter and his cock scream­ing for re­lease.

Sher­rel leaned over him, speak­ing to Teri. “What are we go­ing to do?”

Teri cocked her head for a mo­ment. She ran a fin­ger along her breast be­fore an­swer­ing. “I say, we hide him un­til Madre does her rounds, then wrap him up in clothes and sneak him out the back door. It’s ear­ly morn­ing, so Tornsin is on duty and eas­i­ly swayed with a lit­tle bit of tit.”

To make a point, Teri reached over and heft­ed one of Sher­rel’s larg­er breasts, thumb­ing the larg­er nip­ple un­til it perked up. They both gig­gled and re­gard­ed De­rik.

“Sound good?”

He had no clue. “Um, yeah.”

Teri glanced down, then sighed. “Oh, sor­ry. You still need to come?”

De­rik let out a soft whim­per that halt­ed the con­ver­sa­tion.

Teri reached down and start­ed to slide her palm down his shaft again. In two strokes, he was ready to come, then a fran­tic whis­per cut through his plea­sure once again from some­one at the en­trance to the tubs

“Madre is com­ing!”

In a flash, Teri’s hand pulled away from his cock, and he was shoved into the back of the tub, away from the door. Women scur­ried to stand in front of him, pin­ning him against the back tight­ly with their slick bod­ies. He was thank­ful and claus­tro­pho­bic at the same time.

A few heard-pound­ing min­utes lat­er, he heard some­one com­ing into the tub area. She, this Madre, wore heels. The click­ing on the tile sound­ed slow, mea­sured, and in­fi­nite­ly dan­ger­ous to his well-be­ing. One wrong thing and he would be slaugh­tered.

De­spite his fear, he could only fo­cus on the ass­es pressed de­li­cious­ly close to his body. He shift­ed slight­ly, mov­ing his aching cock to slide down the crack of the near­est one, Teri he guessed. In re­sponse, she pressed back to stop him, but didn’t move his aching length from her firm ass.

He con­sid­ered work­ing his cock in, when they all spoke up.

“Good morn­ing, Madre!”

“Morn­ing!”

Madre had a cheer­ful voice, with a slight north­ern ac­cent of the Belkim re­gion. He guessed she was in her thir­ties and could al­most imag­ine what she looked like.

Some­one asked her a ques­tion but it was quick­ly fol­lowed by oth­ers.

“What hap­pened last night?”

“How was the baron?”

The room qui­et­ed down and he could imag­ine her ges­tur­ing for si­lence.

“Hamel is ac­tu­al­ly in a very good mood. His trip went well, and the girls are still sleep­ing off the trip back in the car­riage. When you get fin­ished, help them into the room and let them get some good sleep. The baron laid into them most of the trip and they are quite sore.”

A round of gig­gles.

“But, it ap­pears that the roof col­lapsed in the great hall last night. Looks like sup­ports failed un­der the weight of the mo­sa­ic.”

De­rik’s ears perked and he froze to make it eas­i­er to lis­ten. The dis­trac­tion of naked women made it hard, but he heard Madre’s next words with chill­ing clar­i­ty.

“Two guards were killed when it col­lapsed.”

Ice filled his heart as tears start­ed to burn his eyes. Slow­ly, he whis­pered to him­self. “Fuck.”

There were gasps of shock. Teri’s ass pulled away from him.

A sui­ci­dal urge to stand up filled him and he strug­gled to con­tain it.

One of the women spoke up. “Who?”

“Tornsin’s broth­er, Thomas, and Old Gaff.”

He lis­tened to the cries of sor­row and more of the women pulled away from him. His hands balled into fists as he stared at their backs, sink­ing into the wa­ter.

Madre, her voice brim­ming with sad­ness, spoke care­ful­ly.

“It wasn’t any­one’s fault. I mean, it wasn’t a thief or any­thing, oth­er­wise they would have tak­en the Eye of Hamel. But, just in case, with so much dam­age, they are tripling up all the guards. So, stay in the rooms, I don’t want our lit­tle fam­i­ly to cause any trou­bles. Do you un­der­stand?”

Agree­ments filled the room and De­rik couldn’t help but smile at the joy of know­ing his de­coy sap­phire re­mained in place. Af­ter a few more ques­tions, he lis­tened to Madre leav­ing, her shoes click­ing on the floor as she left.

But, just as he start­ed to re­lax, he heard her turn around.

“Who is he?”

De­rik’s heart froze in place and he gasped soft­ly.

Teri looked around. “Um, who?”

“The man in the tub with you.”

Fuck, fuck, fuck echoed in De­rik’s thoughts as he tried to crouch down. He wormed his away among naked limbs in an at­tempt to dis­ap­pear. The sounds of her shoes com­ing clos­er, un­err­ing­ly seek­ing him out, pound­ed in his heart as he cringed.

“I can hear him whis­per­ing be­hind you.” She spoke in a threat­en­ing voice, “I can hear his sighs. I can smell him in the air and I know he’s be­hind you, Teri.”

There was a rip­ple through the bod­ies pressed against him be­fore Madre fin­ished, “Let me see him un­less you want to see how pissed I can get.”

His heart near­ly burst in his chest. Let­ting out a whim­per, he tried to crawl into the bot­tom of the tub. The women shield­ing him hes­i­tat­ed, then he watched as they stared to crawl out of the tub. Naked bod­ies drip­ping with wa­ter. Too soon, he was alone in the tub, naked and help­less, his black hair sprawled out over the sur­face and look­ing up at Madre, the mis­tress of the harem.

She had curves, was the first thing he thought of. Short, prob­a­bly only a me­ter and a half in height, she had hair with red high­lights, pulled back into a tight, pro­fes­sion­al bun. Two sticks stuck out of both ends of the bun; he thought he could see met­al points on the end of them. Her dress, cling­ing to every curve of her body, stuck against her skin in the hu­mid­i­ty. It was silk bro­cade, some­thing De­rik could eas­i­ly have stolen from the most ex­pen­sive of im­port busi­ness. Her shoes, match­ing per­fect­ly in col­or, had rel­a­tive­ly short heels, but they looked as se­ri­ous as the stare she fo­cused on him.

“Stand up.”

When he didn’t re­spond, she re­peat­ed it, bark­ing it out as a com­mand. De­rik stag­gered to his feet, wa­ter drip­ping off his body and stream­ing down his hair as he stood on a step.

Her eyes nar­rowed and she snapped her fin­gers, point­ing to the ground in front of her. De­rik, blush­ing hot­ly, cov­ered his groin with his hands and ex­it­ed the tub, stand­ing where she point­ed.

“Don’t move,” she com­mand­ed.

De­rik shiv­ered with fright, look­ing around at the oth­ers. They watched, sprawled out on the sides of the room or in the tubs. Naked bod­ies and cu­ri­ous eyes, all fo­cused on his nude form.

Madre said noth­ing more, her eyes scan­ning over him. Her gazed burned di­rect­ly into his chest, as if she could see his very soul.

An un­com­fort­able si­lence filled the room.

He squirmed, not­ing the de­press­ing­ly few ex­its.

“Who are you?”

“D-De­rik.”

“De­rik who?”

“J-Just De­rik… madam.”

She stepped for­ward. As she did, she lift­ed her hand and a translu­cent blade of force ap­peared in her hand. Beats of sweat formed on his body as she pressed drew it down and sliced away a few of the hairs on his chest.

He could feel force rip­pling off the blade, stir­ring the damp hairs on his stom­ach. He tight­ened his mus­cles, feel­ing ter­ri­fied at the sharp end near­ly pierced his skin.

“Did you fuck my girls?”

A sin­gle ques­tion, and he knew he didn’t have more than a heart­beat to an­swer. Re­mem­ber­ing the whis­pered con­ver­sa­tion be­tween Teri and Sher­rel, he shook his head as he swal­lowed hard.

The tip of the knife nev­er twitched.

“No, madam,” he lied.

“And that is the only rea­son you aren’t bleed­ing on the floor. And if you ever try, I’ll gut you and the girl who lets you.”

He didn’t know what to say. “Y-Yes, madam.”

She glared at the oth­ers, her hair frizzing slight­ly in the hu­mid­i­ty. “Right?”

As one, the women in the tub area spoke. “Yes, Madre!”

She turned back to him, jab­bing him slight­ly with the mag­i­cal­ly cre­at­ed blade. “Now, what in name of the Sev­en Gods, are you do­ing in my harem?”

“I… um, fell, madam.”

“Madre.”

“Madre,” he re­peat­ed.

“Fell from where?”

“The ven­ti­la­tion shaft, ac­tu­al­ly.”

“And how did you end up naked in the tub? Fall into that?”

She raised an eye­brow, but when she didn’t stab him, De­rik stut­tered an an­swer.

“No, but I… I spent the night, but I wasn’t plan­ning on stay­ing. I-I was try­ing to get out be­fore some­one saw me, then s-some­one said I had to help them be­fore I could get out.”

Her eyes nar­rowed again.

“That doesn’t ex­plain how you got in here,” she glanced over at Teri, “but that re­sponse does sound like one of my girls.”

Teri gig­gled and Madre fo­cused back on De­rik. “So, you spent the night here? Get­ting blow-jobs and hand-jobs from the pret­ty girls?”

She spat out the words, stab­bing a bit deep­er un­til a sin­gle droplet of blood formed at the tip of her knife.

“No! I mean, no, I didn’t get a sin­gle one, madam.”

“Madre.”

“Sor­ry, I didn’t, I swear, Madre.”

“Then what did you do?”

“I… she made me lick them all.”

“You gave head to my girls?”

Around him, the girls nod­ded in as­sent along with a cou­ple sighs of plea­sure. He spot­ted a few of them stroking each oth­er as they watched. Madre looked around in sur­prised, her eye­brows arched.

“Se­ri­ous­ly? All he did was blow you?”

“And fin­gers, Madre, He has very long and nice fin­gers.” sup­plied Sher­rel with a smile and a twist of her hips.

“He didn’t get any­thing?”

De­rik saw Sher­rel look sharply at Teri, then shake her head. “No, I was giv­ing him his first hand-job when you came in.”

Madre’s eyes looked down to De­rik’s crotch, still cov­ered by his hands. Her knife low­ered as she ges­tured with it.

“Let me see.”

The last thing De­rik want­ed to do was ex­pose his cock to that knife, but he hes­i­tant­ly pulled his hands away from his throb­bing erec­tion.

Madre grunt­ed, “A cute lit­tle cock, I see.”

De­rik blushed hot­ly. Lit­tle?

The point of the knife went dan­ger­ous­ly low as she used it to ease his cock aside to in­spect his balls. “And you are telling me you broke into the harem, with a lame ex­cuse of falling, to just plea­sure these girls all night?”

De­rik spent a mere sec­ond to con­sid­er his an­swer. It seemed safer to ad­mit to that in­stead of ac­ci­den­tal­ly killing guards with his ef­forts to steal the Eye of Hamel. Once again, he lied and very care­ful­ly said. “Yes, Madre.”

Around him, Teri and the oth­ers gig­gled and laughed, hands touch­ing each oth­er as they watched.

“Se­ri­ous­ly?”

“Y-Yes, Madre, that is all I want­ed,” he lied.

She stared at him and an icy rip­ple of fear ran down his back. Her eyes pierced him, hold­ing him still as en­er­gy seemed to rip­ple off her. More sweat bead­ed her brow, then she lift­ed both hands, the knife sud­den­ly gone.

“You’re an id­iot, De­rik.”

“I-I know,” he said with com­plete and ut­ter hon­esty.

She took a long deep breath be­fore speak­ing up again.

“You also picked a very bad time to do this, boy.”

He flinched at the ti­tle, but said noth­ing.

“With the great hall in ru­ins and the Eye near­ly un­pro­tect­ed, they are ar­rest­ing any and all un­known peo­ple. And you, De­rik, look very sus­pi­cious in this room.”

“I-I didn’t steal any­thing.”

“I know, oth­er­wise you’d be on a pike right now.”

He shiv­ered at the thought. His body tensed at the mem­o­ry of the sap­phire just me­ters above his head.

She stared at him, then around the room. “So, the ques­tion is, De­rik, do I turn you over to the guards, where you’ll spend the next week in the dun­geons as they ask why you slept in the harem?”

De­rik let out a tiny squeak­ing noise. He clutched him­self tight­ly, giv­ing her a plead­ing look.

“Or,” she grinned at him, “do I let you play with my girls, earn­ing every night un­til you can leave safe­ly?”

The thought of days and nights at the mer­cy of the women send a cold shiv­er down his spine. He glanced over at Sher­rel and Teri. At the sight of their grins, his fear and anx­i­ety spiked.

He al­most asked to be tak­en to the dun­geon, but he re­gained his wits be­fore his mouth opened. “I-I… please let me stay here?”

She re­gard­ed him se­ri­ous­ly.

“You know that means you’ll be plea­sur­ing these girls al­most every mo­ment you are here, right?”

A twit­ter rip­pled through the room and he swal­lowed be­fore nod­ding.

“Yes, Madre.”

“And you’ll obey every com­mand I give, every rule I state, no mat­ter how much you don’t want to?”

He nod­ded, feel­ing like he stood at the en­trance to hell. She stepped next to him, the knife reap­pear­ing in her hand to press against his throat. “And if I ever, even for a sec­ond, think you have some­thing else in mind, I’ll have you throw in the dun­geon or gut you my­self. One at­tempt to es­cape, one hurt girl, one fin­ger raised in anger, and you are dead.”

Swal­lowed in fear, he nod­ded.

“Y-Yes, Madre.”

Af­ter a sec­ond of hold­ing his gaze, she stepped back and the knife blew away like mist. “Very well. You may stay.”

A cheer filled the bathing area but Madre wasn’t done.

“And, to pre­vent you from be­ing caught, you are to be treat­ed like one of the girls.”

De­rik nod­ded.

“That means you will dress like them—”

He froze in mid-nod, sud­den­ly flush­ing.

“—and ex­er­cise with them, bath with them, and you will act like them in every way like a plea­sure slave un­til the day you leave.”

She cir­cled around him be­fore stop­ping in front of him. “Un­der­stand?”

“Y-Yes, madam.”

“Madre. You are al­ways to call me Madre. That isn’t my name, that is my po­si­tion here.”

“Yes, Madre.”

“Good. You ac­cept?”

It was bet­ter than tor­ture or death, even if he would suf­fer with the dirty task of pleas­ing them.

“Yes.”

Madre sud­den­ly grinned. “I sup­pose the best way to keep an eye on you, De­rik, is to make you the ‘new girl’.”

He didn’t un­der­stand, but one of the girls be­hind her sud­den­ly let out a sigh of re­lief as the oth­ers gig­gled. Madre grinned. “That means you some spe­cial du­ties start­ing to­mor­row morn­ing.”

Fear­ful, he just nod­ded.

“And the first is your hair.”

De­rik clutched his long black hair tight­ly, look­ing fear­ful. It was his only point of pride, the long black length that cas­cad­ed down his back.

Madre shook her head sharply.

“No, that is beau­ti­ful and wor­thy of a tru­ly gor­geous woman in­stead of you,” he flushed at that, “but I’m talk­ing about this,” she point­ed to his chest, “and this,” her fin­ger low­ered to his balls.

“It all has to go.”

De­rik whim­pered, “No…”

Madre’s face twist­ed in a scowl. Her hand snapped out to grab his chin, turn­ing him to look at the oth­ers.

“Do you see hairy women here?”

Look­ing over the dozens of naked breasts and the swollen pussies he had lapped, he knew there wasn’t a sin­gle strand of hair be­low their necks.

“No.”

“Then it would look strange to have a hairy girl in the mid­dle of my room, wouldn’t it?”

“Y-Yes, Madre.”

“Then, the hair has to go.”

De­rik let out a sob as tears dripped down his cheeks, and his balls tried to crawl up into his body.
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            7
            
        


        Waking Up Nude


        

        De­rik set­tled down be­tween the sprawled bod­ies of Teri and Sher­rel. He sighed un­hap­pi­ly as he rest­ed against an over­stuffed pil­low, look­ing down at his hair­less body. His cock, pur­ple and half-hard, twitched slight­ly as he fo­cused on the wrin­kled balls.

It dis­gust­ed him.

For his en­tire adult life, the dif­fer­ence be­tween the him and whores had been hair. Tiny short hairs and a thatch right above the legs. It was his mark of im­por­tance, his man­hood. The one thing he fo­cused his en­tire adult­hood on. With his slen­der body and no hair, he al­most looked like the harem women spread out around him.

Think­ing of that, he glanced over at Teri who took his hair re­moval with a gig­gle and a night of forced lick­ing. The smiles and the gig­gles burned against his cheeks like a brand.

But when she slept, there was an in­no­cence to her sweet body. A del­i­cate­ness that al­most made him want to wake her up in the way she want­ed most, with his mouth be­tween her legs.

“Good morn­ing,” said a sleepy Sher­rel.

He shift­ed slight­ly to glance at her. She smiled and reached out, stroking one fin­ger­tips against his cock. “It’s beau­ti­ful.”

Her voice bare­ly car­ried over to him.

He shook his head. “It’s dis­gust­ing.”

Her hand wrapped around his shaft, and it warmed in her palm. He could feel, and see, his balls twitch­ing, tight­en­ing up against his skin as she brushed her palms against her side. Sher­rel looked up at him. “No, all of you is beau­ti­ful. Your hair, your body, even your cock.”

“But…” he let his voice trail off for a mo­ment, “I…”

Sher­rel shift­ed slight­ly un­til her large breasts pressed against his thigh. Her hand trailed down, drag­ging the smooth ends of her fin­ger­tips along his wrin­kles. His cock twitched with his hu­mil­i­a­tion.

“What? Just be­cause she re­moved your hair?”

Un­able to form the words, he just nod­ded.

She raised an eye­brow, her fin­ger­tips teas­ing his cock as it stretched up to full length, a throb­bing ache burn­ing in­side him. “Give me a man with­out hair any day.”

He couldn’t un­der­stand it. “W-Why?”

Sher­rel smiled and reached over to suck light­ly on the side of his shaft. The warmth and liq­uid heat sent waves of plea­sure cours­ing along his en­tire body.

“Be­cause it is clean, it is plea­sure. Every lit­tle touch,” her mouth worked down the side of his cock, to suck light­ly on his sack. A burn­ing wet­ness that sucked one ball in, then the oth­er. His fin­gers clutched against the pil­lows.

“And you don’t have to pull hairs out of your mouth. I mean, the baron is huge, but it is just worse when your face is buried in that for­est of hair. Y-You can’t re­al­ly breathe around it.”

He shiv­ered at the thought, sud­den­ly re­mem­ber­ing Rick’s cock.

Sher­rel let out a gig­gle as his cock surged even hot­ter. She pulled her mouth from the base of his cock and gig­gled. “Think­ing about the baron?”

De­rik shook his head sharply. His cheeks burned and he re­fused to ad­mit it. “No!”

She gig­gled again then dragged her tongue up his length, to tease his cock-head. “I bet you just mas­tur­bat­ed in the bath­room?”

De­rik nod­ded as he looked over the harem. It was late in the morn­ing, but every­one re­mained asleep. With Madre back in charge, the harem woke up clos­er to noon and drift­ed to sleep well af­ter mid­night. He al­ways pre­ferred sleep­ing un­til af­ter­noon, but in a room with three dozen harem mem­bers do­ing the same, it was both fa­mil­iar and sur­re­al at the same time.

“Did it feel good?”

He looked down, then gave a lit­tle nod. It was an okay or­gasm, just enough to take the edge off his aching balls, but noth­ing else.

“As good as this?”

She lift­ed her body over him, nip­ples teas­ing his legs as she pressed her lips against his cock. Her hand reached down to tease his balls as she drew his length into her mouth. He let out a soft moan of plea­sure, feel­ing the liq­uid plea­sure tak­ing him. Sher­rel smiled at him and be­gan to bob, slid­ing up and down.

Please, please, please let me come, echoed in his head as he watched her swal­low him. Lips to his base, then slid­ing up his glis­ten­ing shaft to kiss the tip. Soft, al­most gen­tle, slurp­ing nois­es filled his hear­ing as he watched.

His or­gasm stared to burn in­side him, al­most ready to crest when Teri stopped with­out warn­ing.

She smiled as she stood up. “That looks like fun.”

He closed his eyes, pray­ing she wouldn’t in­ter­rupt him. He didn’t hear her mov­ing. When her thighs step­ping on both sides of his head, he jumped in sur­prise. Look­ing up, he watched as she strad­dled his face, pin­ning him back against the pil­low. He opened his mouth, au­to­mat­i­cal­ly now, lap­ping at the soft mound of her pussy as Sher­rel con­tin­ued to blow him.

Not be­ing able to see Sher­rel plea­sure him in­ten­si­fied the ex­pe­ri­ence. He gasped, lap­ping at the fa­mil­iar taste of Teri’s pussy. Teri moaned soft­ly, grind­ing against him. De­rik sur­prised him­self by reach­ing up to cup her but­tocks, pulling her tight.

Sher­rel re­ward­ed him with deep­er, wet­ter strokes.

His cock swelled painful­ly hard. Then, his plea­sure crest­ed in­side him, a pow­er­ful or­gasm that con­sumed his thoughts. He could only clutch to Teri, lap­ping fran­ti­cal­ly at her slit. He bare­ly reg­is­tered her grab­bing his hair as she came.

She pulled away with a gasp. “Wow, you are get­ting good at that.”

De­rik flushed at the com­pli­ment, then looked down to see Sher­rel clean­ing off his cock with her mouth, a tiny bit of cum ooz­ing out of her full, red lips.

She smiled at him as she licked her lips. “As I said, beau­ti­ful.”

Teri grinned and pat­ted his head as she head­ed into the bath­rooms, her feet step­ping over the oth­ers. De­rik watched her, then turned back to Sher­rel.

“Um… do you want me…?”

Sher­rel grinned. “Give me some head?”

Cheeks hot, he nod­ded. She shook her head and sat up to press her back against his chest. She spread her legs and let one hand drift down.

“Just hold me, okay?”

De­rik held her and stroked her breasts with his thumbs. His fin­gers touched and stroked her as she jerked in his grip, both hands buried be­tween her legs as she arched her back in plea­sure. De­rik’s cock surged back to full heat as she brought her­self to a silent, pow­er­ful or­gasm right against his body. He could just stare, mar­veling at the in­ten­si­ty of her ac­tions.

When she fin­ished, Sher­rel slumped against him. She looked up at him with a smile. “Some­times, my own fin­gers are the best.”

He chuck­led and then said noth­ing. She held his arms around her and soon he heard her breath­ing slow. To­geth­er, they drift­ed back to sleep.

Teri woke him up again, and De­rik au­to­mat­i­cal­ly opened his mouth for her pussy. To his sur­prise, her fin­gers pressed light­ly against his lips.

“That’s sweet, but you need to get up.”

His eyes fo­cused on her as she stood above him. Slow­ly, she drew her fin­gers from his lips and leaned down to kiss him. It took his by sur­prised, but he melt­ed into her em­brace. His hands reached up, clutch­ing her body against him un­til her perk breasts pressed tight­ly to him. A kiss so sweet and pow­er­ful De­rik was ut­ter­ly lost. When she broke it, he could bare­ly catch his breath.

“Come on, you have ‘new girl’ du­ties.”

With a gig­gle, she helped him up, and he fol­lowed her to­ward Madre’s room.
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        The New Girl


        

        Teri drew him down a dif­fer­ent hall­way with a grin.

De­rik, naked as her, just fol­lowed, his hand in hers un­til she stopped in front of a gild­ed door.

“Here we go, Madre’s room.”

De­rik looked around and blushed. “Um, what do I do?”

Teri kissed him on the cheek, then on the lips. “Don’t piss her off. She will prob­a­bly cut off your balls if you do.”

“Oh.” He sighed and reached for the door.

Teri stepped back, then cleared her throat. “De­rik?”

“Yes?” he turned to look at her tight body, with pert breasts and a slight­ly wor­ried look on her face.

“Look, we all went through this, um, what you are about to. So, don’t get too up­set.”

A shiv­er of fear filled him. “Um, what?”

Teri looked away and quick­ly walked down the street.

He watched her dis­ap­pear, then turned to face the door. His hand trem­bled as he reached out. Be­fore he could knock, a voice cut through the door.

“Just come in, girl.”

De­rik froze at be­ing called a girl. A flush rose in his cheeks and he looked down at his naked, hair­less body. His hand con­tin­ued to trem­ble, but he pushed open and stared into the dim light in­side.

Her room smelled of per­fume, but a muski­er one than the rest of the girls used. A few can­dles flick­ered in the dark­ness, a dim cave, of Madre’s room. He took a deep breath and stepped in­side.

He froze in the door, his eyes catch­ing the re­flec­tions of an im­mense tub in one cor­ner, a wall of draw­ers in an­oth­er. Turn­ing slight­ly, he spot­ted her form on a bed large enough to house five peo­ple com­fort­ably.

Madre slept un­der a sheet, the fab­ric draped over her body. Her back was to him, but a mote of light hov­ered in the air above her head and he could see a book in her hand.

“Door, please.”

Blush­ing even hot­ter, he shut the door quick­ly, then looked around. Find­ing no seat in the room, he stood near the cen­ter, un­sure what to do.

Lan­guish­ing­ly, Madre fold­ed her book closed and sat up. A silk robe rip­pled along her body, black in the dim light as she re­gard­ed him. “You’re late.”

“I-I’m sor­ry, Teri didn’t wake me up un­til—”

“Doesn’t mat­ter. You are still late. I don’t care if there are a dozen men beg­ging to fuck you,”

De­rik’s blush hot even hot­ter and he whim­pered soft­ly at the thought, dis­gust­ed but also ter­ri­fied.

She grinned at him, “But, still means you’ll get pun­ished. There is only one per­son who can keep you away from your du­ties, girl, re­mem­ber that.”

He couldn’t de­cide to take of­fense at the ‘girl’ com­ment. In­stead, he qui­et­ly asked a ques­tion. “Who?”

“The baron, of course.”

De­rik let out an­oth­er tiny whim­per. “H-He wouldn’t… you know, with me?”

Madre scoot­ed along the bed to sit on the edge. The mote of light fol­lowed her, bob­bing slow­ly in the air. She said, “You bet­ter hope he doesn’t. I don’t know how he would take to find­ing a man in his harem. But, if he does, there is noth­ing I’ll do to stop him or save you.”

“I-I bet­ter make sure that won’t hap­pen.”

Madre chuck­led dry­ly and stood up. The silk robe part­ed down the mid­dle and his jaw dropped at the sight of her body. At first, he could see her large breasts and the swell of her bel­ly. She was old, but not fat, just com­fort­ably plump. Then, his eyes ad­just­ed more to the light, and he saw scars on her body.

She al­most looked sad as she stepped up to him. With a shrug of her shoul­ders, the robe slipped off her skin to pud­dle at her feet. De­rik gasped, star­ing at the hun­dreds of scars that criss­crossed her body, the gouge of a knife fight, and even three par­al­lel lines of some crea­ture that took a chunk out of her side. His eyes snapped up to her light, then down to face her as re­al­iza­tion dawned.

“You’re a bat­tle mage, aren’t you?”

An­oth­er chuck­le, this one more amused. “Bright boy. How did you guess?”

“M-My fi­nancée was one… Madre.”

She cocked an eye­brow, look­ing over him. “I would have pegged you for be­ing ut­ter­ly gay,” that brought an­oth­er flush to his cheeks which only deep­ened as she stroked a hand along his chin, chest, and hips. “You have the body of a woman, De­rik.”

“I-I’m not gay,” he sput­tered, “I want­ed to be here, didn’t I?”

She looked at him, her brown eyes pierc­ing him again as the air seemed to beat around them. “No, you don’t. That isn’t the rea­son you were in the harem.”

Fear burst in­side him as he stared at her. His hands trem­bled as they formed fists and he des­per­ate­ly tried to re­mem­ber the ex­its.

Madre cocked her head slight­ly and held out her hand. A ball of faint flame ap­peared in it, hiss­ing loud­ly as it spat sparks in the air.

De­rik swal­lowed hard, feel­ing his tes­ti­cles crawl­ing up into his body.

Madre closed her fin­gers and the flames dis­solved into in­cense. “You are very fright­ened, aren’t you? Des­per­ate?”

Shak­ing, De­rik said noth­ing.

Madre looked him over, then glid­ed across the room. Step­ping into the tub, she looked over at him. “I’m not go­ing to re­port you. You have a se­cret. I can hear your heart­beat speed­ing up every time I talk about it.”

He stared at her in shock.

She ges­tured for him to come clos­er. He obeyed, step­ping into the steam­ing hot wa­ter next to her. She nod­ded in ap­proval and sat down, her back to him. He stared down at her bat­tle-scarred back for a mo­ment, then up at the soap she held in her hand.

No di­rec­tions were need­ed. Not find­ing a washrag, he soaped up his hands and be­gan to rub them against her back. Even through the suds, he could feel her scars. They ter­ri­fied them, but they also re­mind­ed him of the few­er scars he found on Wen­di’s body. The thought of his for­mer fi­nancée sent a shiv­er down his spine. He dis­tract­ed him­self by rub­bing, lis­ten­ing to the grunts of plea­sure as he cleaned her back.

When he fin­ished, he start­ed to get up, but she leaned back against him, hook­ing the back of her head against his shoul­der. He looked down at her glis­ten­ing body. Her nip­ples were hard as she looked up at him, say­ing noth­ing.

Soap drip­ping from his fin­gers, he took a deep breath and start­ed to clean her front. His cock twitch­ing as he rubbed his slick hands against her breasts, heft­ing them as he worked the soap along her curves. His palms teased her nip­ples and she just smiled.

En­cour­aged, he soaped up more of his hands. As he worked in si­lence, his hands moved fur­ther down un­til his hands brushed against the puffy mound of her sex.

“Go on,” came the com­mand and he delved his fin­gers be­tween them.

Her cli­toris was hard and hot and he teased it. A bit too rough, and she shift­ed her po­si­tion. Think­ing fu­ri­ous­ly, he thought back to Sher­rel mas­tur­bat­ing against him. Mov­ing his oth­er hand around her waist, he closed his eyes and re­called how she moved. It took him a mo­ment to find a rhythm, but the in­take of breath and the soft moans of plea­sure guid­ed him.

He slid his fin­gers into her pussy, work­ing them with long, slick strokes un­til she arched her back. His cock pulsed against the base of her spine, but he strug­gled to keep it still as he brought her to a shud­der­ing or­gasm.

As she came down from her high, she lift­ed her leg and he obe­di­ent­ly washed it. She lift­ed the oth­er and he worked his fin­gers along her toes, wash­ing each one be­fore she let it splash into the wa­ter.

“Good, one of the rules I have: you nev­er wash your­self.”

“Um, why?”

“Be­cause we are sis­ters.”

He start­ed to in­ter­rupt her, but she turned to look at him.

“We. Are. Sis­ters.”

A hot flush on his cheeks, he nod­ded.

She sat up and turned around. At her ges­ture, he mim­ic­ked her move­ment un­til his back was to her. He leaned for­ward as she be­gan to soap up his back, work­ing his hair to the side as she cleaned him.

“I’d rather you have all your or­gasms at their hands too, but I al­ready know every­one jerks off. Just… keep it to a min­i­mum or at least share it with some­one.”

“Why?”

Her clean­ing was hard­er than his, scrub­bing at his back. He jerked with every move­ment un­til he could re­lax enough to en­joy it like a mas­sage. Slow­ly, he closed his eyes.

“Be­cause it isn’t just one girl here. There are thir­ty-eight at the mo­ment, in­clud­ing you and me. And there are times when we are called to per­form to­geth­er.”

His cock surged with the thought of mul­ti­ple girls mak­ing out for some­one’s plea­sure. Then he re­al­ized he had al­ready ex­pe­ri­enced it.

Madre chuck­led as she fin­ished and pulled him to­ward her. Her large breasts pressed tight­ly against his back as she wrapped her arms around him, soap­ing him up and clean­ing his hair­less skin.

“The baron usu­al­ly has three to five girls a night, he is very large and wears them out.”

“I-I won’t have to, will I?” Every mus­cle in his body tensed.

“If he com­mands it, yes.” She spoke in his ear as she scrubbed him, “If he com­mands it, I’ll spread you out and let him fuck that ass of yours un­til it bleeds.”

He let out a whim­per and she chuck­led.

She reached down to grab his cock, work­ing her slick fin­gers around his length and balls. “But, that won’t hap­pen.”

He let out a tiny sigh of re­lief. She chuck­led as one of her hands left his cock to work around him. Her fin­gers teased his hips and he tensed. She con­tin­ued to ca­ress his side be­fore work­ing down to his but­tocks and then to slide one dig­it up be­tween the curves of his ass.

“Um,” he squirmed, “I don’t re­al­ly WANT TO!”

His last words came out as a yell as her fin­ger brushed against the wrin­kled open­ing of his ass and delved in­side. It was hot and un­com­fort­able as he squirmed, try­ing to pull away.

She flexed her arms, squeez­ing down on his cock as she pulled him back against her. Her breath tick­led his ear, “Be­cause you won’t bleed af­ter I’m done stretch­ing you out, that’s why.”

De­rik whim­pered piti­ful­ly as she pinned him against her. Even the slick, soft body of Madre couldn’t dis­tract him from the fin­ger worm­ing its way into his sphinc­ter, pump­ing with tiny strokes. The heat gath­ered in his cock, the shame of be­ing turned on by such a de­based act. She just breathed into his ear, work­ing her fin­ger deep­er un­til his body start­ed to ad­just to her.

She pumped with her oth­er hand, stroking his cock un­til it al­most ex­plod­ed, then she drove the fin­ger deep­er into his ass.

Against his will, his body ex­plod­ed into an or­gasm and he let out an inar­tic­u­late and hu­mil­i­at­ing grunt. Hot cum poured into her hand as she fucked him with her fin­ger, us­ing him like noth­ing but a com­mon whore.

De­rik sobbed as she pulled away from him.

She pulled her in­vad­ing dig­it from his anal ring and wiped both the fin­ger and her cum-soaked palm on a small ta­ble. When she looked back, she sighed. “It’s a start. You are very tight.”

Un­able to look at her, he con­tin­ued to cry. He felt dirty, used, and help­less­ly. Wal­low­ing in his own feel­ings, he didn’t re­al­ize Madre had start­ed to wash his hair un­til he felt the sham­poo against his scalp. Wip­ing away the tears, he looked at her.

She had al­most sad eyes as she worked her fin­gers through his hair, comb­ing it with the sham­poo. “You’ll get use to it. They all do.”

He sniffed, tears still burn­ing in his eyes. She just scrubbed his hair, then point­ed to the edge of the tub. Slow­ly, his eyes looked over to see an ar­ray of dil­dos rest­ing on the edge, the largest eas­i­ly dwarf­ing even Rick’s cock.

“Once we get you loos­ened up, I’ll be us­ing some of those on you.”

De­rik trem­bled, un­able to tear his eyes away from the im­mense toys.

She washed and rinsed his hair. Then, she stood up and pulled him out of the wa­ter. “You are to serve me, De­rik… ac­tu­al­ly, we need a new name for you.”

De­rik looked at her, his mouth open­ing soft­ly.

Madre looked him over, cock still hard and drip­ping wa­ter at the edge of his tub. “Can’t use Deri, that’s too close to Teri. How about Dora?”

“W-Why can’t I be De­rik?”

She re­spond­ed as a mat­ter of fact, “Be­cause you are a girl in the baron’s harem. And soft, lit­tle sluts like you don’t have boy’s names. You have slut names, lover names,” she leaned for­ward, “woman names.”

The door to the room opened, flood­ing it with light from the hall. De­rik looked up to see one of the oth­er mem­bers of the harem walk in.

“Madre, we’re ready.”

“Give me one sec­ond, Nightin­gale, I have one more thing.”

Nightin­gale nod­ded and start­ed to turn, but Madre stopped her. “No, please stay. I just have to pun­ish Dora.”

The girl looked quizzi­cal­ly at De­rik, “Dora?”

“Her new name.”

De­rik’s blush burned hot­ly, sear­ing his cheeks as he looked away.

The girl smiled and nod­ded in ap­proval. “It does fit her.”

Madre glid­ed back to her bed, then mo­tioned for De­rik.

He obeyed, un­able to match ei­ther of their eyes. He start­ed to sit down next to her, but Madre ges­tured to her lap.

“Bend over.”

Fright­ened, De­rik looked at her.

Madre gave him a stern look. “You were late.”

“B-But, it wasn’t my fault.”

“It doesn’t mat­ter, so bend over.”

“I-I, please don’t!”

“Every time I give a com­mand, I’m go­ing to add to your pun­ish­ment.”

“But—”

“This is four.”

More tears in his eyes and he shook his head. Madre stared at him, her voice hard.

“Five.”

He looked help­less­ly at the girl who just shrugged.

“I wouldn’t get to ten, she starts to use the pad­dle,” added Nightin­gale.

Pad­dle? De­rik looked at Madre who nod­ded.

“Six.”

Tears run­ning down his cheeks, he forced him­self to bend over her lap. The soft­ness of her thighs cra­dled him. Both of their bod­ies were damp from the per­fumed wa­ter of her tub.

Then, her hand stroked his back­side. He cringed, pray­ing she wouldn’t force her fin­ger into his most pri­vate of places.

What she did was far worse.

A sin­gle crack filled the room as his ass blos­somed into pain. He gasped, jerk­ing against her as she raised her hand and slapped his oth­er cheek. He tried to stand up, but her oth­er hand pushed him down, pin­ning him as she spanked him hard again. His ass burned with heat as she smacked him hard, her fin­gers spread out to cov­er as much of his del­i­cate but­tock with a sin­gle strike.

Five more came, each one smart­ing more than the one be­fore it. Even in the mo­ments be­tween her spank­ing, a sear­ing feel­ing re­fused to sub­side. The dis­com­fort and sting­ing some­how ig­nit­ed his cock once again. Hot tears dripped down his face as he re­al­ized he was grow­ing hard at be­ing spanked.

Two more came, each one pow­er­ful enough to drop him to his knees. He could bare­ly bal­ance on her lap as she spanked him mer­ci­less­ly, dri­ving her hand against his but­tocks un­til he screamed out at the hu­mil­i­a­tion, shame, and the burn­ing heat.

Then it was over.

She held him to his feet as she stood up again.

“To­mor­row, don’t be late.”

Sniff­ing at the tears that wet his cheeks, he nod­ded.

Her eyes trailed down to look at his cock, hard and drip­ping once again. Madre chuck­led dry­ly. “We’ll have to work on that one lat­er.”

She turned to the girl. “Gale, help Dora get a lit­tle re­lease and dress her. Her new out­fit is on the cor­ner of my desk.”

Pulling her silk robe back on, she walked out of the room, leav­ing De­rik alone with a burn­ing ass and a flush on his cheeks.


    





    
    

    
        
            
            Chapter
            9
            
        


        Courage


        

        As the door shut be­hind Madre, Nightin­gale’s pleas­ing smile dropped in­stant­ly. He could al­most feel the tem­per­a­ture in the room drop­ping as she turned to glare at him. Her eyes, a lighter brown than her hair, looked over him.

Ashamed, he gin­ger­ly cov­ered his hard-on with his hands.

She sneered at him. “You are pa­thet­ic.”

His jaw dropped open as she stepped to­ward him. Her gaze seared across his skin, with­er­ing his cock in­stant­ly as she ges­tured at him. “Noth­ing but a fuck­ing pret­ty boy, aren’t you? And you just ‘fall’ into the harem? And she doesn’t throw your ass to the guards!?”

Her icy voice slammed into him and De­rik let out a whim­per.

“And then, you just roll around with the girls, like a fuck­ing bloody wolf who just crawled into the sheep. But, she still doesn’t re­port you. She should have cut off your fuck­ing balls and dragged your car­cass in front the baron!”

De­rik whim­pered and stum­bled as the back of his knees smacked against the edge of Madre’s bed.

Nightin­gale sud­den­ly shoved him hard, throw­ing him back on the bed.

He yelped as he flipped over and land­ed face-first on the thick blan­kets. When he looked up, she just growled at him.

“And if you think I’m go­ing to jerk, suck, or even fuck you, re­gard­less of what Madre says, you can just drown your­self in her damned tub and rid of us of your fuck­ing pres­ence. As far as I’m con­cerned, the sec­ond I find a damn guard, I’m go­ing to make a per­vert like you gets his dues!”

Her voice reached a shrill point.

De­rik trem­bled as he stared up at her. The peace of his af­ter­glow had fad­ed un­der the as­sault of her anger. Only the pain in his red­dened ass cheeks com­ple­ment­ed the rage in those burn­ing brown eyes.

“Now get your fuck­ing clothes on and go serve Madre. I have bet­ter things to do than deal with a cross-dress­ing fuck.”

Spin­ning on her heels, she yanked the door open and slammed it shut be­hind her. The air blew past De­rik and he whim­pered, trem­bling as he stared at it.

He heard foot­steps and the door slammed open again. Nightin­gale peered in­side. “And if you fuck­ing men­tion this to Madre, I’ll cut your balls off per­son­al­ly!”

The door slammed shut again and De­rik blinked back the sud­den tears that formed in his eyes. Trem­bling, he lift­ed him­self to his knees. Madre’s bed was soft—very soft—and he had to strug­gle to get back to the edge of it. To his sur­prise, his legs trem­bled as he set them down on the cool­er ground. Glanc­ing at the door, he stood up and turned around, un­sure what to do.

Rub­bing his shoul­der where Nightin­gale hit him, he was sur­prised to see a bit of blood where her fin­ger­nail caught him. Mov­ing as gin­ger­ly as he could, he re­turned to the tub and sunk into it, rub­bing the wound to clean it. Sit­ting back up, he stared at the wa­ter for a long mo­ment; he held his fin­gers against the cut wait­ing for the blood to stop flow­ing.

A tear burned down his cheek and he sniffed, wip­ing it away. He tried to un­der­stand why he was up­set. He was a thief, only tak­ing ad­van­tage of their kind­ness to pre­vent him­self from be­ing thrown in the dun­geon or ex­e­cu­tion. It was a role, he knew that, but the ven­om in her voice and ac­tions still brought tears to his eyes.

De­rik sat for a long mo­ment, won­der­ing what was wrong.

He fi­nal­ly stirred from his thoughts, ris­ing out of the wa­ter. “I-I bet­ter get go­ing.”

Slow­ly, he got out and found a large tow­el. His soft cock was sticky, but he didn’t want to get back in the wa­ter. In­stead, he wiped it down as much as pos­si­ble. Cleaned up, he care­ful­ly set the tow­el on the edge of the tub and padded over to the desk.

Hun­dreds of pa­pers, or­ders, and ac­count­ing state­ments. He no­ticed some of the pa­per­work for in­voic­es, but most of it was be­yond his cur­so­ry skill to un­der­stand. On the cor­ner, he spot­ted a set of silk clothes and picked them up.

The first piece was ob­vi­ous. A pair of sap­phire-tint­ed silk panties. He blushed hot­ly as he stared down at the rest of the sap­phire silk and won­dered if Madre knew some­thing about the theft.

Un­will­ing to risk her wrath, he put on the panties. They were snug, hold­ing his cock tight­ly against his body and cling­ing to every curve of his but­tock. He shiv­ered at the feel of silk on his shaved skin and his man­hood twitched with every move­ment.

When he picked up the bra, De­rik was hit with a se­ri­ous epiphany.

Madre was turn­ing him into a woman.

It was ob­vi­ous, but there was some­thing about hold­ing up the silk bra that brought every­thing into crys­tal clar­i­ty. He start­ed to shake as he fin­gered the fab­ric be­tween his fin­gers, star­ing at the door. Madre had no ven­ti­la­tion shafts in her room for him to es­cape. Look­ing down, he saw a shad­ow out­side of the door. Some­one wait­ing for him. No doubt Nightin­gale to threat­en him again. If he came out not wear­ing clothes, she would know in­stant­ly, and he trem­bled at the thought.

It was the cow­ard’s way out, but he licked his dry lips and stared down at the silk bra. Af­ter a long minute of con­sid­er­a­tion, he took a deep breath.

“Just a few days, what is the worst that can hap­pen. Just… stay away from Gale and keep Madre hap­py, then I can get the fuck out of here.”

En­cour­aged, he fum­bled with the bra. It was an elas­tic one, not with the wires that he was used to to watch­ing whores take off. It took him a mo­ment to pull it down over his flat, hair­less chest. To his sur­prise, it fit snug­ly against him just like the panties.

It also felt very good.

He pulled up a silk top. Work­ing it above his head, he let it slid down his skin. It brought a dif­fer­ent type of flush to his cheeks as it set­tled into place, the two thin straps over his shoul­ders and the fab­ric flut­ter­ing against his skin. His cock grew from the slick ma­te­r­i­al, tent­ing the del­i­cate panties and soak­ing around the tip of his shaft.

The fi­nal piece was a match­ing silk robe, not un­like the one most of the harem wore. Slip­ping it on, he caught him­self in the mir­ror.

For a brief mo­ment, he could al­most imag­ine him­self as a woman. That tiny spark of re­al­iza­tion sent a shiv­er down his spine and he turned to stare ful­ly at the mir­ror.

Ex­cept for the lack of hips and breasts, he could sud­den­ly see why the oth­ers kept call­ing him gay. He fin­gered the robe, con­sid­er­ing throw­ing it aside, but he need­ed to keep the cha­rade for just a few more days.

Just a few more days, he promised him­self.

His eyes scanned her room, and he re­mem­bered be­ing in a very sim­i­lar sit­u­a­tion once be­fore, stand­ing in a room with Wen­di and her moth­er scream­ing on the oth­er side of the door. Wen­di had just caught him fuck­ing her moth­er against the al­tar and re­spond­ed with the full rage of a bat­tle mage. Only her moth­er’s quick spell saved them both from hav­ing their flesh sloughed off in an in­stant. The same dread filled him as he looked at the shad­ow of the door, the same feel­ing of some­thing ter­ri­ble out­side.

De­rik didn’t know what to do. He had no clue. He was trapped. Caught by his own lies. Some­where be­yond that door was the baron, his men, and a bat­tle mage who knew his se­cret. And the guards who may be wait­ing for him as soon as he stepped out­side.

He was noth­ing but a thief. A thief wear­ing silk panties. A prac­ti­cal slave of an en­tire harem.

He chuck­led at the thought. It gave him a brief respite and he looked at him­self in the mir­ror. His long black hair cas­cad­ed down his back and he looked back with the face of a man who could be a woman.

Soft.

Del­i­cate.

He sighed, “She’s right. I am pa­thet­ic.”

He ran his fin­gers through his hair. “I’m also a cow­ard.”

He padded to the door. As his fin­gers reached the han­dle, he spot­ted a bit of deep blue cord on a shelf. Look­ing back at the mir­ror, he got a sud­den idea. Pick­ing it up, he gasped as a tin­gle trav­eled up his arms, but noth­ing else hap­pened. Shrug­ging, he re­turned to the mir­ror and be­gan to braid his hair.

It seemed like the right thing to do.

It took him near­ly twen­ty min­utes to fin­ish. But his hair be­came a mag­nif­i­cent line of black end­ing with the deep blue strand to keep it in place. He smiled as he looked at him­self, feel­ing at bit more in con­trol of his life. He also rel­ished steal­ing some­thing, even if mi­nor.

Cleaned up and dressed, De­rik stood in front of the door. Be­yond was the great un­known. It could be the baron, Madre, or even guards with sharp swords. But, it could be noth­ing but pussies and sex. There re­al­ly was only one way for him to face it. Only one way to keep to­geth­er the lies he trapped him­self with. Only one way to open that door. Only one thing to do.

He opened the door not as De­rik but as Dora.
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            10
            
        


        Dressing Down


        

        There were no guards on the far side of the door. Nor did Madre, Nightin­gale, or any­one else wait for him. In­stead, De­rik found him­self star­ing at an emp­ty hall. The red­dish tiles be­low cast the room in a warm light and he blinked for a mo­ment. His heart pound­ing painful­ly in his chest, he took a hes­i­tant step for­ward and closed the door be­hind him. It closed with a click and he jumped at the sound.

Feel­ing like any sec­ond would bring rush­ing guards, De­rik padded down the hall to­ward the main room. He could hear Madre bark­ing out or­ders and his but­tocks tight­en with the re­al­iza­tion of how long he took to dress; he didn’t want to get spanked again. Blush­ing, he hur­ried down the hall.

As he turned the cor­ner, he briefly saw some­one run­ning to­ward him. Un­able to dodge, he col­lid­ed with Teri and they both yelped as they tum­bled to the ground. Land­ing on his still sore ass, he whim­pered and rolled over, tear­ing up at the pain that ra­di­at­ed from his but­tocks.

Teri had rest­ed her hand against the small of his back.

“Aww, poor baby, Madre re­al­ly got your ass?”

Nod­ding through his whim­pers, De­rik care­ful­ly got on his knees, then stood up. His braid­ed hair flopped against his shoul­der as he stood up, one hand rub­bing his pained butt.

Teri looked con­cerned as she helped him up, then straight­ened the silk robe on his shoul­ders. She wore a sim­i­lar out­fit: panties, bra, and a tight-fit­ting top but no robe. The dusty pink col­or matched her skin al­most as much as the sap­phire fit with his eyes.

She leaned clos­er. “Are you okay? Are you hurt?”

He nod­ded, then gave a pained smile as he shook his head.

Teri grinned and rolled her eyes. “Sor­ry. I as­sume you got spanked, right?”

De­rik gave her a hurt look, and Teri grinned.

“Don’t wor­ry, De­rik, if you obey, you don’t get it much. And don’t piss her off, you only got swat­ted. There are times when she’ll come hard from break­ing your ass. Then you just have to lick her out. But if you re­al­ly piss her off, she starts to use mag­ic and it re­al­ly starts to hurt.”

Still rub­bing his butt, De­rik sighed, “I think she did that al­ready.”

Teri raised an eye­brow as she tugged on his shirt. She leaned to the side to look at his ass and then back to grin at him. “You got fin­gered? Up the butt?”

A hot blush rose up in his cheeks and he nod­ded.

She looked sad for a mo­ment, then kissed him on the lips. “You’ll like it up the ass, it’s a great view.”

To make a point, she turned around and flipped up her top, re­veal­ing her shape­ly ass.

De­rik let out a tiny whim­per as his cock made a dif­fer­ent type of re­ac­tion.

She turned back. “See, all bet­ter. Don’t wor­ry, you’ll get used to that. Af­ter a while, it feels good.”

“There is more?”

Shak­ing her head in amuse­ment, Teri said, “Lots more. Every night and every morn­ing un­til she can stuff her whole hand—”

De­rik let out a whim­per.

She hugged him. “—into that tight bub­ble ass of yours.”

Teri fin­ished by clamp­ing her hands on his butt cheeks, send­ing a bolt of dis­com­fort and sud­den plea­sure through his sys­tem.

His cock, trapped in its silk prison surged to life and pressed up against her.

He gulped. “H-Her whole hand?”

Teri nod­ded and stroked his butt. He could feel her fin­ger­tips ca­ress­ing the cleft of his rear and he squirmed with dis­com­fort. She gig­gled soft­ly and nuz­zled against his neck.

De­rik gin­ger­ly held her, still try­ing to es­cape her fin­gers. He whis­pered, “Why?”

“The baron, sil­ly.”

At the men­tion of the baron, De­rik froze. “Um…”

“He re­al­ly is huge. Like this thick tree branch huge. Even if she could jam her fist into your hole eas­i­ly, he’s still go­ing to stretch you out.”

De­rik shiv­ered at the thought.

Teri grinned evil­ly. “Just be glad you don’t have a pussy too.”

One hand re­leased his sting­ing cheek and ca­ressed against his silk-clan mem­ber, teas­ing it. “He can’t get his mon­ster into this lit­tle thing, so you only have two holes to please him.”

An­oth­er whim­per.

Grin­ning evil­ly, Teri teased his shaft for a mo­ment be­fore with­draw­ing. “I’ll pro­tect you. I’ll make sure that thick, drool­ing cock doesn’t slam into that tight lit­tle hole of yours. The only peo­ple get­ting into that hole is Madre.”

De­rik let out a sigh of re­lief.

Teri skipped back with a smirk. “At least un­til I get a chance at it.”

He froze, star­ing at her with hopes she was jok­ing. His eyes glanced down, won­der­ing how he missed the cock be­tween her legs.

She gig­gled. “Sil­ly, with a strap-on. I got this nice lit­tle thing that would open you right up. Sher­rel says it feels re­al­ly good up her shit­ter.”

Fight­ing the in­tense blush on his face, he shook his head. “I… I’d like to pass, please?”

“Rather have Madre do it?”

“No! I mean, I don’t want it, you know, in my… ass.”

She laughed cheer­ful­ly. “You say that like you have a choice.”

Step­ping back, she start­ed to say some­thing, then she frowned. Her eyes scanned over him, and he cringed with em­bar­rass­ment.

“What?”

“Didn’t she have some­one help you dress?”

A flash of Nightin­gale scream­ing at him and De­rik lied, “No.”

Click­ing her tongue, Teri reached up and pulled off his robe. Let­ting it pull to the ground, she tugged up on his shirt.

Un­sure, he just lift­ed his arms as she pulled it up.

Spot­ting his bra, she gig­gled. “Lit­tle flat for that?”

Self-con­scious, De­rik crossed his arms over his chest.

Teri grinned and tugged on his wrists.

He re­sist­ed for only a mo­ment be­fore she pulled them apart. The heat of his em­bar­rass­ment seemed to grow every pass­ing sec­ond she looked at him.

A frown fur­rowed her brow. She whis­pered some­thing un­der her breath be­fore speak­ing loud­er, “Give me a sec­ond.”

Trot­ting past him, she dis­ap­peared around the cor­ner.

De­rik stood there, in the mid­dle of the hall, wear­ing noth­ing but a bra and panties. From his van­tage point, he could see Madre or­der­ing the girls around. Most were ex­er­cis­ing while oth­ers head­ed into what she called the class­room. On the very far side, he spot­ted Nightin­gale speak­ing with an ar­mored man and an icy sen­sa­tion sank into his gut. She whis­pered as she ges­tured to­ward him, and he fled be­hind the cor­ner. Heart pound­ing in his chest, he peeked around to see the guard walk­ing to­ward Madre.

“De­rik?”

De­rik let out a yelp as he jumped. Turn­ing around, he flushed as Teri looked at him cu­ri­ous­ly.

“What’s wrong?”

“Noth­ing!”

Teri stepped past him and looked into the main room. “You know Madre hates peo­ple who lie, right?”

De­rik said noth­ing.

Teri turned around and bran­dished two hand­fuls of silk. All of them were the same col­or, dusty pink. “Stand up.”

He stood up straight as she pulled up the snug bra.

With child­ish glee, she be­gan to stuff the silk panties into his bra, fill­ing the cups up. It only took a few sec­onds be­fore he al­most looked like he had a set of small breasts. Teri held up her fin­ger, then trailed her fin­gers up her side. He watched as she lift­ed the hem and pushed down the panties she wore. There was one rib­bon nes­tled in the fur­row of her slit.

“And one warmed for your heart.”

His own heart pound­ed as she worked the slight­ly damp, fra­grant panties right against his skin. His body heat­ed up quick­ly, his cock swelling, as she smoothed over his bra. His eyes delved low­er to catch a sight of her hair­less pussy peek­ing un­der­neath her silk top as she stepped back.

“You al­most look like a woman.”

Point­ed­ly, she looked down at his cock. He blushed and start­ed to cov­er it, but she gave him a warn­ing look. “Look, nor­mal­ly it’s your job to please me, but just this once….”

As she spoke, she low­ered her­self to her knees and pulled his cock out of the blue silk panties. Kiss­ing the top, she drew it into the warm heat of his mouth. He let out a long moan of plea­sure.

Look­ing up at him, Teri slow­ly worked her mouth down his cock, bury­ing his length un­til he could feel it teas­ing the back of her throat. With a slurp, she drew up his glis­ten­ing shaft and he let out an­oth­er moan. Teas­ing his balls, she sucked him back in, bob­bing back and forth.

With the pres­sure build­ing, De­rik leaned back and leaned against the plas­ter. It was cool com­pared to the liq­uid heat of her mouth. His hands hov­ered in hair, un­sure what to do.

She ig­nored them as she trailed her fin­ger­nails against his sack, play­ing with them un­til they tight­ened on his base. Then, her fin­ger worked back, along the skin be­tween his balls and his ass.

He let out a soft whim­per and start­ed to reach down, but her oth­er hand snapped up to catch his wrist, pin­ning it to the wall.

Still suck­ing on his cock, she wormed one fin­ger along the tight­ly clenched cleft of his but­tocks. He tried to stop her, but it was hard to con­cen­trate with the shame­ful plea­sure of be­ing pen­e­trat­ed. The plea­sure mixed with dis­com­fort as she cir­cled around his ring, work­ing it open even as her tongue lapped at his shaft.

De­spite his ef­forts, be­tween one slurp and an­oth­er, he re­laxed just a tiny bit and she speared him, plung­ing one fin­ger into his tight ring and send­ing a shud­der of in­de­scrib­able ec­sta­sy cours­ing through his body.

He strained to move his pinned wrist, but she held him down as she sucked and fin­gered him. A hard edge of an or­gasm rose up in­side him, pow­er­ful and in­tense, as stars swam across his vi­sion. Just as his body strained to hold it in, he ex­plod­ed in a sin­gle flare of plea­sure. His free hand scraped against the plas­ter wall as he let out a soft whine of re­lease; hot jet af­ter jet of cum poured into her mouth. The very feel of her swal­low­ing sent him over an­oth­er edge of plea­sure.

Teri slurped and bobbed, fill­ing the hall­way with wet, juicy suck­ing nois­es. She con­tin­ued to plea­sure him un­til he slumped with re­lease. Gasp­ing for breath, he looked down to see her pulling away, a tiny strand of sali­va con­nect­ing them be­fore she licked her lips. His cock, sucked dry, flopped down.

She smiled. “There we go. Now, try not to get ex­cit­ed.”

Mov­ing his sen­si­tive mem­ber with her fin­ger­tips, she tucked it back into his panties and eased his balls into place. When she smoothed the fab­ric over his mound, it al­most looked like he had a pussy him­self.

“Now,” she stood up, “You look like a prop­er harem girl.”

Still lost in his af­ter­glow, De­rik could only nod.

Teri grabbed his top and held it up. “Now, this you had on back­wards. You see this slit, it goes in front so it stays flat on your tum­my. This curve, that is where your ass goes.”

He flushed, re­al­iz­ing he wore such a sim­ple thing wrong, but Teri just helped him into it, slid­ing it into place. His cock twitched slight­ly and he clamped his thighs tight­ly against it. Af­ter a few mo­ments, it seemed to soft­en.

Teri smiled as she helped him put on his robe. “You are re­al­ly beau­ti­ful, De­rik.”

“Dora.”

He didn’t know why he said it, but she looked at him with sur­prise.

“What?”

“Madre said I was to be called Dora.”

She grinned, “Did she now?”

A nod. He swal­lowed hard be­fore re­spond­ing. “She said it was more of a woman’s name.”

“Well, Dora, I’ll tell you what. Nor­mal­ly, Madre has the new girl spend the night with her for the first week, but if she doesn’t,” she leaned for­ward and pressed one fin­ger along his faux pussy, slid­ing a fin­ger down his length, “If she doesn’t, I’ll get my strap-on and make you a real woman tonight.”

She kissed him, gig­gling at the help­less and stunned look on his face. Slip­ping her hand into his, she drew him down the hall and to­ward the oth­ers, to re­join the harem.
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        Spanking


        

        De­rik groaned as he padded down the hall. His back hurt as did his neck. The first part of the morn­ing be­came a whirl­wind of phys­i­cal con­di­tion­ing and im­promp­tu lessons about the hu­man anato­my. Madre knew a stun­ning amount about the hu­man body, and she was a harsh mis­tress when it came to his ex­er­cis­es. He couldn’t help but wish she had been in­volved when he had first start­ed as a thief, she would have taught him a lot about mov­ing.

“Just the right bal­ance of keep­ing you in shape and not too swollen with mus­cles. In your case, Dora, we don’t have to wor­ry about that one, but you work out like the oth­ers.”

The gig­gles that fol­lowed brought an­oth­er hot blush to his cheeks, but he ran and worked with the weights with the oth­ers. He al­most found it pleas­ant, los­ing him­self with the oth­ers.

Ex­cept for the guard. De­rik spot­ted him talk­ing to Madre for a long mo­ment and he want­ed to crawl into a dark pit. But, in­stead of call­ing for more guards, Madre just dis­missed him, gave De­rik a brief glance, and then re­turned to her in­struc­tions.

He let out his breath but cu­rios­i­ty and con­fu­sion made it im­pos­si­ble to re­lax. His wor­ry grew more when he saw Nightin­gale’s smirks di­rect­ed at him. He just passed through the morn­ing class­es and fell right into be­ing forced into plea­sur­ing every girl who came to him. Teri sat next to him, rid­ing his face be­fore he could have a breather and talk­ing about how she was go­ing to fuck his ass if he didn’t spend the night with Madre.

By the time he head­ed to Madre’s room, he was ex­haust­ed. Three in the morn­ing, and he was get­ting tired. Out­side, the sum­mer crick­ets bitched at each oth­er as a wet, warm rain poured down off the gut­ters. Be­hind him, he passed the sleep­ing harem with­out even try­ing to talk to Teri or Sher­rel.

At the door, he knocked soft­ly.

“Come in, Dora.”

The name still didn’t fit, but he opened the door. Madre sat be­hind the desk, do­ing some pa­per­work. Look­ing up at him, she ges­tured for him to en­ter the room. He did, shut­ting the door be­hind him. With­out com­mands, he didn’t know what to do, so he looked around. The bed was a mess and the tow­els were every­where. Glanc­ing back at her, he no­ticed Madre con­tin­ued to work, so he padded over to her bed.

With­out ask­ing, he start­ed to make the bed. He didn’t know why, but he need­ed to do some­thing be­sides stand in the mid­dle of the room.

“Nor­mal­ly, I’d pre­fer if you just stand there, Dora.”

De­rik stood up, hold­ing her blan­kets.

“I’m sor­ry, I wasn’t—”

“In this case, go ahead.”

“Yes, Madre.”

He worked in si­lence, fold­ing the blan­kets. He bare­ly knew what to do, but his hands guid­ed him as he straight­ened the bed, then stood up.

Madre looked at him and ges­tured in front of her desk. “Right there, please.”

De­rik obeyed, stand­ing there fret­ful­ly.

Madre con­tin­ued to work in silent for a long mo­ment, then ca­su­al­ly asked. “Did Nightin­gale help you out when I left?”

She didn’t look up from her writ­ing.

De­rik swal­lowed be­fore ly­ing. “Yes, she did.”

She wrote for a few sec­onds. “That’s one.”

Sweat formed at his brow. “W-What?”

“You’re ly­ing to me, Dora. That’s two.”

Her eyes nev­er rose from the pa­pers, her hand nev­er stopped writ­ing with the pen, but some­how the force of her pres­ence beat against him, her eyes in­vis­i­bly star­ing at him, pierc­ing his soul as he stood there. Squirm­ing, he looked around.

“The longer you go, the more it will hurt. And that’s three.”

De­rik let out a soft whim­per. Clench­ing his hands tight­ly into fists, he looked away be­fore an­swer­ing. “No.”

Fi­nal­ly, her eyes lift­ed up from the desk. “No, you won’t an­swer me? Or no, she didn’t help?”

He tight­ened his jaw, re­mem­ber the threat Nightin­gale gave him.

Madre sighed. “That’s four.”

De­rik’s eyes snapped to­ward her in sur­prise.

Madre just lift­ed one eye­brow. She spoke in a hard voice, “Not an­swer­ing me is the same as ly­ing. And we’ll make that six.”

Fuck.

De­rik forced him­self to open his mouth, to crack a whis­per. “She didn’t help me.”

Madre chuck­led dry­ly. She set down her pen. “That part was ob­vi­ous, I saw Teri re­dress­ing you in the hall. Very sweet, ac­tu­al­ly, though the blow job was a bit much since you were al­ready late.”

He flushed hot­ly, but didn’t look away.

Madre smiled soft­ly as she stood up. For a mo­ment, she leaned against the desk be­fore step­ping away. “Plea­sure slaves, un­like the rest of us, don’t al­ways have com­mon sense in their heads. Every­thing they do in­volves shov­ing some­thing into one of their holes.”

As she spoke, she came around the desk. He watched her as she came around, in­spect­ing him. She stopped be­hind him and tugged on his braid. “Where did you get this?”

For a mo­ment, he was con­fused, then he re­mem­bered the blue rope he found the room. “I… I saw it in your room, and it was the right col­or, Madre, I hope you don’t mind. I can take it off.”

She toyed with it for a mo­ment, “No, keep it. It match­es your eyes.”

He ex­haled with re­lief.

“Now, as I was say­ing, your new­found mis­tress Teri is a plea­sure slave. She was born as a con­sort, raised as one, and has all the com­mon sense of a palace cat.”

De­rik turned to her.

Madre smirked then ges­tured to her­self. “Where­as half the harem is like me, a tro­phy of the baron.”

“Tro­phy?”

Madre guid­ed him to the bed and sat him down. She raised one foot and pressed it in the space be­tween his legs be­fore she start­ed to re­move her boot. De­rik reached out to help as she worked the laces. He saw more scars on her body as her dress part­ed, re­veal­ing a dis­tinct lack of un­der­wear. She was shaved, just like the oth­ers, but there were even scars along her in­ner thighs and over the puffy mound of her sex.

“I was on the wrong side of an at­tack against the baron. I was the only fe­male in the bat­tle mage squad, and we ac­tu­al­ly took out about half of his army, but he showed him­self to be a bril­liant tac­ti­cian and left most of my squad dead. I got this.” She part­ed her dress to show the three lines on her side. “Bleed­ing to death, our leader begged for sur­ren­der.”

De­rik slid off her boot, and she swapped feet.

He start­ed to work the laces. “What hap­pened, Madre?”

“The baron sent his heal­ers to help his en­e­my, to heal me, then de­mand­ed me as terms of sur­ren­der. The gen­er­al I fol­lowed, an ex-lover ac­tu­al­ly, gave me up, and I found my­self the new girl of the en­e­my’s harem.”

De­rik tugged at the laces, part­ing the leather as he worked her foot out. He didn’t know what to so, so he spoke de­mure­ly. “Must have been hard.”

“I was trapped, help­less. A pris­on­er for so long.”

The sad­ness in her voice made De­rik look up, un­sure of what to say. Madre’s eyes were soft, un­fo­cused. Af­ter a mo­ment, she cleared her throat and looked down. “The baron won me over, Dora. He fucked me like a slut and treat­ed me like a queen. Un­like the gen­er­al, I knew that every word out of his mouth was the truth, and he proved it time and time again. Af­ter fif­teen years of this, I be­came Madre.”

Un­sure what to say, De­rik fin­ished pulling off her boot.

She nod­ded in ap­proval, then stood up. Look­ing pur­pose­ful­ly down at the ties that held her dress, she wait­ed.

De­rik got the hint and start­ed to re­move her dress, let­ting his fin­gers brush against her tex­tured skin as he did.

“Now, you are dif­fer­ent, girl. You aren’t a plea­sure slave like Teri or Nightin­gale. You aren’t a con­quest like me and Sher­rel.”

De­rik froze, “Sher­rel?”

Madre ex­plained briefly, “She was a princess, but the baron has a high price for his help. Her fa­ther is one of the Shat­tered Kings.”

The Shat­tered King­doms, the mul­ti­tude of king­doms that ap­peared be­tween Fra­nome and Em­ber­ka af­ter the war only a few years back. They were rough and vi­o­lent, trapped be­tween the two large na­tions. De­rik shiv­ered at the thought and tried to imag­ine Sher­rel as a princess.

“But, that’s enough ex­pla­na­tions for tonight. I be­lieve you owe me six.”

Fear clutched his heart, but he stood up as she sat down. At a silent look, he stripped down, pil­ing up his new silk clothes at his feet be­fore tak­ing his place over her lap. His heart pound­ed in his chest as he tried to an­tic­i­pate the swats.

“Now, re­mem­ber. It doesn’t mat­ter what you do, the pun­ish­ment will al­ways be worse if you lie to me.”

And with that came her hand, slap­ping hard against his up­turned ass. He let out a loud whim­per as the crack echoed in the room left a sting­ing im­pact. She drew back and smacked him again, no doubt leav­ing a red mark against his ass as she spanked him hard.

A third came down on the first cheek, right over the first hand-print. He let out a yelp from the sharp pain blos­som­ing in his ass. His body lurched for­ward and he ground his cock—hard and drip­ping—against her thigh even as shame filled him.

Madre didn’t give him a chance. She laid a pow­er­ful blow against his ass, crack­ing it loud­ly against his skin. The pain burst along his skin. It echoed loud­ly in the room, then re­dou­bled as she smacked him hard again.

He clutched her as his legs shook with the agony. He strug­gled with the heady mix­ture of his burn­ing ass and a re­mark­able plea­sure that burned in his loins.

The sixth blow came, smack­ing hard against his ass and leav­ing a fiery trail as he let out a scream of pain. It was in­tense, so in­tense he al­most came on her leg.

When the sev­enth didn’t come, he stood up. Winch­ing from the heat that ra­di­at­ed, he found him­self shak­ing as Madre stood up. She cupped his chin and he was help­less as she drew him to her, press­ing his naked body against her own.

She spoke in a whis­per he bare­ly could hear. “If you are hon­est, there is no pain.”

It would have been a mat­ter of just lean­ing for­ward to kiss her. A heat rose up as he looked into her eyes, feel­ing the force­ful per­son­al­i­ty pin­ning him in place, hold­ing him with her pres­ence. He want­ed to kiss her, but he couldn’t move.

Madre re­leased him with a soft sigh. “Just stand by my desk.”

Some­how feel­ing re­ject­ed, De­rik re­turned to the desk as Madre opened her door. He saw a brief aura of pow­er sur­round her and sweat drip­ping off her body.

“NIGHTIN­GALE!”

The force of her voice trem­bled the pa­pers of her desk and kicked up tiny whirl­winds of pow­er. It pushed against him as her voice echoed deeply off the walls, rum­bling through the harem. He shiv­ered from the pow­er of it, then looked away as Madre re­turned to her bed.

Mo­ments lat­er, Nightin­gale came to the door. She spot­ted De­rik first, and he saw anger burn­ing in her eyes. She was naked with a star-burst tat­too around her navel that he bare­ly no­ticed be­fore. She glared at him as she en­tered the room, plas­ter­ing a false smile on her lips as she faced Madre.

Madre seemed an­gry as she re­gard­ed Nightin­gale. “Did you help Dora when I asked you to?”

De­rik stared at Madre with sur­prised, then fear from the di­rect ques­tion.

Nightin­gale glanced at him, fear sud­den­ly in her face, then back at Madre. “He didn’t need help.”

Chuck­ling, Madre cocked her head. “Truth­ful, but not re­al­ly truth­ful. Dora was re­luc­tant to give me a clear an­swer, so I’ll ask you. Did you help Dora with the re­lease she need­ed?”

Nightin­gale’s jaw tight­ened. “He didn’t need it.”

“She didn’t need it?”

The girl shook her head.

“So, you de­cid­ed that she didn’t need help with an ob­vi­ous sex­u­al need, and she didn’t need help dress­ing?”

“Yes, Madre,” came the terse re­ply.

“Then why did I see Teri re­dress­ing him in the hall?”

Nightin­gale looked sur­prised, then glanced at De­rik.

De­rik couldn’t match the ques­tion­ing look and turned away, blush­ing hot­ly.

“Plus, I was quite sur­prised to see Teri giv­ing Dora oral plea­sures when I would have ex­pect­ed Dora to be sat­ed by then.”

“I was wrong.”

“And why did it take Dora a half-hour to come out?”

“I-I…”

Madre’s voice turned icy, “Be very care­ful how you an­swer.”

Nightin­gale’s jaw clenched for a mo­ment. “I left him, Madre.”

“You just left her?”

“I… I screamed at him… her, then left.”

Madre ges­tured to De­rik and then to the door. “I got that im­pres­sion since I heard you from out­side. I heard it rather clear­ly from the oth­er room.”

It was Nightin­gale’s turn to look away.

Madre shook her head. “You know I have su­per­nat­ur­al hear­ing when I want, Gale. You also know I could have heard you scream­ing at him be­fore you even left the room.”

“It isn’t fair,” came the mut­ed re­sponse.

“What?”

“Him!” She point­ed a fin­ger an­gri­ly at him, “He’s a fuck­ing per­vert! He’s ei­ther a mur­der­er, a thief,” De­rik’s heart jumped at that, “or he’s a wolf! And you are just let­ting him pre­tend to be one of the girls! Just like he’s one of us!”

Madre stood up sharply, her body glow­ing around the edges. “She is one of us!”

“He’s a fuck­ing guy!”

“As long as I say he’s… she is one of us, then she’s one of us!” came the bel­low­ing re­sponse. Madre’s hair rose from her head, waft­ing on the waves of pow­er ris­ing from the bat­tle mage. Madre took a deep breath and some of the red­ness fad­ed from her face. When she spoke, it was still forcible. “I am Madre. And you bet­ter be damn sure when you dis­obey me on this. Be­cause if you go to the baron with this, then you stand alone, Nightin­gale. And if you are wrong, this will be the last time you en­joy this harem.”

“He’s a fuck­ing guy! The baron doesn’t want a damn guy in his harem!”

“Will­ing to bet your life on it? Are you will­ing to risk every­thing on that anger?”

Nightin­gale’s jaw tight­ened again. She looked an­gri­ly at De­rik, then to the door. Then, slow­ly she turned to Madre.

Madre stared at her for a long mo­ment, a bat­tle of wills be­fore she spoke in a hard, com­mand­ing voice. “Your choice, Nightin­gale. Ei­ther you obey me, or you go to the baron. Your life, your choice.”

Her hands in fists, Nightin­gale an­swered, “You are Madre.”

Madre let out a long shud­der­ing breath. Her body seemed to re­lax slight­ly. “And what hap­pens when you dis­obey Madre?”

Nightin­gale sul­len­ly looked away. “She pun­ish­es you.”

Madre pat­ted her lap.

Nightin­gale crossed the room as if De­rik weren’t there, tak­ing a slight­ly cir­cu­lar path to avoid him. She leaned over and pressed her stom­ach against Madre’s lap, her breasts hang­ing over the far side. Her legs part­ed for bal­ance and De­rik’s cock jumped at the sight of her naked pussy.

Madre ran her hand along the tight but­tocks, cir­cling them as she looked down at the sub­mis­sive woman across lap.

De­rik couldn’t un­der­stand how she could have so much anger to­ward him and then bend over Madre’s lap for pun­ish­ment with­out hes­i­ta­tion.

Madre pat­ted Gale on the right cheek. “This is go­ing to hurt.”

Nightin­gale said noth­ing as she looked fixed­ly for­ward, star­ing at the wall. De­rik’s breath caught in his throat as Madre lift­ed her hand. It came down with a crash, smack­ing her loud­ly. De­rik flinched at the noise, his own burn­ing cheeks clench­ing in sym­pa­thy.

The hand came down again, crack­ing loud­ly. De­rik flinched again, but Nightin­gale just stood there. He could see a bright red hand print on her ass. Madre struck again and he watched the rip­ple of the im­pact cours­ing up her body, but she said noth­ing. Not even a flinch.

When the fourth blow came down, he had to look away.

“Don’t,” came a warn­ing from Madre.

De­rik looked back to see his mis­tress look­ing at him.

“Don’t you dare look away, Dora. Bet­ter yet, come around to watch her face.”

Her hand came down again, smack­ing against the bright red point. De­rik flinched, but didn’t look away and obeyed the com­mand.

Nightin­gale’s eyes flashed with pain, but an­oth­er swat came down, then an­oth­er. They start­ed to rain down, hard and pow­er­ful, smack­ing into her ass un­til it glowed red.

De­rik whim­pered, tears form­ing in his eyes as he watched Nightin­gale clutch­ing tight­ly against Madre.

A tear rolled down her cheek, but she kept her jaw clamped shut.

On the next im­pact, the air moved around him un­nat­u­ral­ly. Sur­prised, he stared at Madre. To his hor­ror, he saw a rip­ple of en­er­gy cours­ing up Madre’s hand as she raised it, sur­round­ing her palm as it im­pact­ed against Nightin­gale’s up­turned ass.

The im­pact echoed in the room, the air it­self beat­ing against De­rik.

Nightin­gale jerked for­ward.

De­rik shook his head, un­able to look away. When he re­al­ized she would be pun­ished, he was al­most hap­py, but now, see­ing Madre’s hand fill with en­er­gy and the crack of pow­er as it im­pact­ed against the ass left him feel­ing sick.

Each blow was worse. Nightin­gale’s eyes burned with pain as Madre’s hand came down. Each im­pact blew wind past him as it cracked painful­ly against her ass. Hot tears poured down his cheeks as he men­tal­ly screamed for her to stop. He couldn’t count the blows as they came down, one af­ter the oth­er. The mag­ic in the room blew pa­pers from the desk, and beat against his body with every blow. He looked into Madre’s face, hop­ing for mer­cy, but Madre’s eyes held only sad­ness. This wasn’t for any­one’s plea­sure, not any more.

When he saw blood, he couldn’t take any more. Tears soak­ing his face, he screamed out. “Stop! Please stop!”

Madre’s hand froze in place, en­er­gy rip­pling off her fin­gers as she looked up. She looked sur­prised as she re­gard­ed De­rik.

“What?”

“Please!” he wiped at the tears on his face, “Don’t hurt her any­more.”

Nightin­gale looked up from her lap, tears run­ning down her cheeks. She looked at him with a mix­ture of ut­ter con­fu­sion and re­sent­ment.

Madre low­ered her hand as the en­er­gy fad­ed. “Why? She risked every­thing. She risked your life by telling that guard.”

Nightin­gale looked up sharply at Madre, but Madre’s eyes were fo­cused on De­rik.

“I passed it off as pet­ty jeal­ousy, but you were sec­onds from be­ing dragged to the dun­geon, and you want me to stop?”

She rest­ed her hand on Nightin­gale’s ass, cov­er­ing up the blood and bruis­es.

De­rik had to think for a mo­ment, look­ing down at the girl who al­most got him ar­rest­ed. He swal­lowed hard and let out a shud­der­ing breath. “I… I…”

“Well, spit it out!”

De­rik closed his eyes as an­oth­er tear rolled down his cheek. “Yes, damn it.”

There was a long si­lence be­fore Madre spoke again. “Why?”

De­rik opened his eyes to look at Madre. His throat was dry, and he want­ed to throw up. “Look, she’s right. I am pa­thet­ic. I mean, look at me.” He ges­tured to him­self. “There is no ques­tion. She was right. I’m a spine­less cow­ard. I’m ter­ri­fied the guards are go­ing to come; I won’t lie about that.”

His words seemed to re­lax Madre slight­ly and her fin­ger tapped against Nightin­gale’s bruised skin.

“But, please don’t hurt her like this. She got the idea, I don’t think she’ll do it again.”

Madre raised an eye­brow and looked down.

Nightin­gale looked away un­til Madre grabbed her hair and twist­ed her to look.

“Are you go­ing to do this again?”

Nightin­gale, forced to stare at Madre, shook her head. “No,” came the bro­ken whis­per, “Madre.”

Madre stared at her for a long mo­ment, be­fore giv­ing De­rik a hard look. “She has three more. Would you take one of them for her?”

De­rik froze, “Um, what?”

“Would you take one of her swats? Would you be will­ing to take the blows for her?”

His heart slammed against his chest as a cold wind blew past him. He start­ed to trem­ble, star­ing at the bloody ass be­fore him.

Nightin­gale wouldn’t look at him, point­ed­ly look­ing away as he stared at her.

The world spun around him, lurch­ing his stom­ach to the side as he trem­bled.

“That’s one.”

De­rik whim­pered, his body tens­ing painful­ly.

“Two,” came Madre’s hard voice.

“Fuck! Yes, I will!”

His voice echoed shril­ly against the walls, even as he want­ed to crawl un­der the desk or run away scream­ing. Hot tears blurred his vi­sion as he fought against his fear.

“Very well.”

Her hand came down with a force of a thou­sand storms, an ex­plo­sion of wind blow­ing the pa­pers off the desk and col­laps­ing three shelves. The en­er­gy slammed into him as Nightin­gale fi­nal­ly let out a sin­gle shrill scream of pain. It echoed against the walls as she straight­ened out in agony and her bare feet kicked off the ground.

Madre lift­ed her hand and De­rik saw the en­er­gy build­ing, mas­sive and pow­er­ful as the air around her palm seemed to twist on it­self.

Nightin­gale’s scream had bare­ly died in her throat when it came down. The force of the blow threw De­rik off his feet as Nightin­gale let out an­oth­er wail of pain which fad­ed with the echoes in the room.

De­rik scram­bled to his feet to see Madre help­ing the shak­ing Nightin­gale to her feet.

Blood dripped down her but­tocks as she glared at De­rik.

He shook vi­o­lent­ly at the thought he was go­ing to ex­pe­ri­ence the same agony him­self.

Madre helped her lean over the bed, sud­den­ly com­pas­sion­ate again. “Just let me do this, Gale, just one more thing.”

She sat back down and looked point­ed­ly at De­rik.

He al­most ran away as his balls tried to crawl up into his body. He took one shak­ing step for­ward, then one back. Madre’s stare nev­er wa­vered, and he made his way to her. Slip­ping next to the bent-over Nightin­gale. He heard her sniff­ing as he bent over Madre’s lap. His heart crashed against his ribs in hard, bru­tal beats. He po­si­tioned him­self over her damp thigh.

Her hand brushed against his back, rub­bing against the red mark of his ass from his pri­or spank­ing. He part­ed his legs as his cock pressed against her thigh. He let his hand dan­gle un­til she whis­pered to him.

“Grab my leg, you can’t hurt me.”

Madre’s hand gen­tly rest­ed against his heat­ed ass. She cir­cled it with her palm. She ap­peared to hes­i­tate and the an­tic­i­pa­tion of her blow grew stronger. He ad­just­ed his po­si­tion again as he cringed with the thought of when she fi­nal­ly struck.

“This is one for Nightin­gale.”

The tears blurred his vi­sion. It took all of his willpow­er to make a grunt­ing noise in ac­knowl­edg­ment.

Madre spoke again soft­ly. “Now, she’s a pain slut, which means it will prob­a­bly hurt more than you can imag­ine.”

“You mean, she was en­joy­ing this?” The rev­e­la­tion some­how made it worse.

On the oth­er side, Nightin­gale sniffed hard and Madre shook her head.

“No, this was a real pun­ish­ment. I can’t al­low you, her, or any­one else threat­en my harem.”

The hand rose up from his ass, and he tensed, wait­ing for the blow.

“And if there is one thing I can’t stand, is peo­ple who lie to me.”

He didn’t know when her hand came down, but his en­tire world ex­plod­ed in agony. His spine burned sharply, as if she had shat­tered it, and his vi­sion turned to stars. He tried to scream, but his throat re­fused to move as pain seared through his sys­tem, burn­ing away his world un­til he thought he would be blown away with dust. Time com­pressed down to a sin­gle point, a sin­gu­lar­i­ty of suf­fer­ing.

De­rik woke up on Madre’s bed, face down and sob­bing.

Madre stroked his hair. All the hard­ness had fad­ed from her face. “Hurts, doesn’t it?”

Still sob­bing, he nod­ded. His hand bent back to touch his but­tocks, hiss­ing at the pain, but thank­ful that he could still move his legs. He couldn’t imag­ine how Nightin­gale could take so much with­out scream­ing out.

“More than you thought pos­si­ble?”

He nod­ded again.

Madre bent over and kissed the back of his shoul­der.

Shocked, he stared at her first demon­stra­tion of af­fec­tion.

She whis­pered in his ear. “There is spank­ing for plea­sure and there is spank­ing for pun­ish­ment. Many of my girls are turned on by the mild stuff, just like you,” he let out a whim­per as her breath teased his ear, “but there is a very hard line when it isn’t to turn you on. Nightin­gale passed that line when she threat­ened you. She passed it again when she told the guard in­stead of talk­ing to me.”

She stroked his cheek.

He turned his head to look at her with bleary eyes.

She had a smile on her lip as she kissed him on the cheek. “Now, go out with the oth­ers. I sus­pect you aren’t in the mood for sex, and I’d rather you en­joy it in­stead of dread­ing it.”

She helped him up.

He stum­bled, clutch­ing to her as he re­gained his feet.

Nightin­gale had not moved, still bent over the edge of the bed. He could see her tears soak­ing the sheets and the blan­kets. Trick­les of blood ran down her thighs and along the fur­row be­tween her legs.

De­spite the threats and every­thing, he spoke up, sur­prised that his voice cracked. “What about her?”

Madre picked up his robe and slipped it over his shoul­der. Even the touch of silk against his burn­ing but­tocks sent a hiss of pain from his throat. He shud­dered at the feel­ing.

“She’s go­ing to spend the night here.”

Sur­prise and fear bolt­ed through him as he looked at her. “You said—”

Madre held up a hand, “Her pun­ish­ment is over. That doesn’t mean that I can’t feel some sym­pa­thy for her. Once pun­ished, the top­ic is dropped. Pe­ri­od.”

De­rik thought about it for a mo­ment, and Madre re­peat­ed her­self.

Then she con­tin­ued, “Pe­ri­od. You don’t men­tion it to the oth­ers, you don’t com­plain about my de­ci­sion. You can talk about what I did to you, but nei­ther you nor her will ever,” she growled out the word, “have this is­sue again. Do you un­der­stand?”

Nod­ding fran­ti­cal­ly, he agreed.

“Now, get some sleep. Noth­ing that can help that pain ex­cept sleep. If the girls try to ride your face, you don’t have to un­less you want to.”

Dis­missed, De­rik limped out the door and shut it qui­et­ly be­hind him. The sum­mer rain on the roof mim­ic­ked the tears rolling down his cheeks. As he stum­bled down the hall, he re­al­ized two things:

One, the guilt of steal­ing the Eye of Hamel had risen to an un­bear­able point. He had nev­er ex­pe­ri­enced any­thing so emo­tion­al­ly painful be­fore. He want­ed to burst back into the room to tell her, but his lies wrapped around his throat and choked him into si­lence.

And two, he re­al­ly, re­al­ly wasn’t in the mood for Teri to ride his burn­ing ass with a strap-on.
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        Pillow


        

        Limp­ing painful­ly, De­rik had to lean against the wall just to move. The cold­ness from the tile be­neath his feet did noth­ing to soothe his burn­ing ass from Madre’s sin­gle mag­i­cal blow.

Out­side, he could feel the pat­ter of rain­drops splat­ter­ing on the roof, rolling down gut­ters, and splash­ing be­yond the walls of the harem. The ceil­ing and walls shook from the rain hit­ting them.

He looked out at the harem, the sprawl of naked women. Some­where in the sea of flesh rest­ed Teri with her evil thoughts and Sher­rel with her com­pas­sion. His eyes scanned up to the sky­lights. Flash­es of light­ing lit up the room and, he blinked at the bright­ness.

Out­side.

His life had changed al­ready. Just a few days had passed, filled with abuse from Teri and forced lap­ping at the pussies of the rest. Some­how, he had this strange feel­ing of com­fort that he nev­er had out­side.

He sighed, his eyes slid­ing along the shad­ows of the ceil­ing to fo­cus on one of the many open vents above it. Some­where above him, the most pre­cious gem in the coun­try wait­ed in a vent. Or it had fall­en and was un­der­neath or be­hind some fur­ni­ture. Re­mem­ber­ing how it seemed to move with its own will, he gri­maced. It was prob­a­bly wait­ing to drag him into some oth­er an­noy­ing sit­u­a­tion, like the guard bar­racks filled with horny men.

He shiv­ered at the thought, then blushed as he re­al­ized his cock twitched at the thought. Blink­ing, he looked back up at the vent.

It would only take a sec­ond. A rapid climb, and he could be run­ning in the streets with the gem and his free­dom.

Slow­ly and painful­ly, he limped around the harem, cir­cling the naked flesh. He found the chest of draw­ers and the foun­tain, know­ing that right above it was the gem. His eyes, ad­just­ed to the light, stared up at the dark­ness.

“D-Dora?”

He jumped as Sher­rel grog­gi­ly spoke up from the pil­lows. He looked guilty as he turned around.

She had lift­ed her­self slight­ly off the pil­lows, her full breasts teas­ing the soft vel­vet.

“Are you okay?” she whis­pered.

De­rik turned his back to the vent of his free­dom and limped over to her.

Sher­rel sat up as he got clos­er.

He start­ed to sit down, then let out a groan as his abused ass protest­ed.

Re­al­iza­tion flashed across Sher­rel’s face and she pressed a hand against her mouth. “My god, was that you be­ing pun­ished?”

De­rik whis­pered back, “Yes and no.”

“I don’t un­der­stand.”

“I fool­ish­ly took one for Gale.”

Sher­rel stroked the side of his face. “Why? She’s a bitch.”

De­rik sighed as he tried to sit down again, but the pain in his ass was too much. Even the thought of the soft vel­vet against his but­tocks caused a twinge of pain to rise up his spine. “Be­cause I’m an id­iot.”

She shook her head and smiled. “You aren’t an id­iot. Here…”

She shift­ed on her back, spread­ing her legs like a lover. Arch­ing her back and shov­ing for­ward her breasts, she sit­u­at­ed some pil­lows be­hind her back. Then, with a grin, she placed one pre­cise­ly on her sex, cov­er­ing it. “Lie down, on your stom­ach.”

De­rik frowned, but obeyed, winc­ing as he knelt be­tween her legs. His strength failed him and he land­ed on her, his nose bump­ing her fore­head. Her skin was warm and soft com­pared to the chill teas­ing his ex­posed back­side.

Sher­rel’s breath blew hot across his skin. She wig­gled into place then wrapped her arms around him. “Just use me as a pil­low, Dora.”

He set­tled down, one hand against her right breast and the oth­er on her hip. His cock, the trai­tor of flesh, rose up to grind against the pil­low, and he rest­ed his chin her shoul­der.

She sud­den­ly stroked his hair and he jumped in sur­prise. When she only ran her fin­gers along it, he re­laxed again.

“I used to do this with Teri, you know,” whis­pered Sher­rel.

“Re­al­ly?”

“Yes, she was al­ways get­ting in trou­ble. She’d come limp­ing out of that room, her ass prac­ti­cal­ly on fire and try­ing not to cry. Though, I nev­er thought you’d be a trou­ble­mak­er.”

She gig­gled and De­rik found a grin cross­ing his face. Then, guilt grabbed him and the smile fad­ed. He pressed his face into the pil­low un­der her, his thumb teas­ing the hard nip­ple in his palm. “Why are you do­ing this?”

He wasn’t sure why he asked, but he had to.

Sher­rel stroked his hair and shift­ed her hips un­der the pil­low be­fore she an­swered. “Be­cause, there is some­thing about you. When I first saw your eyes, I didn’t see a per­vert.”

His heart skipped a beat. “What did you see?” he asked.

She turned her head, and he lift­ed slight­ly to look at her. Her bright eyes shim­mered in the light of the storm. “I saw some­one who be­longed here.”

A tear formed un­der­neath one eye. He opened his mouth to say some­thing, then closed it. De­rik tried to say some­thing again, then just pressed his chin against her shoul­der, star­ing into the pil­low.

Sher­rel stroked his hair soft­ly.

De­rik sniffed. “It can’t last, you know.”

She shook her head. “No, it can’t. Soon­er or lat­er, the wrong per­son will fig­ure out you’re a guy. Then, you’ll be tak­en away, or you’ll leave us.”

He sighed, blink­ing back the tears.

She smiled sweet­ly at him. “I was ly­ing here a lit­tle bit ago, and you know what?”

He leaned against her, drink­ing in the scent of her body and the feel of her skin. She was soft and com­pas­sion­ate, beau­ti­ful and com­fort­ing.

“What?”

“I wished you were one of us, a real woman.”

Si­lence pooled around them as he stared into the pil­low. Then he slow­ly lift­ed him­self again to look into her eyes. “Why?” It came out as a soft, bro­ken whis­per.

She smiled up at him, like a true lover in his arms. “Be­cause I like you. You are sweet and com­pas­sion­ate. Just the right amount of sub­mis­sive and slut,” he blushed at that, “and you be­long here.”

He stared at her in shock.

She lift­ed her head to kiss him.

He froze for a mo­ment, then kissed her back. Her lips were so soft and del­i­cate, but they were hot and pow­er­ful. He fol­lowed her down, rest­ing her head against her pil­low as their lips em­braced, mov­ing against each oth­er, send­ing won­der­ful plea­sures burn­ing in­side him.

The hand on his head held him firm­ly, hold­ing his mouth against her own as their tongues ca­ressed, teas­ing with the fla­vor of an­oth­er in his mouth. It was hot and ten­der and he nev­er want­ed it to stop. He gasped but she held him there, their kiss grow­ing hot­ter as she twist­ed her head slight­ly so their noses brushed against each oth­er.

Un­der­neath him, her body arched up, press­ing the firm mounds of her breasts up to him. His fin­gers wrapped around her breast, teas­ing the hard nip­ple and trail­ing his fin­gers along the puck­ered tip. She moaned, deep and throaty. He curled his hand un­der her back, hold­ing her tight­ly to him. His cock, hard and aching, ground against the pil­low. With­out, he would be vi­o­lat­ing one of Madre’s laws. In­stead, he just pumped into the pil­low as she ground her hips from the oth­er side.

Soft whim­pers es­caped her throat as she jerked up against him. Then, she re­leased his head and pulled away. Look­ing up with smol­der­ing eyes, she part­ed her lips. “Fin­ger me.”

He said noth­ing, but his hand slid around the pil­low, delv­ing along damp fab­ric to plunge his fin­gers into her wet pussy.

She let out a low moan of plea­sure and arched her back.

He trailed his lips against her col­lar and throat, mov­ing down to take a hard nip­ple in his mouth. His fin­gers drove into the smooth, soaked folds of her wom­an­hood, dri­ving up into her as she let out gasps of ec­sta­sy that filled the room.

Wet and slurp­ing, he drove into the molten core of her be­ing un­til she arched her back sharply and brought in a long, shud­der­ing breath.

Her body squeezed his fin­gers while she ground up against him.

He con­tin­ued to pump, his fin­gers drip­ping with her juices. Just as he start­ed to with­draw, she grabbed his head and brought him into an­oth­er kiss, grind­ing her lips against his and steal­ing his breath away.

De­rik kissed her as if she were the only woman in the world. His fin­gers toyed with her en­trance and he ground his cock into the pil­low, feel­ing how his own juices had soaked the sur­face in sticky cum. He didn’t even re­mem­ber com­ing, but the pas­sion of the kiss brought an­oth­er or­gasm in his loins, and soon he was pump­ing more seed into the pil­low.

When she re­leased him again, he was gasp­ing for breath. She pant­ed, look­ing into his eyes, then looked around.

He fol­lowed her gaze to see three oth­ers watch­ing them, fin­gers delv­ing be­tween their legs as they lost them­selves in their own fan­tasies. De­rik’s eyes widened but Sher­rel made no at­tempt to move.

“Look at them, all pret­ty lit­tle things,” she whis­pered.

They watched the oth­ers as one of them, a raven-haired woman came with a shud­der­ing gasp of her own. She blew both of them a kiss be­fore rolling over to re­turn to sleep. The oth­er two con­tin­ued to fin­ger them­selves, their eyes closed tight­ly.

Sher­rel cocked her head. “Let’s go help them.”

It was a com­mand, but a play­ful one. He wiped his cock on the pil­low and set it aside be­fore crawl­ing to­ward the near­est. His ass, still on fire, protest­ed as he brought his fin­gers to her pussy.

She wel­comed him, and he brought her plea­sure as Sher­rel plea­sured the oth­er.

Lat­er, much lat­er, he sank into the tub and yawned.

Sher­rel slid in next to him, her body sink­ing un­der the sur­face of the wa­ter be­fore sur­fac­ing. “I’m not sure how those things get start­ed, you start lick­ing one woman, then an­oth­er wakes up and joins. By the time you know it, you are wrists deep in pussy and your fin­gers hurt.”

De­rik chuck­led as he gin­ger­ly tried to sit. Un­com­fort­able, he rolled over and let him­self float in the wa­ter. “Sto­ry of my life late­ly.”

Wa­ter splashed as she came up to him, rub­bing her hands against his back. “It isn’t that bad, is it?”

De­rik thought for a mo­ment, “Ac­tu­al­ly, no. It’s very pleas­ant.”

He flinched as she trailed a fin­ger down his ass crack. “I’m glad.”

Nei­ther said any­thing for a long time. Then he spoke ab­stract­ly. “Are you re­al­ly a princess?”

Sher­rel’s fin­ger froze on his back. “Yes, three years ago. A dif­fer­ent life.”

“What hap­pened?” It was the wrong thing to say. He knew it the sec­ond it passed his lips.

Her fin­gers pulled away, and she turned her back to him.

Ashamed, he turned over and sat up, winc­ing as his beat­en ass pressed down on the tile. Trem­bling, he reached out with his hand. “I’m sor­ry.”

Sher­rel looked back, with tears in her eyes, and leaned away from his hand. “I just can’t talk about that right now.”

She stood up to leave.

He held out his hand, feel­ing sor­row and guilt in­side him. “Please don’t go.”

“Stay here, Teri should be back soon.” Her voice was low­er and had lost all the ten­der­ness.

De­rik watched as she walked out of the room, drip­ping with wa­ter but not look­ing back. He lis­tened to her fad­ing foot­steps and every step made him feel more hor­ri­ble than the pre­vi­ous. He wait­ed for near­ly twen­ty min­utes, half hop­ing she would re­turn. When she didn’t, he crawled out of the tub him­self and used a tow­el to dry. His ass re­mained sore, but some of the heat­ed pain had fi­nal­ly fad­ed. Half fear­ing of what he would see, he in­spect­ed him­self in the full-length mir­rors that lined the bath­room.

It looked like he had avoid­ed se­ri­ous dam­age. Cu­ri­ous­ly, he stroked his fin­ger­tips along the curve and en­joyed the warmth against his ten­der skin. As he reached near his tail­bone, he stroked down just to en­joy the plea­sure and pain that teased his sens­es.

When he straight­ened up, his mem­ber was, once again, at full mast, and he had a flush on his cheeks.

“Damn it, I don’t like be­ing spanked,” he lied to him­self.

De­cid­ing to keep that bit of knowl­edge to him­self, he wrapped the tow­el around his body and padded back into the main room. For a mo­ment, he didn’t know where to go, but then he spot­ted Sher­rel back in her place, legs spread and a pil­low placed on her sex. Just like be­fore.

Re­lieved, he re­turned to her and knelt be­tween her legs. Af­ter a mo­ment hes­i­ta­tion, he leaned his hip into her. She tensed up for a mo­ment, and he thought he did the wrong thing, then she reached up to stroke his head. He rest­ed his chin against her shoul­der, his cheek press­ing against hers, and sighed. “I’m sor­ry.”

She didn’t say any­thing, just stroked his hair.

Em­bar­rassed, he tried not to think about his fail­ings. In­stead, he con­cen­trat­ed on the warmth and soft­ness of her body ca­ress­ing his. “I didn’t want to hurt you.”

Sher­rel fi­nal­ly an­swered, “I know. I’ll tell you when the time comes, but you need to sleep a bit. Madre will want you in her room come noon.”

Her oth­er arm wrapped around his back and he pressed his arms against her. Em­braced, he gave her one kiss on the lips, a soft brush of plea­sure, and they both drift­ed to sleep.
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        Morning Duties


        

        Madre woke him with a frown and an an­gry tap­ping on his shoul­der. He looked up, sleepy and ex­haust­ed, into her tense face. She ges­tured down at Sher­rel, and he looked at her. Asleep, she smiled as she groaned and spread her legs a bit more.

De­rik sat up, thank­ful his ass didn’t hurt as much. His eyes looked down to the junc­tion of their be­ings, where the vel­vet pil­low kept them safe­ly apart. He picked up the pil­low and held it up to Madre.

To his sur­prise, she sud­den­ly smiled and ges­tured for him to fol­low.

He scram­bled to his feet, not want­i­ng to wake up Sher­rel. Hur­ry­ing up, he picked his way across the room, cleaned up, and hur­ried to Madre’s room. In­stead of knock­ing, he en­tered and looked around the room.

Nightin­gale was there, curled up on the foot of the bed. Leather straps held her arms be­hind her back and pulled her knees up to her chest. His mouth slow­ly opened as the sight of a large dil­do dri­ven up in the cleft of her be­ing, glis­ten­ing with rivulets of ex­cite­ment that soaked the blan­kets. Her eyes were half-fo­cused, look­ing out into noth­ing as she worked her lips around a bright blue gag in her mouth.

Madre chuck­led dry­ly next to him. “I sus­pect she didn’t get much sleep last night.”

He found him­self star­ing at her splayed open pussy. She seemed to re­spond to his look by rock­ing her hips, mov­ing the dil­do back and forth as a fresh riv­er of pussy juices drip­ping along the mem­ber. His throat was dry. “Is… Is she okay?”

Madre laughed, “Nev­er bet­ter prob­a­bly. Nightin­gale is hap­pi­est bound at the foot of my bed, with some­thing shoved into that cunt of hers.”

The flush on his cheek spread to his ears as he stared at her. He knew his mouth was open in sur­prise, but he couldn’t tear his eyes away from her face. He could see her mouth work­ing around the ball gag and drool­ing into the blan­ket.

Then, for a brief mo­ment, he won­dered what it would feel like to be in her po­si­tion and his cock al­most ex­plod­ed right there. With a groan, he turned away with his cheeks burn­ing with em­bar­rass­ment.

Madre chuck­led dry­ly. “Come on, we need to do one more thing, and then I’m putting her to sleep in the main room. Teri and the oth­ers should be back from their night with the baron, so its go­ing to be a qui­et day.”

He looked at her with sur­prise, “Baron?”

“Yes, I sent five of them over to keep him com­pa­ny last night. He was in a mood, and best to keep your mas­ter hap­py, right?”

De­rik blushed as he helped Madre pull Nightin­gale to­ward the edge of the bed. Her skin was slick with sweat and hot with ex­cite­ment. But, at his touch, he could feel her tense.

Madre tugged her off the bed, forc­ing her to her knees right off the edge. The dil­do slipped out and bumped against the ground. As he watched, Nightin­gale’s legs spread out slight­ly to dri­ve it back into her glis­ten­ing slit.

To dis­tract him­self from the girl im­pal­ing her­self, he swal­lowed be­fore ask­ing Madre a ques­tion. “Does he need that many?”

Madre an­swered with an­oth­er ques­tion, “You mean, does the baron re­al­ly need to fuck five women in a night?”

“Um, yeah.”

“Yes,” came the sim­ply re­ply.

“Re­al­ly?”

“As you no doubt heard, he is very large. He is also very hard and can eas­i­ly go five or six hours with­out grow­ing soft.”

The flush that was al­most fad­ing ig­nit­ed in his cheeks. His jaw tight­ened as he lis­tened.

Madre spoke as she brushed out Nightin­gale’s hair, ten­der and car­ing de­spite the bondage and gag­ging. “And… well, it’s hard to ex­plain, but they get tired. Drained, if you will.”

“Drained?”

“Yes, I was one of the few who has ever done a sin­gle night with the baron by my­self, a ‘solo run’ as they call it. The more he plowed every hole in my body, the more ex­haust­ed I be­came. By morn­ing, I couldn’t even find the en­er­gy to crawl out of bed.”

The last bit end­ed with a grin and a laugh, but he won­dered if he would es­cape be­fore he suf­fered the same fate.

“Now, I think it is time for Nightin­gale to be re­mind­ed of some­thing.”

Madre worked the blind­fold off Nightin­gale. The girl looked up at Madre with shim­mer­ing ex­pres­sion, which in­stant­ly hard­ened as she spot­ted De­rik. Madre reached down to cup her chin and spoke soft­ly, but firm­ly. “Now, my love. I know you promised you wouldn’t put any­thing of Dora in your mouth, but I want you to suck her off, okay? Then you can sleep.”

Both Nightin­gale’s and De­rik’s eyes widened with sur­prise. Her eyes fo­cused on him, anger and frus­tra­tion burn­ing bright­ly. He could see her twist­ing and shift­ing, rock­ing on the dil­do dri­ven in her pussy and her own de­sire to lean away from him.

Madre, on the oth­er hand, wouldn’t have any of that. She drew Nightin­gale’s eyes back to hers. “I am Madre.”

A nod and frus­trat­ed tears in her eyes.

“And she is go­ing to fuck your mouth.”

An­oth­er nod.

De­rik’s cock jumped up at the thought as he looked back and forth. He cleared his throat. “Um, Madre? I don’t know if I’m com­fort­able with this.”

Madre looked up with a cu­ri­ous ex­pres­sion. “I wasn’t aware I asked you, Dora.”

He flushed as Madre used her fin­ger­tips to work the ball gag out of Nightin­gale’s stretched lips. Nightin­gale gasped with breath, lick­ing her lips as she stared at Madre with plead­ing eyes.

Madre shook her head and mo­tioned for De­rik.

Help­less to obey her, he stepped in front of Nightin­gale with a throb­bing cock al­ready drip­ping with pre-cum.

Nightin­gale looked at it with all the dis­gust of some­one watch­ing a worm.

Madre walked be­hind him, then held his hips firm­ly. “Now, grab her head.”

Ashamed, he obeyed, his heart pound­ing in his chest as he aimed his cock to­ward her mouth.

Nightin­gale glared at him and kept her mouth sealed shut. Her short hair teased his palms as he held her head firm­ly.

Madre pushed him for­ward, and he pressed his cock up against her lips. The pres­sure built be­fore her jaws part­ed. His cock slipped past her lips and scraped past her teeth. He gasped, shud­der­ing as Madre held him down.

“And tell me if she uses her teeth,” came a wry but play­ful whis­per.

In­stant­ly, Nightin­gale’s mouth opened more, and he lurched for­ward, dri­ving her nose into the base of his cock and his en­tire throb­bing length into the moist depths of her mouth. She swal­lowed his length, her tongue try­ing to shove him out and he shud­dered with the plea­sure.

“Now, Dora, I want you to fuck her mouth, but if you come, you’ll be pun­ished.”

He let out a whim­per. Look­ing down, he just saw Nightin­gale silent­ly glar­ing at him, with a look that could cut the throat of a god. He shud­dered as Madre shoved him for­ward, grind­ing the base of his cock against her lips.

“Move.”

Hold­ing her head tight­ly, he rocked back and thrust into her mouth.

She threat­ened to close her jaw.

His heart lurched in fear, but her teeth nev­er touched him. Ner­vous and fright­ened, he just held her tighter and thrust into her mouth. With every stroke, he ground her face into his stom­ach. His balls slapped against her chin, and he pulled out. Each thrust brought more anger to those eyes that re­fused to look away from him, and he sud­den­ly want­ed her to stop hat­ing him.

Us­ing the only weapon he could, De­rik be­gan to dri­ve into her, fuck­ing her mouth with hard, al­most bru­tal strokes. He could feel his balls slap­ping against her, the tick­le in the back of her throat. Tears formed in his eyes as he held her gaze, silent­ly beg­ging her to stop hat­ing him. His cock, glis­ten­ing with her sali­va, plunged in and out with a wet slurp­ing noise and he al­most came from the sounds alone.

Then, some­thing cold pressed against his ass.

He gasped, lung­ing for­ward to bury his length, but Madre just pulled his hips back, and a pair of lu­bri­cat­ed fin­gers worked their way into his anal ring.

“Don’t stop,” came the com­mand.

He whim­pered and saw a look of tri­umph on Nightin­gale’s face as he found him­self in a dif­fer­ent type of move­ment, dri­ving into the wet depths of her mouth or push­ing back against the slick fin­gers that pierced his most pri­vate of places. As he drove into Nightin­gale’s hot mouth, Madre’s hand would pull him back, im­pal­ing him on her slick fin­gers.

The in­tense sen­sa­tions in two dif­fer­ent places filled him with a burn­ing heat.

He tried to slow down, but Madre pushed and pulled him, forc­ing him to fuck Nightin­gale and him­self at the same time.

With hor­ror, he re­al­ized he was about to come and tried to stop it, squeez­ing down on mus­cles he didn’t re­al­ize he had in a des­per­ate at­tempt to stop. His cock be­taryed him and he start­ed to or­gasm, but the pres­sure in his rec­tum pre­vent­ed the cum from spray­ing out. He let out a whim­per as his body be­trayed him by try­ing to come again and again. The ring of his ass tight­ened on her fin­gers but he kept on fuck­ing his cock and ass be­tween mouth and fin­gers.

The in­ten­si­ty of his or­gasm rose up high­er and high­er, a knife edge of plea­sure. Fi­nal­ly, it was too much and he let out a stran­gled sob as he be­gan to flood Nightin­gale’s mouth with his sear­ing hot cum.

She gagged for a mo­ment, then swal­lowed down as Madre shoved him for­ward. Nightin­gale’s nose ground against his base and he let out more surges of plea­sure against the back of her throat.

Madre sighed, “I didn’t give you per­mis­sion to come, Dora.”

Then she drove a third fin­ger into his ass, pump­ing in and out of him with the same hard, rough strokes he had fucked Nightin­gale’s mouth with. He bent over Nightin­gale’s head and plant­ed one hand on the blan­ket be­hind her for bal­ance. As Madre pound­ed her three slick fin­gers into his body, he whim­pered. Feel­ings of be­ing used and vi­o­lat­ed filled him. She pumped him in the same man­ner that she had forced him to use against Nightin­gale. Now he was the vic­tim of her lusts.

His hard­ness surged again, flood­ing Nightin­gale’s trapped throat as he came a sec­ond time. This time, he saw stars in his vi­sion as Madre drove the fin­gers deep into his rec­tum and held them there. He sobbed from the plea­sure and pain, caught be­tween Madre and Nightin­gale’s hot, churn­ing throat.

Af­ter an in­fin­i­ty of time, Madre al­lowed him to pull his drip­ping shaft from Nightin­gale’s mouth.

She breathed deeply, gasp­ing ac­tu­al­ly, as he with­drew, but his cock came out glis­ten­ing clean. Her eyes burned a hole in his heart, the icy glare scrap­ing against his sens­es as she look up.

Madre un­bound Nightin­gale and helped her up.

Nightin­gale was un­steady, but ig­nored De­rik’s of­fered hand. De­lib­er­ate­ly, the harem women turned away from him as Madre whis­pered to her. A few mo­ments lat­er, the dil­do dropped to the ground and Nightin­gale limped out of the room.

Madre watched her, then turned to De­rik with a dis­ap­point­ed look on her face. “Tonight, you are tak­ing her place.”

De­rik could only whim­per.
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        Refusal


        

        De­rik had hoped sex wouldn’t be in the cards. As the new girl, he found him­self in Madre’s tub, wash­ing her body as she ex­plained the plans for the day. His fin­gers worked at the curves and even teased her sex, but she wasn’t in the mood for any­thing be­yond a quick flick against her cli­toris and a pat on his head.

He, on the oth­er hand, suf­fered with Madre wash­ing him and scrub­bing his hair. He hoped to get out of her fin­gers slid­ing into his ass, but she bent him over her lap in the tub and fin­gered him with two fin­gers un­til he came hard in the soap bub­bles.

Then, he was pre­sent­ed with a fresh change of out­fit: all the deep­est blue he had ever seen. Panties, a bra with padding.

Madre gave him a grin as she hand­ed it over. “This way, you won’t be wear­ing Teri’s slop­py un­der­wear against your skin.”

He blushed hot­ly as he strug­gled with the bra.

Madre helped af­ter a mo­ment, smooth­ing over his curves.

Then he dressed him­self in the silk top while re­mem­ber­ing which di­rec­tion went in front.

Madre nod­ded in ap­proval, then of­fered to brush and braid his hair.

Thank­ful, he found she was a rough, but very fair mis­tress when it came to his ap­pear­ance.

Madre spot­ted him with per­fume, a del­i­cate ap­ple-scent­ed one that was al­most en­joy­able, and they went out into the harem. She an­nounced the plans for the day, away from the six sleep­ing women in the cor­ner. “Okay, to­day is mark­ing day.”

De­rik sat next to Sher­rel and frowned, but he didn’t want to say any­thing to em­bar­rass him­self. In­stead, he just lis­tened.

“We’ll use the mas­sage room. For­bis and his ap­pren­tices can han­dle up to five of you. Re­mem­ber, af­ter this, it does mean you can play with Dora the way some of you want—”

She point­ed­ly looked at Teri who still slept in the cor­ner. The room filled with gig­gles and De­rik blushed hot­ly as Sher­rel pat­ted his lap and slid a hand up his thigh.

Madre paused for the laugh­ter, then con­tin­ued. “But, please re­mind the lit­tle palace cat not to do it in pub­lic?”

One of the oth­ers spoke up. “Is, um, Dora go­ing to get marked?”

Madre though for a mo­ment, “It would look strange if she didn’t have the same mark­ings as all of you, so yes. But, I’m go­ing to need to talk to For­bis about that, ide­al­ly he’ll keep it a se­cret for a few days.”

The pres­ence of more than thir­ty women fo­cused on him.

De­rik cringed slight­ly against Sher­rel.

An­oth­er ques­tion: “Is he—”

“She—” cor­rect­ed Madre.

“Fine, is she go­ing to get the fe­male one or the male one?”

De­rik had no clue what they were talk­ing about. He con­tin­ued to lis­tened as some of the women turned to look at him.

Sher­rel just kept her hand on his thigh, teas­ing him slight­ly as they lis­tened.

Madre sighed un­hap­pi­ly, “For­got about that. I bet­ter talk to For­bis. The male one is pret­ty ob­vi­ous, isn’t it?”

“Blue geo­met­ric in­stead of the yel­low weav­ing,” said one of the oth­er girls.

“Damned gods, I’ll fig­ure out some­thing. Dora will be last of course. Once that is done, you have the rest of the day to your­self.”

As one, the room looked up to stare up at the rain rap­ping against the sky­light, the shad­ows of clouds pour­ing ahead.

Madre arched an eye­brow. “Wish you could run out, but the baron is holed up in ne­go­ti­a­tions. I think…” she looked around the room and picked out some of the harem mem­bers, “you six should go up to him come mid­night. He’s go­ing to need to blow some steam.”

“And some­thing else.”

The room dis­solved into gig­gles and Madre joined them be­fore head­ing out.

De­rik blushed hot­ly as he looked over at Sher­rel. “Um…”

She smiled at him, her fin­gers delv­ing be­tween his legs to stroke against the base of his tucked shaft. “Some­thing?”

“What is mark­ing day?”

Sher­rel cocked her head quizzi­cal­ly, then smiled again. “No idea? It’s this rune that goes on the base of your spine, right at the small of your back.”

De­rik gaped slight­ly as he re­al­ized what she was talk­ing about. Most whores had them, a cir­cu­lar disk-shaped mark­ing on their base. There were dif­fer­ent col­ors, but he knew to al­ways pick the pink and yel­low ones, they were the safest. “Oh, you mean whore mar—”

The word froze in his throat. Sud­den­ly fright­ened, he saw Sher­rel stare at him in shock, then her ex­pres­sion turned stormy. Slow­ly, she got on her knees and leaned over him. He tried to pull away, but she pinned him down with her weight and her fin­gers curl­ing up be­tween his legs.

Her voice was icy as she spoke curt­ly to him, “Are you call­ing me a whore?”

For a mo­ment, fright flood­ed his thoughts and he had to look away. “No.”

Sher­rel held him in place un­til he be­gan to shake and the near­ly ever-present blush burned at his cheeks. Then she low­ered her­self down, the yel­low silk of her robe flut­ter­ing. “I don’t rec­om­mend you ever call it a whore mark again, Dora.”

“Sor­ry,” came his sullen re­sponse.

He couldn’t look at her un­til her fin­gers caught his chin. He tried to pull away, but she dug up be­tween his legs. Winc­ing, he let her catch his chin and turn him to face her.

“Now,” she said more cheer­ful­ly, “there are three of them. We call the them the marks of steril­i­ty, pro­tec­tion, and con­tain­ment. There is also en­trap­ment, but I high­ly rec­om­mend you nev­er get that one.”

“En­trap­ment?”

Teri dropped down next to him, naked and yawn­ing, “It means that when they come in you, it doesn’t come out. Even if your bel­ly gets full and you think you are go­ing to ex­plode.”

De­rik jumped but Teri gig­gled and wrapped her arm around his waist, pulling him close so she could rest her head on his shoul­der.

“Pret­ty use­less when you got one or two guys, but some­one like the baron who comes in buck­ets or a re­al­ly good gang bang can make you re­al­ly full in a hur­ry.”

De­rik tried to con­sid­er the idea but he couldn’t imag­ine it. Nei­ther of them seemed to say any­thing, so he asked an­oth­er ques­tion. “Do you, um, we get all three?”

Sher­rel nod­ded, “Yep. Steril­i­ty is why Teri will be able to play with you, means you won’t get preg­nant. But, there is a ver­sion for guys—”

Teri in­ter­rupt­ed with a gig­gle, “Or slut­ty boys pre­tend­ing to be girls.”

De­rik blushed hot­ly, and Sher­rel rolled her eyes.

“And pro­tec­tion means you don’t get dis­eases. Con­tain­ment means you don’t have to wor­ry about things com­ing out.”

He re­al­ized that the pink and yel­low runes were steril­i­ty and pro­tec­tion, but he didn’t think he un­der­stood con­tain­ment.

“I don’t get it.”

Teri leaned up, press­ing her breasts against his arm. “It means, when the baron fucks that tight lit­tle ass of yours–” Her fin­gers teased his ass cheeks and he squirmed away. Teri fol­lowed him, her fin­ger rest­ing against his anal ring be­fore she whis­pered evil­ly, “—then no poop comes out. It will be as clean as he shoved it in.”

De­rik’s cock twitched at the thought and he won­dered if he could blush even more.

Teri teased his open­ing, but with­drew af­ter a sec­ond.

Sher­rel, a faint blush on her own cheeks, swal­lowed be­fore she said, “It also means he can safe­ly go from ass to mouth with­out any­one get­ting sick. Since the baron ride our holes pret­ty hard, it’s an im­por­tant thing.”

“I-I can imag­ine,” he said even if he couldn’t.

Teri yawned again. With­out ask­ing him, she curled up against his lap, her head rest­ing on his thigh and pro­ceed­ed to go back to sleep.

De­rik held out his hands for a mo­ment, then rest­ed it on her breast. Un­der­neath, her nip­ple hard­ened but he made no ad­di­tion­al ef­fort to please her.

Sher­rel grinned as she stood up.

“Looks like you have pil­low du­ties now, Dora.”

He ducked his head but he couldn’t help but no­tice her pres­ence in front of him. Look­ing up, he lost him­self in her smile, then looked down at her slick pussy right in front of his mouth. With­out be­ing asked, he opened his mouth and drew her in, one hand stroking Teri’s breast while the oth­er held Sher­rel’s ass to lap at her sex.

Sweet and tangy, he thought, his tongue delv­ing be­tween the heat­ed folds. Sher­rel held his head, gen­tle, not grind­ing as he brought her to a slow, smol­der­ing or­gasm. Then she with­drew, leav­ing him with a glis­ten­ing face and a smile.

De­rik wiped her juices off his face with her hand, but re­mained on the pil­lows, com­fort­ing Teri as he watched the rest of the room.

For­bis showed up just un­der a half hour lat­er. He was an old­er man, maybe in his fifties, with bushy eye­brows and a scowl on his face. He had a black bag in his hand and De­rik saw runes flick­er­ing along the out­side. In spe­cif­ic, he saw a few ward­ing runes to dis­cour­age any thieves from steal­ing the con­tents.

Not that it would have stopped De­rik.

The old­er man had five as­sis­tants, all bare­ly dressed fe­males in clothes at least two sizes too small. Their breasts were huge, the size of pil­lows, and they had puffy lips and wide hips. De­rik stared at them in shock—they looked like cheap whores on Pipe Street more than as­sis­tants. They passed them on their way to the mas­sage room, and he al­most choked from their per­fume.

Any de­sire to move fled as the doc­tor and the as­sis­tants fre­quent­ly en­tered into the main room, gath­er­ing up the mem­bers of the harem, or ask­ing ques­tions. De­rik kept his head bowed and wait­ed, star­ing at Teri if one came clos­er.

When they woke Teri, one of the last, he fi­nal­ly stood up and fled be­hind one of the columns. He was ter­ri­fied. Look­ing up, he stared at the vent above his head. Just thir­ty sec­onds. Look­ing around, he could see a few with­in sight, but he re­al­ized he couldn’t stay. Tak­ing a deep breath, he reached up for the hook to pull him­self up.

“You okay?” asked Madre as she came around the pil­lar.

He jumped at her voice, and backed up against the wall. “Um, yeah.”

“You look fright­ened, Dora.”

Sweat dap­pling his brow, he could only nod.

Madre looked at him cu­ri­ous­ly, then glanced up at the ceil­ing. His heart pound­ed against his chest for a mo­ment, then she re­turned her gaze to him. “Well, it’s time.”

When she took his hand, she held it firm­ly.

He took a deep breath and fol­lowed, pulling the sap­phire silk robe around his chest to cov­er him­self as she drew him to­ward the mas­sage room.

In­side, the room was most­ly dark and lit by can­dles and float­ing lights. In the far end was a pond with a trick­le of wa­ter, icy cold but re­lax­ing to lis­ten to. For­bis stood by one of the ta­bles, fin­ish­ing up Nightin­gale’s mark­ings. He had four sticks be­tween his fin­gers, each one sparkling with mag­i­cal pow­er as he drew on her back. De­rik watched as his sure hands traced out lines and ob­vi­ous en­er­gy poured down the sticks into the tips. One hand was be­tween her legs, ob­vi­ous­ly fin­ger­ing her as he held her still.

Nightin­gale just had her eyes closed, an ex­pres­sion of an­noy­ance and ap­a­thy plain for every­one to see.

“Ah, ah, there we go. Love­ly as ever, my love­ly Gale.”

He had a south­ern ac­cent, kind of a drawl with a hint of Car­i­um gen­try in it.

De­rik clutched him­self tighter as Madre strode over to him.

“For­bis?”

“One mo­ment, Rachi, one mo­ment.”

He fin­ished with a flour­ish and a twist of his wrist as he delved his fin­gers deep be­tween Nightin­gale’s thighs.

She jerked, then sat up when he pulled away. Spot­ting De­rik, she smirked. Hop­ping off, she walked past him and left De­rik alone with Madre, For­bis, and his as­sis­tants.

Madre watched her leave, then turned to For­bis. “Could I have a mo­ment alone?”

“Oh sure, Rachi, just…”

His voice trailed off and he just waved to the volup­tuous women. They shrugged in­dif­fer­ent­ly and fil­tered out of the room.

De­rik couldn’t meet their gaze as he stepped away, try­ing to keep to the shad­ows. His stom­ach lurched right and left, as if it was be­ing twist­ed in a storm.

For­bis looked at her and a creepy grin crossed his lips. “Oh, a new girl? A new toy for For­bis?”

“No, she’s spe­cial.”

“Ah,” he nod­ded sage­ly. “A vir­gin for the baron? No shov­ing fin­gers in her wet pussy?”

De­rik blushed hot­ly, feel­ing his puck­ered open­ing clench­ing at the thought of him.

For­bis re­gard­ed her for a long mo­ment, then turned back to his bag. His voice lost some of the play­ful­ness in­stant­ly. “What is it, Rachi?”

Madre ac­tu­al­ly sound­ed un­com­fort­able as she glanced at De­rik. “I-I need to you to mark her as a woman.”

“But, she is a woman…” it only took a sin­gle heart­break­ing mo­ment for him to re­al­ize it. “A guy?”

Madre nod­ded, “Yes.”

He gave her a quizzi­cal look. “I wasn’t aware that the baron was into guys.”

She said noth­ing for a mo­ment. Then she glanced away. “He isn’t.”

“And yet, here he is.”

De­rik’s face burned as he looked away.

For­bis stared at him, un­seen but the man’s pres­ence burned De­rik’s skin.

Af­ter a sec­ond, De­rik glanced over his shoul­der to see a look of dis­gust on the old­er man’s face. Then, he turned and start­ed to pack up his things. “Won’t do it, Rachi.”

Madre put a hand on his shoul­der. “Please? For me?”

For­bis shook his head. “No, I don’t ap­prove. Why is he here then? Not for you, I know that.”

Madre blushed her­self and with­drew her hand.

The old­er man slammed his stuff into his bag. “So, there is some­thing else go­ing on. There is a man in the harem, a man the baron doesn’t know about.”

Madre start­ed to say some­thing, then closed her mouth with a snap.

De­rik trem­bled, feel­ing that he stood on the edge of a cliff.

“I will not mark him as a woman, that is an of­fense to my trade. And I will not let any man ruin the baron’s goods.”

“Damn it, please?”

“No, Rachi, this is wrong. Ut­ter­ly wrong and an of­fense, and you know it. He should be in the dun­geon or some­where else, not ru­in­ing the baron’s goods!”

His voice rum­bled as he spoke.

Madre clenched her jaw for a mo­ment, be­fore she spoke curt­ly. “You owe me, damn it.”

For­bis froze for a mo­ment, then shook his head. “Not this big, Rachi. You’re ask­ing me to vi­o­late the trust of the baron, my guild, and my pro­fes­sion. Even that… that in­ci­dent isn’t enough.”

“It wasn’t that small!”

He didn’t budge for a long mo­ment, two forces of per­son­al­i­ty glar­ing at each oth­er. Then, For­bis re­laxed slight­ly. “But, you called that fa­vor, and I can re­spect at least part of it. I won’t tell any­one, but I won’t mark him as a woman.”

She said noth­ing for a long time.

He fin­ished pack­ing his bag. “Take it or leave it, Rachi, you won’t find an­oth­er mark­er in this town that will do it.”

“Damn it. I’ll take it.”

He snapped his bag shut loud­ly. He gave De­rik a hard look be­fore turned sharply to Madre. “Get rid of him, Rachi. He’s a bad egg. He can­not bring any­thing good this place and you know it.”

“But-“

“Noth­ing.”

As a fi­nal word, he stormed out of the room, brush­ing past De­rik rough­ly as he dis­ap­peared.

De­rik’s jaw clamped down tight­ly as he heard the foot­steps fad­ing with the dis­tance, then him call­ing for the oth­ers to leave.

Slow­ly, he looked up at Madre. “What did he mean?”

Madre tried to vis­i­bly re­lax. She let out a long shud­der­ing breath. “About what, De­rik?”

She used his real name and the sound brand­ed his skin. “About me not be­ing for you?”

“Be­cause he knows I’m in love with some­one else.”

With that, she stormed out of the room.

He could feel the heat of her anger blast­ing him as she left, and he leaned against the wall for a long mo­ment. “Well, fuck.”

Alone in the mas­sage room, he opened his hand. Most of For­bis’ mark­ing tools rest­ed in his palm, crack­ling with soft pow­er. He re­gard­ed them for a long mo­ment, won­der­ing if he could fake the mark­ings at least. He lift­ed one up and drew along his hand, hold­ing it light­ly as he saw For­bis do. No col­or touched his skin, but he could feel the pow­er tin­gling in­side the tools.

Then Madre called for him.

Loud­ly.

Sigh­ing, he padded over to one of the mas­sage ta­bles and pulled open a draw, putting the stolen mark­ing sticks into the back of the draw­er be­fore an­swer­ing her call.
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        “You didn’t get marked.”

Teri sat down next to the sullen De­rik and stared at him with her clear eyes. She had a plate of food in her hand, which she del­i­cate­ly picked at. Her robe flut­tered to the pil­lows, hang­ing off her left shoul­der.

He glanced at her and shook his head.

She popped a piece of raw fruit into her mouth, star­ing point­ed­ly at him. “Why?”

“For­bis re­fused.”

Teri pat­ted him, then held a slice of ap­ple to his mouth. He looked at her and she arched an eye­brow. Open­ing his mouth obe­di­ent­ly, she set it down on his tongue and trailed her fin­ger­tips on his lips. “And yet you are here.”

He en­joyed the ap­ple be­fore say­ing, “What do you mean?”

“I would ex­pect For­bis to run to the baron as soon as he left here.”

De­rik wasn’t sure what to say, “I’m sure Madre talked to him about it.”

Teri nod­ded in ap­proval and held up a straw­ber­ry to his lips. He opened his mouth and she grinned as she set it in­side, ca­ress­ing his lips be­fore he closed his mouth. “Madre is a great woman.”

“I heard she spanks you a lot.”

Teri grinned and rolled her eyes. She ges­tured at him with a wet fin­ger. “Yeah, but I bet you get turned on by it too.”

He shift­ed slight­ly as his cock start­ed to twitch, caught in the con­fines of his thighs.

Teri gig­gled and held up an­oth­er ap­ple.

He took it, kiss­ing her fin­ger­tips.

She grinned hap­pi­ly. “I missed it? She get your ass last night?”

De­rik shook his head, “No, Nightin­gale spent the night in there.”

“Oh?” She sound­ed ex­cit­ed for a mo­ment, then she pout­ed, “You mean I missed a chance to make you a real woman?”

De­rik’s mus­cles clenched, but he was se­cret­ly over­joyed. “I guess so.”

Teri sighed un­hap­pi­ly. She rolled one of the straw­ber­ries along her fin­gers be­fore squeez­ing it. Drip­ping juices, she brought it to De­rik’s lips.

Caught in her gaze, he opened his mouth obe­di­ent­ly. When she swirled the tangy juices in his mouth, he sucked on her fin­gers to clean each one.

She just cocked her head to the side, say­ing noth­ing.

He looked around for a mo­ment with a blush grow­ing on his cheeks. “What?”

“You are so pret­ty, you know that?”

He twist­ed his hands in the deep blue robe that clung to his shoul­der. “Thank you.”

They had no more to say as she fed him the rest of the plate, let­ting her fin­ger­tips trail along his lips and send­ing tiny bolts of plea­sure through his sys­tem. His cock rose up against the con­fines of his panties, tent­ing them as she teased his lips, tongue, and throat.

Too soon, the mood was bro­ken with the emp­ty plate.

Teri sighed and set it down. “Madre have plans for you tonight?”

De­rik gazed over at the hall­way lead­ing to her of­fice. “She says I’m go­ing to be bound at the foot of her bed for the night.”

“Oh?”

At the evil, de­light­ed tone, he didn’t want to look at Teri. She gig­gled and ca­ressed her knuck­les along the back of his hand. “Your first pup­py night. It’s go­ing to be a treat.”

His stom­ach did a slow roll to the left. “P-Pup­py night?”

“Didn’t you ever have a dog sleep­ing on your feet?”

“No, I grew up in…”

In­stead of re­liv­ing the mem­o­ries of his child­hood, he closed his mouth.

Teri re­gard­ed him for a mo­ment, then shrugged. “Well, I didn’t ei­ther. But we call it a pup­py dog night be­cause you sleep at the foot of her bed, warm up her toes, and if you are lucky, she lets you lick them.”

“If I’m un­lucky?”

“Well, then you get a big plug shoved up your ass, a gag in your mouth, and you get to fig­ure out how to sleep while some­thing is vi­brat­ing in your butt.”

De­rik stared at her with a mix­ture of hor­ror and sur­prise, de­spite the pre-cum that leaked out of his cock.

Teri looked down at her plate, then held up a fin­ger. “Hold on, I want some desert.”

He leaned back as she left and looked up at the ceil­ing. In the shad­ows, he could imag­ine the Eye of Hamel just me­ters away, taunt­ing him. Need­ing to tear his thoughts away, he let his eyes drift up to the sky­light. Rain splashed down, drum­ming a beat of gray and light­ing. He smiled as he watched the rivers of wa­ter rolling down the side, to the gut­ter sys­tem he al­ready scoped out when he went to steal the Eye in the first place.

Around him, the harem con­tin­ued to thrive. For lunch, a pair of ser­vants set up ta­bles of fruits and veg­eta­bles and some del­i­cate­ly cooked meats. Sher­rel con­fid­ed that they only got the fried and good stuff once a week, if every­one was good. He chuck­led at the thought.

Ca­su­al­ly, he arched his back over the pil­low to watch every­one mov­ing. It was peace­ful: women chat­ting with women, a pair of them mak­ing out in the pool, and even Madre talk­ing an­i­mat­ed­ly with Nightin­gale who point­ed­ly ig­nored him. He fo­cused on Madre, won­der­ing what the fa­vor she just called in and why she was do­ing so much for him.

He was an out­sider.

Re­lax­ing, he sat back up and just stared at the sky­light more. Light­ing flashed in the sky and a deep rum­ble shook the room with the rum­ble of the weath­er gods. He chuck­led.

Life was good.

A large cock ap­peared over him.

He near­ly choked as he stared up at it, his mood evap­o­rat­ing in­stant­ly. Teri gig­gled as she stepped for­ward, the fake cock sprout­ing from a leather har­ness around her hips. From his van­tage point, he could see the large fake balls and how her pussy lips were al­ready glis­ten­ing with ex­cite­ment.

“Um, what is that?”

He didn’t need to ask the ques­tion, but it dis­tract­ed him from the dis­tinct sen­sa­tion of his ass­hole try­ing to tight­en into a sin­gu­lar­i­ty. His cock, on the oth­er hand, seemed to get a dif­fer­ent idea as it strained against his silk panties and he clamped a hand over it as he stared up in shock.

Teri looked down around the shaft and beamed hap­pi­ly. “Desert!”

“That isn’t desert!”

“Gonna be sweet for me.”

He scram­bled to his feet, ac­ci­den­tal­ly bop­ping his head on the fake cock be­fore he backed up against the col­umn. “Not for me!”

He whim­pered. In re­sponse, Teri used a hand to jack off her pre­tend cock. It was slight­ly longer than his own and about as thick as three fin­gers held to­geth­er. In her oth­er hand, she held a small vial of lu­bri­cant.

De­rik looked around for sup­port, but he was al­ready the cen­ter of at­ten­tion. A few of the girls set up pil­lows around them while Teri fa­vored him with an evil grin.

“Come on, you said you were spend­ing the night with Madre—”

“But—”

“—and you know she’s gonna shove some­thing up that ass of yours,” she con­tin­ued.

He whim­pered, “You don’t know that.”

In re­sponse, al­most every sin­gle woman in the harem nod­ded.

He looked at them, then let out an­oth­er whim­per. “But—”

“Your butt is go­ing to get stuffed. Now, ei­ther you can let the nasty, old lady—”

From across the room, Madre loud­ly cleared her throat.

Teri rolled her eyes and amend­ed her­self quick­ly. “—who is the most beau­ti­ful woman in the room do it, or you could let me lov­ing­ly, sweet­ly, ten­der­ly,” she gave him a beam­ing smile, “ream that ass open for you.”

“What kind of choice is that?” he wailed.

Stroking her fake cock, she an­swered, “Well, its the kind where I re­al­ly want to be the one who takes that vir­gin­i­ty of yours. That and I’m bet­ting you’d rather it be me.”

He glanced over at Madre who just leaned back against the wall. She had a play­ful smile on her lips.

Next to her, Nightin­gale grinned cru­el­ly and held up a fist, mim­ing it be­ing shoved up some­thing that could not be any­thing but his ass.

He whim­pered, look­ing back at Teri who con­tin­ued to jack her cock.

“Come on, I’ll be gen­tle.”

Around him, the oth­er women cheered for him even as they shed their clothes, delv­ing fin­gers be­tween their legs, and oth­er­wise get­ting ready for a show.

His fin­gers clutched the col­umn, but his cock stood up at full mast, drool­ing with the thought. He whim­pered again, eyes gaze go­ing from Madre to Teri and back again. No mer­cy came from ei­ther, but Teri beck­oned to him from her po­si­tion near the cen­ter of the room.

It took all his will not to race up the col­umn and dive through the vent. In­stead, he forced him­self to re­lease the col­umn. He stepped for­ward to the cheers of the room as Teri con­tin­ued to mo­tion him clos­er. His panties soaked with his juices, he hes­i­tant­ly cov­ered the dis­tance be­tween them. Teri smiled and reached up, stroking the side of his chin.

“You are so beau­ti­ful, Dora.”

He blinked back the tears be­fore he whis­pered soft­ly. “I’m scared.”

She whis­pered back, “I won’t hurt you.”

Her hand stroked his face, soft and gen­tle and so ten­der. Then, she nod­ded her head and ges­tured down with her chin. “We’ll start slow, kneel.”

His heart pound­ed in his chest and his stom­ach twist­ed into a knot, but he slow­ly low­ered him­self in front of her. His eyes re­fused to leave her own as he set­tled down on the cush­ions, right be­fore the fake cock that jut­ted from her hips.

She smiled sweet­ly. Bring­ing her fin­gers down to his chin, she rest­ed her thumb on the front be­fore gen­tly pulling down.

Ter­ri­fied, he obeyed and opened his mouth. He couldn’t look down, but he watched as Teri stepped for­ward. The round­ed tip of her fake cock brushed against his lips and a sob slipped out of his throat. Burn­ing bright in the cen­ter of at­ten­tion, he closed his lips on his first cock. The thick­ness forced his mouth from clos­ing and the heavy tip rest­ed against his tongue. The taste of it flood­ed his mouth, of pussy and sex. Hot tears splashed down as she eased her hips for­ward, slid­ing it deep­er into his mouth.

Trem­bling, De­rik just opened his mouth more, ac­cept­ing her as she drew back, slid­ing it in and out of his lips with those ten­der move­ments. Shame and help­less­ness burned him but so did the fire in his cock.

Teri’s breath came loud­ly, deep and ex­cit­ed. Her scent flood­ed his own, the tangy sweet smell of her sex as she drove the fake cock in and out of his lips.

The world was just them.

Teri and De­rik.

Lovers of sorts.

She plunged in and out of his mouth, work­ing deep­er as her hips rocked back and forth. The head slid along along his tongue, then up against the back of his throat.

He start­ed to choke but she eased back al­most in­stant­ly.

A mo­ment lat­er, it bumped up against the back of his throat again, a steady thump was eas­i­er to adapt once he choked the first time. De­rik strug­gled with gag­ging for a mo­ment. The shaft that slid out of his lips dripped with sali­va and he heard it slurp­ing, but her in­sis­tence con­tin­ued to bump it against him, work­ing it deep­er into his throat.

Trem­bling, he reached up to ca­ress the back of her thighs.

She moaned, sweat sparkling along her skin, as he leaned for­ward more. He kept his eyes locked on her as he held her, guid­ed her.

Sweet tears in her own eyes, she drove into him deep­er.

He man­aged to swal­low it, chok­ing on the un­fa­mil­iar feel of some­thing in his throat, then to his sur­prised, it just sort of… slipped deep in­side.

For a brief mo­ment, he pan­icked, his fin­gers dig­ging into her thigh, but she with­drew quick­ly, hold­ing the fake cock head at his lips un­til his breath qui­et­ed, then drove for­ward again.

He choked on it, strug­gling but this time he pulled on her thighs, pulling him into her, to force that cock into his throat. His eyes burned with tears and his skin burned, but he want­ed to please her so bad­ly.

It was love that drove him for­ward, love that urged him to take that hard, thick cock into his throat. Ela­tion flood­ed through him as it im­paled him, and she plas­tered her stom­ach against his face with her en­tire length seat­ed in­side his body.

She crushed his nose against the soft, per­fumed skin.

For a long mo­ment, the war of sens­es as­sault­ed his thoughts: the burn­ing in his throat, the need for breath­ing with the in­de­scrib­able feel­ing of full­ness, the lust that curled his toes. When she with­drew, he coughed and gagged, but he couldn’t help but smile from the in­tense plea­sure that seared through his veins. She grinned and stroked her fin­gers through his hair, hold­ing his head to ram for­ward again.

It vi­o­lat­ed his throat again with a de­li­cious feel­ing of sur­ren­der as he once again reached the base of her cock. His own man­hood surged twice, then he came in his panties, soak­ing the silk as Teri, his mis­tress, fucked his face. Wet slurp­ing nois­es filled his ears as her hips drove the shaft into him again and again, bury­ing it com­plete­ly into him. She gripped the back of his head and held him still while she pumped.

Soft grunts in­ter­rupt­ed his plea­sure and he blinked to see Teri dri­ving for her own plea­sure, fuck­ing his mouth hard­er and hard­er un­til the fake balls slapped against his chin. She pumped faster into him, gasp­ing as her eyes rolled into the back of her head.

He reached up, fin­gers clutch­ing her ass. Her legs spread as she stroked her false cock even deep­er.

Then, with a grunt of plea­sure, she drove deep into him, grind­ing her stom­ach against his face as a flood of juices drib­bled down her thigh.

He gulped at the hard in­trud­er buried in his throat as his fin­gers dug into her thigh. Her scream echoed shril­ly in his ears, burn­ing away the hu­mil­i­a­tion of be­ing plea­sured and plea­sur­ing.

“Oh, fuck!”

Teri only held it there for a few sec­onds be­fore she with­drew the drip­ping shaft from his lips.

He pant­ed hard, gasp­ing for breath.

Above him, she breathed heav­i­ly and looked down at him. Her part­ed lips closed into a smile. “I,” she pant­ed, “I think I just came like a boy.”

And the room burst into ap­plause.
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        A Real Woman


        

        Ap­plause? For him?

He looked around with a blos­som­ing con­fu­sion, star­ing at the women around him. They were spread out on pil­lows and blan­kets. Most of them fo­cused on him, cheer­ing him on. Oth­ers bent over pil­lows or curled up in the cracks be­tween the cush­ions, fin­gers fran­ti­cal­ly rid­ing out the last shud­der­ing scream of an or­gasm. He saw Madre in the far back, lean­ing back in the wall with Nightin­gale’s head buried be­tween her legs. She had her eyes closed and mouth open in her own silent or­gasm.

De­rik fought a brief pang of jeal­ousy be­fore he brought his at­ten­tion back up to Teri.

Pant­i­ng hard, she reached down to pull a strand of his long black hair from his face. He could see sweat drip­ping down her cleav­age and her body.

He worked his fin­gers along her damp in­ner thighs and the very feel­ing of it brought a smile to his lips. His own cock dripped with cum, soak­ing and over­flow­ing the del­i­cate sap­phire thong. He ac­tu­al­ly felt sexy for a mo­ment.

Teri gasped be­tween breaths. “I still want your ass, you know.”

His cheeks heat­ed, but it wasn’t from em­bar­rass­ment. In­stead, he looked around to where Teri had dropped the lu­bri­cant in her pas­sions. His stom­ach lurched as he reached down and picked it up, hold­ing it up to her.

Teri looked sur­prised as she stared at him. “You sure?”

He didn’t trust him­self to speak, so he just nod­ded. When she didn’t just take it, he held it up with both hands, on his knees be­fore her.

She smiled, a sin­gle tear in her eyes. “Bend over, love.”

Hand­ing the lu­bri­cant to her, De­rik did the one thing he didn’t think he could have ever done. He turned around and spread his legs, lean­ing for­ward to plant his hands on the ground.

In­stant­ly, the room grew silent.

Heart pound­ing in his chest, he pressed his face against the ground and held up his ass.

Some­one moved be­fore they pulled him up into a sit­ting po­si­tion. He opened his mouth to protest, but it was Sher­rel with a pil­low. Grin­ning from ear to ear, she kissed him on the lips and shoved the large pil­low un­der his chest. An­oth­er pil­lows went un­der his hips and he ad­just­ed with each one un­til he was spread out along the pil­lows, his trem­bling ass high in the air and poised right in front of Teri’s cock.

He had nev­er been so help­less.

Nor had he ever been so turned on.

Groan­ing soft­ly in plea­sure, he ad­just­ed his legs to brace him­self as his anal ring clenched in an­tic­i­pa­tion.

Hands stroked against his back­side. He closed his eyes and let the tiny trem­bles fill him.

More hands stroked his legs, his back, and his ass. There were more than two sets of hands touch­ing him, but he re­fused to let his eyes open. More of the fin­gers teased at his sphinc­ter. The tight ring had al­ready been opened by Madre. His cock drooled with ex­cite­ment, soak­ing the pil­lows as he tried to qui­et the pound­ing of his heart.

The room grew ter­ri­fy­ing silent, a held breath as he laid help­less­ly be­fore Teri’s plans to take his vir­gin­i­ty. Hun­dreds of im­ages flew past in his mind as he rest­ed on the pil­lows, clench­ing and re­lax­ing his fin­gers around the edge of the pil­low.

Sher­rel was there, he could feel her fin­gers in his hair, stroking him with the ten­der gen­tle­ness he re­mem­bered so well from be­fore.

The lu­bri­cant hit his ass­hole with an icy splash. He jumped, mouth open­ing to let out a shud­der­ing breath.

Fin­gers, anony­mous and quest­ing, pushed it around, slop­ping up his open­ing be­fore the first one plunged into him.

De­rik let out a moan, a soft sob­bing moan.

Sher­rel stroked and held him as fin­gers pen­e­trate his ass, work­ing in and out with tiny pump­ing move­ments. Every thrust vi­o­lat­ed his nether ring. It was un­com­fort­able, but he also knew that he want­ed it al­most bad enough to beg.

A third fin­ger pushed in, mov­ing un­like the oth­ers. A sec­ond woman was fin­ger­ing him, and he gripped the pil­lows tight­ly. Tears of fright, an­tic­i­pa­tion, and lust dripped from his face as they worked him open, pump­ing in and out un­til he could feel the knuck­les slip­ping in and tug­ging out.

Sher­rel coo­ing in his ear, he tried to re­lax. His hips rocked against the pil­lows as the three fin­gers plunged in and out, fuck­ing him like tiny cocks. He leaned into each one, try­ing to imag­ine what it would be like with an­oth­er man, the baron or, a shud­der, Rick’s im­mense cock poised at his en­trance.

An­oth­er sob es­caped his lips.

Sher­rel’s hand worked her fin­gers into his palm and he clutched it, re­fus­ing to open his eyes.

In his ass, the fin­gers slow­ly pulled out un­til there was only one, pump­ing its en­tire length into his ass­hole, fuck­ing him like a woman. Every knuck­le plunged in un­til it was buried and he could feel the knuck­les at his en­trance. His un­seen lover would twist be­fore with­draw­ing, then slide it back in.

A plea­sure smol­dered in his loins, a burn­ing em­ber that start­ed to grow in­side him. His balls tight­ened against his skin as the fin­ger pumped more.

Then, the fin­ger pulled out, and the thick, round­ed tip of Teri’s fake cock re­placed it.

Pan­icked, he tried to pull him­self away from the cock.

Sher­rel held him down, hold­ing his hand as she cooed to him. She whis­pered for him to bear down if he want­ed, to squeeze as tight­ly as he could.

He want­ed to and tried to, squeez­ing down, but her voice nev­er changed from that lov­ing tone.

The cock at his ass cir­cled around his slick, lu­bri­cat­ed en­trance. It was im­mense, a rub­ber vi­o­la­tor of his body. He want­ed to cry out as it eased into his ring. The round­ed tip slow­ly spread it apart, stretch­ing it taut­ly around the round­ed tip. It wasn’t plung­ing fin­gers, it was thick and ir­re­sistible. It was hard and soft at the same time. His ring spread out even more, swal­low­ing the fake cock un­til his in­sides protest­ed at their lim­its.

De­rik let out a sob and squeezed down on Sher­rel’s hand.

She whis­pered soft noth­ings to him as he tried to breathe.

The cock worked deep­er, and his ring ex­pand around it. Reach­ing the apex of the thick head, the tight mus­cles swal­lowed up the cock head and pulled it deep­er into his body un­til they clamped down on the ridge be­hind the glans.

He was im­paled.

Just a bit of the head, but there is was.

He was fucked.

Teri’s hands rest­ed against his hips.

She held him tight­ly as she leaned for­ward. At the first in­tense feel­ing of some­thing slid­ing into him, he shook his head. “No! Too much, too much!”

His voice sound­ed piti­ful, but Sher­rel just crooned to him, and the cock kept im­pal­ing him. Slow­ly it buried deep­er into him, fill­ing his rec­tum with thick­ness that nev­er seemed to end. The tiny ridges that were bare­ly vis­i­ble were im­mense canyons as the cock slid into his ass. He found he couldn’t breath; too many sen­sa­tions, burn­ing bright with ec­sta­sy and hu­mil­i­a­tion, filled him. His cock jerked in an at­tempt to or­gasm but noth­ing came out as the shaft con­tin­ued to plunge into him.

Teri said some­thing, but he couldn’t hear it through the rush­ing in his ears and the soft breathy voice of Sher­rel. He clung to her as Teri be­gan to with­draw her cock. He couldn’t help but fo­cus on every mil­lime­ter slid­ing out, the mo­tion puck­ered his open­ing and tugged his in­sides.

Sher­rel whis­pered, “You are do­ing great.”

He opened his mouth wide­ly to cry out but any sound re­fused to come out. When Teri slid it back deep­er into his body, he leaned for­ward as he tried to adapt to the thick in­trud­er im­pal­ing him.

Sher­rel squeezed his hand as Teri pulled back.

Then…

Then she fucked him.

She was gen­tle at first, just a rock back and forth of a few cen­time­ters, but then her thrusts grew hard­er and deep­er. The cock drove deep into him, plung­ing deep un­til her soft hips slapped against his ass and the fake balls smacked against his own. He let out a piti­ful sob as the cock drove in and out of his tight­ly-stretched ring.

Spear­ing deep, his open­ing clung to every rip­ple along the length as Teri fucked him, her body slick with sweat as she drove the fake cock into his clench­ing ass­hole. De­rik want­ed to scream out, but his throat re­fused to make a sound.

Every plunge jerked him for­ward, rock­ing him against the pil­lows. He kept one hand plant­ed against the ground, but it just made each thrust more in­tense. Hands gripped tight­ly on his hips, draw­ing him back as she speared him. The rest of the world fad­ed away, leav­ing him adrift ex­cept for the hard­ness that vi­o­lat­ed his very core.

Fi­nal­ly, the cock im­pal­ing him start­ed to feel good. He gasped with each lunge, not from pain or dis­com­fort, but from a grow­ing plea­sure.

Find­ing strength, he shoved back against the cock, im­pal­ing him­self in­stead of just ac­cept­ing Teri’s thrusts.

Soft sounds of sur­prise and plea­sure rip­pled across the room.

Sher­rel held him tight­ly as De­rik fucked him­self on the shaft, dri­ving back as Teri im­paled him. The plea­sure grow­ing in­side his body only in­ten­si­fied.

He whim­pered when it be­came too much for his del­i­cate frame. He didn’t know if he could sur­vive the ex­plo­sive or­gasm.

Every thrust filled his rush­ing ears with the sound of slurp­ing and the re­al­iza­tion he was be­ing fucked, some­thing he swore would nev­er hap­pen, even af­ter falling into the harem, but there he was, tak­ing a long, hard cock into his ass and want­i­ng more.

Teri’s fin­gers dug into his hips painful­ly as her thrust­ing grew faster and hard­er, slap­ping against his skin and dri­ving the cock so hard into him that his cock surged with each. And then, the with­draw­al, he al­most sobbed as it pulled out, ready­ing to ram back into his will­ing, aching body.

He screamed as he came, came hard­er than he every had. Not a lo­cal­ized ex­plo­sion of his cock spew­ing cum on the pil­lows, but some­thing that shook his en­tire body, set it aflame, and send it into the abyss of ec­sta­sy.

Teri slammed his ass re­peat­ed­ly, send­ing more bolts of sear­ing plea­sure cours­ing through his sys­tem, and he just kept com­ing and com­ing. His end­less surges splat­ter­ing against the pil­low. The in­ten­si­ty stole his breath away and he clutched at Sher­rel un­til his body shook once hard and he lost con­trol of his sens­es, an af­ter­shock of plea­sure that blind­ed him.

Teri slumped over his body, drap­ing his form with her own sweaty one. As the blind­ness of plea­sure took him, he heard her whis­per through her rapid­ly pant­i­ng breath. “Now,” she gasped, “you’re a real woman.”
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        His sens­es came back to him with a rush. He clutched Sher­rel and the pil­lows. Tremors raced along his body. He vi­brat­ed from the in­ten­si­ty of his or­gasm.

Teri’s naked body, slick with sweat, clung to his back. Her rapid breath­ing, pant­i­ng ac­tu­al­ly, blew hot air along the nape of his neck, but his sens­es were drawn down to the hard­ness that re­mained quiv­er­ing in his back­side. Her dil­do still im­paled him firm­ly. Every twitch of Teri’s body sent an iden­ti­cal tremor through his in­sides and his cock surged again hot­ly, but noth­ing came out.

He just closed his eyes again and leaned into the pil­lows. He couldn’t stop his legs from trem­bling.

Dis­tract­ed, he bare­ly reg­is­tered the oth­ers mak­ing out in the room, the mut­ed and loud screams of or­gasms and even the slap­ping sounds of oth­ers who wield­ed their own strap-ons into will­ing flesh.

He found it odd­ly in­spi­ra­tional.

Teri stirred. “Okay, you are a good fuck­ing lay.”

Sher­rel gig­gled and De­rik smiled.

“I feel… full.”

Teri chuck­led as she sat up, her move­ments dri­ving the cock deep­er into his reamed ass.

His feet rose up against the feel­ing, his cock try­ing to find one more surge of cum to splat­ter against the pil­low. Every move­ment filled him as she plant­ed her knees on the pil­low.

Slow­ly, she pulled the cock from his ass. No longer in the throes of pas­sion, he en­joyed every ridge as it slid out of his rec­tum and past his anal ring. As the head popped out of his body, a strange sense of empti­ness filled him.

“Oh, wow, you came a lot!”

He need­ed Sher­rel’s help to sit up and all three of them stared at the pil­low, drip­ping with his cum in sheets of milky white. More than he ever though pos­si­ble soaked the fab­ric and pud­dled on the padded ground. In shock, he stared for a long mo­ment and just re­mem­bered the in­ten­si­ty of be­ing fucked, fucked as a woman.

Teri pat­ted him on the hip. She said, “Come on, I need a bath and a nap.”

Tired­ly, he fol­lowed her into the bath area and sank into the first tub. She joined him, hand stroking his thigh but not touch­ing his cock.

Sher­rel slipped in on the oth­er side, kiss­ing his neck as he and Teri just re­laxed. She seemed con­tent to just stroke and touch. Af­ter a few min­utes of soak­ing and hold­ing each oth­er, all three of them crashed in the cor­ner of the room, well away from the wet spot he had made. With Sher­rel’s ass against his hips and Teri draped on his back, they fell asleep to­geth­er.

When Teri woke him up, it was dark. He sat up with a bolt of fear.

“Shit, am I late?”

Teri gig­gled, and he no­ticed she had changed into a form-fit­ting dress. Her small­er breasts formed a shad­ow of cleav­age. “Now, you got about twen­ty min­utes to clean up be­fore new girl du­ties. Madre is still in her room with Nightin­gale, but I wouldn’t be late.”

“Um,” he blinked, “Why are you dressed? You weren’t go­ing to the baron, were you?”

She gig­gled and kissed his nose, “No, sil­ly, it’s Mark­ing Day.”

As if this ex­plained every­thing, she hopped across the room and out the door that lead into the place.

De­rik groaned awake and pulled his hair into a loop around his hand. Peer­ing around, he no­ticed about half the room was emp­ty. “Um, what’s go­ing on?”

Sher­rel yawned, stretch­ing out on her back and spread­ing her legs. “Mark­ing Day. Since we can’t get preg­nant for a while, and the baron doesn’t need us, we get to wan­der around the palace.”

A strange prick­le of jeal­ousy rose up. As he looked down the hall, Teri dis­ap­peared. “To do what?” he asked.

“Boyfriends, girl­friends, af­fairs of the body, and maybe a cou­ple scream­ing or­gasms.”

She gig­gled as she saw up, her heavy breasts swing­ing as she watched De­rik through hood­ed lids. He knew that there was some­thing else in her thoughts but he couldn’t imag­ine what.

“Boyfriends? I’m con­fused.”

Laugh­ing, she helped him up. “Look, Dora, the baron is one man. And he owns our bod­ies ut­ter­ly, but Madre lets us fool around on oc­ca­sion. She al­ways makes com­ments about cats in heat and let­ting them play. As long as we don’t get preg­nant or in trou­ble, and she ap­proves of our dates. And Mark­ing Day is the first day that we know we can’t,” she em­pathized the word, “get knocked up. So, no dan­ger of piss­ing off Madre and get­ting sold off.”

She drew him into the bath­room to give him a prop­er bath, with soapy breasts and a hand job that left him a bit warm un­der the col­lar. Then, she had him do the same, nuz­zling against his neck as he pumped his fin­gers be­tween her soft folds. Sat­ed for a mo­ment, they helped each oth­er brush their hair.

“Does this mean,” he blushed as he looked away, “you are go­ing some­where tonight?”

Sher­rel stared at him for a mo­ment, then made a coo­ing sound.

“Aww, is Dora jeal­ous?”

“No!”

“You are! You are sweet on me!”

He fought the burn in his cheeks. “No, no I’m not!”

She laughed play­ful­ly. He ducked his head, but she grabbed his hands, plas­ter­ing his palms against the soft mounds of her breasts. Her hard nip­ples ground against his skin and a dif­fer­ent type of flush rose up in re­sponse.

“Don’t wor­ry. You have Madre all night. By the time she lets you go, we’ll be back. And then you can hear about my night with a cer­tain les­bian aris­to­crat and Teri’s night with her bor­ing schol­ar.”

He stroked her breasts un­til she gig­gled again.

“Come, help me get pret­ty.”

“You al­ready are,” he said.

She play­ful­ly bat­ted at his noise. “Flirt. Don’t wor­ry, we have to­mor­row.”

Fight­ing a tiny flame of jeal­ousy, he helped her into a stun­ning sheaf dress that left very lit­tle to the imag­i­na­tion: a canyon of a cleav­age and a slit that went a hand-span past her hips. Cross­ing her legs, he could see a brief flash of her hair­less pussy and his cock came to life again.

Sher­rel lift­ed her eyes from his crotch with a grin. “And I see you ap­prove.”

He nod­ded, but couldn’t find the words.

She helped him back into his padded bra and panties be­fore drap­ing the sap­phire robe over his shoul­ders. The feel­ing of silk did noth­ing for his ex­cite­ment and it took him a few tries to tuck his cock in be­tween his legs.

Sher­rel pulled out a small bot­tle of the ap­ple per­fume from his draw­er—there was one for each of the women in the harem—and spritzed it on De­rik. Her own per­fume, a fruity ex­ot­ic scent, dust­ed along her body be­fore she fin­ished.

To­geth­er, they walked to the en­trance of the harem, where two guard­ed men pro­tect­ed the door. He ducked his head away from them, then blushed again when Sher­rel kissed him good­night.

“Take care, my lit­tle pup­py.”

He watched her leav­ing but a feel­ing that some­one was watch­ing him dis­tract­ed him. Glanc­ing up, he saw the guard’s deep green eyes in the shad­ows of the full hel­met and blushed hot­ly, flee­ing be­fore those eyes could de­ter­mine the full ex­tent of De­rik’s lies.

At Madre’s door, he slowed to a stop. Through the wood, he could hear grunts of plea­sure, ap­par­ent­ly go­ing strong since his show on the floor. Gasp­ing whim­pers echoed in the hall and the rapid slap­ping of skin against skin meant that Madre and Nightin­gale were still fuck­ing each oth­er, hard and fast. Each slap of skin caused the door to flex with a pulse of mag­ic.

He al­most walked in, but some­thing held him at the last minute. His hand rose up to knock, but as he raised his knuck­les, an in­tense feel­ing of be­ing trapped slammed into him. It grabbed his heart and squeezed the breath out of him. He froze, mouth open in sur­prise, as he could imag­ine eyes of a thou­sand men star­ing at him, see­ing through his naked­ness.

A sob tore from his throat as he fled.
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        Prayers


        

        He cow­ered in the mas­sage room for al­most an hour. In his hand, he held the tools stolen from For­bis. Rolling them in his hand, he could feel the pow­er but didn’t know how to tap it. It was frus­trat­ing on more lev­els than he re­al­ly want­ed to un­der­stand. Part of him des­per­ate­ly want­ed to be marked like the oth­ers, to join them and be tru­ly part of the harem, while an­oth­er screamed him to take the sap­phire and run.

De­rik still couldn’t fig­ure out why he strug­gled with his heart. There should be no con­flict, there should be no ques­tion. He stared down at the tools that could be used to mark him as a woman, then down at the deep blue silk panties and bra. “What am I?”

He sighed as he rolled the sticks in his fin­gers. “Who am I?”

Star­ing down at the sticks, he was dis­gust­ed with him­self. A cow­ard. Hid­ing among naked women. Rolling around like a good slut and pre­tend­ing it could last. An anger rose up in­side him di­rect­ed in­wards more than any­thing else. Fling­ing the mark­ing sticks into the pool at the back of the room, he swore in an an­gry whis­per, “Fuck this, I need to get out be­fore I-I-I…”

His voice cracked, and the surge of anger drained out of him as fast as it filled him. He sunk to his knees as a sob caught in his throat. “Damn you gods, why do I want to be here?”

Hot tears splashed the tile floor of the mas­sage room. The scent of his own per­fume, ap­ple and del­i­cate, and the tin­kling of the foun­tain both teased his sens­es. He could feel his heart in his chest, squeez­ing through a tight­ness and strain­ing against the silk that bound his non-ex­is­tent breasts. He so des­per­ate­ly want­ed to be­long in the harem, to keep this life of pas­sion, sex, and re­al­ly be­long.

But he was an out­sider.

A thief.

A male.

Above him, he could feel the Eye of Hamel star­ing down at him, the sap­phire gaze of some­thing far more than him­self, and he just couldn’t tear him­self away from it.

He sniffed loud­ly and wiped the tears from his eyes. Star­ing down at the tiny pud­dles he cre­at­ed, he whis­pered bro­ken­ly. “Isn’t this the point I’m sup­pose to find an an­swer? Isn’t this the point where the sto­ries al­ways have a god show­ing up?”

He looked up to the ceil­ing. “Well, where the fuck are you?”

No shin­ing cham­pi­on came down to him. No gods split the heav­ens. In­stead, it was just De­rik stand­ing with his im­age of Dora in the cen­ter of a room. Talk­ing to the ceil­ing. “Well!?”

Out­side the room, he could hear some­one head­ing to the bath­room. Mun­dane and per­fect­ly nor­mal, it was the op­po­site of what he des­per­ate­ly want­ed. No one to give him the an­swers, no one to save him from him­self. He felt so tired and bro­ken, split and bound by the very lies he cre­at­ed.

Stag­ger­ing to his feet, he padded to the far end of the room to gath­er up For­bis’ tools. He looked down at them and sighed sad­ly. “I’m a cow­ard.”

Re­plac­ing them in the draw­er, he turned his back on the room and the gods who for­sook him and head­ed back to his du­ties, as the new girl.

“A god-damned cow­ard.”
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        Puppy


        

        “You’re late.”

A sim­ple state­ment and a fact. Told from a naked woman sit­ting on the edge of the bed. He looked up at her and flinched at the stern look on Madre’s face. His eyes caught the red marks of a har­ness, no doubt used to pound a fake cock into the purring Nightin­gale be­hind her.

Nightin­gale rocked back and forth, her red ass up in the air and hummed to her­self play­ful­ly.

Madre stood up and walked to him.

De­rik held his po­si­tion, let­ting his eyes drop to the run he stood on. “Why?”

“I,” he sighed and al­most lied. At the last mo­ment, the truth came out, “I pan­icked.”

She lift­ed his chin to force him to look at her. “Sec­onds thoughts?”

He nod­ded, feel­ing the tears ris­ing in his eyes.

“Do you want to leave?”

De­rik saw Nightin­gale raise her head cu­ri­ous­ly, star­ing at him with an ex­pres­sion that bor­dered on a glare. Sweat soaked her front and cleav­age, and her in­tense gaze sent a shiv­er down his spine.

“No, Madre.”

He didn’t. As he stared into the warm, com­fort­ing eyes of Madre, he re­al­ized guilt burned at him. Guilt of be­ing a thief. He opened his mouth to blurt out the truth, but no words came out.

“What is it, Dora?”

Try­ing again, his voice re­fused to make a sound, and he looked away, tears rolling down his cheeks.

“You can leave right now, De­rik.”

At the sound of his real name, he looked back at her. He knew it was a plead­ing, des­per­ate look, but it was the only emo­tion he could feel.

She caught his hands, hold­ing them to her slick breasts. “We can sneak you out right now. No one will ever know there was a De­rik in this harem. If that is what you want. What you re­al­ly want.”

He opened his mouth, sur­prised and shocked. He forced his mouth to close and shook his head. “N-No,” he stut­tered, “I want to be here. I want… I want to be­long.”

Nightin­gale let out an an­noyed grunt and shoved her head back against the blan­kets.

Madre ig­nored her and smiled. “Sher­rel said you be­long here, some­thing about feel­ing it in her heart.”

She reached up to stroke the side of his cheek and then tugged on a tiny strand of long black hair.

He sniffed and wiped away the tears. “Thank you, Madre.”

She swept him in a sur­prise hug, and he in­stant­ly wrapped his arms around her, feel­ing the scars of her bat­tles but also a strange feel­ing of com­fort in just be­ing held. Madre held him for a long mo­ment be­fore she stepped back. “Now, if you do plan on stay­ing, you must re­al­ize some­thing.”

From the bed, Nightin­gale rolled over sharply. She had a grin on her face.

“What, Madre?” he asked.

“You owe me twen­ty for be­ing late, hav­ing sec­ond thoughts and pan­ick­ing, and com­ing with­out per­mis­sion.”

He blushed hot­ly as the wry grin spread across her face. He bowed his head, but his cock twitched with ex­cite­ment, drool­ing at the very thought.

“Now, this is a prop­er pun­ish­ment, since you ap­pear to be go­ing the same route as Teri.”

“I’m sor­ry.”

“It’s what I ex­pect of plea­sure girls. So, tonight, I think we’re go­ing to use the pad­dle.”

Trep­i­da­tion grew in­side him, but Madre wasn’t done.

“And I think Nightin­gale is go­ing to ad­min­is­ter it.”

He start­ed to trem­ble at the thought as Nightin­gale looked up with sur­prise. Then a slow smile filled her face as she re­gard­ed De­rik.

De­rik looked at her, then Madre, but the old­er woman shook her head. “You have to re­mem­ber, I am Madre, and we have rules, Dora.”

To his sur­prise, his body re­laxed in re­lief when she called him by his oth­er name. “Yes, Madre.”

“Good. Nightin­gale?”

Gale hopped off the bed, al­most vi­brat­ing with ex­cite­ment.

“Get the small one.”

Nightin­gale raced to a large cab­i­net. When she flung it open, De­rik saw an ar­ray of flog­gers and pad­dles of all shapes. There were cuffs and blind­folds. He spot­ted a pair of some­thing that looked like pony tails. His stom­ach twist­ed with fear as he watched Nightin­gale yank a square pad­dle about twice his hand-span across and bound­ed back, glee­ful as a child open­ing presents.

Her ass smacked the bed as she got into the same po­si­tion as Madre, ges­tur­ing to her lap.

De­rik looked at Madre but the old­er woman just shook her head.

“Just take your pun­ish­ment, girl.”

De­spite Nightin­gale’s glee, he padded over to her and stripped down. The silk of his out­fit pud­dled to the ground as he stood naked be­fore her.

Nightin­gale reached up and pulled him down over her lap, yank­ing him for­ward un­til his ass stretched into the air and his crotch ground into the soft­ness of her thigh. She pressed one hand against his shoul­ders, pin­ning him. Lean­ing for­ward un­til her nip­ples just teased his back, she whis­pered sharply. “Don’t you fuck­ing dare come on me.”

He held his breath in an­tic­i­pa­tion. The wood­en pad­dle had been smoothed from heavy use, there wasn’t even a rip­ple of a grain as it tapped against his ass. Each ca­ress against his skin brought a skip to his heart and a heat grow­ing in his loins. De­spite his best ef­forts, his man­hood rose to full mast and ground against her thigh.

She shift­ed slight­ly, then tapped his oth­er cheek. “Twen­ty, Madre?”

“Twen­ty.”

A tiny tap, then he wouldn’t feel the pad­dle.

An­tic­i­pat­ing the strike, he tensed up but she didn’t bring it down. He whim­pered, clutch­ing her leg as he closed his eyes tight­ly.

SMACK!

His ass ex­plod­ed in an in­tense burst of pain that quick­ly turned into a heat­ed flush on both sets of cheeks. Nightin­gale chuck­led hap­pi­ly, brought up the pad­dle, then down in a pow­er­ful smack against his oth­er cheek.

De­rik gasped with the pain, strug­gling with an in­tense de­sire grow­ing in­side him. His cock leaked pre-cum on her leg as she brought down an­oth­er smack, right on the first one. The sting­ing pain jerked him for­ward as his leg straight­ened, but Nightin­gale kept him pinned against her thighs.

The fourth blow drove down on his right cheek, reignit­ing the burn along his ass. He gasped from the in­ten­si­ty of it, bal­anc­ing on a world of pain and plea­sure.

She brought it down hard on his but­tocks. He could feel her putting all of her strength into it. Each one burned more than the last, but each one also left a sear­ing mark across his sens­es, an in­tox­i­cat­ing knife’s edge of plea­sure and pain.

Nightin­gale con­tin­ued to smack him hard, then slow, each one more pow­er­ful than the last.

He whim­pered and writhed on her lap, try­ing to es­cape but with lit­tle real ef­fort. He writhed against the hand that pinned him. Her breath came as rapid­ly as his and he was flood­ed with the scent of her ex­cite­ment. He held her tight­ly, eyes closed to take the blow of his pun­ish­ment.

De­spite the pain ra­di­at­ing from his ass, the burn­ing that seared his cheeks, his cock grew hard­er and hot­ter with every smack. An or­gasm be­gan to build as she beat him again and again with short, pow­er­ful strokes.

When the pad­dle came down the next time, the fif­teenth blow he guessed, his body spasmed once and he came. It splat­tered against her thigh.

She let out a dis­gust­ed growl. The last five blows came hard and fast, break­ing the skin as she vent­ed a sud­den anger into his poor, burn­ing ass.

As soon at the twen­ti­eth blow struck, she shoved him hard off her lap. “Fuck­er!”

“Nightin­gale!” came the sharp re­ply.

Nightin­gale ges­tured to the riv­er of white cum that dripped down her thigh. “He came! And I told him not too.”

Madre didn’t seem as up­set as Nightin­gale. “You come with the pad­dle too.”

“On me!?”

“Calm down.”

Nightin­gale dropped the pad­dle on the ground as she strug­gled to con­trol a rage.

De­rik winced as he tried to get to his feet, but Madre rest­ed a hand on his shoul­der, hold­ing him kneel­ing on the ground. He watched as the cum dripped down her leg slow­ly as the girl re­gained her com­po­sure.

“Bet­ter?”

Nightin­gale let out a long sigh. “Yes, Madre.”

“Now, tell him to clean you up.”

De­rik looked up, but Madre only had eyes for Nightin­gale.

Nightin­gale stared back for a mo­ment, then she looked down at the ground as she fought with her emo­tions. “Der-Dora.”

“Y-Yes.”

“Clean this up.”

He tried to get to his feet, but Madre held him down. He stared at her, but she just smiled.

Nightin­gale took an­oth­er breath, then sud­den­ly grinned evil­ly. “With your mouth.”

De­rik froze, a trem­bling shak­ing through his body as he looked up at Nightin­gale.

Madre’s hand re­leased his shoul­der as he found him­self star­ing at his own cum drip­ping on her leg. She spoke soft­ly, “If it touch­es the ground, Dora, it will be an­oth­er twen­ty with the big­ger pad­dle.”

Nightin­gale mo­tioned for him with a fin­ger. “Come on. It’s time for you to learn how to swal­low like the rest of us.”

De­rik had to force him­self to crawl to­ward her, star­ing at his own spunk as it inched to­ward the ground. He swal­lowed hard, not even re­al­iz­ing that he found a new low.

Nightin­gale’s breath came hard as he brought his mouth with­in cen­time­ters of it. He could smell it, a tangy and salty scent of his own be­ing.

Fresh tears burned down his face as he closed his eyes tight­ly and gin­ger­ly lapped at it. It was hot and slimy against his lips, but Nightin­gale’s hand reached down to pull him against her thigh, grind­ing him against his own cum.

Swal­low­ing down the bile, he lapped at it as he shook with hu­mil­i­a­tion. He tast­ed it in the back of his throat as he cleaned her leg with his tongue, mov­ing up her thigh with her hand pulling his hair. He obeyed her, his shame match­ing the heat of his burn­ing ass.

He fin­ished and made a face at the taste of him­self.

Nightin­gale pushed him away, as if she couldn’t stand his touch on her skin.

Madre’s hand stroked his chin for a mo­ment, be­fore pulling his gaze to her. She used her thumb to push a blob of cum into his mouth.

“I’m Madre.”

A sim­ple state­ment.

“Yes, Madre.”

“Tonight, you take her po­si­tion.”

“Y-Yes, Madre.”

He saw the ball gag in her hand. He whim­pered in his throat as she pressed it against his lips. He could taste the rub­ber fight­ing with the fla­vor of his own cum. Some­how, he found the strength to open his jaw and ac­cept the rub­ber ball as Madre fit­ted it into his mouth. As soon as it set­tled into place, he tried to close his mouth but couldn’t. He squirmed at the un­nat­ur­al state of be­ing un­able to press his lips to­geth­er.

“Tonight, you sleep at our feet.”

Our feet? He looked up as he worked at the ball with his tongue. Nightin­gale looked just as sur­prised as him as she stared at Madre. Madre cocked her head.

“New girl is get­ting me rather horny, and I want to try a dif­fer­ent strap-on tonight.”

Nightin­gale cooed as De­rik’s cock al­most ex­plod­ed again. He stood up as com­mand­ed, his body shiv­er­ing with an­tic­i­pa­tion. The gag in his mouth gave every touch a sharp edge as Madre tied his wrists be­hind his back, forc­ing his back to arch for­ward as she bound his el­bows to­geth­er. He tried to shift in the in­creas­ing sense of help­less­ness, but Madre ex­pert­ly bound him in place.

He was guid­ed to the foot of the bed, right against the wood­en foot board. He whim­pered, mut­ed by the gag wedged into his mouth. Madre’s hands were firm and fast, bring­ing his knees up to his chest and ty­ing them tight­ly to him. Curled up in a fe­tal po­si­tion, he was help­less­ly ex­posed as the cool air that teased his burn­ing ass and throb­bing cock.

In a mat­ter of min­utes, he was bound at the foot of her bed. When he saw her hold up a blind­fold, he let out a muf­fled whim­per and shook his head. Madre nod­ded her head.

“You had your chance.”

More tears splashed down as she blind­ed him, ty­ing it back firm­ly across his face.

He was help­less.

Ut­ter­ly help­less.

He could hear them mov­ing and whis­per­ing. Breezes of their mo­tions ca­ress his skin. He tried to shift po­si­tion but his body re­fused to obey him. The straps around his back and knees held him tight­ly in place. More straps held his an­kles to­geth­er as tight­ly as his wrists were bound. He couldn’t move a sin­gle mus­cle ex­cept for his head. Blind­ed and gagged, he let hot tears wet his cheeks.

Then, some­thing teased his ass. He tried to squeal out, to scream out, but the smooth, slick in­trud­er al­ready found its tar­get. He wig­gled but couldn’t stop as some­thing hard and smooth pushed into his rec­tum. While near­ly as thick as Teri’s cock, it was thank­ful­ly gen­tle. No doubt Madre was work­ing it in and out of his body. It pushed in all the way.

The base of the cock seemed to flare out, and he whim­pered loud­ly as it stretched his en­trance to its lim­it. Then, with a wet slurp­ing noise, it popped into his body and slid deeply into him. Hard and long, it seemed to fill him com­plete­ly. His tight­ly stretched anal ring found a notch or in­dent to hold it tight in­side him. When it set­tled into place, it forced an­oth­er moan to rise up.

He shift­ed to the best of his abil­i­ty, but every move­ment only rubbed the hard­ness against his in­sides. His cock, full mast and drool­ing all over him, just bobbed with every move­ment. No mat­ter how he clenched or twist­ed, the thick in­trud­er re­fused to move.

Time stretched into for­ev­er as he tried to es­cape his bonds. Then, move­ment on the bed in­ter­rupt­ed him as they shift­ed po­si­tions. It start­ed slow, but soon the bed was rock­ing. Nightin­gale’s screams of plea­sure beat on the room, no doubt for his own hu­mil­i­a­tion, as Madre fucked her. He tried to fo­cus on their move­ments, to dis­tract him from the in­ten­si­ty of his own bondage. He soon re­al­ized, he couldn’t tear his sens­es away as they fucked.

Just as he thought Nightin­gale fi­nal­ly came, they start­ed again. He lay help­less, feel­ing the in­cred­i­ble sen­sa­tions of be­ing im­paled, pow­er­less, and fo­cused at the same time. His cock surged, but the pres­sure in his rec­tum pre­vent­ed him from spurt­ing cum. In­stead, just more pre-cum pooled on his thigh as he pre­pared for a very long night.
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        Sleeping


        

        He couldn’t sleep.

De­spite his best ef­forts, he kept shift­ing in place, fight­ing against his bind­ings and try­ing to find some com­fort­able po­si­tion. His wrists burned from where he twist­ed, but Madre’s knots were far be­yond his abil­i­ty to slip free. Af­ter a few mo­ments, he would try to set­tle down, but his move­ments nudged the hard plug in his ass against his del­i­cate nerves, send­ing up tiny flares of plea­sure cours­ing through his sys­tem. Sweat bead­ing on his fore­head, he tried to force him­self to hold rock-steady, but then Madre or Nightin­gale would move and the mad­den­ing sen­sa­tions would ig­nite once again.

His burn­ing ass cheeks glowed in his mind, a dis­trac­tion of sting­ing pain and the glow of warmth that made it im­pos­si­ble to con­cen­trate. He tried to move his fo­cus away from his rear but then his blind help­less­ness mag­ni­fied every oth­er touch. Even his beat­ing heart caused the plug in his ass to twitch, ig­nit­ing un­com­fort­able plea­sures to rav­age his mind.

To make things worse, the bed shook hard as Madre fucked Nightin­gale, no doubt with some strap-on. He could smell their ex­cite­ment and he could feel the body move­ment, but it only in­creased his feel­ings of be­ing trapped. He strug­gled with fo­cus on his body, but then he would feel the pres­sure in his rec­tum, fill­ing him like… like a man would fuck his ass. Plea­sures curled through his thoughts start­ing fires in his loins. Pre-cum dripped from his shaft, soak­ing his leg. He tried not to think about it; he could still taste his own juices in the back of his throat.

If he fo­cused on their move­ments, he start­ed to imag­ine their po­si­tion. How Madre’s but­tocks would flex as she rammed some huge cock into Nightin­gale’s pussy. Just the thought of it in­creased the heat in his shaft, forc­ing it to drool even more across his leg and soak the blan­kets un­der­neath.

Damned no mat­ter how he fo­cused.

They fucked for hours. Hours of pound­ing and shak­ing, of the mut­ed moans that drift­ed past his sens­es. He could feel them chang­ing po­si­tion and hear the wet slurp­ing of fin­gers and tongues. And he was help­less­ly. So ut­ter­ly help­less­ly.

And it only turned him on more.

Mad­den­ing­ly, he could feel each breath es­cap­ing around the ball gag. His mouth ached with the ball pry­ing his teeth apart, but like the plug in his ass, he was ut­ter­ly help­less to re­move it. Chunks of his san­i­ty crum­bled un­der the as­sault of plea­sures on his body. Striv­ing to pro­tect it, to de­fend that last bit of his own dig­ni­ty, he des­per­ate­ly tried to find some­thing to dis­tract him.

Then, he found some­thing. The Eye of Hamel.

He hat­ed it.

He hat­ed how it rolled away from him, teas­ing him al­most.

But, it kept his mind away from the thick in­trud­er buried in his rec­tum.

He thought about the great hall, the four stat­ues hold­ing up that glass map. For a brief mo­ment, he didn’t feel the dis­com­fort of his bondage or even the sol­id slam­ming of cock into pussy. Grasp­ing on the thought, he just imag­ined him­self jump­ing around the room, rac­ing to avoid the acidic traps or swing­ing across the room. He re­viewed the en­tire theft and ex­pand­ed on it. He count­ed the tiles in his mind and even the foot­steps of the guards. He threw all of his imag­i­na­tion into that room, in des­per­ate hope to not suf­fer through his bondage.

It only par­tial­ly helped, but it passed the long sec­onds of the night.

Some­where, some­time, Nightin­gale shift­ed po­si­tion and slid down.

Madre let out a gut­tur­al moan.

Nightin­gale’s feet teased his stom­ach.

He clenched up, tight­en­ing his gut as her soft toes strokes around his bel­ly but­ton. Her body moved with short, rhyth­mic move­ments, and he imag­ined her head lap­ping up be­tween Madre’s legs. His del­i­cate imag­i­na­tion of the theft shat­tered as his cock grew hard­er, soak­ing his leg again.

As she plea­sured Madre, Nightin­gale’s feet worked low­er un­til her toes pressed against his groin.

He whim­pered soft­ly, won­der­ing if she found some mea­sure of for­give­ness for him.

When she ground his cock against her feet, he re­al­ized there was no god. He whim­pered and tried to es­cape, but she caught him, twist­ing his cock with her feet even as she brought Madre to one or­gasm, than the oth­er.

She didn’t move when they fin­ished. She kept her feet press­ing down on his cock and balls, in­creas­ing the pres­sure of the thick plug buried in her ass. He could al­most imag­ine her smile as she shift­ed into a com­fort­able po­si­tion and drift­ed back to sleep.

He tried to fol­low, but a few sec­onds lat­er, she twitched and brought him to full wake­ful­ness again.

Whim­per­ing, he tried to twist away, but she kept him silent­ly pinned with just her feet.

The long night turned even longer. Every time pre-cum dripped down his shaft, she would grind down. Every time he twitched or shift­ed po­si­tion, she would squeeze his balls on the sole of her feet or be­tween her toes. Every move­ment would bring plea­sure and pain storm­ing through his thoughts.

Every sec­ond passed with glacial slow­ness.

Every pulse of his heart seemed to slow down more than the one be­fore it.

Every mo­ment turned into an eter­ni­ty of dis­com­fort, bal­anc­ing on the edge of some plea­sure and the agony of Nightin­gale’s tor­tures.

And he cried. Soft­ly to him­self, muf­fled by the ball gag and help­less to es­cape, he just cried.

Morn­ing came af­ter cen­turies, when Madre pulled the blind­fold from his eyes and he blinked at the light. Some­how, he missed Nightin­gale’s part­ing from the room and he tried to lift his head.

“Did you sleep?”

Lips still tight­ly stretched around the ball gag, he could only shake his head.

She smiled soft­ly and reached be­hind his head, un­buck­ling the gag and giv­ing him the first feel­ing of free­dom.

His jaw seized up and he whim­pered, trem­bling.

Madre worked his bonds, free­ing him even as she whis­pered to him. “Now, don’t move right away. Just hold still.”

He obeyed, de­spite the scream­ing need to move that built up over the night. When she reached the bounds of his an­kles, her fin­gers briefly stroked his cock.

“Was Nightin­gale play­ing with you?”

He wasn’t sure of tor­ture was play­ing, but he nod­ded any­ways.

“All night?”

De­rik didn’t want to an­swer. He looked away, but he nod­ded any­ways.

“Did you en­joy it?”

Tears burned at his face as he re­mem­bered her tor­ture. He al­most nod­ded, then once again Madre’s de­mand for the truth com­pelled him. He shook his head.

“Damn, I was hop­ing she would fi­nal­ly get over this.”

With sur­pris­ing strength, Madre picked De­rik com­plete­ly off the bed.

Pins and nee­dles screamed through his limbs as he col­lapsed against her, hold­ing her tight­ly as tears streamed down his face.

She brought him to the tub and low­ered him in. “There you go. It will pass. It will pass…”

He sobbed while lean­ing on her, help­less as a baby. His limbs re­fused to move for the longest mo­ment, flame burn­ing at his sens­es. He could feel the thick plug still up in­side him, but his fin­gers re­fused to un­clench. His jaw spasmed for a mo­ment, but he man­aged to calm down be­fore the mus­cles in his throat tight­ened up.

“It will get eas­i­er, you know. Next time, it will be just you and me. No more Nightin­gale,” she spoke sad­ly, “I hoped that she would get over this, but these things take time. And she is a very an­gry kit­ten, al­ways an­gry about some­thing.”

As she spoke, she stroked him along the cheeks and shoul­ders, not sex­u­al but com­fort­ing.

His body re­lax minute­ly.

She brushed her cheek against his own. “I won’t do that again, Dora. Next time, just you and me.”

He grunt­ed non­com­mit­tal­ly.

She reached up to grab his cock, hold­ing it firm­ly un­til he looked at her. “Ex­cuse me?”

His voice came out as a hoarse whis­per, “Y-Yes, Madre.”

“Good.”

She grinned and soaped up her hands, stand­ing him in front of her as she bathed him. At the feel of the slick soap and her hands, his body be­gan to re­spond de­spite the long night of tor­ture. His balls, aching from a night with­out re­lease, seemed to grind them­selves into his cock.

Madre con­tin­ued to lath­er him up. Her fin­gers fi­nal­ly reached his sore but­tocks and he spread his legs obe­di­ent­ly. Fin­gers work­ing up into him, his cock surged to full mast as she pulled out the im­mense plug from his ass.

Let­ting out a groan, he col­lapsed.

Madre caught him and pulled him to her. His cock press against her thigh as she stead­ied him. Look­ing down, she raised an eye­brow. “Did you come?”

He shook his head.

She looked around the room at no one, then took her soapy hands to lath­er up her cleav­age. Press­ing his cock be­tween them, she squeezed her breast around his shaft. “En­joy your chance.”

It took him a sec­ond to reg­is­ter, and he rocked against her. She was soft and smooth against his mem­ber. He clutched her shoul­der, not dar­ing to touch her hair as he be­gan to fuck her breasts. Af­ter a night of tor­ture, he was sur­prised how long it took him to come, but he fi­nal­ly did, adding his cum to the soap of her breasts.

Once he slumped against her, she let him sink deep into the wa­ter. “Fin­ish wash­ing me and get some sleep.”

Ex­haust­ed, he found the strength to do his du­ties as the new girl. Out of the tub, he strug­gled to dress and need­ed Madre’s help to pull the bra and panties on, to once again hide his mas­culin­i­ty from the world.

“Go on, get some sleep.”

This time, he obeyed with­out ques­tion or hes­i­ta­tion.

“Yes, Madre.”
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        The han­dle to the door was warm as he opened it. De­rik stepped into Madre’s room feel­ing ner­vous for the up­com­ing night, but he froze in the door as he saw flick­ers of light fill­ing the room. In the cen­ter, Madre stood with her hands reach­ing up into the air. Sparkles of light flowed around her naked form, light­ing up the deep val­leys of her breasts and thighs. He swal­lowed as he stepped for­ward; the air seemed to re­sist him for a mo­ment but he man­aged to step through it.

Once in­side the room, puls­es of en­er­gy beat against his skin, flood­ing his sens­es with a strange eu­pho­ria. Un­sure if he should stay, he turned and closed the door be­fore press­ing his back against it.

En­er­gy pul­sat­ed pow­er­ful­ly in the air as Madre held out her hand. It col­lapsed into a sin­gu­lar point in her hand, el­dritch forces boil­ing into a storm of vi­o­lence and pow­er. He watched it with fear as the pres­sure in the room built up quick­ly and a tight­ness spread across his chest.

She closed her hand around the en­er­gy, and he watched as it spread out from the cracks of her hands. One of the beams slashed to­ward him, and he stepped aside quick­ly. It shud­dered against the door, and he smelled burn­ing smoke. He kept his eyes ready for the next ball of force. An­oth­er lash arced out, slic­ing the air as it came scream­ing to­ward him.

De­rik re­act­ed with­out think­ing. Mus­cles and re­flex­es of an ac­ro­bat-thief kicked in and he leapt out of the way, hop­ping off the shelf next to the door and flip­ping over the en­er­gy as it crashed into the door with a thud. He came down light­ly on his toes, ready for more. In­stead, Madre looked over at him with sur­prise as his hair flut­tered down around him.

With a snap, she closed her hand and the pow­er in her palm popped with shock wave of pow­er.

“You’re ear­ly,” came the wary but ex­pect­ed re­sponse.

De­rik stared at her hand, then blushed. “Sor­ry, I thought you’d ap­pre­ci­ate it since I’m al­ways late.”

Madre chuck­led while she walked to him. “I am sur­prised ac­tu­al­ly. But, it can be dan­ger­ous com­ing into my room ear­ly.”

He looked away. “Sor­ry, Madre.”

She said noth­ing as she stopped in front of him. Her gaze seared him and a blush rose to his cheeks. “You are very ag­ile, Dora.”

“Lucky.”

“Luck doesn’t do back flips.”

More a side flip, but he didn’t cor­rect her. In­stead, he kept his gaze away and said noth­ing. For a long, painful mo­ment, there was si­lence. Then, her hand rest­ed on his cheek.

“Do you trust me?”

The ques­tion sur­prised him, and he glanced at her, quick­ly look­ing away from those com­pas­sion­ate eyes. “Y-Yes, Madre.”

Her hand nev­er left his cheek as she traced the line of his chin. “You are hid­ing some­thing.”

His jaw tensed, and he forced him­self to re­lax. He trem­bled soft­ly, his heart pound­ed in his chest. Her hand trailed down his throat, and a dif­fer­ent type of heat rose be­tween his legs. Her hand pressed against his heart.

“I can hear your heart, you know. I can hear it speed up when I say cer­tain things. You have a se­cret, don’t you?”

De­rik opened his mouth to con­fess, but he quick­ly asked an­oth­er ques­tion. “How? How can you hear it?”

Her hand re­mained firm­ly against his pound­ing chest.

Strange emo­tions bub­bled up, con­fus­ing him as he tried to un­der­stand how the touch could in­voke them.

“I’m a bat­tle mage, Dora, trained in col­leges where the in­struc­tors and oth­er stu­dents at­tack you con­stant­ly. In a school of three hun­dred, only the top thir­ty grad­u­ate and the bot­tom thir­ty dies. Every year, for ten years. In that en­vi­ron­ment, you learn to en­hance your sens­es or you end up at the bot­tom of a grave.”

Heart skip­ping fran­ti­cal­ly now, De­rik whim­pered as he re­al­ized she could hear every lie he said. He closed his eyes tight­ly, wait­ing for the killing blow.

“Be­cause of that train­ing, I sur­vived the baron’s at­tack. I got very good at re­mote sens­ing, like here in my room or in the bath­rooms. The girls know, but I don’t think they re­al­ly un­der­stand. I also can hear the heart­beats of my en­e­mies, know­ing what lies in their eyes more than them­selves.”

“S-So you know my se­cret?” As he spoke, his chest ached as if a dag­ger had been shoved un­der his ster­num. For a mo­ment, he wait­ed for the killing spell with fear and guilt pound­ing in his veins.

“No, but I do know you are hid­ing. Some­thing is keep­ing you here, and it is more than just a fear of be­ing caught. You are tied here, Dora… De­rik.”

A sin­gle tear rolled down his cheek. “I’m sor­ry.”

Her hand lift­ed from his heart. “I won’t push, but you need to let that se­cret out be­fore it be­comes too late.”

He said noth­ing.

“If you wait too long, the con­se­quences will be far and away worse than if you just come for­ward. It is how the baron lives his life and, as his women, it is how we must live as long as we stay in his harem.”

The words came out of his mouth be­fore he could stop them. “Even if it is a ter­ri­ble thing?”

Her fin­gers caught his chin and he was pow­er­less to stop her from bring­ing his gaze to hers. She stared into his eyes, emo­tions storm­ing through her eyes be­fore she found her own words. “You aren’t a killer, or at least you don’t have the aura of a mur­der­er. You aren’t a dan­ger to the baron or the girls, that part I’m ab­solute­ly sure.”

His heart near­ly ex­plod­ed as he re­mem­bered the guards who died. He shook his head. “No… I nev­er want­ed…. I didn’t. I swear.”

A sob ripped out of his throat.

She sud­den­ly pulled him into a hug, wrap­ping her arms around him as he let the tears fall. No mat­ter how much he want­ed to, his con­fes­sion re­fused to leave his lips. Slow­ly, he sank to his knees, and she fol­lowed un­til they were on the floor.

When the last tear fell on her shoul­der, his heart fi­nal­ly eased. There was hope for a mo­ment, though he still feared a killing blow.

Madre kissed his fore­head. “Even­tu­al­ly it will come out, and the longer you wait, the worse it will be. That is the baron and that is his way. There can be no lies.”

“W-Why?”

“I don’t know, re­al­ly. He can’t tell a lie. The pre­vi­ous Madre told me he was cursed. Laid on him as a child: if he lies, he dies. And every­thing I’ve seen, both the mag­i­cal en­er­gies that sur­round him and the way he lived his life, I have no doubt in my heart that he is in­ca­pable of ly­ing.”

“And why do you?”

She smiled as she brushed a strand of hair from his face. “Well, if he’s hon­est with me, I should be hon­est with him. Part of be­ing a mage is know­ing who you are. Even if it takes you bleed­ing to death on the bat­tle­field and hav­ing a,” her voice got soft for a mo­ment, “strong man promise to save you, even though he’s the en­e­my.”

She kissed him again. “It takes more strength to be hon­est than to lie, just re­mem­ber that.”

He sniffed and nod­ded. He still want­ed to con­fess but he couldn’t ad­mit to it. It was death to say any­thing, de­spite the com­fort­ing words.

Madre’s eyes searched his face for a mo­ment, then she pulled him up. “We’ll talk lat­er about that. I want to apol­o­gize for how Nightin­gale treat­ed you last night.”

A bit of hope rose up.

“H-How?”

“By fuck­ing that ass of yours with a nice thick strap-on.”

He froze in place as the hope popped like a bub­ble.

Madre grinned wry­ly. “What? Time for this old lady to show you what she can do.”

“I’m not re­al­ly sure,” he said with a sigh, “how that is an apol­o­gy.”

Madre drew him into the bath­tub, sink­ing down into the bub­bles. She pressed the soap into his hands be­fore an­swer­ing. “I’m not go­ing to use the spiked one. Now, new girl, you know what to do.”

He did. He washed her care­ful­ly, stroking and teas­ing her. She nes­tled against his chest, spread­ing her legs for him to bring her plea­sure with his fin­gers. Then, stand­ing up, she pressed his mouth to her drip­ping slit and he lapped at the soap and juices un­til he found her cli­toris. Suck­ing on it, he brought her to a soft, shud­der­ing or­gasm.

Switch­ing places, she soaped him up, teas­ing his cock and ass un­til his man­hood ached for re­lease. She washed his hair and bound it into a thick rope of black­ness. Her hands were firm and teas­ing and com­mand­ing, push­ing him down to his knees or pulling him up as she ex­plored every inch of his body.

He watched, trem­bling from the grow­ing plea­sure as her heavy breasts rubbed against him.

Fi­nal­ly, she stood up and mo­tioned for him to do the same. Wa­ter and soap drip­ping from his naked body, his cock an an­gry red un­der the bub­bles, he stood up.

She smiled. “I can see why Teri likes you so much.”

“T-Thank you, Madre.”

In­stead of pulling him from the tub, she turned him around and bent him over the edge. His feet slid for a mo­ment, but her hand forced him to kneel over the edge of the tub. He trem­bled with an­tic­i­pa­tion as she moved be­hind him.

Her hand came down on his ass and he jumped. Chuck­ling, she pushed him back down and smack his oth­er cheek. “You al­ways get so worked from that.”

“Sor­ry, Madre.”

“Fuck sor­ry. I love it when you get off. I near­ly came when you splat­tered Nightin­gale’s leg.”

His hard­ness lurched at the thought. “T-Then why did you make me clean it?”

She whis­pered in his ear, “Well, I did come when I saw that sub­mis­sive crawl of yours. Then you clean­ing her with your mouth. You have the per­fect lips for be­ing pressed against my slit.”

Her breasts pressed against him as she leaned against him, lift­ing one leg than the oth­er to put on the har­ness.

He could hear the leather against leather, then the heavy weight rest­ed on the base of his spine. His heart and cock beat hard­er as she drew it back un­til the round­ed tip pressed against his soapy en­trance.

“Now, my Dora, you won’t be clean­ing this up.”

She en­tered him slow­ly, push­ing the thick in­trud­er into his body. He couldn’t help but fo­cus on every cen­time­ter work­ing its way past his tight­ness. Thick­er and larg­er than Teri’s, it sank into his body as if he were made for it.

He groaned out in plea­sure, lean­ing for­ward.

She wrapped her hands in his hair and pulled him back, im­pal­ing him on the fake cock.

“This is big­ger than Teri,” she moaned, and he agreed with a moan of his own. She tugged on his hair and the plea­sure arched from his scalp to his ass.

His mus­cles tight­ened up around the shaft and his balls grew tight with plea­sure.

One hand on his but­tocks, she pushed him off un­til only the thick head re­mained in­side him. Then, she pulled on his hair, and he arched his back let­ting the thick cock once again im­pale him, fill­ing him. She shoved his head down, fin­gers still in his hair, and be­gan to thrust hard into him. Wa­ter and soap splash­es as he was fucked, pound­ed into the side of the tub with hard, pow­er­ful strokes that made him feel more loved than any­thing else in the world.

Each stroke stuffed him to his lim­its, stretch­ing him out un­til he groaned with the plea­sure, then left him emp­ty and aching for more. He quick­ly found a rhythm, but she thrust hard­er with each stroke, slap­ping and pound­ing.

De­rik was noth­ing but a hole to her, an ori­fice for her fake cock.

He al­most came, but Madre’s thrusts kept com­ing. En­er­gy curled around them as the bub­bles popped and float­ed in the air. The wet im­pacts shot through his chest as she rode him. The mo­men­tary dis­com­fort passed into a sheer wall of plea­sure as she drove into him, pin­ning him to the side of the tub un­til he let out a cry of plea­sure.

His cock surged, des­per­ate­ly try­ing to come, but the pound­ing pres­sure rub­bing against his in­sides, slid­ing in and out with slick move­ments, pre­vent­ed him from re­lease. It built up, hot and in­tense, swamp­ing his sen­sa­tions with a des­per­ate need to come. His ears throbbed with the pound­ing of his heart and the rush of ec­sta­sy that flowed through his veins.

When he came, a sin­gle star burst of light that blind­ed him. He let out an­oth­er stran­gled scream as she im­paled him with a thrust that lift­ed him to his toes. He clutched the air as he fi­nal­ly found a re­lease, splat­ter­ing the side of the tub and the walls with his essence.

She matched his surges with thrusts of her own, pump­ing him dry with noth­ing but the hard, slick mem­ber dri­ving in and out of his clench­ing hole.

Madre rode him for a few more min­utes, as if try­ing to reach her own or­gasm, but even­tu­al­ly she stopped. Pant­i­ng against him, hard nip­ples grind­ing into his back, she chuck­led. “And that, in your mis­tress’ words, is a ten­der ream­ing.”

“T-Thank you, Madre.” And to his sur­prise, he ac­tu­al­ly meant it.
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        Trying Again


        

        “I’m not done with you.”

She with­drew the fake cock from his body and he slumped down against the side of the tub. Feel­ing drained, he stared at his own cum splat­tered on the wall and man­aged to stand up.

When he turned around, he was shocked into still­ness at the sight of her there, wear­ing noth­ing but a har­ness and a large cock bob­bing from her hips. For a mo­ment, she was the most beau­ti­ful crea­ture on the plan­et. His mouth opened in sur­prise and tears blurred his vi­sion.

“What is it, Dora?”

“Noth­ing, Madre.”

“Are you ly­ing?”

He hes­i­tat­ed, “Yes.”

“That’s one.”

“Sor­ry! I just thought you were beau­ti­ful.”

She beamed as she slipped out of the har­ness. He saw that the cock had a pro­tru­sion on the oth­er end, glis­ten­ing and soaked. No doubt push­ing up into her. He blushed as she hand­ed it to him.

“Thank you.”

He cleaned the cock off in the wa­ter and drained the tub. Get­ting out, he dried her off, but she re­mained naked. She did the same for him be­fore draw­ing him to the chairs by the bed.

In­stead of fuck­ing him again, she sur­prised him by pulling out tools for work­ing nails. He watched as she trimmed and pol­ished his nails, giv­ing them al­most a wom­an­ly el­e­gance that he al­ways ad­mired.

“Do you like sap­phires?”

His heart jumped and he thought about the Eye, but he man­aged to calm him­self. “Y-Yes.”

“Madre. And I’m glad. I nev­er asked you what col­or you like, but with those eyes of yours, all I could think of was the Eye of Hamel.”

He fought back a whim­per as he stared down at the sharp file she used to bring his nails to a round­ed peak.

“Too bad it is so large,” she looked up with a smile, “it would look so beau­ti­ful in your hair.”

De­rik opened his mouth to say some­thing, then closed it. He tried again af­ter a few heart-pound­ing sec­onds. “Thank you?”

“You’ll no­tice that most of the girls here fol­low a col­or theme. It isn’t re­quired, I just hap­pen to pre­fer it so I nor­mal­ly start them off with a sol­id col­or. Af­ter a while, most of them may change the col­or but they stick with the same. Oth­ers, like Nightin­gale and Sher­rel, some­times change col­ors or pat­terns every cou­ple days or weeks.”

“Oh.”

“Just telling you, you have a chance. How do you like your nails?”

“I… I…”

Madre grinned, “I bet you nev­er had them col­ored in your life.”

“Um, no.”

“Do you like a style?”

He thought back to the girls he grew up with. Few of them could af­ford nail col­or. He re­mem­bered one whore he used, she had some of the most strik­ing nails he re­mem­bered. “I-I like the ones with the white tips, like a curve.”

“You’re blush­ing,” Madre chuck­led which only made his blush hot­ter.

“I-“

“—don’t wor­ry, just teas­ing. Some­times, it re­al­ly is hard to be­lieve you don’t be­long here. You are think­ing of a Karith Cres­cent. I’ll show you how to do it…”

It took longer than he ex­pect­ed but soon he had both fin­ger­nails and toe­nails in strik­ing sap­phire, with a thin white strip along the pol­ished edge. He stared at them in shock, sur­prised at the feel­ing of hap­pi­ness that filled him.

As they wait­ed for them to dry, Madre told him about her youth, in the bat­tle school. He re­mem­bered some of the cryp­tic state­ments Wen­di made and re­al­ized that both Madre and Wen­di grew up in very sim­i­lar places. It scared him and fas­ci­nat­ed him; it was a way of get­ting close to his for­mer fi­nancée in a way he nev­er thought pos­si­ble.

At least not af­ter fuck­ing her moth­er on the al­tar.

And steal­ing the fam­i­ly sil­ver.

He chuck­led at the thought. Madre re­laxed and they just chat­ted about noth­ings. She didn’t push him for his se­cret and he was con­tent to re­fer to his life in veiled de­tails.

Soon, it was late and they were both yawn­ing. He ad­mired his nails, hard­ened and crys­talline. He smiled as Madre put away her tools.

“You like?” she asked.

“I… they’re beau­ti­ful.”

“You are.”

He blushed, “Thank you, Madre.”

De­rik looked up as she came back, then stared in shock at the rope in her hand. His eyes widened as he shook his head. “Not an­oth­er night, please?”

Madre leaned for­ward, her naked breasts teas­ing his thighs. “Last night was my mis­take. I should have nev­er trust­ed Nightin­gale to for­give you so soon.”

“But…”

“Do you trust me?”

He said noth­ing and she re­peat­ed her ques­tion.

“Do you trust me?”

“Y-Yes, Madre.”

“Then tonight, you will en­joy this.”

He feared for the end­less hours be­fore him, but he stood up with a bowed head.

She caught his chin and lift­ed him gaze to her. “And smile, you have such a pret­ty smile.”

He did his best.

She raised an eye­brow. “That’s it?”

“Sor­ry.”

“That’s two.”

His cock jumped at the thought of be­ing spanked.

She point­ed­ly looked down. “At least some­thing likes be­ing pad­dled.”

De­rik chuck­led, “Sor­ry.”

“And there is my smile. Come. And that is three, you aren’t sor­ry.”

She pushed him to the bed, plac­ing him on the bot­tom half on his back. He was con­fused as she trailed the end of the rope along his cock, send­ing a surge of plea­sure. Push­ing his left leg up, she pressed his an­kle near his but­tocks, then tied his fold­ed leg to­geth­er. Pre-cum oozed out of his cock as she did the same to his oth­er leg, push­ing them near his chest and leav­ing him ex­posed.

“Now, I en­chant­ed these ropes not to bind or to cut off cir­cu­la­tion. They won’t hurt in the morn­ing, but you’ll be just as help­less to es­cape them.”

He tried to shift his legs, but they re­fused to budge. All he could do was spread or tight­en his legs. Look­ing at her eyes, he kept them spread, ex­pos­ing his cock and ass­hole to her.

She nod­ded in ap­proval. “Now, give me your hand.”

He held out his hand, and she pushed it against his leg, spread­ing him wide be­fore ty­ing his arm along the side. In a mat­ter of sec­onds, he was fixed in place, his arm pre­vent­ing him from clos­ing his leg. Pre-cum pooled on his bel­ly as she did the same for the oth­er side, bind­ing him in place, spread for her en­joy­ment.

He moaned as she start­ed to tease him. Trail­ing her own pol­ished nails against his in­ner thighs and cock, teas­ing his balls and down around his anus. His breath came out as pant­i­ng as she play­ing with the stream­ers of pre-cum from his cock and stroked along the swollen mem­ber.

“Now, can’t have you com­ing tonight.”

She spoke with a play­ful whis­per but he could do noth­ing as she took a thin­ner rope and wrapped it around his balls, sep­a­rat­ing each one and wrap­ping it around his base.

“But in the morn­ing, you are prob­a­bly go­ing to come like no to­mor­row. If you’re good, I’ll let you come some­where good.”

He won­dered if she had Teri in mind, but the rope around his base seemed to mag­ni­fy his cock, swelling it up to an an­gry red and throb­bing with a sud­den need to come.

“You have two tonight, and that means I’m go­ing to fuck your mouth and ass twice tonight.”

He gulped. “T-Three.”

Her eyes lit up. “You are right. Three. Well, I’ll find some­thing for the third.”

De­rik let out a whim­per, then his eyes widened as she pulled up some­thing that looked like a two-head­ed cock with a strap in the mid­dle.

“But it isn’t your tongue, I’ll be us­ing.”

He shook his head as she brought the pe­nis gag to his lips.

“Trust me.”

It took all of his ef­fort to part his lips, to feel the round­ed head slid­ing past his lips. He won­dered what it would feel like with a real man and his cock bobbed with the thought. It filled his mouth and tick­led the back of his throat by the time the mid­dle reached his lips. He whim­pered, look­ing up at her with plead­ing eyes, but she just strapped it around his head.

“No blind­fold, though. Just en­joy tonight.”

She left him along, wig­gling at the bot­tom of her bed. It left him feel­ing help­less but not ex­posed. There was a ten­der­ness in her move­ments, and he didn’t feel as trapped.

Not hav­ing a huge cock in his ass didn’t hurt ei­ther.

He watched as she bus­tled around her room, fin­ished up some of her pa­per­work, and even straight­ened her clothes. De­spite watch­ing her do every­thing but pay at­ten­tion to him, a lust grew in­side him. It was the an­tic­i­pa­tion that rose into a hun­gry de­sire. His breath ran along the length of the cock gag and when he leaned back, he just saw him­self look­ing up at four­teen cen­time­ters of hard, rub­ber cock. He swal­lowed at the un­fa­mil­iar feel­ing of some­thing in his mouth. Us­ing his tongue, he played with it, work­ing it in his mouth as he grew used to hav­ing some­thing stuff­ing his mouth.

When she fi­nal­ly turned off the lights, dread rose up. She just crawled into bed and ig­nored him. His heart pound­ed as he lis­tened and wait­ed for her. She set­tled into a com­fort­able po­si­tion and drift­ed to sleep, leav­ing him on the knife’s edge of an­tic­i­pa­tion.

He just leaned back and set­tled into his own place. His pre-cum dripped down both sides of his balls and he man­aged to drift to sleep him­self.

Hours lat­er, De­rik woke up with a start, blind­ly try­ing to move as his bound body re­fused to budge. He groaned, then leaned into the fin­gers hold­ing his cock.

She jack­ing his slick mem­ber as the round­ed end of a dil­do pressed against his en­trance.

He trem­bled with lust and lift­ed his hips to ac­cept it.

Moan­ing, he con­cen­trat­ed on it slid­ing into him.

The lu­bri­cat­ed and slick length filled him com­plete­ly. She stroked with both hands, pump­ing the thick mem­ber in his ass and stroking his cock un­til it pulsed but didn’t give him re­lease.

He pushed down with every stroke, en­joy­ing the plea­sure that came from the wide in­trud­er. His body seemed to rise up to the crest of an or­gasm, but she with­drew just as he al­most reached it. Then, ig­nor­ing his whim­pers for more, she dropped it on the floor and set­tled back into her sleep.

He found him­self vi­brat­ing on the edge of ex­cite­ment, his body shak­ing with every beat of his heart. Every breeze in the room set afire more pas­sions but soon sleep took him again.

Again, she woke him, this time strad­dling his face. The pres­sure on his lips and jaw in­creased as she sank down on his cock gag. Her per­fumed thighs sur­round­ed his head and he drowned in the of her pussy. The end in his throat pushed down, gag­ging him, but he could do noth­ing as she ground down.

When she fi­nal­ly bot­tomed out, his face was buried in her pussy, and his nose touched her hard cli­toris, so wet it soaked his face. She ground down with a gut­tur­al moan of plea­sure, rock­ing back and forth be­fore pump­ing her­self up and down on his gag. She drove his head into the blan­kets and the cock deep­er into his throat. The in­ten­si­ty of it was over­whelm­ing, and he tried to reach up to her, to find some oth­er way to bring her plea­sure, but she just used him, fuck­ing his face like a mid­night toy. He shud­dered with the edge of plea­sure, but she came to her or­gasm be­fore he could and slipped off.

His whim­per echoed in the room as she crawled back to her spot and re­turned to sleep. He was left alone, his face slick with her juices and the taste of her cum seep­ing past his lips. He swal­lowed and tried to ig­nore the ache of his man­hood as it danced and throbbed with every pulse.

This time, he couldn’t sleep. He thought about every­thing he could, from pre­tend ex­plo­rations of the grand hall to how he plea­sured Teri and the oth­ers that first night. He re­liv­ed be­ing spanked. No mat­ter what he thought about, the an­tic­i­pa­tion of be­ing used again just brought him up to a slow boil.

Much lat­er, she moved again and he won­dered if it would be his ass or mouth. She an­swered when she strad­dled his face again. He couldn’t see in the dark, but the pres­sure pres­sure on his gag was un­mis­tak­able. This time, it was a tighter pres­sure as she slow­ly slid down his cock. He squirmed, and she grabbed his cock; he re­al­ized she was fac­ing the oth­er way this time.

Then she pushed down, and his nose pressed against the smooth curve of her ass. He tried to imag­ine her po­si­tion as she fucked her­self again on his mouth, dri­ving long and deep, a slow or­gasm that seemed to take for­ev­er to build in her.

When her wet pussy pressed against his chin, he re­al­ized she was fuck­ing her ass on his pe­nis gag. His eyes opened with sur­prise, but he could see the mag­i­cal rune on the small of her back flick­er­ing just on the edge of his sens­es. Her hands reached down to hold him steady, mov­ing faster. He sur­ren­dered and used his neck to thrust up into her, fuck­ing her ass to the lim­it of her abil­i­ty.

She came be­fore he did. When she slipped off, she re­ward­ed him with a hand job, bring­ing him al­most to the edge of or­gasm be­fore she let out a soft cry of plea­sure and crawled back to her sleep­ing spot.

He won­dered if he would get any sleep.

To his sur­prise, he did. He woke up as she slipped off the bed. He moaned soft­ly, rais­ing his hips in an­tic­i­pa­tion of be­ing im­paled once again. He heard her wry chuck­le in the dark­ness, then his world ex­plod­ed into sparks of sur­prise pain as she spanked him twice.

“Greedy lit­tle slut?”

He moaned as his cock pulsed, des­per­ate­ly try­ing to come. The rope around his base held him like a vise as he tried to come again and again, but soon his body sur­ren­dered in a shud­der­ing sigh. He swal­lowed at the cock in his mouth as he wait­ed.

It came, huge and thick. A mas­sive mem­ber drip­ping with lu­bri­cant that dwarfed his tiny open­ing, but she worked it in and out of him, fuck­ing him un­til he re­laxed enough to take it. He gasped at the sen­sa­tions, feel­ing how it stretched him to even fur­ther lim­its as it sank into him, bury­ing deep. Then, a ridge stretched him even more. She kept push­ing as he whim­pered and writhed in place.

Slow­ly, his body took in the thick butt plug, and it slurped into place, ce­ment­ing him as the thick­ness stretched him to his lim­its. His cock surged and drooled. De­rik whim­pered at the thought of a long night, but Madre wasn’t done.

When her pussy pressed against his swollen, aching head, he re­al­ized what she was do­ing. His body froze sol­id as he drew every iota of at­ten­tion to the heat­ed vel­vet that slid down his cock, swal­low­ing him into the sa­cred place of her body. He groaned and moaned, shak­ing with the in­ten­si­ty of her hot pussy wrapped around his cock. The rope and plug in his ass only mak­ing it more in­tense as she rode him.

Up and down, in and out, slow and steady. He con­cen­trat­ed on every move­ment un­til her pussy was his en­tire world. His cock pulsed and surged, scream­ing with lust as he tried to fill her womb with his seed. But, noth­ing came out but more pre-cum. He groaned as she took her time, fuck­ing him for hours.

When she loud­ly came, grind­ing her pussy against his stom­ach un­til he whim­pered with need. He thought she would pull up, but she con­tin­ued to ride him to an­oth­er, then a third or­gasm, us­ing him even as he screamed out with his des­per­a­tion for an or­gasm.

Fi­nal­ly, her tor­ture end­ed when she came to a halt, still im­paled by his cock. Their shared breath came in shud­ders. She leaned for­ward, set­tling into the po­si­tion of his body and bring­ing her lips to his ears. “Did you en­joy that?”

He moaned and nod­ded.

She smiled in his ear, then shift­ed slight­ly, still im­paled by his cock. Then, she drift­ed to sleep.

He re­mained there, pinned and cradling her weight, hold­ing her soft won­der­ful body against his own. His cock surged in the con­fines of her pussy, but he was noth­ing more than her pil­low.

De­rik didn’t want to sleep any­more. For some rea­son, he want­ed to spend the rest of the night just be­ing hers.

When he woke for the last time, she was pulling his swollen cock out of her pussy. It dripped with juices as she chuck­led and ran a fin­ger­nail along it.

“So thick, I bet you have to come, don’t you?”

He blinked at the light in the room and groaned. His cock ached like a sausage, ready to split at any sec­ond. He watched as she worked a huge plug out of his ass and set it down on the ground.

A dis­ap­point­ing void re­mained in­side his body as she re­leased his binds and then his gag; he want­ed to be filled again.

Her fin­gers del­i­cate­ly worked out the rope around his base, free­ing his cock. He gasped at the ache deep in­side.

Madre ges­tured down with her fin­gers.

“Go on, come.”

He stared at her, then wrapped his hands around his shaft, pump­ing hard and fu­ri­ous­ly. His fin­gers slurped through their com­bined juices as he brought him­self to an or­gasm. It took longer, but when he fi­nal­ly found re­lease, he let out a long gasp­ing groan and sank to his knees, splat­ter­ing his cum on the floor be­hind him as the world spun around.

He kept on com­ing as he pumped. His fin­gers dripped white as he pressed his fore­head to the ground, pray­ing to the ground and hand work­ing in a blur.

Each surge took for­ev­er to be forced out of his body, but soon he was emp­ty. Gasp­ing, he looked up to see Madre stand­ing over him, smil­ing broad­ly.

“I bet that felt good too?”

Speech­less, he could only nod.

Madre reached down to stroke his face. “You should prob­a­bly get some more sleep. So, clean that up and head into the oth­er room.”

He looked down at the pud­dle of his own cum. He thought about what she said. Then, he made an­oth­er de­ci­sion in his de­prav­i­ty. Fight­ing back the feel­ing, he leaned down and be­gan to lick up his cum.

Madre gasped as he did it. He swal­lowed the taste of his own seed. He thought about oth­er men, won­dered if it tast­ed the same, then al­most came again. The taste wasn’t as bad this time, not as for­bid­den, and he licked the floor clean. His hand stroked his shaft slow­ly as he fin­ished up.

Then, he re­al­ized he was al­most en­joy­ing it and a flush of shame burned his cheeks at the re­al­iza­tion. He sat back to look up at Madre.

She had her hands be­tween her legs, stroking hard as she stared at him with open lips and lust in her eyes. “I-I meant, fuck it. Fuck me. Now!”

She grabbed him and pulled him to the bed. Spread­ing her legs, he stared down at the swollen open­ing of her pussy. Her folds glis­tened with her juices. Madre growled and pulled him into her.

He sank into her pussy with a sigh of long for­bid­den plea­sures. Vel­vet and smooth, he was there as a man, not as a woman. Her hands were fran­tic as he pumped, dri­ving into her un­til they both came to a scream­ing or­gasm and he flood­ed her pussy.

Madre gasped as she clutched him. “God­dess, you are the hottest damn sub­mis­sive I have ever known.”

This time, he got to sleep in her bed.
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        Af­ter that night of bondage, he fi­nal­ly did start to trust her. When she pulled out her pad­dle or the rope, his cock surged to full mast and a heat grow in­side him. As soon as he stag­gered out of Madre’s room, Teri re­spond­ed with her own bondage and strap-ons, push­ing him as much as Madre to find his lim­its. They tied him to pil­lars and used him as a pil­low, and he won­dered if he want­ed to do any­thing else.

His shame slow­ly fad­ed un­der the as­sault of lips, strap-ons, and dil­dos. Be­ing pressed into one pussy af­ter the oth­er, lap­ping un­til his mouth ached, brought an ap­pre­ci­a­tion for the num­ber of ways women could be plea­sured. And, as he learned them, he found that they were dis­tinct and won­der­ful on their own, a re­al­iza­tion that made him sud­den­ly won­der how he could have ever been con­tent with just think­ing them as whores.

For Madre, and only Madre, did he clean him­self up off the floor or her leg with his tongue. Every time it set a fire in her eyes, but she nev­er lost it like the first time. He cher­ished that mem­o­ry, a point when Madre broke down and treat­ed him as a man.

For Teri, he found that slurp­ing juices from her slit brought her to the strongest or­gasm he could, bar­ing fuck­ing his poor ass with a strap-on. She en­joyed every time he ac­ci­den­tal­ly bent over in the show­er or over a pil­low.

On the oth­er hand, Sher­rel pre­ferred mas­tur­bat­ing against him, her body shud­der­ing as she came. He would just stroke her as she fo­cused on her body.

Then, there was this mo­ment when it wasn’t him on the bot­tom, but an­oth­er of the harem. Teri jumped him, and a tick­le fight quick­ly be­came a gang-bang of fin­gers. He joined in, just as one of the women. As he pumped his own fin­gers into her soaked pussy, he re­al­ized he nev­er want­ed to leave.

His nights turned into days, then or­gasmed into weeks. Time slipped by so fast as he slipped into a rou­tine, a feel­ing of be­long­ing.

One morn­ing, he passed an­oth­er step. A sleepy morn­ing where he woke up with his legs sprawled out over Sher­rel’s back. He could feel the de­li­cious curve of her ass against his toes as he looked up from where he laid on his bel­ly. He tried to move his arm, but Teri moaned in her sleep and wrapped tight­ly around it, hold­ing him down.

He looked at her, through the cur­tain of his long black hair and smiled. His free hand reached up to move the strand to bet­ter see her in­no­cent face. He held his hand up there, star­ing at the sap­phire nail pol­ish and the thin cres­cent of white at the very tip.

His eyes trailed along her body, where his long black hair had spread out like a web over her beau­ti­ful skin. Care­ful­ly, he start­ed to pull them to him, draw­ing the del­i­cate strands across her skin un­til she moaned and shift­ed in her sleep.

She smelled dif­fer­ent­ly, and he frowned. Be­yond the scent of per­fume, there was the taste of beer and smoke on her skin. He in­haled it, in­stant­ly re­mind­ed of the Bug­gered Uni­corn and Storn.

It hit him like a sledge in the cen­ter of his back.

Rick. Rick’s dead­line had long since passed, and he was still in the mid­dle of the harem. A cold sweat spread out along his skin as he stared up at the ceil­ing, sud­den­ly afraid.

Madre took that mo­ment to step in front of him, a flick­er of con­cern on her face. “What’s wrong?” she whis­pered.

He an­swered quick­ly, tear­ing his thoughts away from Rick. “Noth­ing.”

“You’re ly­ing.”

He didn’t even try to hide it. “Yes, Madre.”

“That’s one.”

He said noth­ing.

“What’s wrong?”

“I… please don’t make me tell you.”

De­rik was ter­ri­fied that she would press. He kept feel­ing the words on the tip of his tongue, that madding de­sire to spill every se­cret he had.

She searched his face for a mo­ment, then care­ful­ly stepped around his hair. “Come.”

It was a whis­pered com­mand but he couldn’t dis­obey. He tried to pull his arm from Teri, but she clutched it tighter.

Madre chuck­led and reached down, slid­ing her fin­ger down the small of her back and into the crevice be­tween her legs.

Teri shud­dered and re­leased his hand, curl­ing up against the pil­low as her hand delved be­tween her legs.

Grin­ning, De­rik man­aged to gath­er up his hair and pull it back. His cock safe­ly con­fined in his silk panties, he padded af­ter Madre, won­der­ing if he was late for his du­ties.

She stopped at the door to her room and turned to him. “We… bet­ter… damn, for­got your robe.”

Her hand reached up, and she straight­ened out his bra, smooth­ing it down to give him his fem­i­nine ap­pear­ance.

He blushed, not at the shame or hu­mil­i­a­tion, but just that feel­ing of be­ing loved.

She reached into her bed­room to pull out one of her black silk robes and put it on him. It looked strik­ing against his sap­phire nails and the clothes un­der­neath.

Madre chuck­led and said, “Come on. You have a vis­i­tor.”

“A…” He gulped, fear­ing that Rick had found him. “A vis­i­tor?”

Madre nod­ded, her eyes still fo­cused on straight­en­ing his out­fit. “We have to pass some guards, so no speak­ing un­til we do.”

Cold sweat prick­led his brow. “Y-Yes, Madre.”

His heart pound­ed in his chest as she drew him down the hall, out of the hal­lowed halls of the harem. They passed the two guards at the en­trance, and he could feel eyes fol­low­ing them as they went down one un­fa­mil­iar cor­ri­dor, then the oth­er. He tried to re­mem­ber the map of the palace, but he nev­er mem­o­rized this wing. There was no need, he was just go­ing to grab the Eye and flee.

That thought brought a sar­don­ic smile to his lips. Then, he let it fade as he re­mem­bered Madre’s words of hear­ing his heart.

She glanced back at him, then pulled him up to her be­fore slip­ping an arm around his waist. She spoke to the guards, “Re­lax, I asked her to come.”

He stum­bled for a mo­ment, then let out a long sigh of re­lief.

She squeezed him for a mo­ment, then lead him along the tiled floors to­ward the main hall. He won­dered if he would ever be able to walk along the smoothed edges of the floor with­out feel­ing grow­ing fear or trep­i­da­tion.

“You were afraid it was some­one else, weren’t you?”

Madre spoke ca­su­al­ly, but he could feel her at­ten­tion on him as she did.

He swal­lowed and nod­ded. “Yes, Madre.”

“Who?”

He couldn’t an­swer. He just con­cen­trat­ed on his feet as he walked.

She slowed down, pro­long­ing the agony. “That’s two.”

He winced, but kept his mouth shut.

“Three.”

“P-Please?”

“Four.”

“Please, Madre, don’t make me.”

“Five.” A mo­ment lat­er. “Six with the pad­dle.”

He man­aged to keep his mouth shut as she count­ed up in time with her steps. When she hit thir­ty, he broke down and let out a piti­ful sob. Chok­ing on the words, he named his fear. “R-Rick.”

She stopped and turned in front of him. Her eyes looked down the emp­ty hall­way as she stared down at him. “Rick? The only Rick I know is Rick Thran­tas, the baron’s—”

At the sound of Rick’s full name, De­rik’s heart near­ly ex­plod­ed. He stepped back in fear, shocked into si­lence.

Madre froze in mid-word, star­ing at him first in con­fu­sion, then into con­cern as she took the step to him.

He tried to step away from her, but he slammed up against the warm plas­ter wall.

Her hand pressed firm­ly against his pound­ing heart, and he tried to say some­thing but no words came out.

“My gods, is that who you are hid­ing from?”

Tears ran down his face as he start­ed to deny it, then nod­ded.

She kept her hand firm against his chest, feel­ing his heart slam­ming against his ribs. “Oh, my lit­tle Dora, Rick is a very dan­ger­ous man.”

“I-I…” He swal­lowed back the sob. “I know.”

“Yes, I think you do,” she whis­pered and slow­ly lift­ed her hand from his body.

He stared at her, not know­ing if she was go­ing to fi­nal­ly turn him in.

Com­pas­sion filled her eyes as she sighed. “You picked a very bad en­e­my, Dora. Rick is the baron’s good friend and he fre­quent­ly bor­rows girls from the harem for days at a time. He’s rough and a bit of a sadist, but some of the girls like him and the baron al­lows it.”

He trem­bled at the thought.

Madre sighed un­hap­pi­ly. “And he owes me no fa­vors, none at all. That means I have no re­course oth­er than to bring it up with the baron him­self. And then I’m ask­ing my lord to choose be­tween you and his friend…”

Her voice trailed off and he sniffed at the tears, clos­ing his eyes tight­ly. She said noth­ing as she cupped his chin and tilt­ed his head. He opened his eyes, star­ing at her through the shim­mer of tears.

She was cen­time­ters from his face, her breath hot on his lips. “Dora, I will fight for you, but there is a price.”

It took him a sec­ond to find the words. “W-What?”

He al­ready dread­ed what would come out of her mouth, but the ac­tu­al words were spikes dri­ving into his gut.

“There can be no more se­crets be­tween us. I need to trust you ab­solute­ly. I need to trust you as much as I trust the baron be­fore I will stand be­fore him to de­fend you.”

“E-Even as a guy?”

“If I trust you that much, I will de­fend your right to be in my harem. These last weeks have proven that you be­long there, even as a ros­ter in the hen house.”

He blushed deeply at that.

She stared at his eyes, but he didn’t need to say any­thing for her an­swer. She sighed. Step­ping back, she sighed again. “I will do every­thing I can, but I will not go to the baron for you if you have this se­cret be­tween us.”

More tears rolled down his cheeks as guilt pierced his stom­ach. His body trem­bled as he spoke soft­ly. “I-I’m sor­ry, Madre.”

Nei­ther said any­thing for long painful mo­ments.

Then she held out her hand. “Come on, I al­ready blew a fa­vor for your vis­i­tor, no rea­son to waste it.”

Frag­ile from their con­ver­sa­tion, he held out his shak­ing hand. His paint­ed nails slid along her palm, then she took it and lead him along the hall­ways un­til they found a room he rec­og­nized from the map, a con­fer­ence room. Knock­ing once, she opened it up. He got only a sec­ond to look in­side be­fore he was pulled in.

A stat­uesque woman wait­ed by the far wall. She had a light blue habit on, a priest­ess of sorts he guessed. In the light shin­ing through the win­dow, he could only stare in shock at her im­pos­ing pro­file and blonde hair be­fore she turned her warm eyes to­ward him.

Madre shut the door be­hind him, and he stared at the new woman.

The priest­ess glid­ed to­ward him. With every sway of her waist, the dan­gling part of her rope rocked back and forth. He no­ticed her habit was slit up both sides, re­veal­ing a black garter with every step. She stopped in front of him and stared at him with pierc­ing brown eyes that bored into his spir­it.

He blushed.

“Rachi is ab­solute­ly right, you are stun­ning­ly beau­ti­ful, Dora.” She had a se­duc­tive voice, a purr that sent a strange flick­er­ing in his stom­ach. It wasn’t plea­sure or lust but some­thing else. A voice that begged for him to drop to his knees and con­fess his sins.

“I-I’m, um,” he stam­mered.

When she smiled, he could only stare up at her in shock. Her smile so bright­ened the room, he near­ly didn’t re­al­ize she stood ten cen­time­ters taller than him.

“Don’t wor­ry, I know your lit­tle se­cret.”

As to make the point, she reached out with her plain fin­gers to run a fin­ger­tip down the seam of the pitch-black robe. “In fact, Rachi owned me a lit­tle fa­vor from some years ago. And she asked me if she could owe me a big­ger one, if I could help you.”

De­rik looked at Madre who blushed slight­ly on her own. She caught De­rik’s gaze and gave him a hard look. “You,” she em­pathized the word sharply with one raised fin­ger, “will con­tin­ue to call me ‘Madre’.”

“Y-Yes, Madre.”

The priest­ess laughed, a sparkling laugh that left him feel­ing dizzy, be­fore step­ping back to ad­mire him again. “Amaz­ing how much they lis­ten to you now, Rachi. I re­mem­ber when you strug­gled to just keep Nightin­gale in line. Is she still here?”

“Yes, but cur­rent­ly be­ing pun­ished for ar­gu­ing with me.”

The priest laughed again, “Fight­ing is just fore­play for her, and you know it.”

Madre blushed again and looked away from De­rik. She spoke curt­ly af­ter a mo­ment. “Can you do it, Hime?”

“Al­ways im­pa­tient, my Rachi.”

Hime turned her at­ten­tion back to De­rik who couldn’t shift from his po­si­tion. She held up one hand and he stared at it. She had no scars or cal­lous­es, but there was a sense of com­fort as she held her hand right above his fore­head. “Just try to re­lax, Dora.”

He couldn’t re­lax, but he could stare at her.

Hime whis­pered soft­ly, and it took him a sec­ond to re­al­ize she was chant­i­ng. Whis­pered prayers, just on the edge of his sens­es, seemed to over­lay with his thoughts. Above him, her hand flick­ered with white wisps of en­er­gy ris­ing up off it. He swal­lowed hard as he stared at it, ter­ri­fied and cu­ri­ous at the same time.

She pulled her hand back af­ter a mo­ment, then gave him a warm smile. “I can do it. She has the right en­er­gies that the side ef­fects will be min­i­mal. Maybe a bit of emo­tion­al break­down, but noth­ing as se­ri­ous as bleed­ing or in­ter­nal dam­age.”

De­rik looked back and forth be­tween Madre and Hime, still con­fused.

Madre caught his con­fu­sion and ex­plained. “Hime is a priest­ess of Brid­get. But, she also can mark you like the oth­er girls. So, you’ll look like them.”

“B-Brid­get?”

He tried to re­mem­ber the god­dess, but noth­ing came to mind.

Hime laughed again, a sparkling laugh that made him want to smile. She leaned over to him and whis­pered in his ear. “Brid­get is the pa­tron god of cross-dressers… De­rik.”

He didn’t think he could blush that hot­ly with­out ex­plod­ing in flames. A tiny squeak noise es­caped his lips as he stared up at her with shock, fear, and sur­prise.

She laughed cheer­ful­ly and stepped away, re­leas­ing him from her pres­ence. “I can do it. I didn’t bring the right mark­ing sty­lus though. Her en­er­gies will cor­rupt it, so I need to find a good qual­i­ty set that I’m will­ing to lose.”

“How much?”

“Prob­a­bly a hun­dred marks, if I’m lucky.”

De­rik swal­lowed, “What is a sty­lus? You mean those sticks that For­bis used?”

Madre nod­ded and Hime ex­pand­ed on her as­sess­ment.

“They fo­cus the en­er­gy of the mage, or priest­ess in my case, into a spe­cif­ic pur­pose. You have one sty­lus—the stick as you call it—for each col­or. Typ­i­cal­ly, you have a set of six, but you don’t need that for what you use, three would do. A good qual­i­ty set will cost a cou­ple hun­dred marks while the best sets can eas­i­ly go into the thou­sands.”

De­rik shift­ed on one foot as he tried to think about the to the sty­lus­es he stole from For­bis. “C-Can you use any set? No, um, re­stric­tions?”

“Yes, mages don’t nor­mal­ly—”

Madre in­ter­rupt­ed Hime with a hand ges­ture.

“Dora, what is it?”

“Um…”

“Thir­ty-five.”

He grum­bled, “Fuck.”

“That will also hap­pen, forty. Ten more and I start us­ing mag­ic.”

Feel­ing like the sit­u­a­tion was quick­ly grow­ing out of con­trol, he blurt­ed out as quick­ly as he could. “I stole some of those from For­bis.”

A stunned si­lence fol­lowed as both the priest­ess and his mis­tress stared at him.

De­rik, feel­ing in cen­ter of two pow­er­ful forces, shuf­fled his feet as he looked sheep­ish­ly at him. “He was an ass­hole. And… and I-I was kind of mad at him, so I stole them from his bag when he shoved past me.”

Madre cleared her throat be­fore speak­ing very care­ful­ly. “Der-Dora, you stole them from For­bis? From his bag?”

“Yes, Madre.”

Madre’s face paled. “For­bis had me en­chant his bag with my best ward­ing spell. That should have stripped the skin off your bones if you stuck your hand in there.”

Oh, crap. He swal­lowed hard as he looked at Hime. To his hor­ror, the priest­ess just grinned be­fore burst­ing out laugh­ing.

“Wow, beau­ti­ful and with some in­ter­est­ing tal­ents for stick­ing your foot in your mouth. So, how was Rachi’s death­ly trap?”

“Um…”

Hime leaned for­ward, smirk­ing. She fold­ed her fin­gers to­geth­er. “Oh, please be hon­est. I want to hear this.”

“T-They were,” he swal­lowed again as he glanced over at Madre. He could al­most see the emo­tions rolling off her, just like Wen­di right be­fore she blew her tem­per. He thought back on the lit­tle twist of move­ment he used to by­pass charms and wards with a bit of hope, speed, and luck.

“T-They were…”

Madre snapped out an­gri­ly, “Forty-five.”

“Sor­ry! They were ac­tu­al­ly pret­ty, just easy, um, fuck, they weren’t that good, Madre. I-I didn’t eve… even feel a tin­gle.”

Sweat poured down his neck as Hime burst into laugh­ter, her mu­si­cal mirth echo­ing in the room as she clutched her stom­ach from a stitch in her side.

Madre glared at her, then at De­rik as the tem­per­a­ture of the room dropped a few de­grees.

He shiv­ered and backed away. “I-I’m sor­ry.”

Madre looked away from him as she stepped for­ward. His heart pound­ed as she pressed right up to him and spoke soft­ly in his ear. With the soft, hard voice of a killer. “One hun­dred.”

He whim­pered, “I’m so sor­ry, Madre.”

“Ten thou­sand if you ever,” she nipped his ear, “ever tell any­one else.”

He swal­lowed hard, but his cock near­ly burst with ex­cite­ment. “I’m sor­ry.”

Madre stepped away and glared at the still laugh­ing priest­ess. “Oh, shut up, Hime.”

Hime, tears stream­ing down her cheeks, stag­gered back into a stand­ing po­si­tion. One hand pressed against her stom­ach as she strug­gled to con­trol her laugh­ter.

“Sure, Rachi, I’ll-oh, I can’t. Didn’t even tin­gle!”

And she burst into laugh­ter again.

De­rik swal­lowed as Madre’s glare fig­u­ra­tive­ly stripped away his skin.
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        “Show them to me?” asked Hime.

They were alone in the mas­sage room, just the two of them. De­rik slid for­ward and pulled open the draw­er of the ta­ble. Reach­ing back, he pulled out the four sty­lus­es he stole from For­bis and held them out.

Hime del­i­cate­ly picked them up from his hand, brush­ing her fin­ger­tips against his palm as she did. He watched she held them out, then frowned in con­cen­tra­tion.

Tiny col­ored sparkles dripped out of the ends of them: pink, yel­low, and green. From the forth just came bright white sparks.

Hime’s eye­brow arched and she smiled. “You stole the right ones, Dora,” she fin­gered the one that dripped white, “The per­fect ones ac­tu­al­ly.”

He ducked his head. “Um, what do I do?”

Hime ges­tured to the near­est ta­ble. “Might as well get start­ed. Strip down and hop on up, I take it the oth­er girls here al­ready know.”

De­rik slipped the jet-black robe from his shoul­ders and let it pud­dle to the ground. His padded bra and panties fol­lowed quick­ly, leav­ing him naked and bare. He blushed, feel­ing the eyes of some­one new on him.

Hime just ad­mired him for a mo­ment, then pat­ted on the padded ta­ble. “Just as beau­ti­ful as be­fore. You are very lucky.”

He sighed as he slipped on the mas­sage ta­ble. Set­tling into place as he rest­ed his chin on the end. “T-Thank you, priest­ess.”

“Just call me Hime, Dora. Nei­ther of us were born with our names.”

Her hand slid down his back to the base of his spine. Her touch was sure and con­fi­dent. His mus­cles flexed re­flex­ive­ly, lift­ing his hips but she pushed them down.

“I’m not go­ing to fuck you, don’t wor­ry about that. Now, be silent, it takes a bit to cor­rupt these.”

Hime’s hand grew no­tice­ably warmer. With­in sec­onds it was hot.

He held his breath. It sent tiny rip­ples along his skin, forc­ing the tiny hairs on his back and arms to stand up on their own. His longer black hair, still un­bound from wak­ing up, rose slight­ly in the air as the en­er­gy filled him. It end­ed with the sen­sa­tion of a bub­ble pop­ping and he gasped from the un­ex­pect­ed sen­sa­tions.

“Now, these can nev­er be used by any­one else. If they do, some­one will get sick. That does mean keep­ing them away from For­bis, but I think you al­ready know that.”

“Yes, Hime.”

She gig­gled soft­ly. “You say that like I was your Madre.”

“Sor­ry.”

“Don’t be, it’s been a long time since I had a Madre.”

The first sty­lus tapped on his ten­der skin and then quick­ly be­gan to trace lines along his skin. Tiny quakes seemed to rip­ple in his stom­ach as he groaned. His hips shift­ed un­til she pressed one hand down on his thigh, hold­ing him in place as she drew on him. The feel­ing of en­er­gy be­ing worked on his body in­creased, and he spoke to dis­tract him­self.

“What do you mean?”

“About what, hav­ing a Madre?”

“Y-Yes.”

“I used to be part of this harem, ac­tu­al­ly. Back when Rachi was the new girl.”

Cu­ri­ous, he want­ed to ask more, but didn’t know how.

Hime con­tin­ued to mark him as she spoke in a soft voice. “She was so young and so an­gry when she came in. Old­er than me, but I was one of the harem kit­tens as Madre used to say. I didn’t know about the out­side world then.”

She let out a bit­ter laugh and switched sty­lus­es. A dif­fer­ent trem­bling grew in his loins, stir­ring a storm in his tes­ti­cles, and he groaned in dis­com­fort.

“I was our Madre’s Hawk, then, a dif­fer­ent time of my life.”

“H-Hawk?”

“Madre’s lover. She called me a hawk be­cause I al­ways point­ed out the flaws in every­one else. Plus, I was kind of a snitch and a ma­jor bitch. We al­ways joked that Rachi would be the next Madre be­cause she was in love with Nightin­gale. Bird lovers unite.”

“What hap­pened?”

“Madre died. Her heart stopped one day while talk­ing to the baron. It was sud­den and a sur­prise, and…” her voice trailed off for a mo­ment as the sty­lus stopped, “I went a lit­tle crazy with grief.”

She re­sumed mark­ing with a third sty­lus, this one set his en­tire skin on fire, a burn­ing blush that re­fused to go away. He groaned and wig­gled but she pinned him down even tighter.

“Af­ter that, I asked to leave. The baron knew how much I loved Madre, and I sim­ply didn’t have it in my heart to serve him any­more. So, he ac­tu­al­ly let me go in­stead of sell­ing me off as he usu­al­ly does. A bag of mon­ey and the clothes on my back. Then, well then I found out what the real world was like.”

He could bare­ly hear her over the rush­ing in his ears but he forced him­self to lis­ten to her words, if just to dis­tract him­self from the flush sear­ing his skin.

“I had no skills as a kit­ten, so I end­ed up be­ing a strip­per. Then Brid­get found me.”

“H-How!?” His word came out in a cry when the sty­lus burned him.

“Sor­ry, lit­tle hot?” She switched to a sty­lus that left quakes in his bel­ly be­fore speak­ing again.

“When you give a lap dance to a god, they have ways of mak­ing their na­ture known. In my case, it changed me phys­i­cal­ly.”

He whim­pered as she switched to the fourth. This one ig­nit­ed a cut­ting pain across his chest, tight­en­ing it painful­ly as he clutched the edge of the ta­ble. A sec­ond band of agony wrapped it­self around his waist, tear­ing at his sens­es like a flail. “Ow!”

“Hold on, this is go­ing to be the painful one.”

De­rik whim­pered as he closed his eyes tight­ly. He man­aged to belt out a word through his clenched teeth, des­per­ate­ly try­ing to dis­tract him.

“Changed?”

She didn’t say any­thing, just marked ter­ri­ble things against his spine.

De­rik imag­ined his skin sliced open from the tip of the sty­lus, but that did noth­ing to help his grow­ing dis­com­fort. He knew she wasn’t cut­ting into him, but the raw sparks of pain made it im­pos­si­ble to think of any­thing else.

She worked in si­lence for a long mo­ment be­fore switch­ing to the sty­lus that churned his balls.

“Reach be­tween my legs.”

“What!?”

“Go on, it will help dis­tract you when I switch.”

Hes­i­tant­ly, and feel­ing a bit dis­re­spect­ful, he re­leased his trem­bling fin­gers from the edge of the mas­sage ta­ble and slid his hand along her in­ner thigh. Hime’s legs were soft and he trailed up the garter, fol­low­ing the thin strip of fab­ric un­til he reached her satin thong. She switched to the one that set his skin on fire and he gasped, work­ing his hands to­ward the junc­tion be­tween his legs. When his fin­gers wrapped around a large cock clad in satin, he froze, and Hime gig­gled.

“Brid­get is the god of cross-dressers, Dora, he pro­tects and pro­vides for those who de­sire the cloth of women. But, the key part is a man in the dress. Since I was al­ready a woman, he made me also a man, a priest­ess of his faith. I have the breasts but I also have the cock. I can nev­er have chil­dren though.”

“D-Didn’t it hurt?”

“It was the sin­gle best or­gasm of my life,” came the sim­ple re­ply be­fore she switched to the tru­ly painful sty­lus, “and find­ing faith was prob­a­bly the sin­gle best mo­ment I’ve had ever since.”

He groaned and ac­ci­den­tal­ly gripped the large shaft tight­ly. It grew hard­er but she didn’t even flinch when he ac­ci­den­tal­ly squeezed it even tighter. In­stead, she rocked for­ward, hold­ing his hand there as she traced del­i­cate lines against his spine, fill­ing him with pain and dis­com­fort. It went on for a long time.

Be­tween one sty­lus and an­oth­er, he fi­nal­ly re­leased the satin-clad shaft and clutched the ta­ble again.

Hime chant­ed soft­ly as she worked be­tween the four sty­lus­es un­til his ears rang with the var­i­ous spells be­ing laid out on his body.

Just when he start­ed to whim­per loud­ly in pain, she stopped. “Don’t move yet.”

“It hurts.”

“It won’t next time. Your body is get­ting used to mag­ic. I gave you four runes, but no one can see the fourth. All of them will wear off in three months, just like the oth­er girls.”

He slumped his head down on the padded pil­low. “I’ll have to do this again? It re­al­ly hurt.”

“Yes, but longer spells can have side ef­fects. I could make them per­ma­nent, but I feel that you aren’t ready yet.”

She slid her hand up his back, through the sweat the bead­ed on his skin, to trail along the nape of his neck. “This will also cause some changes. You might get more emo­tion­al. For a few weeks, I rec­om­mend you don’t do any­thing that would dev­as­tate you, oth­er­wise there is a chance it will em­bed it­self in your psy­che.”

“W-What?”

“You weren’t born a woman, but this steril­i­ty rune is go­ing to force you to be­come ster­ile like one. It… is rough the first cou­ple of weeks as it changes you. Madre knows that, she’ll pro­tect you. I think she’s quite fond of you.”

Some­how, he could ac­cept be­ing changed clos­er to a woman through mag­ic.

He let out a sigh be­fore grum­bling. “Then why am I get­ting a hun­dred swats?”

“Only a hun­dred? Rachi used to get block of a hun­dred from Madre every cou­ple hours. She was quite an­gry, and Madre quite of­ten got into the thou­sands. Took days to spank the hell out of her and days for Rachi to sit down again. We had to take turns with the pad­dles.”

De­rik chuck­led at the thought. “She likes to spank, doesn’t she? Did she like be­ing spanked?”

“Hat­ed it, ac­tu­al­ly. It was de­grad­ing for a bat­tle mage.”

“I… I kind of like it.” He start­ed to blush.

Hime gig­gled and helped him sit up. He start­ed to look down, but Hime caught his chin and forced his gaze up. “Don’t look down yet.”

A prick­le of fear flood­ed his stom­ach. “Why?”

“Be­cause I made a change with­out ask­ing you or Madre. I high­ly sus­pect that one of you is go­ing to look at it and scream at me very loud­ly.”

He trem­bled at the thought. He tensed his mus­cles try­ing to feel what she did. “Um, why?”

She smiled, her blond hair danc­ing in the air. She leaned for­ward to kiss him on the cheek. “Be­cause faith told me too. And when Brid­get gives me the tools, I use my best judg­ment.”

She grinned sheep­ish­ly and gave him an apolo­getic look. “Just some­times my best judg­ment gets me and oth­ers in a lot of trou­ble.”

The prick­le of fear turned into a full-blown tor­rent of ter­ror as he tried to look down. The hand re­mained on his chin, forc­ing him to look up.

“What, what did you do?”

“I made it eas­i­er for you to pre­tend to be a woman.”

He kept try­ing to look down but she strained to hold him.

“What?”

“Re­mem­ber, it will wear off in three months.”

“What is it?”

Hime ac­tu­al­ly sound­ed a bit ner­vous as she forced him from look­ing down.

Pan­icked, De­rik spoke loud­er. “What!?”

She just re­leased his chin.

He looked fran­ti­cal­ly down, star­ing at the val­ley be­tween his legs, afraid she took away his balls or cock. At the sight of his mem­ber, half-hard and just as he re­mem­bered it, he let out a sigh of re­lief.

Then he no­ticed the two perky breasts tipped with per­fect­ly lit­tle nip­ples.

On his chest.

His chest.

His nip­ples.

His breasts.

De­rik stared at them for a long mo­ment, then de­cid­ed Hime was a for­tune teller. He opened his mouth to say some­thing, but all that came out was a sin­gle shrill scream of ter­ror. He could hear it echo­ing in the main room and the sounds of some­one rush­ing in.

Then he passed out.
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        De­rik woke scream­ing, a muf­fled scream from hav­ing his face buried in the deep cleav­age of Sher­rel’s breasts. He clutched at her, sob­bing and keep­ing his face buried even as he strug­gled for air.

She cooed to him as he strug­gled with thou­sands of new emo­tions and twinges, new im­puls­es that sent elec­tric tremors through his body. He could feel his breasts, things he should nev­er have, rub­bing against her thighs. The tiny nip­ples, hard for some god-for­sak­en rea­son, rubbed against her skin and his trai­tor­ous cock grew hard­er with every pass­ing sec­ond.

“It’s okay, Dora. It’s okay. Just calm down.”

He strug­gled to calm him­self, but just as he would re­lax, his mind would flash on the im­age of the perky lit­tle tips, and he would feel anx­i­ety and hor­ror ris­ing up once again.

“Calm down, please?”

Sher­rel spoke to him, but he was lost. Tears soaked his face as he curled up, try­ing to find some way to not feel the mounds on his chest. It was near­ly im­pos­si­ble, even the small­est bit of wind seemed to set off the hy­per­sen­si­tive nip­ples.

“I say we fuck his ass un­til he stops scream­ing, then spank him un­til he screams for the right rea­sons.”

“Teri!”

“She’ll get over it, one good fuck­ing, and that sub­mis­sive lit­tle mind of hers will han­dle the rest.”

Teri, with her prac­ti­cal re­sponse of sex, was enough to free him from his hor­ror. He shiv­ered at the thought of be­ing im­paled on Teri’s fake cock. A sin­gle slid down to the base of his spine and his nip­ples and cock ached with an­tic­i­pa­tion.

Strug­gling with a storm of emo­tions, De­rik fi­nal­ly let Sher­rel push him into a sit­ting po­si­tion. He pant­ed, dread­ing look­ing down. Even with­out an in­spec­tion, his body moved dif­fer­ent­ly. It was wrong, as if his bal­ance had been sub­tly changed. He shiv­ered and a new jig­gle ca­ressed against raw nerves. There was only thing it could be, though he didn’t know how she had giv­en him breasts.

Pan­ic surged through his veins. They were wrong. They weren’t him. It was too much for this farce he played.

He blinked when he re­al­ized that Teri had dis­ap­peared, then let out a gasp as two strong hands came un­der his arms to cup his new breasts. Her touch burned along his skin and he could feel her ex­cit­ed pulse through the swollen mounds that were now part of his body.

A heat con­nect­ed her touch to his nip­ples and then straight to his dick with a burn­ing web of un­ex­pect­ed plea­sure. A frail whim­per es­caped his throat as he tried to shift away, but Teri just held him tight­ly, rub­bing his aching nip­ples with her thumbs un­til he was writhing from her touch.

Her whis­per echoed in his ear, “Oh, they are nice and sen­si­tive too.”

“P-Please stop.”

Her smile teased his ear. “Make me.”

Moan­ing, he fought with the storm of emo­tions and feel­ings in­side. Every­thing she did was in­tense, right on the edge of plea­sure and pain, but it was ec­sta­sy and his cock ached with a sud­den, des­per­ate need to come. “I-I can’t.”

She pinched his nip­ples, just a hard, lit­tle twist. It sent a sting­ing flash through him, not un­like be­ing spanked by Madre.

He gasped and twist­ed, arch­ing his back, grind­ing his sen­si­tive nubs hard­er against her fin­gers.

Teri purred as she pressed her own nip­ples against his back. “Then I won’t stop.” She pinched them again, and he whim­pered.

He reached out for some­thing, but all he got was satin-cov­ered pil­low and blan­kets. “Please?”

Her fin­gers spread out over his left breast, dig­ging the fin­ger­nails in. Every new touch, every ca­ress against new­ly trans­formed skin was both won­der­ful and ter­ri­ble. Her mouth teased the ridge of his ear as she whis­pered. “And you are noth­ing but my sub­mis­sive lit­tle toy, Dora. And, right now, I’d like to fuck these cute breasts of yours with my fake cock, then grab your hair and fuck that pret­ty lit­tle mouth of yours.”

As she whis­pered, the heat in­side him re­dou­bled. He writhed and twist­ed, try­ing to es­cape, but Teri just held him down with noth­ing but her fin­gers clutched to his breasts. Swamped, he sobbed as he tried to es­cape.

“Go on, Dora, tell me I’m wrong.”

A hard pinch that arched his back again. His balls al­most burst from the bolt of plea­sure and pain that coursed through his sys­tem. “I-I can’t!”

“Then I’m go­ing to fuck you.”

Her breath heat­ed his ear.

He moaned and closed his eyes tight­ly, fight­ing with a hunger that grew in­side him.

“You want that, Dora? I bet one or­gasm and that slut­ty lit­tle mind of yours will ac­cept these as if you were born to them.”

“N-Nev­er!”

He yelped as she pulled him back, stand­ing up at the same time. He quick­ly tried to scram­ble out of the way, but Teri just pushed firm­ly on his back and sat on his stom­ach. Her hands worked at the straps of a har­ness. He stared down at a thick rub­ber cock sprout­ing from her hips.

His breasts, still un­fa­mil­iar, stood at at­ten­tion, a val­ley for her to line up her strap-on. She grinned as she shift­ed for­ward, press­ing it in the chan­nel of his tits. He gasped, pinned on his back but no longer try­ing to strug­gle. Ex­cit­ed, De­rik couldn’t help but no­tice that the lust boil­ing in­side him wasn’t much dif­fer­ent than the liq­uid heat pour­ing out from be­tween the straps of her har­ness.

“Go on, touch it,” com­mand­ed Teri.

He hes­i­tat­ed, but then he watched Sher­rel slip be­hind Teri. With a smile on her lips, she slid down Teri’s back un­til his cock slid into the steamy depths of her cunt.

“Oh, fuck!” he said, arch­ing his back at the wet slick­ness of Sher­rel’s pussy wrapped around his mem­ber.

Teri grinned and took his hands, press­ing them against the del­i­cate smooth sides of his mounds. She squeezed them to­geth­er around the slick fake cock. “Now, just hold them there.”

The feel­ing of hav­ing of his breasts touched was noth­ing com­pared to the feel­ing of some­thing hard and slick slid­ing through them. When he saw the head bob­bing to­ward his mouth, an­oth­er surge of lust flood­ed his mind. He watched with fas­ci­na­tion, his body rac­ing to­ward an ex­plo­sion as Sher­rel rode his cock and Teri fucked his breasts. He moaned, gasp­ing for breath, and squeezed tighter.

She re­ward­ed him by thrust­ing hard­er. Sher­rel’s hand snaked around to grab Teri’s own breasts, hold­ing them tight­ly as Teri drove for­ward, paint­ing a line of her juices against his stom­ach.

As the round­ed head of the cock brushed his lips, he opened them with­out think­ing. It slid into mouth as if it al­ways be­longed there. Be­fore he could get ad­just­ed to the thick­ness on his tongue, Teri be­gan to fuck his face. He swal­lowed the cock, re­leas­ing his fin­gers on his breasts as the cock drove deep into his mouth. His own mem­ber burst in­side Sher­rel, flood­ing her in­sides as he wished Teri could flood his mouth.

A few min­utes of pump­ing and De­rik fi­nal­ly leaned back with a flush of an or­gasm and a gig­gling Teri sprawled out over him.

“See, once a slut, al­ways a slut.”

“Bitch,” he said af­fec­tion­ate­ly.

“I’m still wear­ing this, Dora, and you have a very pret­ty ass I bet.”

De­rik shut up, even though part of him pushed to say just one more thing. He let out a long shud­der­ing breath.

Sher­rel slid next to him and plas­tered her body along his own. She reached over to tilt his head to­ward hers and then she kissed his bruised lips. “I’d prob­a­bly pan­ic also if I had a cock just spring up.”

“I-I didn’t know she was go­ing to do that.”

Both Teri and Sher­rel laughed. Teri nod­ded to­ward the mas­sage room and De­rik looked up to see a crowd gath­ered at the en­trance.

“We heard. Madre bitched out that lady for the ten min­utes. Man, they both have a set of lungs.”

He won­dered why he didn’t hear it, then re­al­ized the pound­ing of his own heart­beat had over­pow­ered his ears. Ten­der­ly, he reached up to stroke the sides of his new mounds.

Sher­rel caught him, and he snatched his hands away. She grinned and just ran a ca­su­al fin­ger along the side, teas­ing as she watched him.

Teri spoke wry­ly, “Ap­par­ent­ly, Madre would rather have your boy­ish fig­ure than one of a prop­er woman.”

“I would rather have my body back.”

Sher­rel spoke soft­ly, her fin­ger cir­cling around his nip­ple and send­ing ter­ri­ble feel­ings of plea­sure to all cor­ners of his body. “Would you re­al­ly?”

He opened his mouth to agree, then he froze.

Sher­rel cocked one eye­brow. “It means you won’t be wear­ing a padded bra. Your hips are wider, but just by a lit­tle.”

Teri blinked. She peered down at De­rik’s chest. “They are?”

Sher­rel rolled her eyes. “This girl only sees a hole.”

Teri bopped her, but Sher­rel gig­gled be­fore con­tin­u­ing.

“And you can now be most­ly naked in the main room, which means you don’t have to wear the robe all the time. Yeah, it looks weird, but you are the same per­son you were be­fore, you just have a few new parts.”

She fin­ished with a gen­tle pinch on his nip­ple. He arched his back, gasp­ing.

Teri fi­nal­ly no­ticed and pout­ed for a mo­ment. Then, she grabbed his oth­er nip­ple and played with it, send­ing mad­den­ing erot­ic thoughts to fill his thoughts.

Madre ap­peared be­fore them, look­ing down with storm clouds in her eyes. “Girls, off.”

At the sound of her voice, both Teri and Sher­rel quick­ly scram­bled off him.

De­rik got to his feet, anger wash­ing over him.

Madre point­ed at him. “My room in five min­utes. You owe me two hun­dred.”

Be­fore he could ques­tion the ad­di­tion­al swats, she stormed off.

Nightin­gale fol­lowed with a smirk and a wig­gle of her ass. He watched her dis­ap­pear into the shad­ows and shiv­ered. One hand pro­tec­tive­ly went to cov­er his ass, but there was a glove-cov­ered hand al­ready rest­ing on it.

Hime gig­gled soft­ly as she spoke in his ear. “Ah, let her vent some steam. I was right, and she knows it.”

Teri gasped.

At the sight of Teri star­ing at him and Hime, he blushed a bright red.

Hime slith­ered around to hold his shoul­ders, star­ing di­rect­ly down at his breasts. “I didn’t do a bad job, did I?”

He shiv­ered as her thumbs stroked his nip­ples. Hime smiled but didn’t take her hands away. “Very nice. A hand­ful, I’d say. Perky with good heft.”

Teri grum­bled, “Did you have to make them big­ger than mine?”

Hime smiled warm­ly, and the room seemed to light up. “No, but this is what I think Brid­get want­ed.”

She heft­ed De­rik’s breasts and he flushed. Her eyes slid over to Teri, ad­mir­ing her. “Be­sides, you are beau­ti­ful on your own with­out mag­ic. An ac­ro­bat’s body. You would look beau­ti­ful bal­anced on a wire.”

Teri opened her mouth to re­spond but then snapped it shut. She looked away with a flush on her cheeks.

Hime glanced around, then ran her fin­ger up the chan­nel be­tween his mounds. At his shiv­er, she smiled hap­pi­ly. “Take care, Dora, and if you ever need me, just ask.”

He couldn’t move as she sailed right out of the room, look­ing like she had all the time in the world.

Teri gaped. “Who was that?”

“Hime, she used to be in the harem.”

Sher­rel purred. “She is beau­ti­ful.”

“I know, why did she ever leave?”

He spoke up sud­den­ly. “She’s got a dick.”

There was a brief mo­ment of si­lence, then De­rik slapped his hand over his mouth.

Teri and Sher­rel grinned at him and he blushed.

Teri stepped next to him, trail­ing a fin­ger along his right mound. “And how do you know this?”

“Did you fuck the priest­ess too!?”

“You slut!”

He blushed hot­ly as they teased him. Sput­ter­ing, he stepped away from the fin­gers stroking him and their grins. “I-I bet­ter be go­ing!”

And he fled him­self for Madre’s room and his two hun­dred spank­ings.
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        He stag­gered out of Madre’s room. His ass burned with a flame that wouldn’t go out. Even the slight­est whis­per of Madre’s silk robe, which seemed more like his own now, brush­ing against his back­side sent a sparkling pain along his skin. He was hot and ex­cit­ed, drained from com­ing so many times against her leg. He swal­lowed back the taste of his own cum, lapped from her leg, floor, and pussy af­ter she mount­ed him twice. He smiled as he stopped to lean against the tiled walls. “It was worth it.”

Night had come and the girls of the harem were speak­ing qui­et­ly amongst them­selves. The hour be­fore sleep and every­thing was qui­et. He walked past Nightin­gale, propped up on her pil­low, hop­ing she wouldn’t say any­thing.

Thank­ful­ly, she just gave him a smirk and watched as he painful­ly made his way, burn­ing ass and all, across the room to Teri and Sher­rel’s sleep­ing spot.

Teri sat with her back against a mound of pil­lows, her strap-on set aside and glis­ten­ing.

Sher­rel purred on her lap, wig­gling her round­ed ass hap­pi­ly as they talked.

See­ing him, Teri pat­ted her on the shoul­der. “He’s back,” she whis­pered.

Sher­rel sat up, brush­ing her hair from her face be­fore whis­per­ing. “How you do­ing?”

“My butt hurts.”

“We heard. She used mag­ic this time, didn’t she?”

“Yes, that im­pact palm of hers. I can feel it clear in my bones.”

Sher­rel slipped off Teri’s body and laid on her back, her knees held apart. She held up her hands, of­fer­ing him the com­fort of her body like she did be­fore.

He al­most sobbed in thanks and sank into her, press­ing his body against hers as he tried to not think about his burn­ing ass.

Teri reached up to touch it, but Sher­rel cleared her throat. Teri flinched and pulled back. “What? I love it when its so hot you could melt but­ter on it.”

Sher­rel chuck­led. “Just go to sleep, you bitch.”

“Slut.” But she set­tled down next to De­rik and Sher­rel, rest­ing her hand on Sher­rel’s shoul­der as she looked up into his blue eyes. “De­rik?”

His name sound­ed for­eign to him now. “Y-Yes?”

“Thank you for falling into the harem,” Teri sound­ed gen­uine as she smiled at him.

“Why?”

“Be­cause you make me smile. And you make Sher­rel, Madre, and every­one else smile too.”

“Not Nightin­gale.”

Sher­rel shrugged, “No, she smiles when you are be­ing spanked.”

De­rik rest­ed his head on Sher­rel’s oth­er shoul­der. “Okay, I make every­one smile.”

Teri reached over to stroke his cheek. “I just wish this could last for­ev­er.”

He sighed. “Me too.”

Both Sher­rel and Teri drift­ed to sleep af­ter a few more words.

De­rik, on the oth­er hand, couldn’t sleep with his sear­ing but­tocks. His cock rest­ed against Sher­rel’s cleft, but he was sex­u­al­ly drained to take ad­van­tage of the sit­u­a­tion. It didn’t mat­ter though, he was hap­py in her arms. He reached over as gen­tly as he could to stroke Teri’s face.

Hap­py with her too.

Not ful­ly asleep, he half-dozed, watch­ing them. The sounds of the harem died off as the lights grew dark. Shift­ing and moans gave way to si­lence, and he sighed hap­pi­ly.

Then, he heard a pair of voic­es in the dis­tance. At first, he thought they were guards, but they grew loud­er with every mo­ment. He picked out Madre speak­ing, cheer­ful­ly de­spite be­ing well past six in the morn­ing.

Then, a bright light speared across the harem, star­tling him. Groans and moans rose up from the women and Sher­rel shift­ed un­der­neath him. He winced against the pain still burn­ing in his ass as he pushed him­self up to his hands and knees, cock bob­bing in the air.

Sher­rel smiled at him and sat up.

At the far end, Madre spoke loud­ly as she clapped her hands. “Rise and shine ladies, we have some­one spe­cial this morn­ing.”

As they strug­gled to wake up, a deep boom­ing voice rang out over the harem. It res­onat­ed in­side him, send­ing off tiny quakes in De­rik’s stom­ach as he blinked his bleary eyes. “You know what would perk them up? A prop­er fuck­ing for every sin­gle one. Maybe I should get some guards to help?”

Teri’s eyes snapped open as she sat bolt straight. “Oh fuck, it’s the baron!”

Her voice echoed in the room, and si­lence pooled across the harem.

Then, a burst of boom­ing laugh­ter. De­rik’s blood ran icy cold as he froze, ter­ri­fied to turn around as he heard the baron laugh­ing with every­one else. “And that would be my lit­tle Teri-cat wak­ing up.”

A slow shiv­er ran along De­rik’s spine as he lis­tened to the baron speak­ing. His voice rum­bled like a storm, a purr of a hell cat, and the growl of some beast at the same time. De­rik cringed at the thought of the baron ap­proach­ing.

“Teri!” snapped Madre. “Come right here!”

Teri grum­bled as she blushed hot­ly. Lithe­ly jump­ing to her feet, she slow­ly walked across the sprawl of wak­ing women, blan­kets, and pil­lows.

De­rik didn’t watch her, too afraid to even look to­ward the boom­ing voice. Slow­ly, he low­ered him­self to the pil­lows, spread­ing his legs un­til his man­hood ground against a pil­low and his ass dis­ap­peared among the pil­lows.

Sher­rel groaned as she got to her own feet, wak­ing up slow­ly. He no­ticed her eyes were alert as she watched Teri stand in front of the the baron. Then, she held out her hand. “Come on!” she whis­pered fu­ri­ous­ly.

Ter­ri­fied be­yond be­lief, he took her hand, and she drew him past the pil­lows, into the pro­tec­tive shad­ows and away from the ca­su­al gaze of the baron.

Pant­i­ng, he leaned against the cool stone and groaned. “Fuck. Fuck, fuck.”

Sher­rel’s eyes flashed, “Yes, and in a prison cell if you don’t shut up!”

De­rik’s mouth clothed with a snap. He looked down at his body, naked from head to toe. His breasts, still for­eign and hor­ri­bly perky, rose up with their sen­si­tive nip­ples. His shaft, for once, re­mained sleep­ing with his fear of be­ing ex­posed. “Fuck, what do I do?”

“First, we get you some clothes, then you spend the night hid­ing in the mas­sage room or the bath­rooms. But not the tubs, he likes to go in there.”

She dis­ap­peared out of sight, leav­ing him alone.

He whim­pered soft­ly, clutch­ing the stone pil­lar as he strug­gled to calm his rac­ing heart. On the oth­er side, he could hear the rum­ble of his voice, the very sound of it twist­ing his in­sides.

“Don’t wor­ry, Rachi, I’m sure Teri-cat is just look­ing for­ward to a bit of play.”

Teri play­ful­ly said, “Meow,” and the baron laughed cheer­ful­ly.

De­rik wor­ried his bot­tom lip as he looked around, still feel­ing ex­posed and won­der­ing where Sher­rel dis­ap­peared to. His heart pound­ed against his chest as he peeked around, stead­fast­ly ig­nor­ing the gath­er­ing of women and the baron to look for his own clothes.

Spot­ting a pair of his own panties—the sap­phire-col­ored silk was un­mis­tak­able—he glanced over at the crowd. Only the baron’s head, a shock of white, could be seen over the ar­ray of naked ass­es and backs. A few wore their robes or un­der­wear, but most­ly they were laugh­ing and gath­ered around their lord and mas­ter. Risk­ing every­thing, he scram­bled over to grab his un­der­wear. He spot­ted Madre’s black silk robe and also grabbed it be­fore div­ing back be­hind the pil­lars.

Pant­i­ng, he quick­ly pulled up the silk around his hips, tuck­ing his cock and balls back in be­tween his legs. His breasts were slick with sweat and fear as he fin­ished don­ning the robe. It had no tie, leav­ing a gash of naked flesh be­tween the val­ley of his breasts. Clos­ing it as tight­ly as he could, he prayed it would be enough and pressed his back against the cool stone of the pil­lar.

Madre spoke over the crowds. “And who is to please you tonight?”

The baron rum­bled for a mo­ment be­fore an­swer­ing. “Af­ter that last ne­go­ti­a­tion ses­sion, I’m ac­tu­al­ly think­ing about start­ing with every girl here, then fin­ish­ing up in your room ac­tu­al­ly. It shouldn’t take more than a day,” a pause, “for you.”

He fin­ished with a cheer­ful laugh.

De­rik’s stom­ach twist­ed again and he whim­pered soft­ly.

Madre ex­claimed with a purr of her own, “Oh, baron!”

At the sound of her flus­tered and ex­cit­ed, De­rik froze. His lips part­ed with cu­rios­i­ty and he peered at the side of the pil­lar.

“One peek,” he whis­pered.

His pulse crash­ing in his veins, he pressed his stom­ach against the pil­lar and slid his head around. He spot­ted Madre first, with a flush on her cheeks and gig­gling. There was a fire in her eyes that he only saw a hint of when he served her. How­ev­er, he couldn’t clear­ly see the baron through the women in front of him. But, he could tell that the baron was a large man, and very broad from the large arm he had wrapped around Madre’s waist.

The baron cleared his throat. “Why don’t we line up my ladies by the pil­lars and let me get a good look at them? Been a while since I’ve seen my lovelies.”

De­rik gasped and flung him­self back be­hind the pil­lars. His heart slammed hard and he heard a rush­ing in his ears as he looked around for some method of es­cape. Then, he re­mem­bered the ven­ti­la­tion shaft. Look­ing up, he got ready to climb up the pil­lar.

Then some­one came around the pil­lar to­ward him.

Blush­ing, he looked up ex­pect­ing Sher­rel or Teri, but it was Nightin­gale who fa­vored him with an evil smile.

“Fuck,” he whis­pered.

“Not if I can help it,” came her sharp re­ply and a nasty grin. Be­hind her, more women fil­tered around the pil­lar, cir­cling around to gath­er up in front of it. They gave him a cu­ri­ous look but then just kept on walk­ing as they lined up. De­rik backed up to­ward the pil­lar, but Nightin­gale mo­tioned with her fin­ger.

He whim­pered, shak­ing his head.

She snarled silent­ly, whis­per­ing harsh­ly as she reached for him. “You come with me or, baron help me, I’ll make him come here—”

A stran­gled noise es­caped his throat.

“—with swords.”

With every word, her eye­brow twitched with an­noy­ance. Her hand caught his wrist and pulled him away from the stone.

He whim­pered again, his fin­ger­nails clutch­ing the stone, but Nightin­gale just yanked him away, forc­ing him around the pil­lar.

To his re­lief, she stopped af­ter only a few steps and jos­tled him against the pil­lar and fac­ing out into the main room. She stood be­hind him with her fin­gers rest­ing on his shoul­ders. Her nails dug into the flesh and he whim­pered again with sweat bead­ing his brow.

It dripped down his neck as he fran­ti­cal­ly looked around for Teri or Sher­rel. He spot­ted Teri stand­ing next to Madre, look­ing im­pa­tient as she danced from foot to foot. She caught his eyes and she looked apolo­getic, then they nar­rowed as they caught sight of Nightin­gale be­hind him.

De­rik whim­pered, eyes flash­ing back and forth as the crowds thinned in front of him.

“Sher­rel’s in the bath­room, De­rik,” whis­pered Nightin­gale in his ear, “there is no one to save you this time.”

“W-Why?”

“Be­cause I told her that Madre need­ed tow­els.”

He bit his low­er lips. “Why would you do that?”

“Be­cause you don’t be­long here,” came the hiss­ing re­ply, “and I think Madre has been blind to that.”

“What are you go­ing to do?”

“Noth­ing, noth­ing at all,” but even as she spoke, her fin­ger­nails dug deep­er into his shoul­der.

He pray­ing that some­one would save him. In­stead, the baron cleared his throat.

“Okay, ladies, I’m feel­ing pret­ty damn randy. And the only thing I can think of is fuck­ing each and every one of you un­til I pass out hap­py. Screw the guards, they can have the slop­py sec­onds.”

A wave of cheer filled the room but De­rik felt only ice-cold claws grip­ping his heart. In front of him, a blonde with short hair bounced up and down as she waved for the baron’s at­ten­tion.

“Gonna do a theme again!? Even/odds? Last ass stand­ing?”

It was a joke, from the laugh­ter, but De­rik couldn’t fo­cus on the hu­mor of the mo­ment. In­stead, he moaned, try­ing to duck de­spite the at­ten­tion drawn to his pres­ence.

Nightin­gale hissed and dug her claws in tighter, al­most break­ing the skin as she forced him away from the pil­lar.

He whim­pered but every lit­tle move­ment seemed to be con­trolled by Nightin­gale’s fin­gers.

The baron’s voice drowned out De­rik’s whim­pers. “Why not? Got any sug­ges­tions?”

His voice con­tin­ued to send flut­ters through De­rik’s stom­ach, each word vi­brat­ing against his chest, a deep base drum to the rapid-fire pat­ter­ing of his heart.

De­rik trem­bled as he clutched the side of the pil­lar, try­ing to slow his fran­tic breath­ing or his beat­ing heart.

From be­hind him, with a voice that froze his heart, Nightin­gale called out, “Why not the newest girl first?”

The baron seemed to think about it, then a laugh. “Break them in ear­ly? Sure! Now where are my new girls?”

De­rik re­al­ized what she was do­ing and shook his head. His fin­gers dug into the side of the pil­lar as he whis­pered fran­ti­cal­ly. “No, no, no, no—”

On the oth­er side, stand­ing at the far wall, Madre’s head shot up, con­cern and fright flash­ing across her face. She looked around, scan­ning the women quick­ly. Her eyes passed over the women stand­ing in front of him and tears blurred his eyes.

Be­hind Madre, Sher­rel came out of the bath­room hall­way with some tow­els and an ex­pres­sion of con­fu­sion on her face.

De­rik plant­ed his feet, still whis­per­ing des­per­ate­ly. “—no, please don’t, no, no—”

Nightin­gale leaned for­ward and whis­pered in his ear, anger burn­ing in her voice. “Time for you to meet the baron, De­rik.”

He screamed out. “No!” It was too late.

Nightin­gale’s fin­ger dug tight­ly into his shoul­der and she shoved with all her might.

He grabbed for the stone pil­lar, but the force of her shove cracked his paint­ed nails, and he stum­bled out into the girls be­fore him. They melt­ed away with ex­cla­ma­tions of sur­prise and an­noy­ance and he found him­self stag­ger­ing out into the clear­ing of the harem, into the ex­posed area of pil­lows and blan­kets.

His foot caught on a thick pil­low, and he tum­bled hard on the ground, catch­ing it with his knees and lurch­ing for­ward. Plant­i­ng his hands on the ground, he bare­ly man­aged to avoid smash­ing his face on the ground; even padded, it would have hurt.

De­rik’s long black hair flut­tered to the ground, a spi­der­web across the pil­lows as he froze. His heart crashed hard in his chest, and he shook vi­o­lent­ly from the fear welling up in­side. Hot tears splashed down his nose as he pre­pared for the worst, ex­pect­ing some­thing far worse out of Nightin­gale.

It didn’t come with her cry­ing out.

It didn’t come with Nightin­gale call­ing at­ten­tion to him.

It came with foot­steps.

Heavy foot­steps of the only oth­er male in the room ap­proached him, shak­ing the floor be­neath his bare feet. The baron stopped in front of him. Through the cur­tain of hair, he could see the heavy boots, weath­ered and black. Each foot was huge, eas­i­ly twice the size of his own. He shook, un­able to tear his eyes away from the feet of his doom. With a start, he re­al­ized he was sob­bing silent­ly. His mind spun with the fu­ture pos­si­bil­i­ties of what would come next: him flee­ing for his life, be­ing throw in the dun­geon, or even the thought that brought an­oth­er sob up, the guards killing him right there.

“Look up, girl.” The com­mand came from the rum­bling voice of the baron. He felt it in his stom­ach and chest, fill­ing him with a pow­er he couldn’t even imag­ine, a pres­ence that made him want to obey de­spite his fear.

Tears burn­ing on his cheeks, he fought his san­i­ty for a long mo­ment. To ei­ther side, he glanced for some­one to rush to him, but he was alone in the cen­ter of the room, too far to hide among the women.

“Look up,” came the re­peat­ed com­mand, this time with a hard, force­ful tone.

De­rik’s eyes blurred, and he shook with silent sobs as he lift­ed his eyes to look up at the one man he nev­er want­ed to meet.

The baron.
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        “Look up,” he re­peat­ed. De­rik whim­pered as the baron’s words rum­bled in­side his chest as much as they as­sault­ed his ears. It seemed to echo deep in­side, like tiny quakes cours­ing through his body, and he shook from the force of those two words.

Shoul­ders shak­ing from his silent sobs, he had to force him­self to lift his eyes. He fo­cused on the heavy boots, then on the trousers. Un­der­neath, the baron had legs of a weight-lifter, thick and cord­ed. His pants strained the fab­ric with every move­ment and De­rik shiv­ered at the thought of touch­ing them.

A tear ran along his jaw as he fo­cused his eyes on the baron’s crotch. He didn’t mean to, but as soon as his gaze found the im­mense bulge un­der the fab­ric, the rest of the world dis­ap­peared.

His lips part­ed as he stared at it, far larg­er than any­thing than any­thing in Madre’s room, longer and big­ger than even her fist. An er­rant thought cut through the fear storm­ing in­side him, just the idea of it be­ing pressed against his naked ass. His cock twitched, hot and ex­cit­ed, and De­rik had to clamp his legs tight­ly to­geth­er to avoid ex­pos­ing him­self.

He didn’t know why, but it was im­por­tant.

The baron cleared his throat. “My eye is up here.”

To pull his eyes away from the mas­sive mem­ber took as much ef­fort as to first look up. De­rik shud­dered with the thought, forc­ing his eyes up along the heav­i­ly mus­cled chest of the baron. The oth­er man was huge, eas­i­ly twice as wide as De­rik’s frail form and half a me­ter high­er. The shoul­ders were strong and cord­ed just as the legs; he could see it flex­ing as the baron looked down at him.

Fi­nal­ly, he man­aged to look com­plete­ly up at the gi­ant, ter­ri­fied and fright­ened as the fig­ure loomed over him.

The baron only had one eye, a sin­gle sap­phire pupil that looked down at him, pierc­ing his very heart with an in­tense, steady stare. The oth­er eye had an eye patch over it, em­broi­dered with the baron’s seal. The face be­hind it was smooth, like a young man’s, but his burn­ing gaze held a sense of age. The shock of white hair seemed to blur his face, giv­ing De­rik an im­pres­sion of an­cient pow­ers just be­neath the kind-look­ing face.

De­rik let out a shud­der­ing breath, his fin­gers clutch­ing the pil­low un­der­neath him. His cracked nails caught on the edge, but he was al­ready trapped and hor­ri­bly ex­posed. He want­ed to look away, to stare at any­thing else, but he couldn’t tear his eyes away from the baron’s eye.

Time be­came mean­ing­less as he stared up at the baron. It wasn’t un­til the baron reached down and brushed the hair from his face that he re­al­ized he was hold­ing his breath. The first touch, a ca­ress of skin against skin, sent a bolt of plea­sur­able light­ing to con­nect his sen­si­tive nip­ples di­rect­ly to his cock. The shock ig­nit­ed an in­stant in­fer­no deep in­side. De­rik’s thighs clenched to­geth­er as baron ran his fin­ger along the length of his chin.

“I don’t re­mem­ber you.”

The very words rum­bled through their bod­ies, pin­ning De­rik down by the weight of them. He whim­pered soft­ly but the baron’s eye crin­kled in the smile.

“Has Teri-cat been telling you hor­ror sto­ries?”

“I-I—”

De­rik couldn’t get any oth­er word out.

The baron chuck­led and brushed the rest of De­rik’s hair from his face, hook­ing it be­hind his ear.

De­rik shiv­ered at the touch, the fin­ger­tip trailed along the ridge of his ear.

“But you are a pret­ty one, aren’t you?”

“Uh…”

The words re­fused to es­cape his throat. De­rik cringed men­tal­ly at the touch of the larg­er man, but when he brought his fin­ger to trace De­rik’s lips, he had to strain to pre­vent his cock from burst­ing right then and there.

The baron stroked his fin­ger and then caught De­rik’s bot­tom lip. He slid his dig­it in and out of De­rik’s mouth for a mo­ment be­fore pulling out. The baron’s smile fad­ed minute­ly as he hooked the crook of his fin­ger un­der De­rik’s chin. “Poor lit­tle black­bird, you look so fright­ened.”

Pres­sure built up un­der his chin, and De­rik, help­less as he was to every­one else who did the same, stood slow­ly as the baron drew him up. His hands clutched at the robe, pro­tect­ing him as he came to his feet. Sweat dap­pled his brow as the baron smiled again, stroking the side of his face. The elec­tric touch arced down be­tween his legs and fanned the in­fer­no grow­ing with every pass­ing heart­beat.

Reach­ing his feet, the baron smiled warm­ly. His hand trailed down from the line of De­rik’s jaw, trac­ing the side of his neck.

De­rik shiv­ered with each ca­ress, half-clos­ing his eyes as the large fin­gers fol­lowed his col­lar­bone. Then, two fin­gers at the open­ing of his robe. He whim­pered, clutch­ing the black silk tight­ly.

“My good­ness, you re­al­ly are fright­ened.” The baron’s voice sound­ed amazed with just a tiny hint of hurt. His eyes stared into De­rik’s gaze as a warm smile stretched across his face. “I bet you Teri-cat did fright­en you with sto­ries, didn’t she? I won­der if she needs a prop­er spank­ing?”

From his side, some­where on the oth­er side of his uni­verse, he heard Teri gasp, then let out a sigh of ex­cite­ment.

He trem­bled as the baron’s fin­ger delved down, part­ing the jet-black robe like a fin­ger part­ing labia. He shiv­ered, goose pim­ples ris­ing up on his skin, and clutched the robe short.

The baron chuck­led wry­ly and let his eyes flash down, break­ing the spell that froze De­rik’s body.

De­rik whim­pered, still shiv­er­ing, and clutched tighter.

The baron reached up with his oth­er hand, the large palm press­ing against De­rik’s trem­bling check and hook­ing his fin­gers into the gap of his robe. “This is my robe, you know.”

“I-It is?”

De­rik’s voice rose in pitch, high­er than he thought pos­si­ble. A heat­ed blush filled his cheeks, as he swal­lowed. His eyes shift­ed down, to stare at the heav­i­ly mus­cled chest, then the large hands that part­ed his only pro­tec­tion.

Swamped with vul­ner­a­bil­i­ty, he could only trem­ble as the baron’s thumbs part­ed the robe un­til De­rik’s soft, perky breasts were brought to the cool air. Nip­ples, hard as his glass cut­ter, quiv­ered in the air and he had to fight back a moan.

The baron spread out his fin­gers, cup­ping each of De­rik’s breasts. De­rik gasped at the feel­ing of his sen­si­tive nip­ples drag­ging across his palm. The sen­si­tive nub caught on every crevice and seam, re­port­ing plea­sure from the as­sault against the rough skin. It fanned the fires in­side him to even high­er heights. He squirmed to keep his cock buried be­tween his legs, and he could feel the pre-cum soak­ing the bot­tom of his panties.

The baron caught one pert nip­ple be­tween his fin­gers and pinched it. The bolt of plea­sure and pain burst in­side him and his cock surged for a mo­ment be­fore he bore down with his in­ner mus­cles. He gasped, clutch­ing the man’s arm as he leaned into it. De­rik closed his eyes tight­ly as he fought his own body, try­ing to re­gain con­trol over the ter­ri­ble plea­sure that burned in­side.

“These are very nice, though,” rum­bled the baron. His fin­gers teased the sides of his breasts. To De­rik’s hor­ror, one hand slid fur­ther down, trail­ing strong fin­ger­tips along his taut bel­ly and to­ward the junc­tion of his legs. Pan­ic rose and he whim­pered. When the baron’s fin­ger­tips slid un­der the silk panties, the sound died in De­rik’s throat. He couldn’t say or do any­thing as the baron reached along his hair­less sex to­ward the one thing De­rik couldn’t af­ford to be found.

Un­con­scious­ly, as the baron’s fin­ger start­ed down the smooth line of his fold­ed back cock, De­rik quick­ly dropped to his knees. He whim­pered as he crashed on the pil­lows, but the baron’s fin­gers drew up to stop at De­rik’s throat.

The baron quirked up one white eye­brow, then smiled. “Ea­ger, I see.”

His voice rum­bled play­ful­ly, and De­rik shook as he stared back up at the gi­ant man. Every cen­time­ter of his skin burned with a flush, no doubt down to the very tip of his cock, but he couldn’t tear his eyes away from the baron’s pierc­ing gaze.

Spread­ing his fin­gers, the baron brought his hand up to the side of De­rik’s face, cradling it as he chuck­led again. “Well, my ea­ger black­bird, go on.”

De­rik blinked, won­der­ing what he got him­self into.

The baron reached down with his oth­er hand to stroke along the hard bulge at his crotch.

De­rik’s eyes fol­lowed, then he re­al­ized what the baron had in mind. Gulp­ing, he stared at it as the cloth-cov­ered mem­ber twitched and swelled even as he watched it.

“Go on,” re­peat­ed the baron.

The trem­bling thief swal­lowed again and looked up, but the blue eye was even more de­mand­ing. Say­ing noth­ing, the baron’s pres­ence seemed to glow in De­rik’s eyes. There was no way to es­cape the hand that gen­tly cra­dled his face.

With shak­ing hands, he reached up to run his own palms against the mas­sive mem­ber. Un­der his touch, it was more like silk over steel. The heat pulsed through it with the steady drum of the baron’s heart. Breath­ing heav­i­ly and feel­ing the world spin­ning, he start­ed to work the line of but­tons that kept the baron’s man­hood trapped un­der­neath the fab­ric. Every sec­ond that passed, De­rik both feared and an­tic­i­pat­ed what he would find.

His fin­gers fum­bled with the but­tons and he winced as he caught a cracked nail on one of the but­tons. Fi­nal­ly, he man­aged to ease the first one out from its hole and worked on the sec­ond. De­rik got his first sight of the baron’s cock and drank in his smell.

It was warm and pow­er­ful, like the rum­ble of his voice. He didn’t have the words to de­scribe it. That the baron smelled… strong. His fin­gers worked at the sec­ond, then the third but­ton. Fi­nal­ly, he re­leased the fourth and stared at the gash of fab­ric and the swollen cock be­yond.

“Go on.”

Bit­ing his lip, he delved his hands into the baron’s pants, mar­veling at the heat that rolled off the hard flesh in­side. His del­i­cate fin­gers wrapped around the thick mem­ber, and he pulled, eas­ing out the lord’s cock.

When it popped out, De­rik froze in sur­prise and shock. It was thick, thick­er than he thought pos­si­ble. His hands looked like a child’s wrapped around it, the tips of his fin­gers not even touch­ing. The thick mem­ber stretched out from the baron by at least four hand spans. At the tip, a round­ed, wedge-shaped head al­ready glis­tened with pre-cum. De­rik gasped, feel­ing his body burn­ing hot­ly and his own pre-cum drib­bling down his in­ner thighs.

Only a stran­gled whim­per es­caped his lips as he stared at the im­mense man­hood. His ass clenched tight­ly at the though but his mind fo­cused on the hard­ness, like silk-cov­ered iron, that rest­ed heav­i­ly in his hand. A thick patch of hair, also white, grew from the base.

“Oh… my… lord.”

The baron laughed, the deep rum­bling shak­ing his cock from tip to base. “It is a plea­sure to see that first wide-eyed stare. Go ahead, pull out my balls too.”

De­rik glanced up with sur­prise, then pushed his hands back into the baron’s pants. At the first touch, he thought he found a pair of grape­fruits, but the baron’s balls twitched as he ran his fin­gers along their sur­face. Long hairs teased his fin­ger­tips as he worked out one, then the oth­er, large tes­ti­cle from his pants.

See­ing the full set, the im­mense cock and balls, stole De­rik’s breath away. He whim­pered loud­ly, his lips part­ing with shock. “Th-They’re huge!”

His whis­per brought an­oth­er roar­ing laugh from the baron. The large hand against the side of his head held him tight­ly as the baron stroked his cheek with his thumb. “They are, Black­bird, and they are very full. I would very much like to see them pressed against your lips then,” he paused, “some­where low­er.”

De­rik trem­bled and brought his eyes up to the sap­phire gaze above him. His stom­ach tight­ened painful­ly as he thought about be­ing speared by such a thick, long mem­ber. Even Madre’s wrist wasn’t as big but some­how, he knew that it could be buried to the balls in­side his trem­bling body. He let out a tiny whim­per.

A whim­per of need.

“Go on,” en­cour­aged the baron.

De­rik need­ed no oth­er com­mands as he wrapped his fin­gers around the baron’s cock, hold­ing it tight­ly as the thick mem­ber bobbed in front of his face. Tak­ing a deep breath, he leaned for­ward and drank in the pow­er­ful smell of the baron. It left his stom­ach churn­ing from an­tic­i­pa­tion, but the heat that rolled off it was eas­i­ly matched by the sear­ing in­fer­no be­tween his own legs.

Af­ter the weeks in the harem, he knew what to do, but star­ing at the throb­bing cock in his hand, trep­i­da­tion filled him. Clos­ing his eyes, De­rik leaned for­ward and brushed his lips against the side of the baron’s large cock. Warm and soft, silk on steel, he moaned at the taste of it. Still strong, he de­cid­ed, and to his sur­prise, he was kiss­ing up and down the shaft. His tongue peeked out to lap at it, moan­ing as he moved. De­rik’s heart pound­ed in his chest and pre-cum drib­bled down both of his in­ner thighs as he kissed and slurped up and down the shaft.

He reached the base and buried his nose in the soft skin of the baron’s scro­tum. His mouth opened against the grape­fruit-sized balls and he blushed hot­ly at the thought of him suck­ing on an­oth­er man’s nuts. But kneel­ing in front of the baron, he couldn’t and didn’t want to stop. Re­leas­ing the heat­ed shaft, he cupped both balls with his hands, work­ing his lips along their hairy sur­face un­til they glis­tened with his sali­va.

Pulling back, he re­al­ized what he had done, and the flush blos­somed even hot­ter on his cheeks. Guilty, he looked up past the baron’s hard spear to look into that sin­gle pierc­ing blue eyes star­ing down at him.

The baron nod­ded. “The tip.”

De­rik whim­pered and shame rose up to drown him. Here he was, act­ing like noth­ing but a whore. Lips trail­ing along the silken steel shaft, he held the baron’s balls as he kissed and lapped up the length of the shaft, los­ing him­self in the hard­ness. He could taste the hot pre-cum on the shaft and lapped at it, tast­ing it at the back of his tongue. Re­al­iz­ing he was tast­ing an­oth­er man’s cum, pre-cum ac­tu­al­ly, al­most set him off again, and he clamped hard on his trapped cock to pre­vent it from soak­ing his panties.

It took for­ev­er to reach the end, and he pulled back again, to look at the glis­ten­ing tip. Larg­er than his mouth, the thick swollen head drooled with ex­cite­ment. Clear, slick flu­ids oozed out of the hole at the tip, soak­ing the en­tire head and drip­ping down the bot­tom. His heart beat fran­ti­cal­ly in his chest as he pressed his lips against the tip, like suck­ing on Teri’s strap-on, and opened his mouth.

Hot.

Sear­ing hot and wet.

His lips stretched around the baron’s cock and he spread his jaw as far as it could un­til the spongy head pushed into his mouth.

The baron’s hand, still cradling his head, tight­ened his grip and pow­er­ful mus­cles pulled the two to­geth­er to guide the throb­bing hard­ness past De­rik’s lips.

De­rik gasped, breath­ing hard through his nose as he tried to pull it fur­ther into his mouth. His tongue lapped at the head, trac­ing the tip along the baron’s hole and on the swollen wrin­kles that he could taste. It was hot and warm and strong. He moaned and forced his jaw open even more. His lips stretched out taut­ly around the cock head and he could imag­ine some­thing so thick bury­ing into an­oth­er part of his body.

At that thought, he fi­nal­ly lost con­trol and his cock surged, splat­ter­ing hot cum into his silk panties. His blush burned bright­ly as he looked up at the baron, lips stretched around his head.

The baron chuck­led, not ap­par­ent­ly re­al­iz­ing the rea­son for De­rik’s blush. He reached down with both hands. Hold­ing De­rik’s head firm­ly with a mas­sive palm, the baron forced his shaft deep­er.

Still com­ing hard be­tween his legs, De­rik leaned into the baron, moan­ing as his lips stretched painful­ly around the cock head, then with a slurp, the wedge-shaped head slid into his mouth, lodg­ing it­self in the tight ring of his lips and teeth. He gasped, still star­ing at the baron, but the more pow­er­ful man just chuck­led and rocked back and forth, plung­ing it in and out in tiny strokes.

“Now,” he breathed in a low, husky voice, “I shouldn’t come in your mouth yet, but see­ing your lips stretched like that, makes me want to so bad­ly.”

De­rik moaned around his shaft, feel­ing the baron’s balls clench­ing and tight­en­ing. He stroked them with his hands, feel­ing how they seemed alive in his palm, hot and swollen with seed. He could taste pre-cum flood­ing his mouth, a riv­er pour­ing out of the baron and fill­ing his sens­es. Slick and hot, he swal­lowed it, drink­ing from the baron’s cock.

The baron just watched him, breath­ing heav­i­ly as he kept De­rik’s head still. His cock pul­sat­ed in­side the tight ring of the thief’s mouth.

De­rik whim­pered around it, feel­ing the last of his cum drib­bling hot­ly down his in­ner thighs. A surge of em­bar­rass­ment filled him, both from his shame and his or­gasm.

The baron pulled him clos­er, keep­ing the hard­ness in his mouth. De­rik rose slight­ly to meet him. He won­dered what was hap­pen­ing un­til the throb­bing length of the cock pressed firm­ly into the val­ley of his breasts. With­out re­al­ly think­ing, De­rik re­leased the mas­sive balls and clutched his own breasts, thumbs on his sen­si­tive nip­ples. His small­er shaft surged again, adding a bit more to his panties. He pushed his mounds to­geth­er, wrap­ping them around the baron’s cock.

The baron moaned with ap­proval, thrust­ing up into his mouth. The baron re­leased his head as De­rik rocked his body against the baron, slid­ing the slicked shaft in the chan­nel of his breasts. The cock head swelled even more, flood­ing his mouth with a thick tor­rent of juices that he had to swal­low con­stant­ly to avoid drown­ing. He swal­lowed and stroked.

To his sur­prise, the baron eased his cock head from De­rik’s mouth. De­rik opened with hunger, con­fu­sion and tears on his face, but he kept slid­ing up and down, fuck­ing the baron with his breasts.

The baron moaned with plea­sure and leaned into De­rik.

De­rik stroked hard­er and faster, soak­ing his cleav­age with the baron’s lu­bri­ca­tion.

Breath com­ing hard and fast, he pumped the baron to an or­gasm. He was un­pre­pared when the baron ac­tu­al­ly came. In­stant­ly, the shaft swelled up to al­most dou­ble its width and seemed to grow even longer, then there was a hot, sear­ing splash of liq­uid that plas­tered De­rik’s throat, chin, and face. He caught a bit in his mouth, the same tangy taste as his own, but there was a musk to the fla­vor that made him re­al­ize there was a dif­fer­ence be­tween him and real man.

Rivers of cum oozed down De­rik’s face as he stared up with sur­prise. A sec­ond blast nev­er came, just a sin­gle one with the vol­ume of a pitch­er, splat­ter­ing his face and soak­ing his chest in­stant­ly. He re­leased his breast and held up a hand, star­ing at the white cum that oozed down his wrist.

With­out think­ing, he brought it to his mouth, suck­ing on his fin­gers and prop­er­ly tast­ing the baron. Hot and tangy with an in­tense fla­vor of man on it. He cleaned two fin­gers, then blushed with the re­al­iza­tion of what he was do­ing.

Above him, the gi­ant moaned with plea­sure. “I can see why Madre liked you.”

De­rik flushed hot­ly as he stared up again. The baron’s cum oozed down his stom­ach, soak­ing his panties and mix­ing the two men’s cum to­geth­er. De­rik pressed one hand be­tween his legs, hold­ing his throb­bing cock in place as he found him­self star­ing at the blue eye of the baron. “I-I—”

The baron chuck­led. “You might want to learn how to speak though.”

“S-Sor­ry, lord.”

He laughed and ran a thumb along De­rik’s jaw, ig­nor­ing the cum that soaked his face. “You can speak, Black­bird. I was afraid that Teri-cat fright­ened the words from you too.”

He glanced over, and De­rik fol­lowed the gaze. With a rush, the world just re­turned to him and he found him­self look­ing at Teri, star­ing in shock with her mouth agape. One hand stroked hard and fast be­tween her legs as she leaned against the wall, her eyes riv­et­ed on De­rik. He could see her in­ner thighs glis­ten­ing with her juices, drib­bling down even as his own cum soaked his.

“I think she likes you too.”

De­rik blinked and used his oth­er hand to wipe the cum from his face. His eyes slow­ly scanned around the room, look­ing at the women who stared at him with sur­prise, shock, and more than a lit­tle lust.

The baron chuck­led him­self. “I’ve nev­er seen them this speech­less.”

His eyes turned back to De­rik and his gaze burned De­rik’s skin. Look­ing up, he blushed again as he stared into that sin­gle mem­o­riz­ing eye. “You must be rather spe­cial, Black­bird.”

De­rik couldn’t speak, caught by his gaze. The baron hooked his chin and pulled him up into a stand­ing po­si­tion.

De­rik obeyed silent­ly, one hand pressed against his crotch and the oth­er hang­ing limply. He whim­pered soft­ly, his body shiv­er­ing at the touch. He had been used and soaked. Some­how, he was also more ex­cit­ed than any oth­er time of his life.

“I’d like to find out why.”

The words broke his plea­sure. “W-What?”

“Take off your clothes, I want to fuck you prop­er­ly,” he said with a throaty growl.

“I-I… you can’t, you just came!”

He laughed loud­ly.

“Came? That was fore­play! And this,” he reached down to wrap his meaty fin­gers around his cum-soaked shaft, “is now prop­er­ly lu­bri­cat­ed.”

De­rik let out a long whim­per that turned into an un­wit­ting moan.

The baron leaned for­ward. “Come on, I want to feel you from the in­side.”

His words filled De­rik’s ears and he stared in shock. His fin­gers curled tight­ly in his crotch, try­ing to find some way to es­cape his fate.

“Go on,” com­mand­ed the baron.

Fuck, thought De­rik. He shrugged off his robe, let­ting it spill to the ground. Black and cov­ered in seed, it looked like a slash of a mud­dy pool. Blush­ing hot­ly, he stood al­most naked in front of the baron who just nod­ded in ap­proval.

Turn­ing around, he start­ed to push down his panties. De­rik’s mind fu­ri­ous­ly flew in all di­rec­tions, prepar­ing for the guards and spears but un­able to do any­thing but obey the gi­ant man’s or­der. His fin­gers trem­bled as he looked in the crowds for Madre, but the old­er woman wasn’t vis­i­ble.

De­spair fill­ing him, he reached into to pull his shaft from be­tween his legs and bend­ing over slight­ly to push his panties down to his knees.

The baron cleared his throat. “Madre spanked you?”

Look­ing over his shoul­der, De­rik nod­ded in si­lence. The baron had a strange look on his face as he reached out, stroking his palm against De­rik’s ten­der and still red ass. The thief could feel the heat still there as the baron stroked it.

“Change of idea, I nev­er could re­sist fuck­ing a prop­er­ly red­dened ass.”

He nod­ded to­ward the near­est pil­lar. Slip­ping out of his panties, De­rik fol­lowed with one hand cov­er­ing his cock and walked to the pil­lar. The baron reached out to stroke his hair, pulling it into a long tail of black and gen­tly pushed De­rik against the pil­lar. De­rik gasped and plant­ed one hand against the cool stone, lean­ing for­ward and ex­pos­ing his red ass to the baron.

Look­ing over his shoul­der, he could see the cum-slicked shaft bob­bing as the baron stood be­hind him, po­si­tioned for only one thing. De­rik swal­lowed, his anus clench­ing tight­ly, and his fin­gers grip­ping his own shaft tight­ly.

He watched as the baron stroked a fin­ger down his spine, trail­ing along the marked tat­too that Hime left on him. De­rik arched his back, the elec­tric con­nec­tion of the baron and him send­ing more plea­sure through his body and bring­ing his aching cock back to life. He gasped as the baron’s fin­ger ran down the crack of his ass, slip­ping through cheeks lu­bri­cat­ed with De­rik’s own cum.

“Al­ready wet, I see.”

The fin­ger dipped low­er and De­rik clutched his balls tight­ly, hop­ing the baron wouldn’t find them. At the last sec­ond, the baron just brought his fin­ger back up to press against the tight open­ing of his anal ring. De­rik gasped, look­ing for­ward to the in­trud­er slid­ing in.

“And loose enough for me.”

The baron spoke in a rum­ble, hun­gry and lust­ful.

Two hands clamped over his hips and held him still. He could imag­ine the cock lin­ing up, aim­ing for his most pri­vate of open­ings, but noth­ing could pre­pare him for the feel­ing of that slick, round­ed head press­ing against the crack of his ass.

He let out a long, drawn-out moan as the baron nes­tled the tip of his thick cock into the line of De­rik’s ass. He could feel the hot, soaked spear press­ing against his ass­hole, the pres­sure build­ing up with every pass­ing heart­beat. Shak­ing his head, he re­al­ized there was no es­cape and shook his head.

“No, no,” he whis­pered, half to him­self, but the baron just held his hips tight­ly and pushed for­ward. De­rik’s whis­pers turned into an­oth­er moan as he was stretched open, the ring re­sist­ing with all his might as the cock head eased its way into him.

Lust burned through De­rik’s body as his cock swelled in his palm. His anal ring part­ed un­der­neath the thick mem­ber, screw­ing up even as he tried to bear down. Every iota of his fo­cus grew on that feel­ing of it stretch­ing, stretch­ing, stretch­ing.

The baron’s cock pushed hard­er into De­rik’s tiny lit­tle ass, forc­ing it open as the head con­tin­ued to vi­o­late the ring, stretch­ing it open.

Just as he thought he would snap, the ring of his open­ing reached the crest of the baron’s cock. The head lodged it­self into his ass and he let out a shud­der­ing gasp that turned into a moan as his ass­hole sealed around the flared ridge of his baron’s glans.

“Oh, Brid­get…”

The baron chuck­led at De­rik’s whis­pered prayer.

De­rik blushed hot­ly as he re­al­ized whose name he called. But then his world re­turned to the cock eas­ing into him. The cum-slicked shaft be­gan a slow, ir­re­sistible slide into his rec­tum.

He gasped and sobbed from the in­ten­si­ty of plea­sure. His ass­hole stretched around the throb­bing mem­ber, and his in­ner sheath tight­ened around the baron’s mem­ber. Hot and hard, it pierced him and he shud­dered with the feel­ing. His cock surged, splat­ter­ing his palm with juices as he tried to es­cape it, tried to pull away. But the baron’s hands, tight around his hips, pulled him back, im­pal­ing him on the largest cock he had ever known.

His rec­tum stretched around the thick mem­ber as the baron leaned into him, im­pal­ing him even fur­ther. The thick wedge of the head plunged deeply, fill­ing him more than he could im­age. Hot tears of plea­sure ran down De­rik’s cheek as he slid fur­ther back on the hot trunk of a cock fill­ing him.

Shak­ing from the pow­er, he let out an­oth­er shud­der­ing breath as the baron grunt­ed loud­er, dri­ving his cock into De­rik. It slid a hand span in, stuff­ing him to the brim. De­rik could feel the cum soak­ing his in­sides as the baron sank into him. Trem­bling, he stretched out his low­er hand to press against his stom­ach, feel­ing some­thing deep and hard shift­ing in his bow­els.

When the baron had half of his cock stuffed into De­rik’s tight ass, the rouge start­ed to whim­per. He whis­pered to no one, beg­ging and pray­ing. “Please, no more, no more, no more—”

But every whis­per, the baron just drove in deep­er, a slow pow­er­ful im­pal­ing that con­sumed De­rik’s sens­es. Every ridge brought a new wave of plea­sure as the baron buried him­self.

Just as the pres­sure of his in­sides reached their lim­it and his breath came in la­bored pants, the baron bot­tomed out in­side De­rik. De­rik gasped, strug­gling from breath as he tried to com­pre­hend the pow­er­ful hard­ness buried in­side him. Every move­ment seemed to be a plea­sur­able agony, sear­ing with in­ten­si­ty and leav­ing him yearn­ing for more.

The baron breathed deeply as he held his throb­bing shaft in­side De­rik, his hands hold­ing him in place as De­rik squirmed on the pole. He tried to re­lax, but the cock im­pal­ing him was too thick and too hard. Every­thing sent a pang of plea­sure cours­ing through his body, and he moaned al­most deliri­ous­ly.

“Now, my lit­tle black­bird, you might scream.”

That was his only warn­ing as the baron’s hand tight­ened painful­ly on his hips and the baron pulled his cock out.

De­rik let out a low, gut­tur­al moan with every stroke of the im­mense cock.

When the baron pulled al­most com­plete­ly out, De­rik couldn’t help but feel  hol­low. To his re­lief, the empti­ness was short-lived as the baron paused for a sin­gle heart­beat with only his head in, then slammed for­ward, dri­ving his slicked shaft deep into De­rik.

This time, De­rik let out a scream of plea­sure. His body spasmed, as­sault­ed by the feel­ing of the pole pen­e­trat­ing him, but he was help­less as the baron drew out and slammed it back in, slap­ping his hips against De­rik’s tanned ass.

Hard and pow­er­ful, the baron pumped into De­rik, open­ing him fur­ther than any toy ever had and dri­ving the im­mense cock down the tight­ly stretched sheath of his pas­sage. De­rik’s head reeled with the storm of his body re­port­ing un­ex­pect­ed plea­sures, the rapid pow­er of the baron and the com­plete con­trol he had over De­rik’s body. He was help­less and rav­aged, beat­en into sub­mis­sion by the hard shaft that drove in and out, slap­ping with hard blows against his ten­der ass.

De­rik gasped and whim­pered, cry­ing as the baron slid out of him and gasp­ing when he was filled once again. His body shook with every blow, and he clung to the pil­lar with his cracked fin­ger­nails. Tears ran down his cheeks, but he didn’t know if it was from the pain, the plea­sure, or the hu­mil­i­a­tion. It didn’t mat­ter any more as he drove back, push­ing against every thrust as he tried to take in more of the im­mense shaft dom­i­nat­ing him.

Then, be­tween the pow­er­ful thrusts that left him breath­less, the baron’s hand slid around his hips and worked their way to­ward De­rik’s crotch.

Des­per­ate, De­rik re­leased his cock, his hand drip­ping with his cum and slapped it against the baron’s hand, pin­ning it in place. The baron just held on tighter, in­creas­ing his speed that he drove into De­rik.

De­rik’s body burned with plea­sure. His cock, nip­ples, and ass seemed con­nect­ed by a sin­gle flar­ing line of ec­sta­sy. As the baron drove for­ward, he could feel it in the breasts that Hime gave him. Every time the base of that im­mense shaft nes­tled into the crack of his ass, his cock would squeeze out more cum to drib­ble down his length. He want­ed to scream out, to thrash around, but he was taut­ly stretched in an or­gasm that would nev­er end.

The baron’s oth­er hand slid around his hips, mov­ing with every thrust. He could imag­ine the baron try­ing to slide his fin­gers into a pussy he didn’t have and find­ing an spurt­ing cock in­stead. He whim­pered, his eyes tight­ly closed as he count­ed the mil­lime­ters of the fin­gers as it reached for his man­hood. The baron, un­aware of his ter­ror, con­tin­ued to dri­ve for­ward, plung­ing in and out un­til De­rik could feel the slurp­ing of pre-cum as it vi­o­lat­ed his in­sides.

Two cen­time­ters.

A pow­er­ful thrust forced De­rik to step for­ward, one leg brac­ing against the ground. It curved his ass more so the sec­ond one drove even deep­er, find­ing some new place to pound plea­sure into his body. He came hard, splat­ter­ing the wall with his or­gasm.

One cen­time­ter.

He was al­most caught, and he couldn’t stop com­ing. Hot and flushed, his fin­ger­nails dug into the baron’s oth­er hand, hold­ing him tight­ly as he screamed out from the plea­sure that had beat­en him into sub­mis­sion. He strained for one more or­gasm be­fore his se­cret was re­vealed.

The baron’s fin­gers plunged be­tween his legs and De­rik had the most pow­er­ful or­gasm of his life. It grabbed him up by the sens­es and shook him vi­o­lent­ly, his en­tire vi­sion and hear­ing turn­ing into a field of white sta­t­ic as he spasmed tighter and hard­er than he ever thought pos­si­ble. As it slammed into him, he couldn’t even feel his body and wailed out at that sin­gle mo­ment of loss.

He came too af­ter only a few sec­onds, but to his sur­prise, the baron’s cock con­tin­ued to pound into him, fuck­ing him hard and fast as the thick mem­ber swelled in­side him. He gasped, con­fused and dazed, as the baron reached up to grab his hair. His back arched as the baron be­gan to pound even hard­er, thrust­ing his cock so hard into De­rik the thief thought his hips would break. With every stroke, the pres­sure in­creased on his cock. It took him a a dazed mo­ment to re­al­ized the source; some­one had swal­lowed him whole to pro­tect him from the barons’ fin­gers. He re­leased the baron’s hand and clutched down, run­ning his fin­gers through Sher­rel’s hair as the baron re­dou­bled his speed.

Wet and slurp­ing, his en­tire world fo­cused on that im­mense shaft dri­ving into him with end­less strength and pow­er. He want­ed it deep­er, want­ed to feel it tear­ing him open as his or­gasm con­tin­ued to pump seed into Sher­rel’s mouth. Clutch­ing her hair tight­ly and pulled back by the hand that held his hair, he or­gasmed again and again.

He reached his very lim­it and went be­yond it, a crack form­ing in his mind as he went numb from over­loaded ec­sta­sy.

In that sin­gle change, the baron came in­side him. A sin­gle hard burst that flood­ed his in­sides with at least a liter of cum. His guts swell as the baron drove hard into him and held the vi­brat­ing, silken steel shaft deep in­side De­rik’s body. Soon, the thief’s in­sides were cramped with ag­o­niz­ing plea­sure.

Pant­i­ng heav­i­ly, the baron pulled De­rik back away from the wall, grind­ing the shaft deep in­side the small­er man’s rec­tum. His breath was hot and sweaty, but hap­py, as he rum­bled into De­rik’s ear.

“Wel­come to the harem, Black­bird.”

De­rik spasmed again, then moaned piti­ful­ly as the baron with­drew. The cock slid out, leav­ing him with a feel­ing of re­morse and empti­ness. Be­hind it came a slosh­ing of cum pour­ing down his legs, but De­rik didn’t have the strength to stand any­more. He slow­ly col­lapsed for­ward, bend­ing over Sher­rel who guid­ed him to the ground.

He didn’t care if any­one knew if he was male.

He didn’t care if the guards would come.

De­rik was dom­i­nat­ed by the baron’s cock.

Above him, in a world spin­ning away, he heard the baron turn­ing away. “Who’s next?”

De­rik let out a soft sob, try­ing to re­lease the sens­es that vi­brat­ed be­yond his abil­i­ty com­pre­hend them. He couldn’t imag­ine how much cum poured out of his gap­ing ass. He could only shake vi­o­lent­ly and clutch Sher­rel for com­fort as it emp­tied out of his aching body.

She cooed to him, stroking his hair. “Now, my dear Dora, you are tru­ly the baron’s woman. You were beau­ti­ful, so beau­ti­ful, Black­bird.”
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        The pow­er­ful or­gasm crashed into him, the af­ter­glow suck­ing the strength from him. As the baron walked away, he just curled up on the ground, cum pour­ing out of his ass and his body shak­ing.

Sher­rel held him un­til the baron called for her and she had to leave.

Alone, he didn’t get up. A sob caught in his throat at the emp­ty void that had grown in­side his heart. The pow­er of the or­gasm blew away his sens­es, and he mind had shat­tered from the in­ten­si­ty. Tears, hot and salty, coat­ed his cheeks as he re­mained in place.

He found his strength some time lat­er and man­aged to stag­ger to his feet. Over at the pile of pil­lows, the baron fucked Sher­rel and Teri, his fin­gers buried in both of them while two oth­er girls sucked on his cock.

De­rik tried to smile, but couldn’t find the en­er­gy. In­stead, he grabbed his robe, slipped it on, and fled to the dark­ness of the mas­sage room. Just to wait out the night from the baron, he told him­self.

De­rik felt alone, so ter­ri­bly alone. Tears kept pour­ing down his cheeks, but he was help­less to stop them. Clutch­ing him­self tighter, he sat near the cool pond and just wait­ed, rock­ing back and forth as he tried to sort through the storm of emo­tions drag­ging him into some pit. Un­der­neath, he could feel lust burn­ing for the baron, a hunger to feel filled once again. The wet drib­bling from his gap­ing sphinc­ter didn’t help. It was a ter­ri­ble con­trast of de­spair and hunger, and he sobbed as if torn in half.

Hop­ing that sleep would help, he curled up on one of the padded ta­bles and closed his eyes, pray­ing for dark­ness.

“Dora, are you okay?”

Sher­rel’s voice rang out in the dark­ened mas­sage room.

De­rik, his face wet with tears, sobbed and held his legs tight­ly to his chest. He couldn’t see the en­trance from where he sat, nes­tled be­hind one of the wa­ter­falls in the back, but he could hear her mov­ing. He couldn’t re­mem­ber when he moved, but the gnaw­ing emo­tions still burned in­side him. He tried to shift fur­ther away from her voice but Sher­rel brought the lights up with a wave of her hand over the mag­i­cal rune.

Warm light, or­ange and sub­dued, filled the room, and he whim­pered, clutch­ing him­self even tighter. Every­thing was wrong, a ter­ri­ble feel­ing deep in­side the pit of his stom­ach. Shiv­er­ing from the cool wa­ter he sat next to, he closed his eyes and prayed that Sher­rel would go away.

“Dora? De­rik?”

She moved clos­er. He could hear her padding across the room, cir­cling around as she looked un­der the ta­bles.

He shiv­ered again, then fought back a sob as a wave of de­spair filled him.

Then, he couldn’t hear her. Only the pat­ter­ing of wa­ter splash­ing down and the shiv­er­ing of his body. He cracked one eye open to see Sher­rel stick­ing her head through the wa­ter. It cas­cad­ed around her neck and poured down her shoul­ders, soak­ing the flow­ered robe that hung on her curves. He could see her nip­ples through the fab­ric, but it was those soft eyes that he couldn’t stand. Clos­ing his eyes tight­ly, he whis­pered sharply. “Go away.”

She laughed, “You know I won’t.”

He shiv­ered and turned his head away. The wa­ter soaked his body, plas­ter­ing Madre’s robe to his skin, but he didn’t want to leave.

“Come on, you haven’t been out of here in two days.”

Dark­ness rose up in his thoughts and he tight­ened his arms un­til his joints creaked. “That long? I thought it was just a….” His voice trailed off as he re­mem­bered the long hours of cry­ing in the dark.

“Yes, you were hid­ing in here and Madre has been in a meet­ing with the baron all day. Oth­er­wise, it would be her in here. Ac­tu­al­ly,” she paused sad­ly, “she should have been there as soon as the baron pulled out of you, but she was fight­ing with Nightin­gale.”

He said noth­ing, his jaw tight­en­ing at the guilt that cut his heart.

Sher­rel sighed and crawled into the pond, set­tling down next to him and wrap­ping her soft arms around them.

He want­ed to dive into her arms, but he couldn’t find the en­er­gy.

“This hap­pens every time, you know.”

He didn’t want to lis­ten, but she whis­pered in his ear. “The first time the baron fucks a girl. They get de­pressed and with­draw. I cried for four days.”

De­rik let out a shud­der­ing breath, but said noth­ing.

“We usu­al­ly give them some time alone and keep an eye so they don’t do any­thing stu­pid. But it gets bet­ter, it al­ways gets bet­ter.”

“W-Why didn’t any­one tell me?”

“It makes it worse when you know about it. A lot worse. And I nev­er ex­pect­ed you to ac­tu­al­ly fuck the baron like that.”

She stroked his long black hair, pulling a few wa­ter-logged strands away. Her hands brought his chin up to kiss him light­ly on the lips. Her voice was soft and sub­dued. “Madre says the baron drains life force when he comes. An en­er­gy trans­fer. That is why he has so many girls. It isn’t be­cause of ego, it’s to keep us healthy.”

De­rik sniffed and trem­bled. Even as he with­drew into him­self, he lis­tened to Sher­rel.

“You feel numb, don’t you?”

He nod­ded.

“Kind of a de­spair in your pit, gnaw­ing away at your in­sides?”

An­oth­er nod.

“Fear?”

He nod­ded again.

“A des­per­ate urge to give me head?”

He looked up sur­prised and Sher­rel gig­gled.

Blush­ing, he ducked his head back against his chest but Sher­rel slipped an arm around him, wrap­ping her­self around his neck and hold­ing him tight.

Her large breasts ground against his own and he shiv­ered at the sen­sa­tion. She stroked his head. “Still want him in­side you?”

He sup­pressed a moan at the thought. “Oh yes. I want him so much. But, I’m so scared now. I’ve nev­er been like this be­fore.”

“It will pass, Dora. It al­ways pass­es.”

“It hurts, not my ass but… my heart hurts,” he whis­pered into her neck.

“I know, I’ve been there. Teri bawled like a baby for two days be­fore Madre de­cid­ed she was milk­ing it and spanked her ass sil­ly. They say the only per­son who nev­er did this was Madre. Some­thing about be­ing a mage, I guess. Shields, what­ev­er they are.”

“I-I’m not a mage.”

She laughed and kissed him again. “No, you aren’t. You are some­thing spe­cial.”

He blinked at the wa­ter cling­ing to his eye­lash­es. “I’m a bad man.”

She shook her head, “No, you aren’t.”

“Y-Yes, I am. I did some­thing ter­ri­ble.”

Sher­rel sighed soft­ly and pushed the hair from his face. “I know.”

Shocked, he stared at her. Ice ran in his veins. “Y-You know?”

“I know you did some­thing. I don’t know what but I think Madre can sense it too. You have a se­cret, a very deep se­cret.”

“I-I can’t tell you.”

She smiled sad­ly. “I wish you would.”

“W-Why?”

She cocked her head as she ad­mired him. He shiv­ered and looked away again. She leaned against him, arms still wrapped around his neck. “Be­cause, it hurts you. I don’t like when some­one hurts in­side. You know, I was there when my fa­ther gave me to the baron as part of a deal. For a while, I saw him grow­ing more bit­ter with every day, he made the de­ci­sion months be­fore but couldn’t tell me. And it gnawed him out from the in­side.”

De­rik froze as Sher­rel con­tin­ued.

“I was so an­gry at him con­vinced I was noth­ing but prop­er­ty to him. His own daugh­ter, third born but still. If he told me first, maybe I wouldn’t have been so an­gry. If he just was hon­est with me, maybe I would have will­ing­ly gone to the baron. It was that night, that very first night, that the baron took me in his bed. It was a dif­fi­cult night, even with my three hand­maids also pleas­ing him.”

Her voice got soft­er as she re­mem­bered, “He was so big, and I was a vir­gin then, a princess. That’s what he calls me here, his Princess. Like he called you Black­bird and Teri is his cat.”

“D-Does that mean I have a new name?”

“Only if you want it. Nightin­gale took the name he gave her, but I didn’t. I liked Sher­rel, it was the name my late moth­er gave me.”

“W-What hap­pened?”

Sher­rel said noth­ing for a long mo­ment, and they both lis­tened to the wa­ter splat­ter­ing down on them. He re­al­ized she was cry­ing, but he couldn’t roust him­self from his de­spair to with­draw his ques­tion and com­fort her.

She an­swered him in her soft, sad voice. “They died. Fa­ther, moth­er, my sis­ters and broth­ers. The baron lent his mil­i­tary force, but Papa in­sist­ed on lead­ing. It was a slaugh­ter.”

“I’m… sor­ry.”

She squeezed him. “The baron once told me that he knew it would fail. He said he knew that my fa­ther’s king­dom couldn’t last, and every one of us was go­ing to die.”

De­rik sobbed, try­ing to imag­ine it.

Sher­rel squeezed him tight­ly. “I was the one he saved. It wasn’t only sex, he had enough tro­phies and girls for that, but it was the only way to save some­one from my fa­ther’s pride.”

“W-What about his troops?”

“The baron trained very good men. Not to men­tion the mag­i­cal­ly bred war dogs. How­ev­er, he wouldn’t let my papa split them apart, his army took very few ca­su­al­ties, but they couldn’t be every­where at once. It just took one wrong move, and the palace was un­de­fend­ed.”

She sniffed and wiped the wa­ter from her face. “He was right, you know. Papa was a proud man, he fought to the last man, woman, and child to save his king­dom. The amount of dri­ve it takes to carve some­thing out of there–It’s scary but it blinds you.”

He lis­tened to her words, star­ing out into the dim­ly lit mas­sage room. His own thoughts were dark and mo­rose, but he couldn’t imag­ine that came from any­where but his own guilt and de­spair.

“They sent an as­sas­sin af­ter me, the next year. Clean­ing up loose ends, they said. It was dur­ing one of the baron’s pic­nics. Twen­ty girls, fucked al­most con­stant­ly over a week right in the mid­dle of the pret­ti­est glade you have ever seen. The baron was hav­ing his way with me on the edge of a pond, just the two of us.”

“What hap­pened?” He didn’t want to ask, but he couldn’t stop her.

“The as­sas­sin came in and tried to buy my life. A thou­sand marks to kill me. The baron just laughed and killed him. Broke the man’s arm, then his back. He was so pow­er­ful, he al­most glowed in the day­light. Then he kept me close to him for the rest of the day. It was a scary time, but around him, I feel safe.”

“I-I… he hurt me.”

She hugged him again. “Yes, but next time it won’t be so bad. I think the en­tire harem or­gasmed when he en­tered you. It was so hot I al­most didn’t catch him to do my lit­tle part. And I can’t be­lieve you man­aged to hide your­self when he fucked you that hard.”

“I guess.”

“And you haven’t thanked me yet.”

De­rik said noth­ing.

Some­one called out in the oth­er room and Sher­rel cocked her head. A frown flick­ered across her face. “Madre is mak­ing an an­nounce­ment.”

“I don’t want to go.”

“Yes, but when she calls the harem and you don’t show up, your ass will burn for a week.”

Shiv­er­ing, he let her pull him from the wa­ter­fall and into the room. The drenched robes were plas­tered to him, but they only had a few sec­onds to tow­el dry be­fore en­ter­ing the main room.

As soon as they re­turned to the main room, he no­ticed the cold air around him.

Madre stood in the front, with red-rimmed eyes and a dark ex­pres­sion on her face.

A cold shiv­er ran down his spine.

She was look­ing right at the mas­sage room, not mov­ing her eyes away from the open­ing.

“I have a-an an­nounce­ment,” her voice broke as she spoke. The room si­lenced as they stared at her, wait­ing.

De­rik’s de­spair rose from his gut just see­ing Madre.

There was a sor­row around her as she stepped a bit to the side. “Night… Night…” She sniffed and wiped the tears from her face. “Nightin­gale is no longer with the harem.”

A rip­ple of shock filled the room.

Madre waved her hand for si­lence but it was ob­vi­ous she was fight­ing back the tears. “You all know what she did to Dora, but that was just one of many things. S-She had a chance to go to the baron, but she de­cid­ed to han­dle it on her own.”

She sniffed again. Tears ran down her cheeks. She scratched one of her scars and De­rik saw blood ooz­ing from the wound. “Ter­ri­ble things were said when I brought her be­fore the baron. She asked to leave, de­mand­ed ac­tu­al­ly. Hamel made a de… de­ci­sion and…”

Her voice trailed off as she strug­gled to speak.

“… and, she goes on sale tonight.”

Every­one else in the room fo­cused their at­ten­tion on him and their gaze caused his skin to squirm.

Madre shook her head curt­ly. “No! This isn’t about Dora. This is about Nightin­gale and me. I-I am Madre, and even for the on… only woman I loved, there has to be rules. And she broke that rule so many times. She had the chance, she al­ways had the chance to re­port Dora di­rect­ly to the baron.”

Teri spoke up soft­ly, her voice echo­ing in the room. “What about Dora? Does the baron know?”

“He doesn’t know any­thing new. Dora is still one of our girls and will be for as long as I can make it so.”

Teri, Sher­rel, and De­rik all breathed a sigh of re­lief.

De­rik watched Madre as she looked at him. At the sight of those sor­row-filled eyes, his heart lurched and he looked away, tears in his own eyes. Madre look away her­self be­fore speak­ing. “I love Nightin­gale and… and…” she took a deep breath, “I need some time alone.”

With­out look­ing back, she left the room.

De­rik stared at her, tears on his own face and dark­ness fill­ing his heart. “Fuck.”

Sher­rel hugged him. “It isn’t your fault, she was an­gry.”

“If I wasn’t here, this would have nev­er hap­pened.”

“Prob­a­bly, but Nightin­gale made her choice, and the baron made his. Madre made her choice, and you made yours. We all made a choice. I haven’t re­gret­ted a sin­gle day since you came to be one of my sis­ters.”

De­rik sighed sad­ly, the claws of guilt clutch­ing his heart. He turned away from the room. Stop­ping, he reached over and kissed Sher­rel on the lips. “Thank you for sav­ing me.”

She turned to watch him head­ing back to the mas­sage room.

“I’ll be back. You can’t hide for­ev­er.”

He stopped at the door, feel­ing the de­spair rag­ing in­side him but some­how know­ing where it came from helped a lit­tle. He smiled the best he could, even if he didn’t feel it yet. “Then I’ll thank you for sav­ing me again.”

And he re­turned to the dark­ness of the mas­sage room.
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        It took him three more days to shed the de­spair that filled him. How­ev­er, know­ing his en­er­gy was drained gave him strength to fight it.

Even Teri showed sur­pris­ing com­pas­sion, sit­ting with him as he sobbed. She told him sto­ries of her own first time which oc­ca­sion­al­ly made him smile. Her tale of Madre spank­ing her re­mind­ed him that Madre took care of her own. She also de­scribed his own fuck­ing by the baron in graph­ic de­tail. That brought a dif­fer­ent emo­tion to the fore and a blush to his cheeks. When she apol­o­gized for not telling him, he broke down again and be­gan to sob. She just held him un­til the tears stopped com­ing.

Fi­nal­ly, he need­ed to move. The guilt for what hap­pened with Nightin­gale still hung over him, but he couldn’t avoid the world for­ev­er.

Stag­ger­ing out of the mas­sage room, he stared at the sleep­ing women. Above him, the morn­ing light streamed in through the win­dow. They would be sleep­ing for hours more but he an­swered his own call­ing. Step­ping over the sprawl of bod­ies, he made his way to the bath­rooms be­fore head­ing to Madre’s room.

At the door, he held up his hand and knocked.

“Go the fuck away!” came an an­gry voice in­side.

He knocked again, shiv­er­ing as he clutched the black robe around his body.

“Madre, I want—”

“I said fuck off!”

The door shud­dered as some­thing pow­er­ful hit it, and he saw a flash of light from around the cracks.

He sighed and turned away. He walked down the hall to Madre’s room, a walk he had tak­en sev­er­al times now. At the cor­ner, he leaned against the cor­ner and stared out across the sleep­ing room. He looked up and whis­pered to the ceil­ing. “Brid­get?”

He didn’t know why he called out the god. Some­how, know­ing that even a mi­nor god watched out for him gave him a com­fort and Brid­get seemed as good as any oth­er.

“What do I do?”

Nat­u­ral­ly, he didn’t get an an­swer. He chuck­led dry­ly to him­self and leaned against the cor­ner, let­ting the sharp tiles dig into his hand. “Fuck, why can’t the gods just give clear an­swers?”

He glanced down the hall at Madre’s room. He said noth­ing as the world passed on by for a few more min­utes, then he sighed. Let­ting his hand trail along the tile, he re­turned to the main room.

Find­ing Teri and Sher­rel, he slipped off the robe and cud­dled into them.

Teri opened one eye, “Back?”

He nod­ded and smiled.

She wrapped her arms around him, hold­ing him tight. “Good, I missed you.”

Sher­rel held him from the oth­er side. “We both missed you.” She kissed him on the ear.

De­rik smiled and kissed them both be­fore they drift­ed back to sleep. Just as Sher­rel dozed off, she whis­pered some­thing that woke him up. “If Madre would get out of her room, we would all be hap­py.”

He gasped, “She’s been in her room all that time?”

“Yep, five days,” came the sleepy re­sponse, “drink­ing her­self in a stu­por and cry­ing when she thinks we can’t hear her.”

Hear­ing those words, any de­sire to sleep fled away. In­stead he stared up the ven­ti­la­tion shaft and the sky­light, let­ting his mind wan­der. He could imag­ine the Eye of Hamel above him, laugh­ing its crys­talline sym­me­try off at his mis­for­tune.

A pres­sure re­leased from his heart and the dark­ness evap­o­rat­ed, leav­ing him at peace for the first time in days. Not enough for him to blurt out a con­fes­sion, but some­thing lift­ed. He also re­al­ized that he was wor­ried about Madre. There were two loss­es that night in the harem.

An hour passed as he just watched the ceil­ing. Then, he looked up at a strange sound. It was sob­bing, but mut­ed. Cu­ri­ous, he slipped to his feet.

Teri moaned and clutched for him, but De­rik slid Sher­rel’s arms into hers, and the two women pulled each oth­er to­geth­er.

He padded care­ful­ly around the room wear­ing noth­ing but his thong. The sounds came from Madre’s room. Whis­per qui­et, he re­mained as silent as pos­si­ble un­til he could press his ear to the door.

In­side, he heard the clink of bot­tles and an­oth­er stran­gled sob. He leaned against the door, rest­ing his fore­head as the guilt rose up. His bare feet only made a whis­per of noise as he head­ed back down the hall. He made it just past the cor­ner when he stopped. Look­ing back, he heard an­oth­er sob com­ing from Madre. Shak­ing his head, he made up his mind. “She bet­ter be worth it. This is a fuck­ing stu­pid idea.”

Reach­ing up, he gath­ered up long black hair and knot­ted it once. It would be a bitch to un­rav­el, but he guessed he need­ed it tight. Turn­ing around, he head­ed back down the hall. His feet scuffed against the ground un­til he stopped by the door.

“Go the fuck away!” came through the door.

“Madre, I’m com­ing in.”

“I’ll burn your ass so go the hells away!”

Tak­ing a deep breath, De­rik dis­obeyed her and threw open the door.

He saw the flash of en­er­gy of a spell burst­ing out from the bed. Kick­ing off the door frame, he launched him­self into the dark­ness of the room and into a roll that brought him near the tub. The spell im­pact­ed the door with a shud­der and a burst of fire, but he was deep in the room, blind­ed by the dark­ness.

Spin­ning up to his feet, he laid out the room in his mind just like it was one of his jobs. His bare feet al­most slipped on scat­tered pa­pers and bumped up against a bot­tle. He man­aged to get to his feet be­fore the sec­ond spell went off, scream­ing through the air. He ducked down, snatched up the bot­tle, and threw it with all his might. It tum­bled through the air, shat­ter­ing as it hit her bolt of force. In the mere sec­ond he had, De­rik launched him­self across the room, grab­bing a bot­tle he spot­ted in the light from the door and throw­ing it be­fore him.

Madre’s third spell caught the bot­tle, but he man­aged to jump through the shards of glass to land heav­i­ly on her body, pin­ning her clum­si­ly.

“Get off me, you bas­tard!”

Her en­tire body ig­nit­ed with flames as she grabbed him.

He gulped as she squeezed his arms tight­ly us­ing su­per­nat­ur­al strength and threw him straight up into the air. Blind, he des­per­ate­ly flipped in the air, catch­ing the ceil­ing with his toes. As grav­i­ty took hold of him, he kicked him­self off and brought his hands down in an at­tack of his own.

He saw Madre’s glow­ing hands, reach­ing up with some ter­ri­ble spell, and he prayed he wouldn’t miss.

The sound of his slap cracked the very air.

The si­lence that fol­lowed was deaf­en­ing.

Madre’s breath blast­ed across his face as her body flick­ered with anger. He could feel her body, naked and cov­ered with sweat. She trem­bled with bare­ly con­trolled rage.

“What, in name of the Sev­en Gods, did you just do?” she growled.

De­rik’s body came to a rest, and his hair plas­tered it­self to his back. Look­ing down, he could feel him­self strad­dling Madre’s body like a lover. One hand caught her wrist, but he could feel her al­ready twist­ing for free­dom. His oth­er palm stung from his slap and he had no doubt Madre’s face also stung.

He had to calm his own shud­der­ing breath be­fore he could speak. “I slapped you. Why?”

She moved with blind­ing speed. Twist­ing her wrist out of his grip, he saw her hand flare up to a bril­liant white. Then his world ex­plod­ed in pain as she slapped him back. The force of the blow threw him off the bed and across the room; his back slammed against the cab­i­net with her toys. Slid­ing down, he groaned and shook his head to clear it. Look­ing up, he watched the out­line of her body as she stag­gered out of the bed. Her body ig­nit­ed into light to re­veal her naked­ness.

Her voice was strong and mur­der­ous as she walked to­ward him. “What gives you the right, De­rik?”

He stag­gered to his feet, pant­i­ng from his ef­forts. His hand cracked open the door to the cab­i­net, fum­bling around for any­thing use­ful. To cov­er up the sounds from her mag­i­cal hear­ing, he spoke loud­ly. “You are Madre.”

“So!?”

“Aren’t you sup­posed to be the strong bitch here?”

She didn’t say any­thing, but De­rik kept on talk­ing, speak­ing in far more anger than he felt. He need­ed the noise to drown out his fum­bling in the clos­et. “Why didn’t you tell me about that damn drain? Why the fuck didn’t you stop him? You knew damn well I was in the mas­sage room all this time. You knew what was hap­pen­ing to me. And where were you? You were cow­er­ing in your room.”

“I lost my Nightin­gale!”

Her voice shook the room as she used pow­er be­hind her scream. Her pres­ence slammed into him, crush­ing him against the wood.

A pair of lock­ing cuffs caught un­der­neath his fin­gers. An idea blos­somed in his thoughts. It was stu­pid and fool­ish, but why not go with his strengths? He took a breath to calm him­self, watch­ing as Madre cir­cled around him.

“If it wasn’t for Sher­rel and Teri, I’d still be sob­bing in that room. Damn it, why the hell didn’t you tell me that the baron is a vam­pire?”

“I do care, damn it! And he isn’t a vam­pire! He’s a—”

She paused but he snatched on her phrase and raised his voice to drown out the clink­ing of the cuffs. “He’s a what? What kind of man drains the life out of every per­son he fucks!? What if I did some­thing stu­pid?”

“You wouldn’t un­der­stand.”

“Why not? For a man who tells the truth, he sure as hell has a lot of them him­self.”

Madre stepped for­ward. The light around her grew brighter. She snarled, “I think you bet­ter shut up now.”

De­rik planned out his move­ments even as he stam­mered for the words. “Or what? Sell me? Throw me in prison? Damn it, you’re sup­pose to take care of me.”

“Then why won’t you tell me your damn se­cret!?”

He froze, the guilt slash­ing through him.

He saw Madre mov­ing, the halo of her body blur­ring as she at­tacked. He al­most missed it, but he man­aged to bring his hand up, spin­ning and duck­ing into her blow as he grabbed her wrist. She twist­ed it, but this time he held on as he flipped over. To his sur­prise, he man­aged to get the cuff locked over her wrist as he hit the ground.

Her foot flashed as she went to kick him and he jumped up, twist­ing fran­ti­cal­ly to latch the cuff to her oth­er wrist.

He missed as he heard the flag­stone of her of­fice crack from the blow.

She spun around, drag­ging him, and he lashed out again, des­per­ate­ly thank­ful when he heard the cuffs latch to her oth­er wrist. There was a brief scream of rage, then a dull thud as Madre hit the ground, breasts first and arms bound be­hind her back. He slumped to the ground next to her, pant­i­ng hard.

Madre’s eyes flashed as she glared at him. “You are so fuck­ing dead.”

He sighed, fight­ing back the sob of de­spair that rushed in­side of him. “Damn it, Madre, lis­ten. Those girls need you. I need you. I need­ed you.”

She froze, but he could feel her glare burn­ing his skin.

“Damn it, it wasn’t sup­pose to be like this. I wasn’t sup­pose to want it. I mean, that baron gave me the best fuck­ing or­gasm I’ve had in my en­tire life. A man!? Even the de­spair, all I could think about was fuck­ing him. I want it, craved it, but hell, I feared it too. He ripped out my damn heart and left a gap­ing hole in there.”

Her shoul­ders slump.

“Damn it, I re­al­ly need­ed you, Madre.”

“I-I,” her voice brimmed with anger, but it cracked, “I’m sor­ry.”

“You should be.”

“Damn it, you’re right. I should have been there for you. Okay!? I’m sor­ry!”

He groaned, “This is all wrong. I shouldn’t be here, I’m just a th—”

De­rik froze in mid-word. He swal­lowed be­fore cor­rect­ing him­self quick­ly.

“—a guy hid­ing in a harem from Rick. Now, I’m be­com­ing rather fond of you and the girls, which makes me do stu­pid things like at­tack Madre when she’s drink­ing her­self into a stu­por.”

“And the baron?”

His body heat­ed up at the thought. “Ex­cept for the life-suck­ing cock—which for some fucked up rea­son I still want in­side me—he seems like a nice guy.”

Madre let out a short laugh. “Wel­come to my world. Now let me go.”

He glanced around the room. He no­ticed a shad­ow of some­one stand­ing out­side of the door, and an evil thought crossed his head. Smil­ing in the dark­ness, he shook his head slow­ly. “One more thing.”

“What?” came the wary re­sponse.

“You didn’t do your job, did you?”

“I said I’m sor­ry. Now let me go.”

He leaned for­ward. “So, just call it five?”

She froze and the world seemed to plunge into si­lence.

The air grew tense and tight.

His heart pound­ed in his chest as he stared at her, watch­ing the bat­tle aura grow­ing brighter along her body. In the light of her spell, he could see her twist­ing in her bounds; he had no doubt that his sec­onds were num­bered be­fore they snapped.

Then, Madre spoke in a very de­lib­er­ate voice, promis­ing pain on his very soul. “Don’t you dare.”

He swal­lowed at the ter­ror ris­ing in­side him, but he spoke any­ways. “You are also hold­ing se­crets about the baron, de­spite all that hon­esty crap. Why don’t we call that ten more?”

“I will break that ass of yours. I will fuck you so hard that your spine will snap!”

“And not be­ing there when I was drained by the life-suck­ing cock? An­oth­er ten? Frankly you could have done a lot more.” He was ter­ri­fied and play­ful at the same time.

She said noth­ing, but her glare could strip off paint off the walls. He heard the met­al twist­ing as she flexed her spell-fu­eled strength into break­ing free.

“And, one more thing, mak­ing me like the baron’s cock. Oh, that’s worth twen­ty. Okay, ten, Teri says I’m a slut any­ways.”

“You touch me and you won’t walk for a week.”

Her voice was hard and bru­tal, threat­en­ing every­thing from pain to death. He thought about it, his cock ris­ing up to the oc­ca­sion.

He chuck­led de­spite the fact death breathed on his neck. “Sor­ry, Madre, but I think it will be worth it. Thir­ty-five it is.”

His hand came down hard and the slap against her naked rear rang out across the room.

He got to twelve be­fore she snapped her cuffs.

He al­most made it to thir­teen be­fore she pinned him rough­ly against the ground. Be­fore he could move, she flipped him over her own lap and be­gan to beat his ass.

It was worth it.

Even if he could bare­ly walk af­ter.
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        De­rik moaned around the ball gag and closed his eyes as his body jerked for­ward. He fo­cused on the feel­ing of the large, smooth strap-on plung­ing deep into his ass and the slap of Madre’s hips against his still-smart­ing cheeks. Her hand cracked down, and he jerked for­ward again, this time from the plea­sure and pain mix­ing in the caul­dron of his loins.

As she with­drew, slid­ing the thick hard­ness from his body, he smiled around his gag and opened his eyes again. His wrists, cuffed to the rail­ing above Madre’s head­board, twist­ed so he could stare at his fin­ger­nails. Fresh­ly paint­ed, trimmed, and sparkling, they were still wet from where Madre fin­ished paint­ing them only a few min­utes be­fore. In the twelve days that passed, they fi­nal­ly healed enough to be shaped and paint­ed. He smiled as he stared at the white cres­cents and deep sap­phire col­or. He would blow on them to dry, but the gag in his mouth pre­vent­ed every­thing but the moan es­cap­ing his throat.

Madre slammed for­ward, and he closed his eyes, an­tic­i­pat­ing the slap against his ass. Her hand im­pact­ed against his right cheek again, re­dou­bling the heat­ed pain and plea­sure as the thick dil­do sank to the hilt in­side him.

He moaned again, a long shud­der­ing one of ec­sta­sy, and his cock bobbed against her soaked blan­kets.

She grunt­ed and plant­ed her hands on his hips, yank­ing out and dri­ving into him as she switched to hard, pow­er­ful strokes that sent bolts of plea­sure burst­ing in­side him and his head bump­ing up against the head­board.

He twist­ed his wrists to keep from mar­ring the fresh paint on his nails.

As the thick­ness plunged in and out, fuck­ing him al­most as deep as the baron, he wait­ed for the next smack against his red ass. It nev­er came, only the rapid pump­ing of Madre reach­ing her own or­gasm. He pushed back against the head­board, us­ing his el­bows, to let her plunge deep­er into it, to feel the fric­tion of his more than will­ing body around her strap-on. Her breath came out in grunts with the first signs of an or­gasm; tiny re­leas­es of her mag­ic set the hairs on his neck on end. He closed his eyes tight­ly as she gave him two, then three hard pumps, then buried her­self com­plete­ly in him, pin­ning the thick pres­sure as she swept through her or­gasm.

Pinned against the wall and a rub­ber cock, he mar­veled how much he en­joyed his po­si­tion. It wasn’t the baron’s, which he need­ed so bad­ly he dreamed of it, but he would nev­er turn it down. His place in the world was on the bed, be­neath Madre’s body with his ass im­paled.

Pant­i­ng, Madre plas­tered her­self against his back, her sweaty breasts rub­bing against his shoul­der-blades. She gasped as she spoke curt­ly but with a voice filled with an af­ter­glow of an or­gasm. “And that was two thou­sand swats over twelve days.”

Her hips rocked slight­ly and he grunt­ed, un­able to speak around the rub­ber ball in his mouth. Her fin­gers worked the strap, and he gasped as she eased it out of his jaw. “And, Dora, what did we learn?”

De­rik moaned soft­ly, push­ing back on the cock. “Spank faster?”

When she grabbed his hair and pulled back, he gasped. Her hand came down, this time flar­ing with mag­ic. En­er­gy rip­ple shot through his body. The elec­tric shock sent him over an­oth­er edge of an or­gasm. He groaned with plea­sure, squeez­ing his in­ner mus­cles around her strap-on as he splat­tered her sheets once again with his seed.

Madre raised her hand and a sear­ing light glowed from her fin­ger­tips. He could feel the mag­ic pool­ing in her palm.

He gasped in the feel­ings of help­less­ness and ter­ror. He cried out quick­ly, “I don’t ever spank Madre!”

The sec­ond mag­i­cal blow didn’t come and she re­leased his hair.

He leaned for­ward, feel­ing the strands of his hair slip­ping through her fin­gers.

“Good. Even if I do some­thing wrong?”

De­rik said noth­ing, think­ing about the feel of his hand against her ass and also the thou­sands of swats he got since. His cock, de­spite his re­lease just sec­onds be­fore, twitched and drooled more cum into her blan­kets.

She pulled his hair again. “I said,” she growled, “even if I do some­thing wrong?”

He spoke soft­ly, half moan­ing as he spoke. “I won’t do it again,” she start­ed to re­lease his hair, but he kept on speak­ing, “un­less I think its im­por­tant. Then, you can and will tan my ass even more.”

For a sec­ond, he thought she was go­ing to smack him again, but she just let the hair slip from her fin­gers. “Fair enough. Next time, it will be two hun­dred spank­ings for every time you do it, and I won’t spread it out over a week.”

She pushed against his hips, with­draw­ing her cock, and leav­ing him with the feel­ing of empti­ness.

He slumped to the bed, ig­nor­ing the squelch of his own cum that plas­tered it­self to his stom­ach. Sat­ed, he just smiled and looked up to his dry­ing nails.

“Are they done?” asked Madre.

“I think so, but kind of hard to check.”

“You should know by now how long it takes.”

He thought back to the time she fucked him and nod­ded.

She reached over to re­lease his cuffs and he sat up, smear­ing his juices but still star­ing at his nails. “Thank you for fix­ing them.”

Madre at on the edge of the bed, sweaty but smil­ing her­self. “It was the best I could do. They’ll grow over the next week and I’ll re­shape them.”

He smiled to her. “Thank you.”

“I guess,” she glanced away, “I should thank you also. I didn’t re­al­ize how much I was with­draw­ing un­til you came in.”

Her head snapped back to stare at him, “But! That doesn’t mean you have per­mis­sion to lay your hand on my ass again.”

He gig­gled, then froze at the sound of it.

Madre smirked and held out her hand. “Come, you need to get cleaned up, we are do­ing some­thing dif­fer­ent to­day.”

“Is that why I’m up at sev­en in the morn­ing?”

“Yes.”

She drew him into the bath, and he was re­liv­ed to find out his nails were dry as they washed each oth­er. Lat­er, sit­ting at her desk, he leaned for­ward as she brushed out his hair.

“What made you come in here? It seems rather bold for you.”

De­rik sighed and closed his eyes. “I… I had a lot of rea­sons, I guess.”

“Such as?”

“My moth­er and Nightin­gale.”

She froze in mid-stroke. “Nightin­gale?”

“I-I nev­er re­al­ized you loved her that much.”

Madre sighed and con­tin­ued brush­ing his hair. “It’s dif­fi­cult be­ing Madre. I can’t have fa­vorites oth­er­wise the girls com­plain. But, when I was just Rachi…” She sniffed. “…I was so much in love with Gale. Nei­ther of us dat­ed or went out be­cause we had each oth­er and the baron. I didn’t need any­thing else. If I knew what would change when I be­came Madre, I may have nev­er done it.”

She set a brush to his hair and he leaned into her to en­joy the stroke of the bris­tles and the soft­ness of her breath on his bare skin. A tear formed in his eyes at the thought of Madre’s loss, try­ing to un­der­stand how much that could have hurt. “Why did you?”

“Be­come Madre?”

“Yes.”

“The baron asked me to. I was the first to re­al­ly un­der­stood what he was do­ing to the girls. I could help that first time af­ter they ride his shaft. That ‘life-suck­ing cock’ as you put it.”

“What is it?”

She hes­i­tat­ed, but fin­ished her brush­ing be­fore an­swer­ing De­rik. “It isn’t my sto­ry, Dora, and I don’t ex­act­ly know. But, I trust you to nev­er tell any­one about it. He isn’t a dan­ger to any­one as long as we are here, but it is his se­cret. If it gets out, many peo­ple will be hurt.”

“But, it hurt me al­ready.”

“Yes, it al­ways does the first time.”

“Not for you.”

“No, even for me. I just hid it bet­ter than oth­ers. And I had my Nightin­gale. But now, you are his woman. Next time,” she paused as she set down the brush and picked up the long blue cord he used for braid­ing, “next time, it will feel like he’s fuck­ing your body and your mind. Its an or­gasm you will nev­er for­get.”

He shift­ed at the thought, his body still crav­ing that hard­ness in­side him. His man­hood rose at the mem­o­ry and she chuck­led.

“I can feel you think­ing about him, that speed­ing of your heart and the heat com­ing off your body.”

He sighed him­self, rap­ping his head on the desk. “Why do I want him so bad­ly?”

“Be­cause you be­long here and to him, body and mind.”

As she braid­ed his hair in his now fa­vorite style: a com­pli­cat­ed five strand that in­te­grat­ed the cord as the sixth and al­ways made him feel like it was part of some mag­i­cal spell.

He smiled and re­mained still, lis­ten­ing to the palace and her body. “Why your moth­er?”

He jumped as she asked her hes­i­tant ques­tion. He closed his eyes as a dag­ger seemed to spear his heart. “She drank her­self into Obliv­ion.”

“I’m sor­ry. How old were you?”

The mem­o­ries were still painful, but he man­aged to speak about them. “I last saw her when I was five, just over twen­ty years ago, and a few months be­fore she was killed.”

Madre’s hands fal­tered, “I thought she drank her­self to death.”

New tears ran down his cheeks. “No, I said to Obliv­ion not to death. S-She was killed by a guard.”

“I don’t un­der­stand.”

“She was a whore on the south side of the town. Drank away the mon­ey her pimp let her keep. I had to steal to find enough food to eat. But, she drank too much one day and passed out at the Bug­gered Uni­corn. She woke up long enough to make a deal with a mage, a Di­men­sion­al-some­thing, when he de­cid­ed to pay for one more use of her body. She nev­er came back.”

Madre’s hands fell away as De­rik spoke in a mo­not­o­ne. He heard her gasp and speak through her hand. “Sev­en Gods!”

“He used her to open the rift to Obliv­ion. Twen­ty years ago, when the de­mon in­va­sion came pour­ing into the city. I didn’t find out un­til I was ten, when I met the cap­tain of the guards who fi­nal­ly killed her and sealed the gate.”

He sniffed, re­mem­ber­ing the pain of that sec­ond mem­o­ry, of a black-haired thief sit­ting in cuffs on the edge of a chair and lis­ten­ing to the cap­tain tear­ful­ly apol­o­giz­ing.

“Oh, De­rik!”

Her arms wrapped around him tight­ly, hold­ing him as she pressed her head against him. He pushed back the mem­o­ry of it, only let­ting a few tears roll down his cheeks as Madre held him.

He cracked and let out a sob, fight­ing it every way, but soon he could let the mem­o­ry fade again. Sniff­ing, he wiped the tears from his face. “Af­ter that, I be­came a prop­er th—”

He start­ed to cor­rect him­self but Madre in­ter­rupt­ed him. “A thief?”

De­rik froze, his heart pound­ing. He tried to think of a thou­sand things to say, but he just nod­ded. “Yes.”

Madre leaned back, turn­ing his head to face her. “Did you steal any­thing here?”

“I haven’t tak­en any­thing from the palace.”

It was truth but not the full truth. He thought about the burn­ing sap­phire orb above the main room, then pushed his thoughts away from that also.

Madre’s lips tight­ened and he cringed, wait­ing for her to call the guards.

“Were you go­ing to?”

He sighed, turn­ing away from her as shame burned on his cheeks. He spoke be­fore he could think about it. “Yes.”

In­side, he screamed out at rage, at him­self for speak­ing and for every­thing that led up to that mo­ment. He found new tears, but it was that hand on his chin that forced him to look back at Madre. He stared into her brown eyes and saw tears shim­mer­ing in them.

“Why didn’t you?”

It was a low, al­most whis­pered ques­tion. He strug­gled with his an­swer, open­ing his mouth then clos­ing it. He tried to look away again, but Madre held his chin in place, her eyes bor­ing into his very soul.

“I-I,” he swal­lowed hard, “I’m hap­py here. Hap­pi­er than I ever been. I-I,” the tears were burn­ing down his cheek, “I want to stay.”

Madre’s eyes flick­ered as she fo­cused on him.

He sniffed, wait­ing for the guards or for him to at­tack him.

“What?”

“Huh?”

“What were you go­ing to steal?”

Pan­ic rose up in­side him and he clamped his mouth shut.

Madre, lis­ten­ing to his heart as she al­ways did, sighed. “Don’t keep this a se­cret, Dora. Just let it out.”

He came with­in half a heart­beat of con­fess­ing. Then, he flung him­self away, rip­ping his chin from her fin­gers. “I-I don’t want to go.”

His chest hurt from the tight­ness that squeezed him. Hot tears splashed down on the desk as he trem­bled.

Madre said noth­ing then she hugged him again sight­ly. “Some­day, Dora. Just tell me be­fore its too late.”

“I-I’m sor­ry.”

“I know, but thank you for be­ing this hon­est.”

He was shocked that she didn’t call the guards.

Af­ter a tight hug, she re­turned to his hair, braid­ing it in si­lence. He re­mained still, fight­ing with a storm of emo­tions and mem­o­ries that her ques­tions brought up. It hurt to think about his moth­er, but those mem­o­ries had fad­ed over the years, worn smooth with time. In­stead, he just thought about the Eye of Hamel and be­rat­ed him­self for not telling Madre. He even opened his mouth once to tell her, then closed it out of cow­ardice.

Work­ing him­self into a deep funk, he jumped when Madre fin­ished and set a box on the desk in front of him. It was wrapped in brown pa­per and had his name neat­ly writ­ten on the top.

“What is this?”

Madre chuck­led and sat on the edge of the desk. “Many peo­ple call it a present.”

He looked up, stunned. “What for?”

“Many things, I guess: be­com­ing the baron’s woman, pulling me from my sor­row, be­ing hon­est with me. Turn­ing every­one on?”

“Oh,” as he spoke with a grow­ing blush.

Madre chuck­led and stroked her fin­gers along them. “You blush so pret­ty. It’s nice you do it so of­ten. Now open your present.”

Still shocked, he reached over and del­i­cate­ly opened the pack­age, care­ful of his nails. The pa­per tore loud­ly as he pulled it off. The box was in­laid with gold trim and made of pol­ished wood. Gasp­ing, he ran his fin­gers over the smooth sur­face. “It’s beau­ti­ful.”

She smiled and ges­tured. “Open it.”

Fin­gers trem­bling, he worked the latch and opened it up to find a pair of sap­phire shoes in­side. Gasp­ing, he stared at them nes­tled into the black vel­vet. They had short heels, maybe three or four cen­time­ters, but the tiny row of sap­phires that ran along the edge to the nar­row tip stole his breath away.

He sobbed with sur­prise, de­light, and con­fu­sion.

Madre chuck­led and reached out, tak­ing one out and hold­ing it with her fin­gers. “I’ve nev­er giv­en a girl her first pair of shoes, but af­ter see­ing you move, I think these would be per­fect for you.”

“I… I… I don’t know what to say.”

She an­swered by set­ting an­oth­er box down in front of him.

He gaped at her un­til she ges­tured for him to open it. This one was also stored in pol­ished wood, but with a dif­fer­ent col­or and sym­bol on the seal. Shak­ing, he worked the latch and pushed it open. It took him a mo­ment to re­al­ize he was look­ing at a dress of the purest dark blue he had ever seen. It was shim­mer­ing and soft on his fin­gers, as sen­su­al as his silk un­der­wear. Tears ran down his cheeks as he stroked against it. “I can’t.”

“Fun­ny, I don’t re­call ask­ing you.”

He just stared up at her, tears on his cheeks.

Madre slid off the edge of the desk and stood up. Pulling him to his feet, she said, “Come on, we need to teach you how to walk like a woman be­fore we go shop­ping.”

“S-Shop­ping?”

Madre grinned, “Yes, I need new boots and you need to get out.”

He stam­mered as she pulled him into the cen­ter of the room.

She helped him slip on his first pair of heels and stand up. It was in­tense, a feel­ing of stand­ing high­er, but also his feet per­fect­ly fit­ting into the silken sheath of the shoes.

He shiv­ered at the sen­sa­tions and at the feel­ing of the backs of his legs tight­en­ing. His calves tight­ened like springs as he bal­anced on them, us­ing his ac­ro­bat­ic train­ing to find his cen­ter de­spite the change in pos­ture.

Firm­ly, Madre walked him through cross­ing the room, guid­ing and hold­ing him un­til he could bal­ance. It only took two tries be­fore he could move with­out help. Then, she worked on the sway of his hips and the bob of his move­ments. Wear­ing noth­ing but the shoes, his man­hood stood up straight and drooled pre-cum with every step.

Soon, Madre gave her ap­proval. “You are very aware of your body, Dora. I didn’t think you’d pick it up so fast.”

He cir­cled the room, feel­ing very sexy as he grew com­fort­able with mov­ing. In many ways, it wasn’t that dif­fer­ent from the stilts he used for a while as a clown to get a few sil­vers. “I got this idea when I saw you bounc­ing off the ceil­ing. I knew this one bat­tle mage, the class vic­tor ac­tu­al­ly, who fought in heels and you moved like her. That was the nas­ti­est fight I ever had; bitch took me out with a pow­ered jump and a flam­ing fist to the head. Shift your weight a bit more, there, that’s good. And, damn, Hime did a great job with you. With a dress and you tucked back, I bet no one could tell you were any­thing oth­er than a woman.”

He blushed hot­ly as he came to a stop. His legs trem­bled only slight­ly but he could feel his juices drib­bling down the side of shaft and his thighs.

Madre caught sight of them and sighed play­ful­ly. “You get wet­ter than any girl I know though.”

“Sor­ry.”

“Don’t be. Now, get out of the heels, time to get you into your dress.”

His dress. It sent a tiny thrill through his loins as he slipped out of the shoes, al­most sad to part with them. When Madre pulled out more clothes, the pass­ing fad­ed as he stared at a new pair of un­der­wear, a black thong that looked very snug. It wasn’t un­til she pulled out the corset that he re­al­ized he had a des­per­ate ache in his balls.

Madre chuck­led.

“Go on, mas­tur­bate, but clean up with a rag, we don’t have time for me to fuck you again if you try to lick it up.”

He did so, a quick and hard or­gasm against her sheets be­fore he re­turned.

Madre helped him slip on the thong, tuck­ing back his cock and balls into place and set­tling the fab­ric over his hips. He pant­ed at the feel­ing of be­ing de­light­ful­ly ex­posed while still be­ing held firm­ly. The line of fab­ric up his ass sent a tiny shiv­er up his spine as she cir­cled him.

“I hate that priest­ess some days. Well I don’t, but I do, you know what I mean. Bitch did every­thing right and I have no doubt I’m not go­ing to hear the end of it.”

“Is she com­ing back, Madre?”

Madre nod­ded. “Yes, she cashed in her fa­vor yes­ter­day. The baron agreed to re­place For­bis with her and to main­tain the marks on his harem. In­clud­ing yours.”

“Just for me?”

Chuck­ling, Madre pat­ted him be­fore wrap­ping the corset around his chest and un­der­neath his breasts. “Not en­tire­ly you. The baron pays good mon­ey for car­ing for his harem and her church needs the mon­ey. There aren’t a lot of cross-dressers, you know.”

“Oh.”

She gave his ass a play­ful spank, send­ing an­oth­er bolt of plea­sure cours­ing through his sys­tem as her palm con­nect­ed to the red cheek. He moaned, but she snatched her hand away. “Bet­ter not turn you on any­more, I’d have to call in Teri and Sher­rel to drain you, and they aren’t ready to see you yet.”

The corset was tight, with its many straps. It held his chest in, mak­ing breath­ing a bit un­com­fort­able. How­ev­er, when he looked in the mir­ror at his breasts cupped in the corset, he was stunned at his ap­peared. “I-I’m beau­ti­ful?”

“You will be,” came the cheer­ful re­ply.

Fin­ish­ing up the lac­ing, Madre helped him slip the dress over his head, snug­gling into place. It clung to his body, hug­ging his hips and reach­ing down to his mid-shin. Two slits ran up both sides, stop­ping only inch­es from the curve of his waist. Un­der­neath, black satin trimmed the edge so he could see tan­ta­liz­ing glimpses of his thigh as he turned around. His corset, with the same satin trim, peeked out of the front of the dress, giv­ing him a deep cleav­age and breasts that ached to be touched. The sleeves were short, but also trimmed in the same black. His waist looked tiny in the mir­ror, and he was stunned at his own ap­pear­ance.

Madre stepped back and nod­ded again in ap­proval. “Hold on.”

Open­ing her door, she called to Teri.

A few sec­onds lat­er, Teri ran to the door, then stopped just in­side it, her mouth open­ing in sur­prise. “Holy fuck­ing gods!”

“Teri!”

Gulp­ing, Teri stared at De­rik and he blushed even hot­ter at the sight of her lust­ful gaze. Turn­ing around slow­ly, he looked at her through lid­ded eyes, hold­ing his hands against the fab­ric that still sent tiny shiv­ers through his body.

Nei­ther said any­thing for a long time be­fore Madre cleared her throat.

Teri jumped and looked sheep­ish. “Sor­ry, Madre.”

“You are bet­ter at make­up—”

De­rik let out a soft whim­per.

“—and would you please put some on Dora? We are go­ing out.”

Teri, still sur­prised, came up to Dora and sat her down in front of the mir­ror.

As soon as Madre be­gan to dress her­self, Teri leaned for­ward and whis­pered in De­rik’s ear. “I want to fuck you so hard right now.”

Her hand slid into the slit of the dress, stroking a fin­ger along the thong and send­ing a hun­gry moan to erupt from De­rik’s lips.

Across the room, Madre snapped out. “Teri! No mo­lest­ing her. Just do her make­up.”

Snatch­ing her hand from De­rik’s wet crotch, she gig­gled and pulled out a daz­zling ar­ray of make­up. He lost him­self in her com­mands as she ap­plies eye col­or and lip­stick, mas­cara and even blush. De­rik strug­gled with his im­age of the woman be­ing dolled up in the mir­ror to the mem­o­ry of his life be­fore the harem.

Fi­nal­ly, he was ready. Stand­ing in his heels and look­ing every inch a woman, he couldn’t tear his eyes away from the mir­ror.

Teri leaned against the bed, one hand pressed against her pussy as she watched.

Madre smiled warm­ly and took De­rik’s arm, peel­ing him away from the mir­ror. “Come on, I need new boots.”

She was also beau­ti­ful, but De­rik kept try­ing to look at him­self in the mir­ror as she pulled him out of her room.
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        Af­ter an em­bar­rass­ing round of ap­plause, whis­tles, and cat­calls walk­ing through the harem, De­rik fol­lowed Madre out of the harem with a hot blush on his cheeks. Head­ing down the hall to the exit, he heard his new heels tap­ping against the tile, a pat­tern of move­ment that made him want to sway with the mo­tions. He did and Madre pat­ted his arm ap­prov­ing­ly.

“Just re­lax and don’t rush it.”

He nod­ded and closed his lips. They tast­ed dif­fer­ent­ly, but he could still re­mem­ber the sight of his own paint­ed lips, a deep blue that was strik­ing as the blue and black that adorn his body. How­ev­er, he wasn’t ex­pect­ing his move­ments to rub his sen­si­tive nip­ples against the edge of the corset. Every move­ment sent plea­sur­able tin­gles along his shape-shift­ed breasts and down be­tween his legs.

By the time they walked out the front door of the palace, he could al­ready feel a damp­ness be­tween his legs. Out­side, in the sun­light that he hadn’t seen in a long time, he stared at the el­e­gant car­riage await­ing them. Two guards, with­out ar­mor but wear­ing heavy shirts and pants with the baron’s sym­bol, stood on ei­ther side of the car­riage door.

De­rik blushed even hot­ter as he fol­lowed Madre down. One of the guards opened the door. Madre hopped in eas­i­ly, but De­rik sud­den­ly pan­icked when he al­most lost his bal­ance. His hand reached out for the door han­dle, know­ing he would miss it. To his sur­prise, his fin­gers wrapped around some­one’s hand and he used it for bal­ance. Look­ing up, he found him­self hold­ing hands with one of the guards. His pierc­ing green eyes ad­mired De­rik and De­rik’s stom­ach twist­ed with strange emo­tions. Un­bid­den, a heat grew on his cheeks as he held the hand of the guard.

“Uh… thank you.”

He gave De­rik a lit­tle bow and held up his hand to help him into the car­riage. Cling­ing the han­dle, De­rik slipped into the leather-bound cush­ion. The green eyes burned against his skin as the guard shut the door and Madre let out a chuck­le.

“It re­al­ly doesn’t take much, does it?”

“What?”

He blushed hot­ly at Madre’s smirk. “Oh, noth­ing.”

The car­riage jerked and then head­ed down the paved road lead­ing to the palace. De­rik watched it mov­ing out the win­dow, but every time he glanced at Madre, she was smirk­ing. He quick­ly turned back to the win­dow.

“You are very pret­ty, Dora.”

“T-Thank you.”

He turned back to the win­dow, watch­ing places he had nev­er seen from the ground. He’d only seen the palace grounds rom views on top of build­ings, as he planned out his heist. Now, he was wear­ing a dress with damp thighs and be­ing rid­den out in a car­riage.

Life was strange.

The palace grounds lead into the es­tates of the rich, then into the mer­chant ar­eas of the city. He spot­ted fa­mil­iar stores and beg­gars and let a smile lift his spir­its.

“Um, where are we go­ing?”

“Has­ton’s Leath­ery, it’s a small place…”

As she spoke, De­rik thought back to the store. He stole from it, one of his ear­li­er jobs. It was for a set of leather tooled belts, but it was one of his first jobs as a thief. He chuck­led, re­liv­ing how he fum­bled through it, then thought to the oth­er stores in town.

With a flash, he re­mem­bered one of Wen­di’s fa­vorites. It was a small, tiny-look­ing leather shop at the end of an al­ley right on the edge of the mer­chant dis­trict. He didn’t know why, but she al­ways dragged him there. He once stole a pair of gloves for her and she gave him one of the longest blowjobs in his life for it.

“Um, what about Tiv’s?”

“Tiv’s? I’m not fa­mil­iar with that.”

“It’s off Gold­en Swan, right next to Mar­ble Court. It’s in,” he paused for a sec­ond, “at the end of an al­ley.”

Madre quirked an eye­brow.

“An al­ley?”

“Yeah,” he blushed hot­ly, “but it has boots that you’ll like. With all the lac­ing. And Wen… a friend I know likes it.”

Madre hummed, but she leaned out the win­dow to give the di­rec­tions. When she came back, she sat back her­self and watched De­rik.

He blushed hot­ly and fid­dled with his hands for the long min­utes it took to reach the small shop.

As he left the car­riage, he was sur­prised when the guard held out his hand for De­rik. He took it grate­ful­ly, but frowned at the blush that burned his skin as he did so. Set­tling in his heels, he walked del­i­cate­ly across the cob­ble­stones and ges­tured down the al­ley. Madre didn’t seem con­vinced and ges­tured for the guard to go first. He did and De­rik let out a tiny sigh of re­lief when the green eyes no longer watched him.

“This is a very strange place for a boot shop, Dora.”

“It has, um, a lot more things. She liked it a lot, back… then…”

His voice trailed off and he looked away to hide his dis­com­fort.

Madre stepped next to him and slid her arm around his waist. De­rik jumped, but she just smiled up at him. “Re­lax. No one is go­ing to bite you.”

“I-I know, Madre, it’s just I feel so ex­posed.”

Madre chuck­led, “It’s the thong.”

De­rik man­aged to for­get that tiny strip of dark­ness that held in his dick, but at men­tion of it, he in­stant­ly be­came hor­ri­bly aware of how ex­posed he was un­der the dress. He gulped as his cheeks burned once again.

Madre chuck­led. “You are easy, Dora, you know that?”

“S-Sor­ry.”

“Don’t ever be.”

The guard stood out­side the al­ley and gave Madre a nod.

She tugged De­rik, and to­geth­er they walked down the al­ley.

As they stepped off the street, De­rik caught sight of a few men star­ing with more than a lit­tle lust at them. He blushed even hot­ter when he re­al­ized it was his body they were un­dress­ing. At the plain door that De­rik re­mem­bered well, they stopped.

Madre cocked her head as her eyes un­fo­cused for just a sec­ond. Then a slow smile stretched across her lips. “How did you find this, Dora?”

“Um, a friend.”

“Re­al­ly.” It wasn’t a ques­tion nor did Madre wait as she rapped on the door and stepped in­side.

The guard with the green eyes turned at the en­trance and pressed his back against the wall.

De­rik blushed look­ing at him and fol­lowed Madre.

Mem­o­ries of Tiv slammed into De­rik as he stepped over the thresh­old. The smell of aged leather, warm and com­fort­ing, sur­round­ed him as he en­tered the shad­owed store. From floor to ceil­ing, hun­dreds of shelves brimmed with leather-work of all types.

Madre stood just in­side the door, look­ing around with part­ed lips and an ex­pres­sion of joy. “Oh, Dora, it’s per­fect!”

The man who ran the store, a re­tired fight­er cov­ered in scars, looked up from his tools and watched as Madre pushed past some leather coats and cloaks and head­ed straight for the vast ar­ray of boots that lined the back wall.

She let out a tiny coo­ing noise as she found them, her fin­gers trail­ing along the seams.

De­rik turned away from the pro­pri­etor, not want­i­ng to be rec­og­nized from his time with Wen­di. Idly, he played with a pair of gloves that re­sem­bled the same ones he stole a year be­fore.

As he wait­ed, he heard Madre let out a gasp. “Oh, these are more than per­fect!”

He glanced over to see Madre hold­ing up two pairs of boots, one was pink leather and dis­tinct­ly cute while the oth­er looked ex­act­ly like a pair he pulled off her feet just the night be­fore.

“Broth­er? Can you give me some­thing in this style, but with this en­chant­ment?”

De­rik froze at the strange ad­dress. A cold sparkle dripped down his spine as he turned to watch the store­keep­er join Madre.

“But, of course, sis­ter. Do you want this ex­act­ly one? I have a stronger set, let’s see, this pair here.”

“Oh, those would be even bet­ter. But I pre­fer the cross-stitch, they last longer. And I love this lac­ing.”

“Of course, my sis­ter. With your fig­ure, I would high­ly—”

De­rik’s hand be­gan to shake as he re­al­ized he’d made a ter­ri­ble mis­take. This wasn’t a tiny store for ex­pen­sive leather boots. It was a hid­den store for mages. He gulped and care­ful­ly set down a pair of bracelets he was in­spect­ing, sud­den­ly thank­ful that he wasn’t struck deaf, blind, and dumb for his thiev­ery. He also fi­nal­ly re­al­ized why Wen­di fucked him for a day sol­id af­ter he gave those gloves to her. And then wore them pret­ty much every day since.

The tiny, quaint leather shop be­came claus­tro­pho­bic with his re­al­iza­tion. Gasp­ing for breath, he made his way to the door and fled for the sun­light out­side.

“Some­thing wrong?”

De­rik jumped, then guilty looked over at the guard out­side. “Oh! No, I’m just not re­al­ly into leather.”

He chuck­led, “You nev­er can tell. To me, you seem very del­i­cate to be into all that.”

Some­how, the way the guard spoke sent a pow­er­ful heat ris­ing in De­rik’s body. He be­came in­stant­ly aware of the pierc­ing gaze and its ef­fect on his hard­en­ing nip­ples. Look­ing away, he took a deep breath as he found a sud­den rise of emo­tions.

Then froze sol­id as he saw three peo­ple en­ter one end of the al­ley. There was no way to for­get how Wen­di walked, the way she pur­pose­ful­ly head­ed to­ward Tiv’s with her two mas­sive broth­ers in tow.

De­rik swal­lowed and spoke with­out think­ing. “Oh, fuck.”

“Some­thing wrong?”

The guard’s tone turned hard and De­rik looked around to see his hand on his sword.

Stam­mer­ing, De­rik held up his hands. “Oh, no, no! Its, um, I know her.”

“A threat?”

Only to me, De­rik thought. In­stead, he shook his head. “No, no, s-she and I don’t like each oth­er. I-I need to get out of here.”

The guard looked around, then ges­tured with his head down the oth­er end of the al­ley.

Sweat­ing, De­rik stepped off the stone that marked Tiv’s and hur­ried down the al­ley. To his sur­prise, De­rik heard the guard fol­low­ing him. To­geth­er, they fol­lowed the al­ley un­til it came out to a wider street lined with stores. Pant­i­ng, De­rik glanced back to see Wen­di had paused at the door of Tiv’s. She was watch­ing him.

Squeak­ing with sur­prise, he stepped out of sight. See­ing a few looks di­rect­ed at him, he forced him­self to slow down and walk along the store fronts.

The guard fol­lowed smooth­ly.

De­rik blushed as the guard matched step with him. “A-Aren’t you sup­pose to guard Madre?”

He shook his head, “I’d rather watch you. Madre can de­fend her­self.”

“Oh.”

“I’m Tornsin.”

“Uh…, I’m D… Dora.”

When Tornsin said noth­ing else, De­rik’s heart­beat calmed down. They walked in si­lence un­til De­rik paused at a per­fume store. His nose picked up the in­cred­i­ble ar­ray of per­fumes, but he could pick out the in­di­vid­ual scents of the ones used in the harem. Cu­ri­ous, he slipped into the store and looked around un­til he smelled the ap­ple one Madre gave him.

“Ap­ple Or­gasm.”

The name brought a smirk to his paint­ed lips. The guard chuck­led dis­crete­ly and De­rik rolled the bot­tle in his fin­gers, con­sid­er­ing steal­ing it.

In­stead, the guard cleared his throat. “Do you want me to get it?”

De­rik froze, star­ing in shock, but the guard blushed hot­ly him­self and stam­mered. “N-No, not from me, I mean from the baron. He pays for things like this.”

The old­er woman be­hind the counter cack­led. “Us­ing the baron’s mon­ey for your girl­friend?”

The guard blushed.

De­rik guilti­ly stared at the broth­er of a man he ac­ci­den­tal­ly killed. His fin­gers slipped on the bot­tle, and De­rik whim­pered as it crashed to the ground. The glass shat­tered, spray­ing per­fume every­where. “Oh! I’m so sor­ry!”

Tornsin chuck­led and pulled out his wal­let. “I guess the baron is pay­ing for it af­ter all.”

The old lady pushed him aside to glare at the per­fume, then hissed in an­noy­ance. Then, she lift­ed her eyes up to De­rik for a long count be­fore she gave Tornsin a grin. “Good choice for this one.”

“S-She’s not for me!” he stam­mered.

“Oh?”

“She’s the baron’s. I swear!”

The old­er woman chuck­led evil­ly. “Don’t mean you can’t get a taste of for­bid­den pussy.”

Both the guard and De­rik blushed hot­ly. He paid for the per­fume and they both hur­ried out. Reach­ing the free­dom of the street, De­rik had to stop to bal­ance on his heels again.

Tornsin chuck­led and scratched his head. “Sor­ry about that. I didn’t… know that some of them just as­sume… we’d… be to­geth­er.”

De­rik smiled bash­ful­ly. “It’s okay, I’m kind of new to this.”

“Re­al­ly?”

He seemed re­lieved as he took a deep breath.

In re­sponse, De­rik nod­ded shy­ly, won­der­ing why his stom­ach jumped.

The guard scratched his head, then shy­ly point­ed down the street. “Do you like sweets? I know this place that has the great­est spiced muffins.”

De­rik’s stom­ach rum­bled. “That would be very nice,” he said bash­ful­ly.

They made it back about an hour lat­er, to find Madre wait­ing by the car­riage.

Their laugh­ter died off im­me­di­ate­ly.

The oth­er guard stood stern­ly next to the ve­hi­cle, glar­ing at Tornsin as he stuffed two large pack­ages into the chest at the back.

Madre’s eyes nar­rowed as she watched Tornsin and De­rik re­turn­ing to the car­riage. She sniffed and her eyes grew sus­pi­cious as De­rik stopped in front of her bash­ful­ly. “Have fun?”

De­rik nod­ded, em­bar­rassed and blush­ing.

Tornsin said noth­ing as he stood next to her.

Madre stared at the both of them, then she ges­tured to the car­riage. “I got my boots, why don’t we head back.”

“Yes, Madre.”

“Tornsin, in the car­riage too,” she com­mand­ed.

“Yes, madam.”

Tornsin helped De­rik into the car­riage. Un­sure where to sit, De­rik sat down on the far edge where Madre had sat. Madre slipped next to him and Tornsin sat op­po­site of them, ob­vi­ous­ly un­com­fort­able in­side the car­riage.

As it be­gan to move, Madre start­ed with her ques­tions. “So, what did you do?”

De­rik stam­mered when he an­swered. “Just walked around.”

Madre re­gard­ed both of them, then asked more ques­tions. Both he and Tornsin an­swered just as awk­ward­ly as she grilled them. Fi­nal­ly, the ques­tions trailed off, and they rose in si­lence.

They were reach­ing the edge of the rich­er es­tates when Madre leaned over to whis­per in De­rik’s ear. “You fan­cy him?”

Those three sim­ple words brought a flush to his cheeks. He looked at Tornsin through his eye­lash­es but said noth­ing.

Madre chuck­led and kept on whis­per­ing. “A lit­tle cat told me he’s been ask­ing about you for close to a month now. Dis­crete­ly, but he’s kept his eye on you. I think he fan­cies you.”

De­rik’s cheeks grew hot. Be­tween his legs, his man­hood stirred with the thought of be­ing want­ed, even be­fore he was shaped like a woman.

“And, I was think­ing maybe you’d blush less if you got out a bit more.”

Cheeks burn­ing, De­rik whis­pered back even as his own body stirred. “What about the baron?”

Madre grinned, “It wouldn’t be the first time he’s en­joyed one of the harem.”

“But, I can’t! You know…”

She start­ed to lean back, then she leaned for­ward and looked at Tornsin. “Tornsin?”

He jumped, “Yes, madam?”

“Do you fan­cy Dora here?”

“Madre!” De­rik ex­claimed, won­der­ing if he could die of em­bar­rass­ment.

Tornsin flushed hot­ly him­self as he gulped.

Madre ges­tured with her hand at De­rik. “Well, do you?”

“Y-Yeah, I guess.”

“You guess or you do?” came Madre’s wry re­ply.

“I… yes.”

“Good, now that we got that over with, you two can stop mak­ing doe eyes at each oth­er. You have my bless­ings to date.”

When Madre leaned back, De­rik whis­pered sharply at her. “Madre! What are you do­ing?”

Madre closed her eyes and grinned. “I’m be­ing the strong bitch, like you said.”

De­rik froze, mouth open. He closed it with a snap and had to swal­low as he re­al­ized that his cock be­gan to ooze pre-cum at the thought. He whis­pered un­der his breath, so she couldn’t hear. “Oh, you bitch.”

Madre cracked open one eye.

De­rik shiv­ered at the glare, sud­den­ly re­mem­ber­ing her mag­i­cal hear­ing.

In­stead of say­ing any­thing, she just closed her eye again. Af­ter a sec­ond, she spoke with­out open­ing her eyes. “Get on your knees.”

“What!?”

This time, it didn’t come out as a whis­per. His blush re­fused to go away and his cock ached be­tween his bare legs. His hard­ness strained the fab­ric of his lit­tle black thong.

Madre re­peat­ed her­self. “On your knees, Dora.”

“Madre—”

“That’s… thir­ty-five, wasn’t it?”

He froze, star­ing at Madre who just rest­ed there, eyes closed. She smirked and stretched out more, pre­tend­ing to go to sleep.

De­rik looked over his shoul­der at Tornsin who was also blush­ing hot­ly and had his hands pressed against his crotch.

De­rik opened his mouth to say some­thing, then he turned to face Tornsin. As the guard gulped loud­ly and his own heart­beat slammed against his chest, De­rik lift­ed him­self from the padded leather seat and sunk for­ward, low­er­ing him­self to his knees.

“Um, madam? I don’t think—”

Madre in­ter­rupt­ed him, “I didn’t ask you ei­ther, Tornsin.”

“I—”

“Just en­joy it, that’s an or­der.”

“Y-Yes, Madre,” he said, his voice in­di­cat­ing he wasn’t re­al­ly op­posed to the idea.

De­rik found him­self breath­ing heav­i­ly as he looked into those pierc­ing green eyes. His stom­ach twist­ed as he thought about his ac­tions. With trem­bling fin­gers, he reached out to pull Tornsin’s hands away from his crotch. Through the fab­ric, he could see the bulge and smell the ap­ple per­fume that doused his jeans. Pant­i­ng, he shift­ed for­ward so he was kneel­ing be­tween the guard’s legs.

Look­ing up, he knew he need­ed no per­mis­sion see­ing the lust-filled eyes of the guard. With del­i­cate fin­gers, De­rik en­joyed his heart pound­ing as he worked the but­tons open to pull out Tornsin’s cock. It was thick but not huge, bare­ly longer than De­rik’s own shaft. But, he could feel the heat on it, spread­ing through his fin­gers as they both breathed as one.

While the en­joy­ment of cock had only come to him re­cent­ly, De­rik couldn’t help but ap­pre­ci­ate the soft-clad hard­ness of the guard’s shaft.

Clos­ing his eyes, De­rik leaned for­ward and pressed his lip­stick-paint­ed lips against the base, right where the patch of hair dust­ed his tes­ti­cles.

Tornsin gave out a long groan of plea­sure. His cock jumped in De­rik’s grip.

De­rik moaned soft­ly, kiss­ing down the shaft and leav­ing tiny red stamps of his lips along the hard mem­ber un­til he could nuz­zle along the two tight­ly-held balls. The smell of man, a real man, filled his sens­es. His cock surged hard, soak­ing his thong and in­ner thighs as he slid his lips up to the top of Tornsin’s swollen shaft. Through part­ed lips, he took Tornsin’s head in his lips and slid down it. Every ridge and pulse of heat brought him joy as he lapped at it, suck­ing on the length un­til it slid past his tongue and teased the back of his throat. Swal­low­ing, he pushed down un­til his nose pressed against Tornsin’s thatch of hair and his lips wrapped around the throb­bing base of the guard’s cock.

De­rik sneaked one hand down be­tween his legs to stroke his cock through the silk fab­ric as he pulled the hard cock from his lips. He fist­ed his own cock be­fore bob­bing down on Tornsin’s. It wasn’t much dif­fer­ent than pleas­ing Teri’s fake cock, but there was some­thing about the liv­ing hard­ness that made it more in­tense. His fin­gers plunged past the slicked head of his own cock and teased his ass­hole, cir­cling it as he imag­ined Tornsin’s cock plung­ing in­side.

Moan­ing, he worked his mouth up and down for the long car­riage ride. Nei­ther seem to hur­ry as they en­joyed the slow, plea­sur­able build­ing of an or­gasm.

De­rik came first, soak­ing his thong as he fin­gered his ass.

Tornsin came a few min­utes lat­er, grunt­ing loud­ly as he be­gan to come.

De­rik swal­lowed the salty seed flood­ing his mouth, moan­ing even loud­er as he gulped at it. Hot as it drib­bled down his throat, the feel­ing brought an­oth­er or­gasm soak­ing his thighs. Lost in plea­sure, he al­most for­got to clean the green-eyed man’s shaft, but he left is glis­ten­ing with only a dark red ring of lip­stick around the base. Smil­ing, De­rik lapped at the tip to clean it of the last bit of cum and care­ful­ly tucked it back into his pants.

When the car­riage came to a halt, they were all sit­ting back in their po­si­tion. De­rik couldn’t look at Tornsin as the guard ex­cused him­self prac­ti­cal­ly flee­ing the car­riage.

Madre fi­nal­ly opened her eyes and sat up. She pre­tend­ed to yawn be­fore kiss­ing De­rik on the cheek. “That was pret­ty good, girl.”

“Madre! What are you do­ing?”

Madre shift­ed to the oth­er seat, grin­ning. “I thought I was cut­ting through the court­ing. He was turn­ing you on, and you were turn­ing him on.”

“But—”

“But what? Be­sides, I think it would be healthy for you.”

De­rik sniffed, feel­ing the flush burn­ing his cheeks, “But, I l-love the baron.”

His heart skipped at those words, but it was the right to say.

Madre smiled at that, then spoke soft­ly. “Yes, and you still need to date some­one else.”

“Why?”

“For two rea­sons. One, I said so.”

“But—”

“And two, be­cause hav­ing a sec­ond sex­u­al part­ner helps you re­cov­er from the baron’s ‘life-suck­ing cock’.”

De­rik froze, mouth open.

Madre chuck­led as she stretched again. “Imag­ine that, Madre know­ing what she’s do­ing. Yes, dat­ing has a pur­pose here. It recharges your en­er­gies so the baron doesn’t drain your—I’m not sure how to ex­plain this to you—-your in­ner­most en­er­gies. If you don’t date, it takes longer to re­cov­er and even­tu­al­ly you’ll get hurt or sick.”

Only a whim­per slipped past his lips. Madre con­tin­ued as she played with her laces.

“Plus, it doesn’t hurt to know what it feels like to have some­one not hung like a horse and thinks that com­ing only three dozen times in a night is ‘tak­ing it easy’. The girls tease Tornsin pret­ty bad­ly, I fig­ured it was time that he got to en­joy a bit more than a hand-job or a flash of tit.”

“But, I can’t date him!”

“Why not?”

De­rik’s flush grew hot­ter, “I’m… I’m…”

Madre leaned and brushed her fin­gers against De­rik’s lips. He si­lenced him­self as she held it up, show­ing a tiny bit of the guard’s cum on the tip of her fin­ger. With­out ask­ing, she pressed it against his lips and he sucked it clean; be­low, his cock jumped again at her touch.

“You will al­ways be the baron’s girl, and for that to hap­pen, I need you to obey me. The baron talked to me last night and he only had com­pli­ments for you. He also ex­pressed in­ter­est in hav­ing you for the night in his room to­mor­row.”

De­rik coughed and sput­tered, but Madre just slow­ly slid her fin­ger from his lips. Whim­per­ing, De­rik shook his head.

“The baron!? I can’t, he’ll find out!”

Madre cocked her head as she dis­pas­sion­ate­ly spoke. “Maybe, but he’s my lord. And if he wants you in his room, then I’m go­ing to tell you to go to his room. Then, it will be up to you to de­cide if you obey me or leave the harem. Re­mem­ber my Nightin­gale, Dora. I don’t love you like I still love her. I will throw you on that auc­tion block for the sake of my baron.”

The tem­per­a­ture of the car­riage grew icy for a mo­ment.

De­rik whim­pered, then closed his mouth. He shiv­ered for a long mo­ment. “I’m sor­ry, Madre.”

She reached over again to stroke his cheek, smil­ing soft­ly. “Don’t wor­ry, a lot of girls have trou­ble the first cou­ple of times. He is a very pow­er­ful man.”

De­rik warmed at the thought of the baron’s dick in­side him, fill­ing him.

Madre chuck­led know­ing­ly and slipped out of the car­riage. Stand­ing in the door, she peered in­side. “Be­sides, why don’t you wor­ry more about your date with Tornsin?”

“But, I can’t date him. He’ll find out I’m a…”

“Well, my dear Dora, then you bet­ter learn how to be the great­est cock-tease this world has known be­cause I say you are dat­ing. And when it comes to you, there is me then the baron. If you don’t agree, you can go di­rect­ly to him.”

She walked away, her boots crunch­ing the grav­el as she head­ed into the palace.

De­rik sat for a long time, think­ing about her words. He con­sid­ered run­ning away and worked out how to es­cape in his head. But, the plans fell apart when he re­al­ized he couldn’t come back. He didn’t have a choice any­more, he had to stay.

Care­ful­ly, he fol­lowed Madre’s path into the palace. To his sur­prise, she was wait­ing in­side the door for him.

See­ing him, she smiled broad­ly. “I was half afraid you were go­ing to flee.”

De­rik blushed, “No, Madre.”

“And Tornsin?”

“Do I have to?”

“Yes.”

He blushed and whim­pered soft­ly. “How can I do it?”

She laughed. “What? You want easy an­swers?”

“Well, yeah, that would be nice for once.”

She sighed and looked around.

De­rik fol­lowed her gaze, see­ing no one.

Madre turned back to him, stroking her hands along his bare hands. “No.”

He jerked slight­ly. His jaw opened with his sur­prise. “What?”

“No, I refuse to give you an easy an­swer. Fig­ure this one out on your own. Just re­mem­ber, you are the baron’s woman and think about what you have here. You’ll make the right choice.”

De­spair plucked at his heart strings. “You don’t make things easy.”

Madre shrugged and grinned evil­ly. “Well, I’m nicer to the girls who don’t spank me.”

His mouth opened in shock as she smirked. Then, the evil mis­tress of the harem spun on her heels and head­ed into the palace.
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        De­rik padded down the hall­ways of the palace with a skip. He smiled to him­self as he bounced along the tiles, his slip­pers tap­ping light­ly as he re­turned to the harem af­ter de­liv­er­ing a mes­sage for Madre. His black silk robe flut­tered be­hind him, con­trast­ing with the sap­phire blue silk shorts around his hips and a tank top that clung to his curves—he hadn’t had time to put on his thong or bra be­cause Madre was in a hur­ry. His nip­ples, still sen­si­tive from Hime’s trans­for­ma­tion, peeked out through the taut fab­ric over his breasts.

Out­side, the sun­light streamed through the late sum­mer clouds and the smell of the storm that re­cent­ly passed filled the hall­way of the palace with the smell of wet grass and stone.

It was a good day.

He padded around a cor­ner and skid­ded to a halt. At the far end of the hall­way, stand­ing in front of a con­fer­ence room, he spot­ted a guard stand­ing in po­si­tion. The breath caught in his chest as he peered a lit­tle clos­er, then backed up as he re­al­ized it was Tornsin.

Blush­ing and wor­ry­ing his bot­tom lip, he spun around to go down an­oth­er hall­way and found him­self look­ing at the broad, pow­er­ful chest of the baron.

“Black­bird!”

De­rik’s heart pound­ed faster as he looked up at the baron. His palms tight­ened against the pow­er­ful chest, fin­gers curl­ing to stroke along the cords and ridges. The pulse of the baron, the man he still ached for in his dreams, sent a ham­mer slam­ming into his body. The slow breath­ing of the old­er man seemed to coun­ter­point the rapid pant­i­ng as De­rik strug­gled for air.

His vi­sion blurred as he fo­cused on the baron’s face, see­ing that sin­gle blue gaze pierc­ing into his soul. The baron’s form shim­mered and twist­ed for a mo­ment be­fore so­lid­i­fy­ing into a soft, easy smile.

The baron wrapped his arms around De­rik’s thin waist, hold­ing his hips tight­ly with his large hands. “Hap­py to see me?”

De­rik opened his mouth to say some­thing but no words came out, only a squeak­ing noise.

The baron chuck­led and re­leased De­rik’s hip long enough to hook his fin­ger un­der the thief’s chin and close his mouth. “I like your lip­stick.”

De­rik whim­pered, still un­able to speak. The pound­ing in his ears drowned out the words un­til the rest of the world melt­ed away into dark­ness and only two peo­ple re­mained.

“Can you speak?”

Try­ing hard­er, De­rik man­aged to re­gain con­trol his vo­cal cords. “Y-Yes, baron.”

“Good, it would be sad to have a mute black­bird. I seem to re­call you had a pret­ty song the last time I en­joyed you.”

De­rik blushed hot­ly, his hands trem­bling against the baron’s chest. The baron looked down, break­ing the spell he had on De­rik’s body. De­rik gasped and fol­lowed the gaze down, star­ing at his hands pressed against the man’s chest. He start­ed to pull them away, but the baron shook his head.

“It’s okay. I plan to have more of you pressed against me.”

He squeaked again.

The baron laughed, “You do that a lot, don’t you?”

“Sor­ry! Sor­ry, baron.”

“No mat­ter,” he smiled broad­ly and stroked his hand down De­rik’s chin, trac­ing the line along his col­lar and ig­nit­ing a flame sear­ing down De­rik’s spine to pool be­tween his legs. His man­hood, bare­ly caught be­tween his legs twitched and start­ed to grow, un­fold­ing as it be­gan to tent his shorts.

Fran­ti­cal­ly, he ducked slight­ly to press one hand be­tween his legs, forc­ing his cock back be­fore it could give away his true de­cep­tion to the most pow­er­ful man he knew.

The baron chuck­led wry­ly. “I re­mem­ber you did that last time also. I make you wet think­ing about me?”

De­rik whim­pered as he looked up, then slow­ly trailed his eyes down to stare at the growl­ing thick­ness in the baron’s pants.

The baron leaned for­ward to whis­per play­ful­ly. “I also seem to re­call I rather en­joyed it.”

Un­able to tear his eyes away from the baron’s cock, De­rik shook with the mem­o­ry of it im­pal­ing him. His cock twitched even hot­ter, and pre-cum oozed down his in­ner thighs.

“Can’t speak again?”

Blush­ing, he looked up, one hand buried be­tween his legs and one pressed against his chest. “Sor­ry! H-How may I serve you?”

The baron chuck­led, “I have this an­noy­ing meet­ing with some bu­reau­crats and I need­ed a lit­tle pick-me-up.”

“Baron?”

His hand raised up to take De­rik’s hand from his chest. De­rik’s heart surged for a mo­ment, then he moaned as the baron drew it down to his crotch, press­ing his palm tight­ly against the throb­bing mass buried in his pants.

De­rik need­ed no oth­er com­mand as he pulled his oth­er hand up, dis­crete­ly wip­ing the mois­ture on his robe, be­fore work­ing his fin­gers on the baron’s im­pris­oned cock.

He moaned loud­ly as he freed the thick hard­ness, his lips part­ing with a hunger that re­dou­bled with every heart­beat he stared at it. It was hot and hard, silk over steel. The shaft dom­i­nat­ed him, and he al­most came with the thought of it once again bury­ing it­self in his ass. His cock jerked once, and luck­i­ly, he didn’t come at the thought of it. In­stead, he drew it up to his body. His mouth part­ed around the head, work­ing it into his mouth un­til the baron’s breath quick­ened with plea­sure.

“Oh, that is ex­act­ly what I had in mind.”

De­rik stroked down the shaft to ease out the huge balls. His fin­gers stroking and rolling it in his palms, feel­ing how they twitched with the heavy seed churn­ing in­side. He gasped and mouthed the round­ed end, suck­ing on the flood of juices pour­ing out of it.

The baron was strong. It vi­brat­ed through every iota of the man and De­rik breathed in the scent of his strength and mas­culin­i­ty.

Mus­cles flexed as the baron turned De­rik up against the wall, hands cup­ping his naked breasts with his fin­gers. The size of the man meant that De­rik’s lips nev­er left the throb­bing cock. Pow­er­ful dig­its teased his sen­si­tive nip­ples, pinch­ing them un­til De­rik writhed with the storm of plea­sure and pain.

As De­rik mouthed and lapped at the mas­sive mem­ber, the baron slid his top up to re­veal his round­ed breasts. The cool air and pow­er­ful fin­gers against his tits was in­tense, and he drew the baron’s shaft into the val­ley be­tween them. The baron sighed with plea­sure and De­rik took it as ap­proval as he squeezed his breasts around the slicked, iron-hard mem­ber.

De­rik’s eyes lift­ed up as he bobbed his body up and down, us­ing the wall for bal­ance, and stared up into the baron’s eye. The feel­ings of plea­sure grew with the silken hard­ness slid­ing up and down, the ridges of the baron’s cock against the in­ner skin of his breasts ig­nit­ed the flames deep be­tween his cock. Un­able to pull his hands away, he whim­pered as his cock slipped for­ward again, tent­ing the silk shorts as he bobbed faster and hard­er. Grind­ing down, he squeezed his own nip­ples and pumped the baron’s cock un­til the shaft surged with heat and de­sire.

They came to­geth­er: De­rik soak­ing his silk shorts and the baron’s cum spray­ing against De­rik’s chin and chest, over­flow­ing the val­ley of his breasts and pour­ing down his front. Sear­ing hot and liq­uid, it soaked him as the baron let out a long, sat­is­fied moan.

De­rik, pant­i­ng hard, re­leased the throb­bing shaft from his body and quick­ly plant­ed one hand on his crotch to push his cock back into place. Cum oozed down, splat­ter­ing wet­ly on the tile as he looked up at the baron. It only took a sec­ond for a large pud­dle to form un­der­neath him.

The old­er man nod­ded in ap­proval, then lift­ed one hand to cup De­rik’s chin. Bring­ing his gaze into De­rik, the thief found him­self once again caught in the blue stare, los­ing him­self with the in­ten­si­ty of it. The baron stroked a thumb through the slick edge of De­rik’s chin. “Al­ways plea­sur­able, Black­bird.”

De­rik moaned, his hips rock­ing slight­ly as he stood there. His heart crashed loud­ly against his ribs. “T-Thank you, baron.”

“I think…” He paused. “Sad­ly, I need to go to a meet­ing. But, tonight, I want to see a pret­ty kit­ty, my princess, and my lit­tle black­bird on my bed.”

Even as he want­ed to crawl into a shad­ow, his mouth moved with­out think­ing. “O-Of course, my lord.”

“Good. Be­cause,” he smiled as his fin­ger trailed down the side of his cum-soaked breast and tweak the drip­ping nip­ple, “I can’t wait to see you spread out naked on my blan­kets. I have a lot of plans for tonight.”

De­rik near­ly faint­ed at that very mo­ment.

The baron chuck­led and reached down to brush his lips against De­rik’s.

At his first kiss from a man, De­rik’s knees grew weak from the elec­tric surge that coursed be­tween them.

Hamel drew him close, and he squeaked as he used his hand to shield his man­hood from grind­ing on the baron’s leg as the kiss deep­ened.

When the baron’s tongue pressed against his lips, De­rik moaned hun­gri­ly and ac­cept­ed the baron in­side his mouth. His body surged hot­ly and cum splat­tered into his palm. It splat­tered to the ground along with the rivers that poured down his thighs.

The baron held him close, kiss­ing hard and pow­er­ful un­til De­rik could no longer breath.

Then, the kiss broke and De­rik swayed as he watched the baron turn on his heels and walk down the hall. De­rik reached out for the wall, but slipped as his knees col­lapsed and he sank to the ground, splat­ter­ing in the pud­dle of cum from the baron’s or­gasm.

It hurt to breath from the tight­ness in his chest. De­rik pressed one drip­ping hand against his chest, feel­ing how his heart pound­ed un­der the skin and his breath came out shud­der­ing.

When the baron walked out of sight, tuck­ing his im­mense cock back into his pants, De­rik re­gained con­trol of his body and he slumped for­ward. “Oh, fuck.”

He re­mained there, soak­ing in the baron’s seed, un­til boots stopped in front of him. De­rik shiv­ered as he looked up to see Tornsin hold­ing out a tow­el. There was a strange look on Tornsin’s face.

Blush­ing hot­ly, De­rik grate­ful­ly took it and used it to pat at the cum that soaked his en­tire front. He couldn’t look up at the pierc­ing green eyes as he sopped up as much as he could, thank­ful the baron’s or­gasm over­whelmed his own juices drib­bling down his thighs.

Even though he took as long as pos­si­ble, he ran out of cum to tow­el off. Fi­nal­ly, he sighed and looked up.

Tornsin held out his hand.

Trem­bling, De­rik ac­cept­ed it and let the young guard help him into stand­ing po­si­tion.

De­rik shiv­ered, look­ing away. “S-Sor­ry.”

“The baron al­ways does that.”

De­rik gulped and glanced over at Tornsin, feel­ing a blush grow­ing again. “What?”

“Comes all over his girls. The maids re­al­ly hate clean­ing it up. It’s even worse for his nights, prac­ti­cal­ly a lake in his room. You can smell it from the great hall on his ‘good’ days.”

De­rik gig­gled with the thought, then pulled the robe tighter around his breasts to hide the em­bar­rass­ment at how the fab­ric clung to his breasts and curves. He knew the drip­ping cum only high­light­ed his new fea­tures. When he looked up, he saw Tornsin’s eyes fol­low­ing his gaze and a slight smile on the guard’s lips.

“Come, I’ll walk you back to the harem.”

“Thank you.”

The guard didn’t re­lease De­rik’s hand, and the thief didn’t want to pull away. To­geth­er, they walked down the hall to­ward the harem. He didn’t say any­thing, half afraid that—

“Are you avoid­ing me, Dora?”

De­rik stum­bled.

“Um, no, no, I’m…” his eyes caught sight of the pierc­ing green gaze, “I’m sor­ry, Tornsin.”

“Why?”

“I…” he stum­bled over the words, “I… don’t know.”

“Do you like me? Like Madre said?”

Sear­ing hot, his cheeks re­mind­ed him of his em­bar­rass­ment. “I love the baron.”

“But that isn’t what I asked.”

De­rik stopped, look­ing at Tornsin.

The guard shrugged, but there was a hint of sad­ness in his green eyes. “I’ve been a guard for the harem most of my life, since I was fif­teen. I don’t have any­thing be­yond the baron, and my moth­er of course, and I… I would be will­ing to share, you know. I-I’ve nev­er re­al­ly been in­ter­est­ed in any of the girls be­fore, but there is some­thing about you. Madre was right, I was ask­ing about you, and I do, um, fan­cy you.”

De­rik’s lips part­ed with sur­prise.

Tornsin laughed ner­vous­ly. “And now, I feel fool­ish. But, there is some­thing about you that I find at­trac­tive. I don’t know why, but when I first saw you stand­ing out­side the harem, it felt like you were spe­cial.”

Swal­low­ing hard, De­rik just wrapped his fin­gers tighter around Tornsin’s. He stum­bled over the words, try­ing to fight past a flut­ter­ing in his stom­ach. “I’m just con­fused, Tornsin. I don’t un­der­stand all… of Madre’s… rules and stuff. This dat­ing and the baron, I’m not sure this is right for me. I-I’m just so con­fused.”

“I see.”

Tornsin’s fin­gers slipped from De­rik’s, and the thief fought back a strange and sud­den sob from an in­tense feel­ing of re­jec­tion. He let his hand trail back to his side as they walked down the hall, no longer touch­ing. At the en­trance of the harem, they stopped.

De­rik looked around, feel­ing like the world fo­cused on him, be­fore speak­ing. “Well, thank you. This is, um, my place.”

Tornsin bowed curt­ly and turned away.

De­rik watched as Tornsin walked down the hall and dis­ap­peared around a cor­ner. He wor­ried his bot­tom lip for mo­ment then grunt­ed with frus­tra­tion, “Well, fuck.”
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        “Madre!”

Her door slammed open as De­rik rushed in­side. Madre looked up from her desk, sur­prised but she didn’t look like she even jerked with his cry. One eye­brow quirked up as she lift­ed her pen. “Dora?”

He froze, the words fal­ter­ing on his lips. His eyes slid across the room to her bed, where Teri writhed on the blan­kets, naked and blind­fold­ed. Her skin shim­mered with sweat as she arched her back, fight­ing with the cuffs that bound her wrists be­hind her back. He could hear one of Madre’s dil­dos hum­ming be­tween her legs as the slen­der woman gasped around a ball-gag.

“The, um, sor­ry, I didn’t mean to burst… in….”

“But you did.”

Blush­ing, his eyes couldn’t move away from Teri’s sweat-slicked skin. “I…”

“Spit it out or you’ll be join­ing her,” said Madre with a hint of an­noy­ance.

“Oh, the baron asked me to join him tonight, with Teri and Sher­rel.”

Madre cocked her head. “So?”

“W-What do you mean? I can’t go up there.”

She stood up smooth­ly and came around her desk. “What’s the prob­lem?”

“What’s the prob­lem!? I’m a guy! The baron is go­ing to lynch me if I show up.”

Madre stopped in front of him, trail­ing her fin­gers to part his robe, ex­pos­ing the cum-plas­tered clothes on his body. She clicked her tongue. “I see he was in a good mood.”

“Oh, I,” he blushed hot­ly, “he was.”

She chuck­led and ran her fin­ger along the bot­tom hem of his top, push­ing it up to ex­pose one glis­ten­ing nip­ple. She traced her fin­ger­nail along the tip and it crin­kled with a lit­tle spark of plea­sure. “And the prob­lem?”

He fought back a moan be­fore he man­aged to speak. “W-What do I do?”

Madre’s eyes looked up. “You choose.”

“What? Choose what?”

The bat­tle mage ges­tured to the door.

“Dora,” she sighed, “De­rik, you are now at that point you’ve been rush­ing into ever since you fell into this harem.”

He whim­pered, but she kept speak­ing.

“You have two choic­es: ei­ther you join the girls in the baron’s room tonight, or you flee.”

“B-But, I don’t want to go.”

She smiled, moth­er­ly and com­pas­sion­ate, “I know, but this is the point where that is fi­nal­ly put to the test. How much? What would you give up to re­main here?”

“H-He’ll have me ar­rest­ed.”

“Do you know that?”

De­rik sniffed, wip­ing tears from his eyes. “No.”

“And do you trust me?”

“Y-Yeah, I guess?”

Her voice grew icy, “You guess?”

De­rik blushed, “I trust you, Madre.”

She smiled, “Then, go to the baron. Do what you think is right, but be hon­est when it comes down to it.”

“He won’t hurt me?”

“I can’t promise that. But, I can promise you this: if you lie to him or if you flee, this harem will nev­er be your home again.”

De­rik shiv­ered with the thought. “I don’t want to go. I like it here. You are also so… won­der­ful.”

“I know, and I trust you to make the right de­ci­sion.”

The world spun around De­rik as he nod­ded. He tried to breathe in deeply, but couldn’t. There were only hours be­fore his life changed for an un­known that he couldn’t even com­pre­hend.

Madre searched his face for a long mo­ment, then she tweaked his nip­ple, caus­ing him to jump from the ex­plo­sion of plea­sure that burst in his man­hood. “Come on, you have plen­ty of hours to wor­ry about that. I’ll give you up to the mo­ment we leave for his room; I’ll walk you up to­day. Un­til then, would you like to help me play with Teri?”

He gulped at the thought of be­ing pre­sent­ed to the baron, but his cock twitched at the thought of en­joy­ing Teri. He grinned sheep­ish­ly.

“What did she do?”

“Noth­ing, I just think she need­ed a good or­gasm. I was about to stuff her pussy with my strap-on with the hum­mer in her butt, but I bet she would re­al­ly love you to fill her up in­stead. In­ter­est­ed?”

He moaned at the thought.

Madre grinned hap­pi­ly and ges­tured to her bed.

De­rik flung his clothes to the ground as he stripped naked, his body still glis­ten­ing from the baron.

Madre padded be­fore him, rolling Teri on her back as the slen­der girl writhed with plea­sure. Her stretched lips drooled on both sides of the gag, soak­ing her face as she blind­ly wig­gled in place. He stopped at the edge of the bed, star­ing at the splayed open lips, drip­ping with her ex­cite­ment, and the fra­grance in the air.

“Go on, just have fun. Tease her good and prop­er.”

His cock bobbed in the air as he slipped out of his slip­pers, crawl­ing on the bed. Mov­ing his head around, he knelt be­tween her legs and brought his mouth down against her heat­ed sex, giv­ing it one lick from ass­hole to cli­toris.

Teri jumped, moan­ing loud­ly as her legs clenched to­geth­er.

Madre caught them, pulling them to the edge and hook­ing a loop around her an­kles to keep her spread open.

De­rik grinned and lapped again, trac­ing her folds with the tip of his tongue as he found her open­ing and slurped at it. She tast­ed ex­cit­ed, he thought, and he dove into her cunt, slurp­ing and lap­ping un­til she screamed out with the need to come. He pulled back as she start­ed to buck with a grow­ing or­gasm. Ig­nor­ing her whim­pers, he wait­ed for her to calm down.

As soon as her hips low­ered to the soaked blan­kets, he lapped at her again, then held back. Teas­ing, he worked her up un­til her juices frothed on her lips, her beg­ging clear­ly heard around the sphere in her mouth, and her body arched des­per­ate­ly for re­lease.

He added one fin­ger, then a sec­ond, to pump in and out of her clench­ing tun­nel and ap­plied his lips to her cli­toris, suck­ing and nib­bling on it as her moans turned into hun­gry screams for re­lease. Grin­ning, he added a third fin­ger, but slid it into her lu­bri­cat­ed ass­hole and pumped it with the oth­er two, fuck­ing her on his fin­gers as he tried to bring her to the edge of or­gasm be­fore pulling away.

Fi­nal­ly, his own needs forced him to change, and he knelt high­er up and aimed the swollen length of his mem­ber to­ward her hun­gry pussy. With­out giv­ing a sec­ond mo­ment, he drove it into her, plung­ing to the very hilt in a sin­gle thrust.

The sound of their skins slap­ping rang out clear­ing in the room, then Teri’s scream as she or­gasmed and near­ly ripped her legs from the bed. He grinned and pumped into her, rid­ing the waves of her pas­sion as he en­joyed the liq­uid vel­vet feel of her pussy spas­ming around him, milk­ing his cock. He quick­ly found the crest of his own plea­sure and start­ed to pump hard­er and faster.

Then, Madre stopped him with a hand on his back.

He froze, cock half buried in Teri’s pussy, and looked at her. At the sight of her strap-on, his eyes widened.

“Didn’t say I wasn’t go­ing to fuck some­thing,” she said with a grin. “In­ter­est­ed?”

De­rik an­swered by spread­ing his legs apart. His knees slid un­der Teri’s as he opened up his own ass, prepar­ing to ac­cept the thick in­trud­er in his own body. As Madre crawled on the bed, he moaned and plas­tered him­self against Teri’s writhing form, fo­cus­ing on the feel of Madre aim­ing the lu­bri­cat­ed cock up against his ass and eas­ing it in­side.

He let out a long moan from hav­ing his ass filled. His cock twitched in the slick vice of Teri’s pussy.

Ful­ly im­paled, Madre be­gan to pump into him. As she drove for­ward, he ground deep into Teri’s pussy. When Madre pulled out, De­rik slid out un­til only the ridge of his cock re­mained in­side Teri.

As one, he be­came Madre’s cock as Madre fucked Teri. He mir­rored every move­ment of the thick dil­do with his own shaft. The sub­mis­sion fu­eled his lust and soon he gasped out with a grow­ing or­gasm.

She pumped hard­er, fuck­ing him un­til he came hot­ly in­side Teri and soaked her pussy with his seed.

Pant­i­ng, he re­mained in­side her as Madre grabbed his hair, forc­ing him to arch his back, and re­dou­bled her speed to fuck him hard and fast, plung­ing in and out. The vi­bra­tions of his body trans­mit­ted into Teri and she came hard around his throb­bing shaft.

A few min­utes lat­er, Madre reached her own or­gasm and she slowed down for all three of them to en­joy it.

Pant­i­ng, Madre slipped out. “Just have fun,” she said be­fore turn­ing to her desk with a smile.

De­rik grinned and reached up to re­move Teri’s gag and blind­fold. Her eyes took a sec­ond to fo­cus, then she smiled.

“Slut.”

He re­spond­ed with a smile, “Bitch.”

She squeezed down on her in­ner mus­cles, mas­sag­ing his length. “That was very pow­er­ful.”

“Madre helped.”

“Oh?”

“Strap-on.”

Teri cooed, “Oh, dou­ble fucked and I didn’t get to see it.”

“You want to?”

She seemed sur­prised as she worked her wrists in her cuffs.

“What?”

“The baron wants you, me, and Sher­rel tonight. I, um, there is a chance you’ll get to see it.”

Her body shud­dered with de­sire.

He also shiv­ered with an­tic­i­pa­tion, the same lust grew in­side him.

She gaped for a mo­ment. “And you are go­ing?”

“I… yes.”

“Why?”

“I trust Madre.”

Her eyes glanced over to Madre who nod­ded.

Teri looked back, then leaned up to kiss De­rik on the lips. “And then I will be there. I’m look­ing for­ward to see­ing the baron ream you out again.”

She gig­gled.

He kissed her again, then they just touched and talked and kissed be­fore fuck­ing again and go­ing back to cud­dling.

They were lost in touch­ing each oth­er’s bod­ies when Madre in­ter­rupt­ed them by clear­ing her throat.

De­rik looked up with a grin.

“Why don’t you re­lease her and get cleaned up. Get pret­ty for the baron and help Dora with her dress.”

“Yes, Madre.”

The next two hours spun past as the three had fun dress­ing, putting on make­up and per­fume. By the time ear­ly evening dark­ened the hori­zon, they were stand­ing in their best dress.

Teri had a white dress that clung to every curve and showed off the dark shad­ows of her nip­ples. It wrapped around in a com­pli­cat­ed pat­tern that would come off with a sin­gle tug of the bow right above her naval. Her white stock­ings rode up to her hips, but she wore noth­ing be­tween them but a dab of per­fume.

Next to her, Sher­rel had a stun­ning red dress that sup­port­ed her amaz­ing breasts and left her bel­ly bare. Through the deep slit up the front and back, he could see her thong that nes­tled in the folds of her sex.

To­geth­er, they were ab­solute­ly stun­ning. The cheers and com­pli­ments of the rest of the harem left a blush on his cheeks and a feel­ing of pride that swelled his heart. He danced back and forth un­til Madre came to them, then forced him­self to calm down as she ad­mired them.

“My three love­ly ladies. The baron is nev­er go­ing to for­get tonight.”

“Yeah, when he finds boy cock in his bed,” smirked Teri.

De­rik blushed hot­ly.

Madre lev­eled a glare at Teri. “And when he does, I ex­pect you two to make sure it is the best cock he’s every en­joyed.”

“Yes, Madre,” said both Teri and Sher­rel.

Madre padded over to De­rik who was find­ing it hard to breathe.

“Ready?”

“Y-Yes, Madre.”

“You’ll be fine.”

“I’m scared.”

She smiled and stroked a strand of his hair. “I know, but just trust me. The baron is go­ing to love you.”

De­rik sighed, “I’m still fright­ened.”

“You’ll be won­der­ful. You will all be won­der­ful—”

Madre’s words were in­ter­rupt­ed when the baron spoke from the hall­way in his deep, boom­ing voice. “I al­ready think so.”

De­rik stum­bled back­wards at the sound of his voice, but quick­ly found his bal­ance. Blush­ing hot­ly, he stared at the hall­way as the baron stepped out of the shad­ows. He wore a mil­i­tary uni­form and the sight of it took De­rik’s breath away.

Sur­prised, Madre turned to him. “My lord! I wasn’t ex­pect­ing you!”

The baron en­tered the room, fill­ing it with his pres­ence. He stopped in front of Madre and took her hands. “I was called away at the last minute, my dear, and un­for­tu­nate­ly my night of pas­sion will have to be post­poned.”

De­rik let out a sigh of re­lief, feel­ing the ex­e­cu­tion­er’s blade pass­ing but some­how wish­ing that the de­cep­tion would fi­nal­ly past.

Madre sound­ed dis­ap­point­ed as she spoke. “I’m sor­ry, is it se­ri­ous?”

“One of the out­ly­ing vil­lages needs me. They have some in­for­ma­tion I’ve been look­ing for. I shouldn’t be gone for more than three days or so, but when I get back, we’ll re­sume this.”

“Yes, my lord, I know you were look­ing for­ward to tonight.”

He smiled, “I was.”

The baron kissed her warm­ly, al­most pas­sion­ate­ly, then walked over to Teri. He gave her and Sher­rel a kiss. When he came up to De­rik, the thief’s chest flut­tered in his pres­ence. He moaned as he melt­ed into the baron’s arms, part­ing his lips as the baron kissed him pow­er­ful­ly. His cock, safe­ly caught in the black thong, surged with heat as the plea­sure coursed through him.

When the baron re­leased him, he pant­ed for breath and fought with the flut­ters in his stom­ach. He fanned him­self and gig­gled at the look Teri gave him.

To­geth­er, they shared a smile.

Which fad­ed in­stant­ly when the baron stepped aside and De­rik no­ticed some­one stand­ing be­hind him.

Rick Thran­tas.

Joy turned to acid in his stom­ach as he froze. The wide smile on Rick’s face be­trayed all emo­tion as the king of the un­der­ground stared fixed­ly at De­rik. With­out ac­knowl­edg­ing him, Rick slow­ly turned away from De­rik and he beamed at the baron. “Thank you, old friend.”

The baron, see­ing him, chuck­led. “Sor­ry, Rick, about tonight, but love and lust take sec­ond place to cer­tain oblig­a­tions.”

Hamel turned to Madre who stared at Rick with sur­prise, “Madre?”

She fo­cused on the baron. “Yes?”

“Rick asked if he could bor­row one of the girls while I was gone. Make sure he has every­thing he wants.”

Madre looked wor­ried as she glanced over at De­rik, then at the baron. “Of course, my lord.”

The baron and Rick spoke as they left the hall­way, leav­ing the oth­ers alone.

De­rik backed up, swear­ing. “Oh, fuck, oh, fuck, oh fuck.”

The acid burn in his stom­ach just grew as Madre came over to him. Be­hind him, both Teri and Sher­rel looked con­fused as they gath­ered clos­er.

Madre held out her hand. “I didn’t know, Dora. I swear, I didn’t know.”

“I-I-I got to get out of here,” he whim­pered as he looked around.

From the shad­ows, Rick’s voice car­ried out with an evil chuck­le.

“Go­ing some­where, De­rik?”

De­rik’s heart near­ly leaped into his throat as he stared wide-eyed at the shad­ows. The boss of the un­der­world stepped out with a cru­el smile and nod­ded to­ward Madre, but his eyes nev­er left De­rik. “Don’t wor­ry about pre­sent­ing the girls, Madre, I al­ready know which one I want.”

Derk whim­pered in fear.

Madre stepped in front of De­rik as she scowled. “Mas­ter Thran­tas.”

Her voice was black ice as she stood be­tween them. On the very edge of his vi­sion, De­rik could see curls of pow­er ris­ing up from her short form, of ar­cane spells fill­ing her frame.

Rick just nod­ded curly, his eyes fi­nal­ly break­ing away from De­rik’s to stare fixed­ly at her. A fake smile lit up on his face. “Madre, good to see you again.”

She spoke sar­don­ical­ly, “Re­al­ly? Be­cause I’m not re­al­ly feel­ing it right now.”

Rick grunt­ed and his smile fad­ed. “I can imag­ine why. A lot of dra­ma in this last month or so. And I see you have a new…” He paused to smile with rel­ish and De­rik cringed, “…girl.”

“Yes, my ward. Not yours.”

He chuck­led, “I seem to re­call Hamel just say­ing I could en­joy any one I want.”

The mus­cles in Madre’s jaw tight­ened. “Not her.”

“Re­al­ly? What makes him spe­cial?”

“You damn well know why.”

His eyes roamed over De­rik who hugged him­self tight­ly, feel­ing naked and ex­posed. Only Teri and Sher­rel stood next to him, their arms wrapped around De­rik, but he couldn’t es­cape. In his mind, he al­ready planned how to flee the pil­lar.

Rick slow­ly fo­cused his gaze on Madre and chuck­led dry­ly. “Isn’t he the baron’s girl?”

Madre’s eyes flashed with anger, but she closed her mouth with a snap.

Tri­umphant, Rick walked around her to stand in front of De­rik. He reached out for him and De­rik stepped back, his heart pound­ing as strong­ly as the twist­ing in his stom­ach. “Don’t wor­ry, De­rik… ex­cuse me, Dora. We are just go­ing to have a nice three days to­geth­er. Just to get to know each oth­er again, don’t you think?”

Every­thing in­side De­rik screamed out in fear as he stepped back.

Madre spoke up. “Don’t do this, Rick.”

“Do what? It’s my right. Hamel gave him to me.”

“Don’t take Dora.”

Rick turned on De­rik, glar­ing back at Madre. “Does he know? Does Hamel know that he’s got a lit­tle dick in his harem?”

When Madre didn’t an­swer, he chuck­led again. “He doesn’t, does he? Why don’t we tell him? Why don’t just the three of us go catch up with him and we’ll have a long talk about why his lit­tle pussy boy shouldn’t go home with me?”

His words didn’t fright­en De­rik as much as the evil, tri­umphant tone of a man who had Madre pinned to a wall. De­rik shiv­ered at the thought, ter­ri­fied to even move.

Rich ges­tured to the hall. “Go on, let’s see how the baron han­dles this.”

Madre’s eyes slid away from Rick to look at De­rik. He could see the frus­tra­tion, com­pas­sion, and the storm that tore her up from the in­side.

“Dora?”

De­rik’s heart pound­ed but he forced him­self to step for­ward, his heels rap­ping against the ground. Fear burned in­side him and it took all his ef­fort not to bolt for free­dom.

“Y-Yes, Madre?”

Her eyes bore into him, then she sighed be­fore glar­ing back up at Rick. “I guess you have an­oth­er choice to make.”

“A-A choice? I made one.”

She smiled sweet­ly, but her eyes nev­er left Rick’s.

The crime lord fo­cused on her gaze as their per­son­al­i­ties rose up against each oth­er.

“Yes, and no mat­ter what hap­pens, I’m very proud of you for that. But this is the oth­er one, the one I talked about in the hall­way be­fore Hime.”

De­rik hes­i­tat­ed. Then, he re­mem­bered her con­ver­sa­tion, the promise she made to stand up to Rick. Slow­ly, his hand pressed against his pound­ing heart.

With­out look­ing at him, Madre nod­ded. “That one.”

“Madre…” it came off as a ter­ri­fied whis­per.

She turned to face him. “Your choice.”

Rick looked back and forth be­tween Madre and De­rik, a slow grin stretch­ing across his face. “Mask of Shad­ows! You mean you told her?”

De­rik cringed.

He roared with laugh­ter. “Why kind of fucked-up thief are you?”

De­rik squeaked as the en­tire room erupt­ed in rip­ples of gasps and whis­pers. His face turned red as he looked away from every­one as shame burned on his cheeks. He couldn’t bare to look at Teri and Sher­rel more than any­one else.

Rick’s laugh­ter boomed off the walls as he slapped his thigh. “Oh, this is rich! Did you ac­tu­al­ly tell her what you were go­ing to steal be­fore you de­cid­ed to be­come the baron’s girl?”

De­rik shook his head, still un­able to match any­one’s eyes.

Rich roared again. “Oh! Should I tell them, De­rik? Silk Spi­der?”

In the sud­den si­lence of the room, De­rik’s stom­ach lurched. He shook his head, a tear rolling down his cheek. “No.”

He laughed loud­ly, “Maybe I should tell her any­ways, just to see that be­tray­al in Madre’s eyes. I bet you kept that a se­cret, didn’t you?”

De­rik’s shoul­ders shook as he closed his eyes tight­ly. Tears on his cheeks, he shook his head.

When Madre’s voice cut through the air, he froze. “If you do, then I promise we will be hav­ing that talk with the baron.”

Rick jumped and De­rik’s head snapped up with shock.

He stared at Madre who glared at Rick. Her eyes were glow­ing and the air wa­vered around her. Cracks formed in the tiles be­low her feet as she ground her teeth to­geth­er.

The larg­er man cleared his throat. “W-What?”

“If you tell me, or any­one else in this room, his se­cret, then you will nev­er touch a fin­ger on him.”

He shook his head in slow sur­prise. “You don’t know what he was here for?”

“I don’t care if he was try­ing to steal the baron’s balls, but that is Dora’s se­cret to tell. If it comes out of your lips, you will not lay one fin­ger on her. I made a promise and I don’t break them.”

The air grew icy and small snowflakes ap­peared around her, danc­ing in the waves of sud­den cold of her aura. Her eyes flashed with anger as she stared at Rick.

He glared back at her.

Both of them held as the air grew tenser by the sec­ond.

De­rik swal­lowed and glanced around; Sher­rel had a pro­found­ly hurt ex­pres­sion on her face but Teri just stared at him with slack-jaw sur­prise. He blushed and spoke in a whis­per. “I’m sor­ry.”

Be­fore ei­ther could re­spond, he stepped for­ward. As one, Rick and Madre turned to face him. He blushed hot­ly, feel­ing the corset around his chest squeez­ing the life out of him. Tak­ing a long deep breath, he strug­gled with the con­se­quences of his con­fes­sion or three days with Rick. It came fast when he bal­anced the two. Three days of pain vers­es leav­ing the harem for­ev­er.

He was a cow­ard and took the easy way out.

“M-Madre…”

She looked at him hope­ful­ly as he strug­gled with the words.

“I-I’m sor­ry.”

She glanced at Rick with a con­fused and wor­ried look on her face, then stepped in front of De­rik. Her hand pressed against his heart, feel­ing his heart slam­ming into his ribs, crush­ing his lungs with the fear that coursed through him.

“Dora, are you sure?”

He sniffed and wiped at the tears. “Y-Yes, I am.”

She frowned and stared at him. He could see com­pas­sion and fear shim­mer­ing in her eyes. Fear for him and what would hap­pen.

“It can’t be that se­ri­ous, Dora. Is it?” Madre’s voice cracked slight­ly.

He sniffed, the tears stream­ing as he nod­ded. He tried to speak, then closed his eyes as he slumped into her, hug­ging her tight­ly, press­ing his tears against her shoul­der.

Madre held her hand against his chest, feel­ing his pulse as her oth­er wrapped around his bare back. “Dora, it can’t be. No mat­ter what you say, it can’t be that bad.”

No mat­ter how much he tried to open his mouth, to con­fess his crime, the words re­fused to go. In­stead, just a sob ripped out of his throat.

She held him for a long mo­ment, then helped him stand again. Sad­ly, she wiped the tears from his face. “You ru­ined your mas­cara.”

“I’m sor­ry.”

She sighed, “I wish you’d trust me, Dora.”

“I’m an id­iot, I know.”

She nod­ded, the tears not quite leav­ing her eyes and her voice filled with re­gret. “Yes, you are.”

Be­hind her, Rick chuck­led in amuse­ment.

Madre’s con­cern turned to a flash of anger as she snapped around, her hand reach­ing out to point to Rick at the same time her fin­gers ig­nit­ed into flames. “And you, Mas­ter Thran­tas, you bet­ter fuck­ing take care of Dora. If there is one scratch on her body, I will yank off your balls and shove them down your throat.”

A re­pressed anger glowed in Rick’s eyes, but he held up his hands with a false smile. “Don’t wor­ry, Madre. I’m not go­ing to ruin the good,” he al­most spat out the word, “friend­ship I have with your lord and mas­ter, Baron Hamel. When De­rik leaves my front door, there won’t be a sin­gle scratch on his body. I’m look­ing for­ward to hav­ing many more of these days. I know the long game as well as you do.”

Madre said some­thing un­der her breath.

When Rick reached out for De­rik, the thief cringed away. Madre took him in arm and head­ed to­ward the hall­way. “Come, Dora, I won’t have him touch­ing you in my harem.”

She shot a glare at Rick.

Rick fol­lowed, chuck­ling to him­self.

She held him tight­ly as they walked down the hall­ways and then out to the front of the palace. As they walked, two and then four of baron’s guards joined in.

Rick’s car­riage, a mas­sive ve­hi­cle trimmed in gold and pulled by four black hors­es, wait­ed in the front as the sky be­gan to rum­ble with a sum­mer storm. A large thrib­an, fe­male and wear­ing skimpy ar­mor, held the door open with a smirk of her own.

De­rik shiv­ered with fear­ful an­tic­i­pa­tion as Madre stopped by the door.

“Dora, please just tell me.”

De­rik shook his head, “I-I want to stay.”

“And you are will­ing to do this, just to stay with the baron?”

He sniffed, feel­ing the tears dry­ing on his face. “Y-Yes, Madre.”

She sighed sad­ly, “Damn you. Rick has you un­til noon on the third day. If you aren’t here by then, I will send some­one for you. And re­mem­ber, it will end.”

De­rik smiled, still try­ing to de­cide if he did the right thing, and kissed her as gen­tly as he could.

She gave him a quick hug, then stepped back.

Rick ges­tured for the car­riage, and De­rik did the one thing he nev­er thought he would do will­ing­ly since that fate­ful day in the tav­ern room.

He got into that car­riage.
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“You owe me a lot of mon­ey, De­rik.”

Rick’s voice burned with dan­ger and ha­tred.

De­rik shiv­ered as he sat on the op­po­site side of the spa­cious car­riage, his hair­less legs pressed to­geth­er and tilt­ed slight­ly to the side. He strug­gled to con­trol him­self, to re­main sit­ting straight, even as a storm of fear burned bright­ly in­side him. His heels clicked on the wood­en floor of the car­riage as it rolled down a hill and out of the baron’s es­tates. Part of him won­dered if he would ever re­turn.

Slow­ly, De­rik nod­ded, un­will­ing to match the deep, dark eyes of the evil man.

“Even if I was gen­er­ous, which I’m not, that hun­dred thou­sand marks was due close to six weeks ago, wasn’t it?”

De­rik couldn’t fig­ure out the math, so he just nod­ded and tight­ened his lips. He prayed it was just a bad dream, and he was about to wrap his lips around the baron’s cock. The thought of the baron fought with the fear and he swal­lowed as his body heat­ed up slight­ly, de­spite the ter­ror.

The car­riage bumped as it crossed into the paved roads of the rich­er area of town.

De­rik fought with his emo­tions, strug­gling to con­tains the tears.

Rick, lean­ing back on his side, spoke in a hard, pow­er­ful voice. “This is no longer about mon­ey. It’s per­son­al.”

De­rik’s heart skipped as he risked a glance at the scowl­ing man. Rick’s eyes were shad­ows and hid­den. His arms, bulky and pow­er­ful, wrapped over his chest as he stared at De­rik.

The frail man shiv­ered at the sight, un­able to tear his eyes away.

“This isn’t about that fam­i­ly sil­ver you stole from the Ana­sai fam­i­ly.”

He shiv­ered at the thought, but Rick wasn’t even done.

“But if you just gave it to me a year ago, like you were hired to do, you wouldn’t be here now, would you?”

He didn’t con­tin­ue. In­stead, he looked at De­rik and wait­ed for an an­swer.

De­rik shook his head, ter­ri­fied that if he spoke, only sob­bing would come out. His body shook with the ef­forts and he fold­ed his fin­gers tight­ly in his lap.

Rick only grunt­ed.

De­rik watched as he lift­ed his hips slight­ly and leaned for­ward, chang­ing his po­si­tion. He closed his eyes, try­ing to think about any­thing but where he stood. There was a scuff­ing sound in the car­riage, then some­thing crashed into him.

His world ex­plod­ed in pain as Rick’s fist slammed into his stom­ach.

De­rik’s mouth flung open, but no sound came out as he fold­ed in half over the large hand and bent over the heav­i­ly mus­cled fore­arm.

Rick, who had cov­ered the dis­tance from one seat to the oth­er in a blink, leaned against him, talk­ing into De­rik’s ear in his dead voice. “Do you know why I told Madre you would have no scratch on you?”

De­rik’s world con­tin­ued to ig­nite in pain as he strug­gled to catch his breath. His hands flung to his stom­ach, but the hard fist of Rick just ground down, pin­ning him even as bile rose up in De­rik’s throat.

“Be­cause I’m go­ing to have you healed be­fore you leave. The best heal­ers mon­ey can buy.”

De­rik froze, tears of pain burn­ing in his eyes. He tried to breathe, but his lungs re­fused to work. His feet scratched the floor as he strug­gled to move his body away from the hard knuck­les that con­tin­ued to grind into his stom­ach, re­dou­bling the pain as the crime lord spoke in his hard, im­pas­sive voice.

“And if you tell Madre, the baron, or any­one else, finds out, do you know what I’m go­ing to do? I’m go­ing to take a quar­ter mil­lion marks and hire the Spi­ders of Steel, maybe even Falasi Ana­sai her­self, to as­sas­si­nate you.”

The im­age of Falasi, Wen­di’s moth­er, flashed through his mind. He re­mem­bered the pow­er­ful woman sit­ting on the al­tar while yank­ing his cock into her hot, soaked pussy. He didn’t find out she was the mis­tress of the as­sas­sin’s guild un­til af­ter he ran off.

“Oh, you re­mem­ber her, don’t you? Well, I bet a quar­ter mil­lion marks will make her for­get that you are a good fuck and you stole her grand­moth­er’s sil­ver.”

De­rik’s shoul­der sagged, and he fold­ed tighter over Rick’s fist, try­ing to es­cape the pain that ra­di­at­ed from his in­sides.

Rick fol­lowed him down, his voice deep and rum­bling. “I’m go­ing to rape you. Do you know that?”

When De­rik didn’t an­swer, he grabbed De­rik’s long black hair and yanked him back, bar­ing his throat and slam­ming him against the wall of the car­riage. With a twist of strength, he forced De­rik to look into his dead blue eyes.

“Do you know that?” he re­peat­ed.

De­rik’s frag­ile de­sire not to cry shat­tered as he tried to breath and wrap his mind around the pain ex­plod­ing from his stom­ach and along his scalp. He start­ed to sob with hot tears rolling down his cheeks. Un­able to do any­thing else, he gave a small, ter­ri­fied nod.

“You re­al­ly are a fuck­ing id­iot. All this be­cause you want to be the baron’s bitch? You want to spread your legs for that tree he calls a dick?”

Swal­low­ing, De­rik nod­ded. Hot tears rolled down his cheeks, fol­low­ing the curve of his bared and vul­ner­a­ble throat.

Rick let out a dis­gust­ed snarl and threw De­rik against the side of the car­riage.

De­rik caught him­self so only his shoul­der slammed up against it, but he cringed at the pain. Re­leased from the grind­ing fist in his stom­ach, he curled up, his dress pulling along the seat, as sobs wracked his body.

Rick snarled as he leaned back, glar­ing at De­rik. “You are so fuck­ing pa­thet­ic.”

They rode in si­lence. De­rik clutched him­self, pulling up his knees to his chest. He could feel the air of the car­riage teas­ing his ass, but he fought with his own in­ner ter­ror to find the en­er­gy to pull his dress down.

The car­riage bounced vi­o­lent­ly as they en­tered the poor­est area of town. De­rik’s heart flut­tered at the re­al­iza­tion of their des­ti­na­tion. They wouldn’t be go­ing to Rick’s fan­cy home in the rich area of town. In­stead, he was be­ing tak­en to one of the many safe hous­es, where Rick took peo­ple meant nev­er to see the light of day again.

Rick cracked his knuck­les and De­rik jumped at the sound of it. When he spoke, it was a deep growl of anger, frus­tra­tion, and cru­el­ly. “All right, enough whim­per­ing and whin­ing.”

De­rik start­ed to peek up when he saw Rick reach­ing out for him. He yelped and tried to curl into a ball, but Rick just grabbed his hair and yanked, pulling him off the padded seat and shov­ing his face into the floor.

“Rule one. Aw, fuck it, I’m not go­ing to num­ber these. But, if you dis­obey one, I’m go­ing to hurt you even more.”

De­rik whim­pered, one foot still caught on the seat and the oth­er pinned un­der his leg.

“First rule, for the next three days, your head will nev­er go above my waist.” He spoke in a hard, cru­el voice, “That means if I’m stand­ing, you are kneel­ing. If I’m sit­ting, you are on the ground. If I’m lay­ing down, you bet­ter be un­der me. Do you un­der­stand?”

De­rik start­ed to nod but Rick slammed his head again on the bot­tom.

“Sec­ond rule, no more of this timid lit­tle nod­ding crap. You aren’t a fuck­ing no­ble lady, you are noth­ing but a thiev­ing whore! You say, ‘Yes, mas­ter’ or ‘No, mas­ter’.” If I can’t hear you, I’m go­ing to as­sume you aren’t an­swer­ing. If I don’t hear ‘mas­ter’, you haven’t an­swered. If I hear my name, you didn’t an­swer. Got it?”

De­rik sobbed and tried to get to his feet. Rick snarled, and De­rik wailed quick­ly. “Y-Yes, mas­ter!”

Rick’s hand bare­ly lift­ed off his head, giv­ing him a bit of breath­ing room.

De­rik pant­ed, whim­per­ing at the pain that cat­a­loged it­self across his body. He curled up his feet, one shoe slip­ping off as he did so.

“Third rule… damn it, I’m num­ber­ing. Fine, third rule. If you hes­i­tate, I will beat you. If I tell you to tear out your own hair, your hands bet­ter be bloody and you bet­ter be bald! Do you got it?”

De­rik looked up at shock, his hand reach­ing for his hair.

Rick’s face dark­ened. De­rik re­al­ized he need­ed to an­swer, but Rick was al­ready mov­ing. Yank­ing up De­rik’s head, he pulled him into po­si­tion and slapped him hard with his oth­er hand.

De­rik let out a scream of pain and held one hand against his burn­ing face. “Yes, mas­ter!”

Still hold­ing his hair, Rick leaned down to stare at De­rik. “This is no longer about mon­ey. This is about mak­ing a point. I’m go­ing to make you an ex­am­ple of all the oth­er thieves out there who think they can steal my mon­ey and get away with it.”

De­rik whim­pered and tore his eyes away from Rick’s an­gry glare.

Rick grabbed his face, turn­ing it back. “An­oth­er rule, you look at my face. You don’t look away, you don’t look down. If I’m in front of you, I want to see that bro­ken look in your fuck­ing eyes. If you can’t han­dle that, you bet­ter be look­ing at my dick like it is a god. Got it?”

“Y-Yes, mas­ter.”

He smiled hu­mor­less­ly, “Good, you do learn.”

De­rik had to fight the urge to look away. “Yes… mas­ter.”

Rick re­leased his hair and De­rik slumped back to the floor of the car­riage.

“On your knees,” he com­mand­ed.

Mute­ly, he kept his eyes locked on Rick’s face as he curled his aching legs un­der­neath him.

Rick shift­ed po­si­tion, mov­ing to sit in front of De­rik. De­rik, with­out think­ing, looked down to see that Rick’s knees were on ei­ther side of him, then looked back up as he re­mem­bered the rules.

Rick grunt­ed with ap­proval. “Still need some train­ing, whore, don’t you?”

He blushed with hu­mil­i­a­tion, “Y-Yes, mas­ter.”

Rick leaned for­ward to smile evil­ly at De­rik. “Af­ter three days, you won’t. I’m go­ing to teach you how to be a prop­er slut.”

De­rik shiv­ered with fear and re­al­ized that even be­ing thrown in prison wasn’t any­thing com­pared to what he was about to ex­pe­ri­ence.

Rick looked out the win­dow for a mo­ment, then brought his gaze back down to De­rik.

De­rik shiv­ered at the hard look in the near­ly black eyes and he clutched him­self. His legs tight­ened as he kept his eyes locked on Rick’s.

“You like cock, don’t you?”

The ques­tion sur­prised De­rik, and he strug­gled with an an­swer. When he saw Rick’s hand rais­ing, he blurt­ed you an an­swer. “Yes, mas­ter!”

“Do you like it up the ass?”

The mem­o­ry of the baron’s length buried in­side him brought a heat to his lips and De­rik al­most looked away be­fore an­swer­ing in a whis­per. “Yes, mas­ter.”

The slap came hard, throw­ing him across the car­riage and into the side.

De­rik, hand on his cheek, strug­gled to get back up, then dropped to his knees. Rick mo­tioned him to come clos­er. As De­rik crawled to­ward him, he reached over to grab the long black braid and yank him back into po­si­tion.

“Kneel!”

De­rik obeyed.

Rick kept his hand hold­ing the braid tight­ly.

Tears on his cheeks, De­rik looked back into his face.

Rick re­peat­ed his ques­tion. “Do you like hav­ing a dick up your ass, whore?”

“Y-Yes, mas­ter.”

“Do you want my cock in your ass?”

That was an easy one. “No, mas­ter.”

The blow that came threw him against the back wall and De­rik fold­ed from the pain that caught him in the stom­ach. Whim­per­ing, he strug­gled back into the kneel­ing po­si­tion when Rich point­ed at the floor be­tween his legs. He reached down and grabbed the front of De­rik’s dress, pulling it up un­til the fab­ric be­gan to rip.

“Look, fuck hole, the baron might like hon­esty, but when I ask a ques­tion like that, there is only one an­swer: yes, mas­ter. Got it!?”

De­rik whim­pered loud­ly, “Y-Yes, mas­ter.”

“Good. Now, do you want my fuck­ing cock in your ass or not!?”

Rick’s hand twist­ed, tight­en­ing the fab­ric around De­rik un­til the seam gave out, tear­ing open to ex­pose the black corset be­low. De­rik wailed out his an­swer. “Yes, mas­ter!”

When the hand re­leased his dress, De­rik slumped back down to his knees. Hot tears burn­ing on his face, he glanced down to see it torn from throat to crotch and ex­pos­ing the corset and skin be­low. At the very edge, he could see the black line of his thong. He sobbed, then forced him­self to look up at Rick, to take in those pierc­ing dark eyes that pinned him to the ground.

“Take it out.”

De­rik’s eyes widened.

Rick growled and start­ed to stand up, his hand reach­ing for De­rik’s throat.

With a yelp, De­rik had to look away from his face to reach down to Rick’s crotch; he could al­ready see the hard­ness that strained the fab­ric. At the first touch of his man­i­cured fin­gers, Rick set­tled back down, watch­ing him.

Soft whim­pers vi­brat­ed in his throat as De­rik worked out the but­tons. He could feel the moist heat ris­ing through the fab­ric as he peeled it open. Un­der­neath, he could smell Rick’s musk, a pow­er­ful smell that near­ly choked him. He trem­bled as he dug his fin­gers into the gap­ing open­ing of the pants and worked out the throb­bing length of meat.

He re­mem­bered it from the ho­tel room, but kneel­ing be­fore Rick, with it in his hand, mem­o­ries slammed into De­rik. It was huge, near­ly twice the length of his own mea­ger length but a third short­er than the baron’s. It was hot, iron un­der silk, and it burned his palms as he wrapped his hands around the length. His man­i­cured fin­ger­nails just touched on the oth­er side. At the base, there was a thick brier patch of pu­bic hair, deep and coarse—De­rik couldn’t even see the skin at the base.

Up close, he didn’t re­al­ize that Rick had so many ridges and bumps along his length. De­rik shiv­ered at the thought of it be­ing rammed into his be­ing, a shiv­er of an­tic­i­pat­ed fear. The shaft swelled out thick­ly as it pulsed with the heat in his fin­gers and De­rik shook as he brought his eyes to look at the large, flared head of the crime lord’s man­hood.

“Go on.”

De­rik jumped, his hand slip­ping away un­til Rick snatched his wrist and slapped it back against his cock. De­rik’s fin­gers wrapped around the shaft again but his eyes looked up with an unasked ques­tion.

“Well, you’re a whore. What the fuck do you think a whore should be do­ing?”

Whim­per­ing at the sound of Rick’s voice, De­rik closed his eyes and leaned for­ward.

“Open your fuck­ing eyes!”

His eyes snapped open, his body trem­bling as he was forced to stare at the hard shaft in his hand. A bit of pre-cum oozed out of the tip and De­rik shift his hand to avoid the droplet that ran down his length.

Rick snarled, “Well, get on with it, cock slut.”

Shak­ing, De­rik forced him­self to take the side of Rick’s cock in his mouth. He could feel it hot and slick in his mouth as he kissed the side of it, his hands reach­ing down to cup his balls. His eyes flick­ered up to see Rick scowl­ing at him, his hands clench­ing into fists. Sud­den­ly ter­ri­fied, he licked hard­er.

A hand grabbed hair, yank­ing him away from the hard shaft.

A strange sense of help­less­ness pierced him; it start­ed a tiny flame of some­thing in his gut.

“Are you dat­ing it?”

“W-What, mas­ter?”

A slap, hard and pow­er­ful.

De­rik tast­ed blood on his mouth as he forced his eyes to look up at Rick. “N-No, mas­ter!”

“Then suck it like a whore!”

As De­rik start­ed to frown, try­ing to fig­ure out what Rick com­mand­ed, the more pow­er­ful man sighed. His hand snatched his cock and he yanked De­rik down to­ward it. Us­ing both hands, he smeared the pre-cum against De­rik’s face, then shoved the swollen head right up against his lips. “Suck it like you are be­ing paid by the fuck­ing hour!”

Shame burned on his lips as Rick forced his head be­tween De­rik’s paint­ed lips, bump­ing it against his teeth.

At the feel­ing, Rick snarled with a deep voice. “And if I feel teeth…” He let the sen­tence hang.

De­rik sobbed as hu­mil­i­a­tion wrapped around his flick­er de­sire. He had to force his mouth open to the in­sis­tent cock head.

As soon as his jaw part­ed, Rick yanked his head down. Ter­ri­fied, De­rik opened his jaw, then gagged as Rick rammed half of his length into his mouth. His jaw screamed out in pain as he flinched from the skin of the dick, ter­ri­fied to mar it with his teeth. The thick cock head buried it­self right at the back of his throat.

In­stant­ly, De­rik be­gan to choke. His hands flailed around, try­ing to pull him­self off the thick in­trud­er in his mouth, but Rick just bore down on him, his iron-tight grip pre­vent­ing De­rik from pulling back.

“Oh, we aren’t done yet, slut.”

De­rik screamed out as the pres­sure on his head in­creased. Rick’s fin­ger dug into the back of his head as the pres­sure built up in the back of his throat. The cock head ground against his gag re­flex and he choked on it but Rick re­fused to re­lent.

Grunt­ing, Rick re­leased his cock and slapped his oth­er hand on De­rik’s head, hold­ing it tight­ly as he bore down, forc­ing the thick cock head into the tight ring of the rogue’s throat. His scream of pain and shock grew mut­ed as the cock tore into his throat.

He couldn’t re­spond fast enough as Rick’s pow­er­ful mus­cles drove the shaft deep into him, rip­ping down his throat and smash­ing his nose in the for­est of pu­bic hair at Rick’s base.

De­rik’s world spun around as he flailed, push­ing at the thick­ly mus­cled legs of Rick, but the more pow­er­ful man kept bear­ing down, forc­ing the cock deep­er into De­rik’s throat. In a sense of blind pan­ic, De­rik re­al­ized he couldn’t breath and his fran­tic ef­forts re­dou­bled.

Rick groaned. “Oh, fuck, yes. That where you be­long, on the base of my cock. You al­ways had a face for fuck­ing.”

He moaned again as De­rik gagged and writhed. His foot kicked out as he tried to pull him­self off, but he couldn’t find the strength to free him­self. A burn­ing seared his lungs. It grew with every pass­ing and with ter­ri­bly clar­i­ty, he could feel Rick’s cock grow­ing hot­ter with every sec­ond he strug­gled to breath.

Just as a ring­ing sound­ed in his ears, Rick pulled him off.

His lips stretched as they slid down the ridges of his length, leav­ing a thick sheen of sali­va coat­ing it. He choked and had to force him­self not to close his mouth un­til the thick head slipped out of his lips. De­rik took a deep breath, bring­ing cool air into his lungs. He start­ed an­oth­er, but Rick sud­den­ly yanked him back on the shaft. He bare­ly got a yelp out be­fore the thick mem­ber punched in­side, scrap­ing along the back of his throat and dri­ving deep. His nose bent as it was crushed against Rick’s hard stom­ach and all he could see was thick curls of hair on the man’s chest.

Shame and hu­mil­i­a­tion burned bright­ly, shame at be­ing so eas­i­ly com­mand­ed and hu­mil­i­a­tion at the grow­ing flame in­side him, a ter­ri­ble feel­ing of his body re­spond­ing to this tor­ment.

To his hor­ror, the sear­ing in his lungs start­ed soon­er than be­fore, and he be­gan jerk­ing with a des­per­ate need to breath. Rick groaned with plea­sure, grind­ing him down hard on his cock and chok­ing him un­til fi­nal­ly re­leas­ing him. De­rik des­per­ate­ly gulped for a sin­gle breath of air be­fore Rick slammed him down again, im­pal­ing his throat and tear­ing him more open.

Rick re­fused to give him respite. His pow­er­ful hands yanked him off enough for a sin­gle breath of fran­tic air be­fore slam­ming him back down, fuck­ing his throat hard and hold­ing it there un­til the world grew dizzy and his body screamed for air.

De­rik sobbed at the taste of blood in his mouth, but his fu­tile at­tempts to free him­self were use­less. Rick fucked him bru­tal­ly, suf­fo­cat­ing him with every blow as his cock just grew thick­er and hard­er, rip­ping his throat open with every bru­tal thrust.

Soon, even the air he could breath in wasn’t enough to stop the sear­ing pain in his lungs. Rick growled as he jammed him down, then start­ed to use his head to skull-fuck him­self.

De­rik sobbed with the re­al­iza­tion he was noth­ing but a hole to Rick. A throat to rape. And Rick didn’t re­lent. Each thrust crushed De­rik’s nose and smack the thick hair against his vic­tim’s lips. He slammed down again and again, pound­ing De­rik’s face into his crotch.

Then, the cock surged in­side his mouth and Rick pulled De­rik off, leav­ing the head in­side his lips and pump­ing hot, sear­ing cum into his mouth. De­rik start­ed to close his lips, but Rick snapped sharply.

“Don’t you fuck­ing swal­low.”

Shocked, De­rik forced his tongue to the back of his throat just as hot jets of seed flood­ed his cheeks. The taste was strong, pow­er­ful, and sharp, but he didn’t care spit it out ei­ther. In­stead, he suf­fered as Rick came in his mouth, fill­ing him un­til his cheeks start­ed to puff out.

Pant­i­ng, Rick smiled fierce­ly. “When I pull out, it bet­ter be clean.”

De­rik’s eyes widened, but he wrapped his lips tight­ly around Rick’s cock. He could feel every ridge and bump as the crime lord pulled out. When the mas­sive mem­ber bobbed in front of him, Rick nod­ded.

“You can be trained.”

He stared down at his cock. Mouth still full of cool­ing sperm, De­rik worked the shaft back into Rick’s pants and closed it up. He sat back, un­sure what to do.

Then he re­al­ized some­thing more hu­mil­i­at­ing than any­thing else.

He was hard. Trapped in his black thong, he could feel pre-cum soak­ing his length. Flush­ing hot, he squeezed his legs to­geth­er and prayed that he wouldn’t be turned on.

Hu­mil­i­a­tion heat­ed his cheeks as he closed his eyes. When Rick cleared his throat, he opened them, star­ing up into the evil dark gaze for long min­utes. Min­utes stretched out even fur­ther and De­rik had to fight a grow­ing des­per­a­tion to swal­low. He couldn’t help tast­ing it as it im­print­ed in his sens­es. His tongue re­flex­ive­ly swirled around it and he shud­dered at the feel­ing of the slimy liq­uid that filled his mouth.

Af­ter twen­ty long min­utes, the car­riage fi­nal­ly came to a halt. De­rik jerked, then stood up straight. Tears blurred his eyes as Rick glared at him.

“Tilt back and open your mouth.”

Shame. Shame caught his lungs as De­rik forced his head back, open­ing his mouth to show the creamy liq­uid that still filled his mouth. It was cool­er and con­gealed, but the feel­ing of the slime on his tongue sent dis­gust­ed shiv­ers down his spine.

“Now, swal­low,” came the com­mand.

De­rik’s shoul­der shook as he closed his mouth and swal­lowed. Sod­den mass of cum oozed down his throat, sear­ing along the torn in­sides and pool­ing in his stom­ach. When Rick com­mand­ed, he obe­di­ent­ly opened his mouth to show it was emp­ty.

Rick grunt­ed as he grabbed De­rik’s hair again. “Every time I come in your mouth, you don’t swal­low un­til I tell you to. I don’t care if it is an hour or a day, when you open your mouth, it bet­ter be full.”

Still sob­bing, De­rik man­aged to an­swer. “Yes, m-mas­ter.”

“And if any­thing leaks out of that slut­ty mouth of yours, I’ll put in some­thing far worse than my dick.”

“Yes, mas­ter,” he said through a sob.

Rick reached over and shoved open the door with his foot.

De­rik glanced out and froze, ter­ri­fied by the tow­er out­side the door.

Ru­mors called it the Tow­er of the Silent Screams.

A tow­er that no per­son had ever left alive.

Rick took peo­ple there and turned them into “ex­am­ples,” where they suf­fered very short, but painful, lives to make a point to every­one else. Above the door, skulls had been mount­ed to show off Rick’s vic­tim.  Six­ty-three ex­am­ples. His eyes caught sight of an emp­ty spike near the top, a spot that he knew was re­served for him.

A slap threw him out of the side of the car­riage, and he slammed into the grav­el out­side. The sharp rocks cut at his hands and knees. He opened his eyes to see a long strip of his torn dress flut­ter­ing in the wind. From be­hind him, he heard Rick snarling. “I told you to look at me!”

The grav­el shud­dered as Rick jumped out, then yanked De­rik up by his hair, to stare at the tow­er with tear stream­ing down his face.

“Wel­come to your home for the next three days.”

De­rik re­al­ized, be­yond all doubts, he should have just been hon­est when he had the chance.
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        Rick dragged him into the tow­er, and De­rik could bare­ly keep his head be­low waist lev­el as his bare feet skit­tered across the grav­el. His beau­ti­ful dress tore even more. He was dim­ly aware of the wet air and ground soak­ing into his skin Rick tossed him through the door. The cab­in plunged into dark­ness as a peal of thun­der rum­bled through the stone. A mo­ment lat­er, a light flared up as the fe­male thrib­an, who guard­ed the car­riage, set her burn­ing fin­ger on a torch to light it. Grin­ning evil­ly at him, she lit three oth­er torch­es be­fore snuff­ing the flame in her palm.

Rick smiled to her be­fore turn­ing his gaze to the hud­dling De­rik on the floor. “You know what, De­rik? You are go­ing to be the first per­son who sur­vives this tow­er.”

De­rik forced his eyes to look up, trem­bling as he clutched at the torn re­mains of his dress. The stone, cold de­spite the sum­mer, stung at his ass with only a black thong to pro­tect it.

Rick chuck­led dry­ly. “This time. Be­cause, even if Madre some­how con­vinces the baron, soon­er or lat­er, you’ll be back.”

Shiv­er­ing at the thought, De­rik forced him­self to calm down, fight­ing the twist­ing in his stom­ach and the tears in his eyes.

Rick chuck­led at his ef­forts, then turned to the fe­male. She wore a suit of chain ar­mor that held in her large, wa­ter­mel­on-sized breasts and clung to the wide curves of her hips. He could see just as many mus­cles as Rick in her bare skin, but there was a sense of pure phys­i­cal pow­er in her frame as she turned to the crime lord.

“Yes?”

“Any­thing you want?”

“The corset.”

Rick raised an eye­brow, “The corset? Isn’t a bit small for you, Truk?”

Truk looked down at her large frame and then at De­rik’s frail one. She shook her head, “Well, yes, but it has an en­chant­ment on it, I’m cu­ri­ous.”

“Well, then.”

Rick turned his at­ten­tion back to De­rik. “Strip.”

The idea of be­ing naked in front of Rick scared him, but his face still stung from the im­pact of his blows. Trem­bling vi­o­lent­ly, he forced him­self to his knees and start­ed to pull off the sap­phire dress, strip­ping down to the black corset and thong. He looked for his heels, but he couldn’t find them. In­stead, he looked up at Rick as his hands reached be­hind him to un­lace his corset.

Rick rum­bled with amuse­ment and backed up against the wall, rub­bing his crotch.

A hot blush rose on De­rik’s cheeks as he worked the fi­nal lac­ing free, then hooked his fin­gers on the lace cup to pull it down, ex­pos­ing his breasts to Rick’s hun­gry eyes. Look­ing up to see a lust burn­ing there brought back the flame in­side him; the feel­ings of hu­mil­i­a­tion that flared in­side De­rik warmed his body.

Rick chuck­led, still rub­bing him­self, “You are a slut, aren’t you?”

De­rik held out the corset for Truk.

She stepped for­ward and snatched it from his hands.

He winced, then turned his eyes back to Rick.

The crime lord ges­tured with a fin­ger. “You aren’t done.”

Still shak­ing, De­rik lift­ed his hips to work his cock out. It was only semi-hard, but he could see his pre-cum glis­ten­ing on his length and the feel­ing of hu­mil­i­a­tion rose even fur­ther.

He wasn’t sup­pose to en­joy this. He wasn’t sup­pose to find any plea­sure be­ing be­ing choked on Rick’s cock.

At the brief mem­o­ry of it, the feel­ing of be­ing help­less­ly im­paled by the hard­ness, a shiv­er raced down the length of his cock. It swelled into a heat that burned in his balls. Whim­per­ing, he tore his thoughts away and stared back up at Rick as he slipped off his thong and set it aside.

Rick grunt­ed and turned away from De­rik to look at the thrib­an. “So?”

Her fin­gers danced over it, tiny sparks of light flow­ing up from the black corset. “Madre’s work.”

“Damn, one of her sen­sors?”

“No, pro­tec­tion. Tem­po­rary en­hance­ment, but it could prob­a­bly turn away a knife.”

Rick made a cu­ri­ous noise, then turned back to De­rik. He took the two steps for­ward to stand in front of him.

De­rik looked up, shak­ing with fear, but said noth­ing.

“Madre re­al­ly cares for you, doesn’t she?”

“Y-Yes, mas­ter,” came the fright­ened re­sponse.

Rick reached down to grab his hair, pulling it up un­til De­rik was forced to raise up on his knees, his head bare­ly be­low Rick’s belt. The pow­er­ful man turned him away, forc­ing him to look at a rust-stained door. “See that door?”

“Yes, mas­ter.”

De­rik saw blood stains along the bot­tom edge, and fin­ger­nail scratch­es on the frame. “That’s the slaugh­ter room. If you go through that door, you will nev­er come back.”

He let out a sob be­fore he could con­trol him­self.

Rick twist­ed him back to face him, hold­ing his head to force him to look up. “We are go­ing to start at the top. I was hop­ing for a week or more, but the baron is in a hur­ry to find those ru­mors about that curse of his. So, I don’t have much time to prop­er­ly en­joy you, so call this a pre­view of what I’m go­ing to do next time I get to bor­row you.”

De­rik said noth­ing, just kept his eyes locked on Rick’s.

Af­ter a few sec­onds, the man dropped him back to his knees. “Go up­stairs.”

Look­ing around, De­rik saw stone stairs go­ing up. He start­ed to stand, but Rick slapped him across the room.

“You don’t need feet. Crawl!”

Fight­ing the sting­ing pain that coursed through him, he crawled along the ground, naked and help­less. Know­ing Rick watched him did noth­ing to help the spark burn­ing in­side him. At the bot­tom of the stairs, he looked up and be­gan to crawl up the stairs, hook­ing his feet on the edge. He made it five steps be­fore Rick shoved him hard against the stone.

“Don’t go above my waist,” he warned.

De­rik whim­pered and looked around, see­ing how Rick grinned as he stood a few steps be­low. He turned back, then whim­pered loud­ly as he tried to fig­ure out how to get up the stairs.

Fi­nal­ly, he plas­tered him­self hard against the edge and crawled up, al­most slith­ered. His nip­ples and cock bumped against the harsh stone as he inched up the stairs.

Rick fol­lowed, giv­ing him or­ders and call­ing him a whore or slut.

It took him near­ly twen­ty min­utes to climb the three sto­ries, scrap­ing his stom­ach, breasts, and man­hood against the stone un­til he fi­nal­ly spot­ted the top. His body shook with the ef­fort to re­main low and flat, but it was the burn­ing hu­mil­i­a­tion that hurt more than any­thing else. His man­hood nev­er soft­ened at Rick’s words.

“Mask of Shad­ows, you are a fuck­ing slut. I bet you’d get off on this, wouldn’t you?”

De­rik swal­lowed, “No, mas­ter.”

“Re­al­ly?”

Hands jammed be­tween his legs, pulling them painful­ly part be­fore they grabbed his cock.

Rick grunt­ed, then squeezed hard on his balls un­til De­rik let out a scream of agony.

“Don’t lie to me, whore.”

De­rik sobbed and slumped against the hard, stone stairs. They scraped at his knees and hands, but he still sopped to reach one shak­ing hand back to feel his cock.

He tried to close his legs tight­ly, but Rick’s hand shoved back be­tween his legs. His four fin­gers ground against De­rik’s balls and man­hood while the thumb pressed against his ass­hole. De­rik shiv­ered, freez­ing in place as the thick dig­it pressed down.

Rick leaned for­ward to growl at him. “What is get­ting you off? Crawl­ing on the floor like a bitch or the idea of me beat­ing you? Or fact I’m go­ing to rape you for three days?”

De­rik couldn’t an­swer it, but he yelped as Rick pushed the thick thumb into his anal ring, forc­ing it open as he squeezed him tight­ly.

“I asked a ques­tion.”

“No… mas­ter.”

Rick jammed his en­tire thumb into De­rik’s ass, and the thief’s cock surged to full height in a sin­gle in­stant. Heat burned in­side him as the thick dig­it plunged into him.

Rick stopped just past the sec­ond knuck­le.

De­rik whim­pered at the feel­ing, both of be­ing filled from be­hind but his cock ooz­ing pre-cum into Rick’s hand.

“You are fuck­ing ly­ing, whore. You want your ass stuffed so bad­ly, don’t you?”

De­rik start­ed to an­swer, but Rick jammed his thumb in deep­er and tight­ened his fin­gers around De­rik’s balls. “Don’t you!?”

Let­ting out a sob, De­rik nod­ded fran­ti­cal­ly, “Yes, mas­ter!”

Rick shoved his thumb hard in be­tween his cheeks, fuck­ing him with hard, bru­tal strokes that were al­most punch­ing, would have been pun­ish­ing if not for his train­ing in the harem.

De­rik was shoved against the stairs. He braced him­self with his hands and held him­self still, fight­ing the feel­ings both plea­sur­able and shame­ful. His cock con­tin­ued to grow hot­ter, leak­ing as Rick pumped his ass with just a thumb. A thick, pow­er­ful thumb.

“Beg for it.”

“M-Mas­ter?”

“Beg for my fuck­ing dick, you fuck­ing cunt!”

De­rik sobbed as he leaned against the stone, feel­ing how Rick’s hu­mil­i­at­ing words brought a dis­gust­ing de­sire to the fore, a hunger for sub­mis­sion that the harem had brought out was now be­ing used against him. His cock, hot and hard, ground against Rick’s fin­gers. “F-Fuck me, mas­ter.”

“What?” came the hard re­ply and an­oth­er hard thrust.

De­rik swal­lowed, the shame on his cheeks as he begged for some­thing he nev­er want­ed. “Please fuck me. Fuck my ass. F-fuck your whore.”

The thumb that drove into him pound­ed in a bit soft­er as De­rik spoke. His breath came hard as he growled. “Loud­er! Scream it. I want Truk and every­one else in this tow­er to hear it. I want the whole neigh­bor­hood to hear you!”

De­rik tried to gain the courage, but he took too long and Rick reached out with his oth­er hand to grab his hair. A bolt of plea­sure and pain coursed through his spine, pool­ing in his balls and tight­en­ing his ass­hole around the plung­ing fin­ger.

Rick snarled, but just pulled hard­er. “Fuck­ing beg for it!” His voice echoed off the stone walls.

De­rik sobbed but he screamed out. “Fuck me! Fuck me mas­ter! Fuck me so hard I scream, fuck me un­til I come, fuck—”

He kept on cry­ing out, beg­ging for it blind­ly. Every scream caused his breasts to grind against the stone. Every word that es­caped his throat seemed an­oth­er nail in the cof­fin of his pride. Every thrust of the thick thumb into his guts re­mind­ed him of the plea­sures his body hun­gered for.

Rick grunt­ed. His thumb yanked out of his ass and De­rik let out an­oth­er sob. The hand wrapped around his hair didn’t re­lent and he was forced to arch his back to keep the pres­sure.

Then, he heard Rick clear his throat and spit; a hot glob of sali­va splat­ter­ing against his tail bone and ooz­ing down the crevice of his cheeks. As it dripped against his clench­ing ass­hole, the thick swollen head of Rick’s man­hood pressed into it and lodged it­self right at the en­trance of De­rik’s rec­tum.

De­rik stum­bled with his litany of beg­ging, then let out a scream of sur­prise, shock, and pain as Rick drove his cock into him. The hard, ridged length plunged deep into De­rik’s ass with only a bit of spit for lu­bri­ca­tion. Be­fore his body could cat­a­log the pain, Rick bot­tomed out with his large balls crash­ing against De­rik’s small­er ones.

Rick held it there, just as he held the en­tire length of his cock in De­rik’s throat.

To his sur­prise, De­rik was chok­ing again, this time from the ex­plo­sion of nerves that screamed out in shock, a storm of plea­sure at be­ing pen­e­trat­ed mixed with the bru­tal pain of the bru­tal thrust fill­ing him. He sobbed and plas­tered his face against the stone, his shoul­ders shak­ing as Rick pulled back on his hair and ground deep­er.

The hot pole of the crime lord’s cock vi­brat­ed deep in­side him for a mo­ment be­fore Rick yanked it out. The cock head burst out of De­rik’s ass­hole with a pop­ping sound and De­rik slumped for­ward.

“Please stop—”

His word froze as Rick slammed into him again, forc­ing his swollen head into the tight ring of De­rik’s be­ing and dri­ving deep un­til his balls once again slammed into De­rik. The slen­der thief’s voice cracked as he wailed, help­less to stop as Rick grabbed his shoul­der with one hand and tight­ened his grip on the long braid. With pow­er­ful mus­cles, he yanked him­self com­plete­ly out with a slurp­ing noise. Af­ter only a half a heart­beat, bare­ly a chance to in­hale a sin­gle breath, Rick im­paled him again, rip­ping open the tight ring and slam­ming deep.

De­rik’s shoul­ders shook vi­o­lent­ly as Rick be­gan to as­sault him, punch­ing his cock with bru­tal thrusts that ground the hard­ness deep in­side him and pulled all the way out, stretch­ing open the tight ring un­til it was no longer a bar­ri­er to the thick mem­ber that dom­i­nat­ed him.

Hard strokes jammed into his in­ner or­gans, fill­ing his depths with hard length. As the stroking grew faster and stronger, slam­ming De­rik against the stone with every thrust of Rick’s pow­er­ful hips, De­rik lost more of him­self in lust. Pre-cum dripped loud­ly against the stone un­der­neath him. He want­ed to stroke him­self, and then he sobbed with the re­al­iza­tion that he got even a small amount out of plea­sure from Rick’s rape.

He silent­ly prayed that it would end soon, but the mas­sive mem­ber kept plung­ing into him, stretch­ing him open and leav­ing the open­ing of his be­ing gap­ing, would re­main un­til Rick found his or­gasm.

Af­ter many long min­utes, Rick came, and hot jets of sperm flood­ed De­rik’s burn­ing in­sides. Rick bel­lowed out with rage and lust, yank­ing back on De­rik’s hair as he forced the thief to bend back­wards.

De­rik’s shoul­der blades ground against the heav­i­ly mus­cled chest as he came. It was a hu­mil­i­at­ing or­gasm born by only the plea­sure of be­ing fucked.

Rick jerked as he came again, his body shov­ing for­ward with every hot surge of seed that flood­ed De­rik’s in­sides. Then, pant­i­ng hard, Rick shoved De­rik back down and re­leased his hair.

De­rik sobbed, not only for the burn­ing pain of his rape, but the re­al­iza­tion that he hun­gered for the feel­ing of some­thing, any­thing, in­side him. His body jerked as a fi­nal splat­ter of cum oozed out of his cock and splashed down on the ground.

Rick yanked his cock out.

De­rik looked over his shoul­der to see cum drip­ping off the an­gry red length. Rick looked down with an ex­pres­sion of dis­gust and… lust­ful ex­cite­ment. He point­ed to his shaft.

“Clean it.”

De­rik’s eyes widened, but he didn’t re­spond fast enough for Rick. The pow­er­ful man grabbed his hair and yanked him back, twist­ing him around un­til De­rik was sit­ting in his own cool­ing seed, star­ing at the drip­ping shaft.

“I said, fuck­ing clean it!”

The mo­ment De­rik opened his mouth, Rick jammed the hard cock into his mouth, try­ing to force it in. De­rik got half of it into his mouth, tast­ing cum but noth­ing else. Ut­ter­ly thank­ful for the mag­i­cal con­tain­ment rune, he bobbed up and down.

Rick moaned and reached down to grab his head. De­rik tried to pull off, but Rick forced him down hard, shov­ing his swelling cock into De­rik’s throat un­til the thief’s nose buried it­self into the hard mus­cles and thick pu­bic hair of Rick’s stom­ach.

“Whores be­long on the bot­tom!”

Hands held him there un­til the des­per­ate need to breath seared his lungs. Rick re­leased him slight­ly but then he be­gan to fuck De­rik’s face like be­fore, hard strokes that slammed the cock deep into De­rik’s aching throat and hold­ing it there un­til he need­ed air.

Af­ter only a few strokes, Rick came in his mouth while growl­ing a warn­ing for De­rik not to swal­low.

De­rik held it there, tast­ing the slimy liq­uid and keep­ing his lips tight as Rick pulled out his glis­ten­ing shaft. His jaw ached from the pres­sure, but he leaned back to open his mouth to show Rick he obeyed the rules.

“Swal­low and clean up the damned floor,” came the im­me­di­ate com­mand. De­rik’s cheeks burned as he swal­lowed Rick’s cum, feel­ing it slide down his throat and fill his stom­ach. He sat up, keep­ing his head be­low Rick’s waist and looked down at the pud­dle of cum on the stairs.

It wasn’t any­thing dif­fer­ent than what he did for Madre, he told him­self, and start­ed lick­ing the floor clean.
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        Unfair Commands


        

        It took near­ly thir­ty min­utes to crawl up the last five stone steps. As De­rik bent over the stairs, lap­ping up the cum with his tongue, with his ass in the air. Cum dripped down his thighs, re­mind­ing him of what had hap­pened.

Rick groaned with lust and tight­ly grabbed his hips.

He bare­ly man­aged to lift his head up when the hard shaft im­paled him again, dri­ving deep and fill­ing him to the brim. The sec­ond time, Rick pound­ed him bru­tal­ly, and De­rik sobbed into the stairs from the pain and plea­sure tear­ing into him. He tast­ed cum on the pul­sat­ing shaft when Rick or­dered him to clean it with his mouth. When De­rik didn’t bob down far enough, Rick grabbed the back of his head and raped his throat re­peat­ed­ly, tear­ing his throat open even more.

Fi­nal­ly, Rick shoved him up the last few steps and forced him to kneel in front of a heavy door. The top steps smelled of piss, fear, and blood. The an­cient wood stood dark­ly at the top, stained with age. De­rik whim­pered, feel­ing the hot cum run­ning out of him and the ache in­side. His own mem­ber, sore af­ter com­ing again, drooled on the ground.

Now, he knelt in front of the tor­ture room. Rick chuck­led dry­ly as he reached over De­rik’s head and flung open the door.

Rick turned his head to look at his new home for three days. De­rik ex­pect­ed an ar­ray of tor­ture in­stru­ments, but found a room filled with crates and bar­rels. Two chairs sat near the door, fac­ing the cen­ter. Look­ing up, he saw a long chain hang­ing from the ceil­ing with a pair of man­a­cles at the end. Con­fused, he looked up at Rick who just laughed.

“Ex­pect­ing some­thing more?”

“Yes, mas­ter.”

A kick slammed into his side and he slammed against the side of the door. Rick ges­tured.

“Well, get the fuck in there.”

Fright­ened and wary, De­rik crawled into the room, his breasts sway­ing along with his half-hard man­hood. He didn’t know where to go, so he crawled into the cen­ter. Rick fol­lowed him, strip­ping out of his clothes and drop­ping them in the cor­ner. When De­rik came to the mid­dle, he turned around and knelt. A long shud­der­ing breath came out of him, al­most re­lief, as he stared around the plain room.

He re­mem­bered one of the rules a few sec­onds too late and Rick’s kick caught him in the stom­ach, fold­ing him in half and crash­ing him into the box­es be­hind him. He screamed out in pain as he col­lapsed to the ground, clutch­ing him­self. Rick’s bare feet slapped across the ground as he stormed up to De­rik. De­rik saw the shad­ow and tried to flinch away, but Rick grabbed his hair and yanked him up, hold­ing him up un­til De­rik man­aged to get his knees un­der­neath him.

“One fuck­ing or­gasm, and you for­get every­thing!?”

Clutch­ing his stom­ach, De­rik shook his head, then spoke clear­ly. “No, mas­ter.”

Rick yanked back his hair and forced him to look up. “You are noth­ing but a fuck­ing cock whore.”

Af­ter the faintest pause, De­rik stam­mered. “Yes, mas­ter.”

“And like all whores, you need to be taught your place. Some­thing you ob­vi­ous­ly don’t know.”

An­oth­er pause, but De­rik couldn’t fill it. Tears filled in his eyes as Rick snarled, then yanked him high­er up, pulling him com­plete­ly off the ground. De­rik grabbed his hand, try­ing to gain some re­lief from the pain in his scalp. His feet kicked off the ground un­til his soles gripped the stone and he could stand up. Rick dragged him over to the cen­ter and grabbed both wrists with one hand. His large fin­gers squeezed down painful­ly, grind­ing the bones to­geth­er, as he reached up to pull at the chain. Tiny runes flared up along the sur­face of the pit­ted iron man­a­cles and it came down eas­i­ly.

With­out say­ing any­thing, Rick yanked De­rik’s wrists above his head and clamped the man­a­cles into place. It clicked. A sec­ond lat­er, the thin line of the join glowed be­fore it melt­ed over to form a sol­id band of iron. Rick tugged on it and the chain drew up from a mag­i­cal com­mand.

De­rik stared at it in shock, then a yelp es­caped his throat as the chain yanked him off the ground, bear­ing all the weight on his wrists as his feet kicked in the air.

Rick watched him dance for a mo­ment, then chuck­led. “Be thank­ful I didn’t wrap it around your neck.”

De­rik whim­pered, his eyes widen­ing. He was strug­gling to breathe with the fear pound­ing in his veins.

Rick snapped his fin­gers and point­ed down. The chain ratch­eted down un­til De­rik’s toes touched the ground, then Rick held up his hand. The chain stopped with the man’s hand ges­tures.

Rick cir­cled, his naked form a star­tling con­trast to De­rik’s. He was larg­er than most men and heav­i­ly mus­cled. Thick coarse hair cov­ered his en­tire body, lead­ing down to a half-hard shaft that jumped de­spite rap­ing De­rik three times on the stairs.

De­rik forced him­self to look up, to keep his gaze on Rick’s face as he cir­cled.

“You won’t en­joy this.”

De­rik an­swered im­me­di­ate­ly, his body tens­ing with the thought. “Yes, mas­ter.”

“Do you know why this room is so plain?”

“No, mas­ter.”

“Be­cause I don’t need fan­cy tools to rip off your arms or legs, or to hold you still. I need only one thing to break most peo­ple.”

As he spoke, he dragged one of the bar­rels in front of De­rik. Pulling on a rope through the lid, he set it aside and pulled out a long, thin switch of wood.

“This is a cane.”

He snapped it, and De­rik winced at the whistling sound it made as it cut through the air.

“It hurts, right?”

“Um—”

Rick cracked it across De­rik’s chest.

A sharp pain ex­plod­ed from De­r­ick’s breasts, and he screamed out in pain. Look­ing down through the tears, he saw a red line form­ing just above his hard nip­ples.

The crime lord chuck­led and walked up in front of De­rik, clos­er than a lover would stand. His hand reached up to trace a line from De­rik’s cheek, along his jaw, and down to his throat. “There is a dan­ger, you know, of hav­ing breasts like these.”

His hand ca­ress­ing De­rik’s right breast, stroking along the sen­si­tive curve and then teas­ing along the red score line.

De­rik’s low­er lip trem­bled.

The touch was a sharp pain but it wouldn’t last. Rick dropped his fin­ger down to the dusky nip­ple, teas­ing it un­til it puck­ered and grew sen­si­tive.

When the thumb and fin­ger ca­ress­ing both sides of the nip­ple, he shook his head, beg­ging with his eyes.

Rick just smiled, then twist­ed it hard, send­ing a sharp pain to slash through his body.

De­rik let out a stran­gled yelp, then an­oth­er as Rick re­leased it.

A slap caught him right along the breast and he grabbed the oth­er nip­ple. “I’m go­ing to make you re­gret get­ting those tits.”

“I-I didn’t—”

The words slipped out be­fore De­rik could stop them. Rick’s face grew stormy, and he stepped back, crack­ing the whip across his breasts again. This time, it caught both of his nip­ples, and he screamed out as his world ex­plod­ed into white stars.

A third blow struck him, di­ag­o­nal across his taut stom­ach and he al­most fold­ed in half as he twist­ed away from it. A fourth strike caught his side, the thin wood wrap­ping around his ribs and leav­ing a painful welt to rise to the sur­face.

Rick snarled. “In this room, if you dis­obey the rules, you get struck.”

“Yes, mas­ter,” cried De­rik. His body trem­bled with not only the pain but the an­tic­i­pa­tion of many more rules be­ing bro­ken. He tried to force him­self to fo­cus and stare up at Rick as Rick came close again.

With a false ten­der­ness, Rick stroked his hands against De­rik’s left nip­ple, where the hard, sen­si­tive nub rolled in his palm. De­rik whim­pered soft­ly, cross­ing his legs as he pre­pared for the pain. “These be­long on a high-class whore, De­rik, not a thiev­ing slut like your­self!”

He twist­ed hard, grind­ing his fist into the soft mound. De­rik’s scream rose into a shrill sound as he writhed from the pain, try­ing to es­cape. Rick grabbed his oth­er breast, dig­ging his fin­gers into the thick meat and twist­ing the en­tire mound un­til the dual pains near­ly made De­rik faint.

Rick re­leased him, and he slumped for­ward, putting the weight on his wrists as he pant­ed for breath. He looked up too late and saw Rick raise his cane.

“I said look at me.”

De­rik cried out, “No!”, but the blow came hard, scor­ing a red line across his thighs and near­ly hit­ting his man­hood. Rick snarled and struck again, this time across De­rik’s back as he spun around. Three more blows came across his chest and De­rik sobbed from the pain that ra­di­at­ed from each one. Look­ing down, he saw one of them ooz­ing blood right above the val­ley of his breasts.

“You’re hard, slut,” rum­bled Rick.

De­rik fo­cused his bleary eyes be­tween the soft, scored mounds on his chest and down to the hard cock be­tween his legs. De­rik shook his head, as if could deny the an­gry red cock and the hot feel­ings that coursed down his en­tire length. Droplets of pre-cum al­ready formed at the tip and he watched as one splat­tered down on the clean stone be­low.

“Are you a slut?”

He re­sist­ed an­swer­ing for a mo­ment, then winced as the cane slammed across his shoul­der and catch­ing his fore­head. In the burn­ing pain, he fought back his tears. “Yes, mas­ter.”

“And when I’m done, are you go­ing to beg for my dick?”

He want­ed to say no, but he knew the right an­swer. De­spite the pulse that jerked his man­hood. “Yes, mas­ter.”

“Do you want to choke on it?”

“Yes, mas­ter.”

“You also want it in your ass, don’t you?”

He sup­pressed a moan, “Yes, mas­ter.”

Rick chuck­led and reached down to grab De­rik’s balls. Squeez­ing them, he twist­ed un­til De­rik threw back his head and screamed out. Rick leaned for­ward, his hairy chest press­ing against De­rik’s slick one.

“And we are go­ing to. Three days I’m go­ing to do that. And when I’m done each time, I’m go­ing to seal you in a bar­rel and pack you in so tight that you won’t be able to move. If you are lucky, I won’t ac­ci­den­tal­ly pack you in salt for the many wounds you’ll be wear­ing.”

De­rik shiv­ered at the thought, then looked up at Rick’s face.

The pow­er­ful man chuck­led. “But, I think you need a slight­ly dif­fer­ent­ly po­si­tion, don’t you think?”

“Y-Yes, mas­ter?”

“Good.”

Rick set the cane on the bar­rel and dragged an­oth­er one next to De­rik’s hips. He walked around and brought a sec­ond one to his oth­er side. On top of each one was a rope stick­ing out of a hole.

Rick walked be­hind him, then grabbed De­rik’s balls tight­ly.

“Kneel on those.”

De­rik cried from the squeez­ing pres­sure. He was forced to bring one knee up on the bar­rel and then the oth­er. As he set­tled into po­si­tion, he re­al­ized he couldn’t pull his ob­scene­ly spread legs to­geth­er and his balls were dan­gling above the stone floor. His ass hov­ered right at the lev­el of Rick’s cock. He could feel it bob­bing right be­low the curve of his ass and shiv­ered with the thought of it im­pal­ing him.

Rick’s hands yanked his knees fur­ther apart, pulling him apart un­til he moaned out in protest. Then, the harsh rope wrapped around his an­kles, pin­ning him to the two heavy bar­rels. De­rik whim­pered at the pres­sure on his in­ner thighs and back, his po­si­tion ut­ter­ly help­less and ex­posed.

His cock dripped hot­ly to the ground, splat­ter­ing it with pre-cum and hu­mil­i­a­tion.

Rick’s fin­gers stroked along his shaft. He moaned, then yelped as Rick twist­ed his balls. “I’m go­ing to make you stop en­joy­ing this.”

He stepped back, and the cane whis­tled through the air, smack­ing him across the ass. He jerked for­ward, but the bar­rels didn’t even move, and he couldn’t es­cape them. An­oth­er blow fol­lowed the first, scor­ing par­al­lel lines across his butt. De­rik gasped at the pain of it, his back arch­ing to try draw­ing his but­tocks away, but Rick just laid into them, slam­ming blow af­ter blow along the tight ass and up along his back. The wood cut into his skin, tear­ing pain along his nerves as Rick bent his weight into it.

De­rik screamed out, writhing to try es­cap­ing the cane, but the blows kept com­ing, slic­ing into him. Rick stayed be­hind him, grunt­ing as he cracked it across his skin.

Af­ter an end­less pe­ri­od of agony, the blows slowed, then stopped. De­rik slumped for­ward, un­able to see Rick, and stared at the ground as he pant­ed with an ef­fort to clear his head. Some­thing hot and wet rolled down his back, then fol­lowed the curve be­fore splat­ter­ing down. He stared at the crim­son splash­es, mixed in with the cum that still dripped from his rec­tum and his man­hood.

Rick’s pres­ence grew as the pow­er­ful man stepped for­ward and im­paled him on a hard, throb­bing shaft. De­rik in­haled sharply, feel­ing it slid­ing deep in­side his slick chan­nel, but the hiss turned into a whim­per of pain as Rick grabbed his hips and the welts raised along his sur­face. One hand grabbed his hair, pulling on his head, but Rick used the oth­er to slap him across the back, ig­nit­ing the pain of the cane marks and send­ing bolts of pain through him.

De­rik’s ass­hole tight­ened around Rick’s cock, and the larg­er man ran his fin­ger­nails across the wounds as he pound­ed hard and fast.

Cry­ing from the pain and moan­ing from the plea­sure of be­ing filled, De­rik lost him­self in a storm of sen­sa­tions that tore him from the in­side. His tears splashed down on the floor as Rick pound­ed into him, his mas­sive balls crash­ing into De­rik’s small­er ones with every stroke and send­ing bolts of light­ing up his spine.

Rick came with a grunt, flood­ing De­rik’s in­sides with hot cum be­fore pulling it out. It oozed out of him, splat­ter­ing to the ground. De­rik pant­ed from al­most reach­ing an or­gasm.

Rick leaned for­ward, grind­ing his fin­ger­nails into the welts. De­rik whim­pered, then froze as Rick spoke di­rect­ly into his ear. “Why is your head above my waist, slut?”

De­rik’s mouth opened. He looked down at his po­si­tion, bound in the air and an­kles spread why.

“I-I can’t! I can’t get down.”

Rick chuck­led, “I’ll give you to the count of twen­ty be­fore I pun­ish you then.”

De­rik wailed as he tried to twist out of the man­a­cles. The long sec­onds count­ed down as he strug­gled against his bounds.

Rick stepped back, switch­ing the cane in the air as he count­ed down. “Five.”

Jerk­ing hard­er, De­rik broke the skin around his wrist as he tried to slip out.

“Four.”

His body tensed up as he strained against the ropes and chains, yank­ing them des­per­ate­ly as he tried to bring him­self be­low Rick’s waist.

“Three.”

De­rik sobbed as he wailed in fright, “Damn it, Rick, you know I can’t get down!”

“Tw… what did you say?”

The cold, hard voice rang out in the room. De­rik flinched and closed his eyes tight­ly.

“I’m sor­ry, mas­ter.”

“One,” snarled Rick.

Then a sin­gle blow came, right up be­tween his ex­posed legs. The cane struck the en­tire length of his cock and he let out a high-pitched scream as the agony slammed into him with the force of an or­gasm, cut­ting through his sens­es and leav­ing him breath­less. Rick wasn’t fin­ished as a sec­ond one came up, slic­ing a red light right on the junc­tion of his hips and waist. The third caught his left tes­ti­cle and De­rik near­ly blacked out from the pain.

Rick rushed up to him, reach­ing through his legs to squeeze the agony-filled balls and cock. “Too bad I don’t do that too of­ten. Even a heal­er can’t help if I break these.”

De­rik sobbed, his body shak­ing from the af­ter spasms of the pain. Rick just toyed with his nuts, squeez­ing them and trac­ing the welt with his fin­ger as De­rik twist­ed with the ef­fort to es­cape. His shoul­ders shook as the sobs wracked his body.

Rick breathed hard as he con­tin­ued to abuse him. “But, when you come back, when that baron of yours isn’t pro­tect­ing you, there is no lim­it of what I can do. And I will cas­trate you with this cane if I have you. Can you imag­ine how many blows that would take?”

De­rik shook more vi­o­lent­ly, tears splash­ing down his cheeks. Rick squeezed his balls again, then re­leased them to hold up his hand, coat­ed with a thin sheet of blood and clear flu­id.

“I’m go­ing to break you, De­rik. And they are go­ing to hear your screams from the palace.”

Strug­gling to con­trol him­self, De­rik could only shake as Rick aimed his cock once again at his open­ing. “Beg for it. Whose cock do you want in your ass?”

De­rik begged for it, beg­ging for Rick to rape him.

Rick did, with hard bru­tal thrust that buried his en­tire length. Then, his hand reached around to play with the abused balls, squeez­ing and rolling them in his fin­gers as he fucked De­rik hard and fast.

When he came, he stalked around De­rik and start­ed to whip him from the front. Hard, pow­er­ful blows al­ter­nat­ing with fuck­ing his throat. The hard blows split skin and ig­nit­ed it with pain. Even when the cane didn’t whis­tle in the air, he could feel every puff of air or move­ment that scraped across his wounds.

Hours of whip­ping, he was cov­ered in blood and cum. It ran down his front, chan­neled through his cleav­age and dripped off his hard­ness. His ass trem­bled with red welts and he strug­gled with the pain and ache to be fucked once again. It was a ter­ri­ble pain, a knife’s edge of plea­sure and pain when he was just too far over the edge.

As the blows came down, he sud­den­ly re­mem­bered Nightin­gale. A sin­gle clear im­age of her ly­ing on Madre’s bed, coo­ing hap­pi­ly with the same red lines across her ass. He shud­dered at the thought, but as the next blow came across, he fo­cused on them, won­der­ing how she could take so many and still be turned on.

With every blow, his body jerked vi­o­lent­ly for­ward and more blood dripped down his back and front. He closed his eyes, break­ing one more rule but it was too late. The blind­ness made each blow more in­tense, and he fo­cused on that im­age. The words that Madre said, and even the time she used mag­ic to spank him. The blow that caught him right in the right tit shook his body vi­o­lent­ly, but it wasn’t for the pain, but from the mem­o­ry of her spell, the one that made him feel like every bone in his body was bro­ken. He gasped, sob­bing at the in­ten­si­ty of it, then jerked as the next one caught him.

He gasped as he fo­cused on the im­ages of be­ing spanked by Madre, forc­ing his will into those mem­o­ries. As Rick slammed into him, his cane cut­ting skin apart, he found the bal­ance of plea­sure and pain shift­ing, slid­ing over the knife’s edge as he fo­cused on the plea­sure that came af­ter the pain, the wave of agony and the ec­sta­sy in that mo­ment of respite. Even as Rick rained pain down, he only let his body feel the plea­sure be­tween the blows. Re­lief be­came his plea­sure.

Then he came.

Be­tween one blow and an­oth­er, his cock surged with heat and sent out a long stream of white into the room. Rick paused for a sec­ond, con­fused, then crashed the cane up be­tween his legs. It hurts, a blos­som of pain, but he fin­ished com­ing as Rick beat him.

“Damn it!”

The cane whipped hard­er, but De­rik found that he could sur­vive it. The tears dried on his face as they came. When Rick mount­ed him and yelled for him to beg, De­rik did, not be­cause he want­ed the pain to stop but be­cause of the hard bru­tal­i­ty, that pound­ing that seemed to fill him so hard, was now plea­sure for him. He craved that feel­ing of be­ing filled, that gasp of pain that rip­pled away as Rick scraped his fin­ger­nails against the count­less welts across his back.

The cuts across his breasts only mag­ni­fied the in­ten­si­ty of the feel­ings when Rick grabbed them, twist­ing and maul­ing as he came deep in­side him. De­rik’s lips part­ed with a moan and a sob, still feel­ing the pain but find­ing plea­sure in every one.

“Whose cock do you want, whore? Whose!?” he roared. His hard, throb­bing shaft buried deep into his body and De­rik moaned into it. Rick’s balls slammed into his cock, crush­ing them for a sec­ond. Swal­low­ing at the cum he held in his mouth, he gasped as he start­ed to come. Drib­bles ran down both sides of his mouth as he pant­ed, strug­gling to get the word out.

De­rik tried to say mas­ter, but an im­age of some­thing new flashed through his mind. Of Hime in the sun­light of the con­fer­ence room, stand­ing with her smile and the raw pres­ence that clutched his heart. His mouth cracked as De­rik called out, but not Rick’s name or even mas­ter, but some­thing en­tire­ly dif­fer­ent, some­thing en­tire­ly un­ex­pect­ed. “Brid­get’s!”

It came out as a burst of noise from his throat, bare­ly un­der­stand­able.

In­stant­ly, the ten­sion and fear popped. In the space left be­hind, a strange sense of peace eased into his thoughts. Stunned, he won­dered why he even said a god’s name.

He didn’t be­lieve in gods.

Right?
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        Af­ter that sin­gle word, as con­fus­ing to De­rik as it was to Rick, De­rik’s life ex­plod­ed into pain as Rick rained down blow af­ter blow. He screamed and writhed as he begged for mer­cy. Even with the plea­sure of it, he found his lim­its reached and shat­tered with the wave of agony that crashed into him, but it was noth­ing com­pared to the tsuna­mi of plea­sure that tore him apart every time Rick slammed his cock into his mouth or ass­hole.

Every time the agony speared through his thoughts, he fo­cused on the girls of the harem: Nightin­gale’s ass on the bed, Sher­rel purring on Teri’s lap, and even Madre as she rode his burn­ing red cheeks with her strap-on.

He would find new lim­its of pain, where his body screamed out in agony, and he re­al­ized he couldn’t take more. Then, Rick would shat­ter them with the cane, and he found him­self be­ing pushed fur­ther, hard­er, and deep­er into a world where plea­sure and pain turned into a sin­gle tor­na­do of sen­sa­tions.

Then, it stopped.

De­rik cracked open one eye, look­ing through the dried sweat, cum, and blood. Rick’s chest was just in front of him as the man un­shack­led the man­a­cles and re­leased De­rik. The thief slumped for­ward, bal­anc­ing on the bar­rels as he pant­ed. His breath came hoarse­ly, whistling as it passed his ru­ined vo­cal cords. Every­thing burned, every inch of his skin and even his bones. He tast­ed Rick on his lips. Pant­i­ng, he looked up as his breasts heaved with his ef­fort to breathe.

Rick looked down, say­ing noth­ing, but De­rik was sur­prised to see dark shad­ows un­der his eyes. The crime lord pant­ed as he glared down at De­rik. One hand rose up, balling in a fist and shak­ing. His cock bobbed right in front of him, but when De­rik opened his mouth, as he had for many hours, Rick just spun on his heels. Grab­bing his clothes, he yanked open the door and stormed down the stairs.

Still pant­i­ng, De­rik stared at the door in con­fu­sion. His legs trem­bled from the ef­fort to hold him­self up and he fum­bled with the ropes that bound his an­kles. His fin­gers were clum­sy, and he cracked a nail try­ing to get the harsh rope re­moved.

A knife ap­peared next to him and he jumped, but it was only Bruk—or Gluk, De­rik couldn’t tell—cut­ting the ropes. He stared, parched lips open in sur­prise, but the thrib­an didn’t look at him. De­rik swal­lowed and tried to speak, but only a hoarse whis­per came out.

“W-What’s hap­pen­ing?”

Bruk sighed and walked around to work at the oth­er rope. “You’re done.”

He whim­pered, bit­ing his lip. His eyes looked down, where his body bled red over the welts and bruis­es. “I have two more days of this?”

De­rik gave Bruk a plead­ing look, but the thrib­an shook his head. He spoke in a growl, “No, you are done.”

“I-I—” it hurt to talk, but De­rik grew con­fused with every pass­ing sec­ond.

Bruk sighed with an­noy­ance. “Ei­ther you did some­thing amaz­ing or some­thing stu­pid, but Rick hasn’t left this room in three days. He beat you sol­id, I’ve nev­er seen that. When Truk sug­gest­ed he take a break, he lashed out at her. She’s a big girl, but her face is go­ing to take a bit to heal. Rick… damn, Rick’s ob­sessed with you now.”

Eyes widen­ing, De­rik gaped with sur­prise.

Step­ping clos­er, Bruk picked him up.

De­rik set down one trem­bling leg, then the oth­er. He stared down at his feet, mar­veling at the cir­cle of dry­ing blood and cum be­neath his feet. Nau­sea rose up  but some­thing Bruk said caught his at­ten­tion. “Three days?”

The thrib­an frowned, “Yes. He didn’t leave for food, sleep, or even to go the bath­room.”

“Is,” he swal­lowed, “is that nor­mal?”

Bruk shook his head, “No. But, we need to get you to the heal­er now.”

Un­steady, De­rik had to lean against the larg­er man as he was lead out of the top tor­ture room. He whim­pered with his steps. “Are you Bruk?”

The thrib­an chuck­led, “You can’t tell?”

They walked down the stairs, as fast as De­rik could man­age but prob­a­bly slow­er than the en­forcer want­ed. He grabbed on the belt tight­ly and just took each step, one at a time.

At the bot­tom, Bruk aimed him for the door.

“Gluk has a notch in his right ear, I have a bro­ken nose. Truk has tits, can you re­mem­ber that?”

De­rik looked up and saw how the large crea­ture’s nose was ob­vi­ous­ly bro­ken a few times. He ducked his head and sighed. “Why is this hap­pen­ing to me?”

“Well, you fucked with the wrong per­son, De­rik.”

“Damn it, I should have just told the truth.”

Bruk chuck­led, “Or de­cid­ed not to keep the sil­ver. All of this wouldn’t have hap­pened if you just did your job prop­er­ly.”

De­rik groaned, “I hate that sil­ver. Why did I ever steal it?” He sighed as he walked over to the door. “I’m an id­iot.”

“Yes, you are.”

He said noth­ing for a mo­ment, then cleared his throat, “Um, Truk gave you a present for the corset.”

Sur­prised, De­rik stared at the pack­age in Bruk’s hand. Then he tried to un­wrap it but his fin­gers wouldn’t work.

The thrib­an grunt­ed and un­wrapped it, re­veal­ing a white cot­ton dress.

“She en­chant­ed it so it wouldn’t soak blood, it should hide most of your wounds un­til we get to the broth­el.”

De­rik froze, “B-Broth­el?”

“Kerlis Palace. I think you know the place.”

His lips part­ed and a tear formed in his eyes. “T-That’s my moth­er’s place.”

“Yeah,” he sighed, “I know.”

“Do we have to go there? I hate him.”

“Rick says yes.”

At Rick’s name, De­rik start­ed to sink to his knees in mem­o­ry of the rules, but the thrib­an just pulled him back up.

“Oh, damn it, just keep stand­ing. Can you dress your­self?”

De­rik shook his head, and Bruk rolled his eyes.

The thrib­an grunt­ed. “Okay, but no kiss­ing. I’m not in the mood to date a guy, even if you have a nice set of tits.”

That got a chuck­le out of De­rik, break­ing the mood, and he lift­ed his hands as the thrib­an helped him into the sim­ple dress. It flowed down his skin, the smooth fab­ric scrap­ing against his wounds and bring­ing a hiss of pain to De­rik’s lips.

Bruk ig­nored him, tug­ging hard­er, but true to his word, the few wounds that still bled didn’t soak into the fab­ric.

“Come on, we are run­ning out of time.”

Bare­foot, De­rik limped af­ter him and to the wait­ing car­riage. In­side, he saw Rick slumped in the seat, glar­ing at De­rik as he came into view. The crime lord seemed ex­haust­ed, and know­ing this made De­rik hes­i­tate be­fore crawl­ing into the car­riage. He got to his knees, hold­ing his po­si­tion in front of Rick and looked up into the dark eyes.

The door closed, and De­rik leaned into the mo­tion as the car­riage start­ed for­ward. He kept his eyes fo­cused on Rick, wait­ing, but the crime lord said noth­ing. As the sec­onds stretched into min­utes, De­rik de­cid­ed to re­spond. Reach­ing out, he pulled open Rick’s pants and worked the half-hard pe­nis out. Rolling it in his hands, he brought it to his mouth and swal­lowed it, bob­bing up and down un­til Rick grew thick in De­rik’s mouth. Feel­ing it tease his throat, he bobbed down on it, swal­low­ing it deep un­til it cut off his breath. Eyes still locked on Rick, he bobbed down hard­er, then up when he need­ed to breath. Breath­ing quick­ly, he bobbed down again and tast­ed the hard cock, blow­ing him like Rick want­ed.

Rick’s eyes closed as he moaned and con­tin­ued to im­pale De­rik’s throat. It ached, but not as much as be­fore, and he found he could take the en­tire length eas­i­ly, even when his nose ground into the for­est of pu­bic hair at the bot­tom.

De­rik went slow, tak­ing his time as he choked him­self on Rick’s cock. For twen­ty min­utes, he gave a long, deep blow job un­til Rick came hard, a grunt fill­ing the room and seed fill­ing De­rik’s mouth. He held it there, star­ing at Rick for the re­main­ing of the car­riage.

When they stopped at Kerlis, Rick only gave a sin­gle com­mand be­fore get­ting out. “Swal­low.”

De­rik swal­lowed, al­most en­joy­ing the taste of it be­fore he fol­lowed Rick. He start­ed to crawl out, but Rick sighed. “Just fuck­ing stand.”

Get­ting to his feet, De­rik looked around the broth­el where he had grown up. The Kerlis Palace was a mas­sive com­plex that filled half a city block. Clad in mar­ble and the sin­gle clean­est build­ing in the en­tire area, it bridged the poor and the rich dis­tricts. Ten guards, all heav­i­ly ar­mored, stood in front as a steady stream of cus­tomers poured in and out of the doors. He shiv­ered at the mem­o­ry of his child­hood. Then he no­ticed Rick en­ter­ing the main en­trance and fol­lowed. The crowds part­ed around Rick, and De­rik blushed as he fol­lowed, feel­ing self-con­scious in his white dress and noth­ing else.

They en­tered the back rooms, and De­rik could only fol­low as he shiv­ered in the mem­o­ries. He grew up there, for the first few years of life, vis­it­ing his moth­er when­ev­er he could. When she died, he got the of­fer to keep on work­ing there by the most dis­gust­ing man in the world, Kerlis.

“Oh, my. I know that beau­ti­ful hair any­where. Is that our lit­tle De­rik?”

De­rik froze as Kerlis came up. He was a thin man with large hands and bulging eyes. His beard looked more like fuzz from a whore’s crotch, but the grin sent a shiv­er of re­vul­sion down his spine. The high­er pitched voice sound­ed like a fop’s, but De­rik knew the ter­ri­ble mind that spun un­der­neath. Kerlis grabbed De­rik and hugged him tight­ly, then slid his hands up the open­ings of the dress to stroke against the side of his breasts. “Oh, my De­rik, I heard you joined the baron’s harem. Does this mean you fi­nal­ly de­cid­ed to be­come a whore?”

Rick shook his head, “No, he’s here to get healed.”

Kerlis looked sur­prised, then in­spect­ed De­rik, a frown cross­ing his face. His hands brushed against the wounds and De­rik shud­dered at the dull pain that fol­lowed.

Hold­ing him firm­ly, Kerlis tilt­ed up his head and pulled the dress down a bit. “Oh, Rick, Rick, Rick,” he clicked his tongue, “You shouldn’t hurt the boys like this. Makes it hard to heal and hard­er to sell their bod­ies.”

“Heal him.”

“Heal­ing is ex­pen­sive.”

“I said he’ll heal!”

Kerlis ig­nored Rick’s roar as he pulled De­rik’s dress up to in­spect his legs. He wrapped one hand around De­rik’s man­hood for a quick stroke along a deep cut be­fore re­leas­ing it.

De­rik shiv­ered, then clutched him­self as the broth­el own­er stepped back.

“But peo­ple re­mem­ber the scars, they brand the soul. Bod­ies heal, but don’t break the girl.”

Rick snapped back, “Kerlis, shut the fuck up.”

Kerlis sighed dra­mat­i­cal­ly. He hooked his arm with De­rik’s. De­rik shiv­ered, but let the thin man drag him for­ward. “Come, come. I bet you’ll en­joy this. We have one of your good friends here.”

Friend? Cu­ri­ous, De­rik fol­lowed Kerlis into the fur­thest wing, the one wing he didn’t want to go. He tried to slow down, but Kerlis dragged him for­ward and didn’t him the chance. When they reached his moth­er’s hall­way, De­rik tried not to re­mem­ber walk­ing down it as a young boy of five. He tried to force his head down, but his eyes rose up to seek out his moth­er’s old door. Each room had a neck­lace or bracelet on it, adding a bit of per­son­al­i­ty to the stark hall­way. When they passed his moth­er’s room, he could still see the raven neck­lace she al­ways wore. Now, it was a se­ries of beads with some rune on the end of it. Mem­o­ries crushed him, but Kerlis only slowed slight­ly be­fore walk­ing around the cor­ner.

“Lot of mem­o­ries in here, De­rik.”

De­rik pulled back the tears and nod­ded.

“You were al­ways wel­comed here, you know.”

“I’m not a whore.”

Kerlis chuck­led and glanced at him. “Yes, you are. You just didn’t want to ad­mit it. But, the baron’s shaft got to you, didn’t it?”

De­rik’s lips part­ed slight­ly as he thought about the baron. His body warmed up, then he blushed hot­ly as Kerlis reached down at pressed his hand right against his hard­en­ing crotch.

The thin man grinned. “You will al­ways be a whore, De­rik. Just like your moth­er.”

De­rik looked away an­gri­ly, but Kerlis just laughed and pulled him for­ward. It took a mo­ment to reach the med­ical rooms, where the city did its month­ly in­spec­tions and Kerlis kept a small staff of heal­ers and mages to treat his broth­el.

Reach­ing one of the larg­er rooms, he pushed open the door and guid­ed De­rik in. De­rik gasped as the mage For­bis looked up with a scowl. In his hand, he clutched his black bag ringed with pro­tec­tive runes.

De­rik froze, but Kerlis just pushed him for­ward, some­how man­ag­ing to strip off the dress as he moved.

Naked and cov­ered from head to toe with red and bleed­ing welts, De­rik could only whim­per as Kerlis pressed him down against a padded ta­ble and ran a fin­ger down his ass crack be­fore step­ping back.

“Now, lie still and let For­bis heal you.”

For­bis grum­bled an­gri­ly as he took Kerlis’ place.

“I re­mem­ber you. You were the one Madre pulled her fa­vor for. Un­grate­ful bitch, she got me kicked out the next week and had me re­placed by some fag­got priest­ess.”

The mage pulled tools from his bag. He pressed one against an an­gry welt.

De­rik jerked from the rough pain.

“And I think you stole some­thing of mine. I don’t know how, but I know you did. For that, I’m go­ing to make you feel it.”

That was the only warn­ing be­fore the mage leaned for­ward, grind­ing the edge into the cut, and en­er­gy poured into him.

De­rik let out a gasp of pain from the sharp burn­ing but it slow­ly fad­ed.

For­bis chuck­led. “Hurt? Good, you de­serve it. One down, thou­sands to go.”

The heat from the mage’s tools in­creased, spread­ing out through his back as the wounds healed su­per­nat­u­ral­ly fast but still slow­er than De­rik want­ed. For­bis worked rough­ly, mak­ing no ef­fort to re­lieve the pain. De­rik could feel his cuts seal­ing up and the bruis­es fad­ing away, but every heal­ing came with an­oth­er flash of pain, like the wound be­ing in­flict­ed in re­verse. He gasped and clutched the edge of the ta­ble, whim­per­ing as the heal­ing stretched into min­utes, then into hours. By the time the last of the in­juries fad­ed into noth­ing but mem­o­ry, he was slick with sweat and trem­bling once again.

When For­bis stepped back, Kerlis re­placed him and ran his hands over De­rik’s naked body. He shiv­ered as the thin­ner man probed and prod­ded, slid­ing his fin­gers into his ass and stroking along his length. De­spite the re­vul­sion of be­ing in­spect­ed like cat­tle, re­lief flood­ed through his body at the re­lease of his pain; he couldn’t feel a sin­gle cut or bruise as Kerlis groped him.

De­rik heard For­bis and Rick speak­ing qui­et­ly, too qui­et­ly for him to nor­mal­ly hear it, but Kerlis slowed down as he eaves­dropped him­self on their words.

“Mas­ter Thran­tas, I can’t re­verse the shap­ing ef­fect. His priest­ess wrapped a bless­ing around it and com­bined it with the three marks. I could re­move the marks, quick­ly, but I can’t re­place it with­out ru­in­ing my tools. I could also sep­a­rate the en­er­gies, but that will take at least half a day.”

Rick grum­bled, “Damn, I was hop­ing to send him back as a man, give the baron a real sur­prise.”

De­rik rolled over, blush­ing, as Kerlis flipped him over and re­sumed his slow, dis­tract­ed in­spec­tion.

For­bis said, “I’m sor­ry, Mas­ter Thran­tas, I can’t help there.”

“Oh, well, I’ll still pay you.”

“Thank you from the bot­tom of my heart.”

The foot­steps of the mage fad­ed, then De­rik froze as Rick called out.

“For­bis!”

“Yes, sir?”

“Ac­tu­al­ly, there is one thing.”

“Any­thing.”

“Can you pre­vent him from speak­ing about a top­ic?”

“Yes, it will only last a few months.”

“Oh,” Rick chuck­led, “That should be enough. Two things, ac­tu­al­ly.”

“Sir?”

De­rik could feel Rick’s eyes on his skin and he shiv­ered. Kerlis’ hands pressed down on him, pin­ning him with one hand on his balls and the oth­er on his throat. De­rik looked up at the thin­ner man who just shook his head.

“Make it so he can’t talk about the Eye of Hamel. Or about any­thing that hap­pened since he left the palace.”

“Oh, very good, sir.”

Kerlis’ hands pressed down as De­rik start­ed to strug­gle.

For­bis glid­ed up to him, grin­ning, and De­rik thrashed hard­er with his ef­forts to es­cape. For­bis shook his head, then said a sin­gle word of pow­er.

Even if he lived a hun­dred years, De­rik would nev­er be able to un­der­stand those ter­ri­ble syl­la­bles, but his body froze into sol­id place, every mus­cle in his body tens­ing un­til his bones creaked.

Help­less, he could do noth­ing as For­bis pulled out a long stick and be­gan to trace tiny runes on his throat. He strug­gled against the mag­i­cal bounds, but only a sin­gle tear dripped down his face. When he fin­ished, only a few min­utes lat­er, For­bis snapped his fin­gers and De­rik slumped to the ta­ble gasp­ing for breath.

Rick grunt­ed, “Done?”

“Yes, sir.”

“How long?”

“Three months, maybe, af­ter that-“

“I only need a month or so. Thank you.”

For­bis grinned at De­rik, then closed his bag tight­ly. “Good, if you ex­cuse me, I don’t trust this thief.”

“Go on,” com­mand­ed Rick.

De­rik lis­tened to the mage walked out of the room and down the hall. His body trem­bled with a feel­ing of hu­mil­i­a­tion and help­less­ness and he tried to say “Eye of Hamel” but no words came out of his throat. The pan­ic look on his face brought a fierce smile to Rick’s lips.

Rick stood clos­er and wrapped his pow­er­ful fin­gers around De­rik’s man­hood and balls, squeez­ing firm­ly but not tight­ly. His hard voice sent a pang of ter­ror through De­rik as he stared up into the dead, blue eyes. “I want you, De­rik.”

It wasn’t a good want ei­ther, De­rik sus­pect­ed.

“I want to break you. I want to hear you scream. I want to make you suf­fer for this. You got out easy be­cause I have to re­turn your whore’s ass to the baron un­harmed, but if I had but one more day, I would have shat­tered your bones and then paid For­bis to heal you in the most painful way pos­si­ble.”

De­rik swal­lowed, un­able to es­cape as the pres­sure grew on his tes­ti­cles.

“But, you got lucky. This time.”

Rick leaned for­ward, rage burn­ing in his eyes. “Soon­er or lat­er, you’ll end up on that auc­tion block. Or, you’ll stop be­ing the baron’s lit­tle whore for some oth­er rea­son. And when that hap­pens, I’ll be there. It doesn’t mat­ter if it costs me every mark I have, I will own your ass, and I will make sure that no one…” He roared as he ground down hard.

De­rik screamed out shril­ly, fold­ing in half as he tried to grab his tor­tured balls.

Rick re­leased them and shoved him down. “No one will ever fuck with me again!”

The hard voice slammed into him as De­rik clutched him­self, curl­ing up in the fe­tal po­si­tion on the ta­ble. Rick snarled, pant­i­ng with anger, then spun around. Storm­ing out of the room, De­rik just sobbed.

Kerlis clicked his tongue as he slith­ered back up. Push­ing De­rik out, he in­spect­ed his man­hood care­ful­ly with his fin­gers and a bit more than need­ed stroking. “He didn’t bruise any­thing, good. Heal­ing is ex­pen­sive, you know. For­bis is good, but thinks too much of him­self.”

There was some­thing com­fort­ing about talk­ing to the man who ru­ined his moth­er, De­rik thought.

Kerlis smiled and helped him up. “Come, do you want to meet your friend?”

De­rik nod­ded hes­i­tant­ly, then held up his hands as Kerlis dressed him in his white dress, stroking and pinch­ing through the fab­ric un­til it set­tled down on his flaw­less skin.

De­rik swal­lowed, “Friend?”

“Yes, your friend.”

Cu­ri­ous, De­rik got to his feet, feel­ing a wash of plea­sure cours­ing over him with the re­al­iza­tion he didn’t hurt any­more. He was stronger and could bal­ance with­out limp­ing.

Kerlis smiled hap­pi­ly and hooked his arm into De­rik’s, pulling him out of the room and down the hall.

They came up to one of the ob­ser­va­tion rooms, rooms that stood against one of the sol­id walls of the ex­pen­sive suites for the pros­ti­tutes. De­rik frowned, but Kerlis ush­ered him in and set him down on one of the large padded chairs that faced a blank wall. De­rik blinked but Kerlis slid over to a small bar and start­ed to pour him­self a drink.

De­rik sighed and opened his hand, look­ing at five small gems he stole from For­bis’ bag. A small smile crossed his lips as he closed his fin­gers over it.

“Al­ways steal­ing, De­rik. Even as a child.”

Freez­ing, De­rik watched as the pimp un­fold­ed his fin­gers and pulled out one of the larg­er pieces. He held it up to the light, a bril­liant blue sap­phire, and then pock­et­ed it.

“You know I al­ways get my cut.”

De­rik closed his mouth as Kerlis slid into the chair next to him, sprawl­ing his legs across De­rik’s pin­ning him down. In his hand, he held a large glass half-filled with ice and Car­i­um rum. He smiled as he drank, then reached out to stroke De­rik’s breasts.

“They made you very pret­ty, boy.

De­rik pressed an arm across his breasts, but Kerlis’ fin­gers slith­ered around it to tweak one hard nip­ple. “I’m amazed that they look just like your moth­er’s. She was very pret­ty.”

De­rik had to swal­low be­fore he could speak. “Please don’t talk about her.”

“Why? She was one of my girls. A good pay­ing one. She made me a lot of mon­ey in eigh­teen years. A good in­vest­ment was my dear Raven.”

De­rik looked away, afraid of what would come out.

Kerlis stroked him a bit. “I know, boy, it’s hard to lose a par­ent. I’ve seen it a lot, but re­mem­ber, I of­fered you her rates when she died, and the of­fer stands. Leave the baron and be my whore. You’ll get all the cock and pussy you want.”

“I’m not a whore.”

Kerlis laughed, “Yes, you are. You al­ways were. From the womb of a whore and you’ll die a whore. The only dif­fer­ence is the baron got you be­fore I did.”

A blush rose up on his cheeks but De­rik just tight­ened his lips.

Kerlis watched him for a mo­ment, then took an­oth­er drink. “Oh, your friend.”

He barked out a com­mand word and the wall be­fore them fad­ed into translu­cen­cy. Cu­ri­ous, De­rik peered into a rich­ly, but tacky, dec­o­rat­ed room. In the cen­ter, a large four poster bed dom­i­nat­ed the space. Hun­dreds of rings and hooks adorned the heav­i­ly carved posts, no doubt to latch ropes and chains for what­ev­er bondage the client had in mind.

In the bed, a large fat man pumped in be­tween the sprawled legs of some women. De­rik could see her wrists chained above her, but couldn’t see any­thing be­sides a flash of hair and naked skin.

His eyes drift­ed over to the door, where two guards stood at at­ten­tion, watch­ing with­out look­ing like they ac­tu­al­ly cared about the rut­ting on the bed.

“Rec­og­nize her?”

De­rik shook his head. When Kerlis in­sist­ed, he peered hard­er through the trans­par­ent wall with a flash of guilt from be­ing a voyeur.

On the bed, the large man pumped hard­er, pulling her back up and arch­ing her painful­ly against his cock and the chain on her wrist.

Then he saw it.

A star-burst around her navel.

Gasp­ing, he pressed a hand against his mouth.

“Nightin­gale!?”

Kerlis chuck­led and drank again. “Ah, you do see it. Yes, my an­gry lit­tle Nightin­gale.”

Whim­per­ing, De­rik’s head snapped as he peered at her. Nightin­gale’s eyes burned with a sup­pressed rage, but the fat man just kept on pound­ing into her, grunt­ing as he mauled her breasts.

“She has a lot of spir­it, De­rik. Got into fights with three cus­tomers al­ready. I had to put a guard in with or­ders to put her down be­fore she would stop at­tack­ing them.”

Numb, he stared at the for­mer harem kit­ten. The fat man roared and yanked out. Flip­ping her over, he spread her trim thighs and plunged his short, thick cock into her ass.

Nightin­gale’s face flick­ered with some emo­tion and De­rik’s stom­ach soured.

It wasn’t pain that filled her eyes. He knew that she could take the baron’s pole eas­i­ly. What he saw on her face was rage, sad­ness, and re­gret. He had known that last one too painful­ly in the last three days. He closed his eyes tight­ly.

“Turn it off, Kerlis.”

“Are you sure? The am­bas­sador is about to fin­ish.”

“Turn it off!”

The broth­el own­er snapped out the com­mand and De­rik cracked open one eye to see the scene fad­ing. He strug­gled to speak, but fi­nal­ly man­aged to get the words out. “H-How?”

Kerlis drained the glass be­fore an­swer­ing, “Rick. He buys most of the girls from the baron, ei­ther di­rect­ly or through one of his men.”

“C-Can you let her go?”

“Don’t you want to see her suf­fer for what she did? I heard she al­most ru­ined every­thing for you.”

De­rik searched his feel­ings, but he didn’t feel any joy in see­ing that face. He shook his head. “No, just let her go.”

Kerlis shrugged and set the glass down on the ta­ble. He shook his head. “I can’t and I won’t.”

“Damn it, Kerlis, why not?”

“Be­cause I bought her from Rick and it cost me a lot of mon­ey.”

“Not even for me?”

Kerlis’ eyes hard­ened as he reached over, pulling De­rik’s gaze over to him with a fin­ger un­der his chin. “You know that an­swer. Do you know what I would have done if you be­came my girl tonight?”

“What?”

“I would strip you down naked and have you two fight it out. Win­ner gets fucked by the client who won the most mon­ey. Los­er gets plowed by every­one else. It would be good mon­ey for me. She cost me a lot of mon­ey and there is only way she can earn it back.”

“Damn you.”

“I know, De­rik. I was damned long be­fore you were born.”

De­rik sighed and looked down. He said noth­ing as Kerlis watched him. Then, a scream cut out through the walls and then an im­pact.

Kerlis rolled his eyes and barked out a com­mand. The wall fad­ed be­fore them, re­veal­ing the suite.

De­rik gasped as he saw Nightin­gale on top of the am­bas­sador, try­ing to stran­gle him as her face twist­ed in a mask of rage. His mind fought a new mix­ture of emo­tions as he pas­sive­ly watched her. Fear won out at her ex­pres­sion. It was as if she want­ed De­rik be­low her strain­ing body.

A guard sprint­ed across the room and slammed her into the wall.

Kerlis’ fin­ger reached out to stroke De­rik’s nip­ples as they watched the guard pin Nightin­gale to the trans­par­ent wall. Her breasts crushed against the in­vis­i­ble bar­ri­er and she screamed into the wall in blind fury. The am­bas­sador screamed dire threats as the guard dragged her out, kick­ing and scream­ing.

“She has a lot of fight, De­rik,” said a cheer­ful Kerlis. “A lot like your moth­er when she first came here.”

De­rik bit his bot­tom lip be­fore look­ing away. “Don’t talk about her.”

“Why? They are whores, prop­er­ty. Both of them. They’ll live out their life mak­ing back the mon­ey I sink into them, then they’ll make me a prof­it. As they lose their looks or their will breaks, I’ll just move them down to poor­er cus­tomers un­til they are do­ing noth­ing but trolling the streets for cus­tomers.”

“This isn’t right.”

Kerlis shrugged, “It doesn’t mat­ter about right and wrong. She got sold and I bought her from Rick. It’s a good in­vest­ment. You grew up with this, though you won’t ad­mit you are the son of a whore. You came from the same dis­eased cunts that I did.”

De­rik glared at the door through the wall. Through the door came two more pros­ti­tutes to pla­cate the am­bas­sador, one of them im­me­di­ate­ly drop­ping to her knees in front of him.

He whis­pered an­gri­ly with the ef­fort to not re­mem­ber his child­hood. “She didn’t de­serve this.”

Paus­ing, the broth­el own­er ran his fin­gers long De­rik’s nip­ples for an­oth­er sec­ond be­fore pulling them back. “Which one are you talk­ing about?”

De­rik frowned be­fore glanc­ing over to Kerlis. “Nightin­gale, of course.”

The thin man shrugged, “I wasn’t sure. Both Raven and Nightin­gale came from the same place, but I nev­er knew if your moth­er told you that.”

Some­thing clenched in­side De­rik as he stared in shock.

“W-What do you mean?”

“The baron’s harem. Both of them. Nightin­gale re­cent­ly but your moth­er was… oh, al­most forty years ago. She was,” Kerlis spoke soft­ly in his own mem­o­ries, “a fight­er, that girl. Lot of mon­ey she made me as she went from a high-classed slut to a whore who begged for liquor mon­ey.”

De­rik swal­lowed, sud­den­ly find­ing it hard to breath.

Kerlis picked up his glass, then sighed at the sin­gle ice cube at the bot­tom. “She killed some­one, ac­tu­al­ly. One of the oth­er harem girls. I re­mem­ber that, main­ly be­cause of what she made you promise.”

De­rik start­ed to shake as mem­o­ries slammed into him. Of a bit­ter, drunk women with short, black hair, a bruise on her face, and a bot­tle of vod­ka in her hand. They were sit­ting in the med­ical room as one of the heal­ers did his best to heal the knife cuts in her back. De­rik, only four years at the time, sat next to her, con­fused why she was dam­aged.

“Nev­er kill some­one, Der­ri. No mat­ter how much it hurts in­side, no mat­ter how much it burns. Even when you think there is no an­swer, just,” she sniffed, “just don’t do it. That blood nev­er wash­es from your hand.”

Kerlis’ fin­gers against his throat broke him from his mem­o­ry and he looked up, tears burn­ing in his eyes. Kerlis gave him a false smile. “I heard you nev­er killed any­one in all these years. Even when you got ar­rest­ed or in all those fights.”

De­rik sniffed, a new wound form­ing on his heart, “I-I killed two peo­ple.”

Kerlis shrugged in­dif­fer­ent­ly, “I don’t be­lieve you.”

“It was,” he sniffed, “an ac­ci­dent.”

“We all make mis­takes.”

De­rik glared at him and Kerlis shrugged. “Okay, you make more than me. But, I’m a killer and you aren’t. You man­aged to keep that heart of yours while I lost mine some­where in the bod­ies of whores, cus­tomers, and no­bles.”

“Y-You’re a bas­tard.”

Kerlis shrugged and slipped off De­rik to get up. “I al­ways get my cut, De­rik, don’t for­get that.”

As the thin man re­filled his drink, De­rik leaned for­ward and be­gan to sob. He cried for his moth­er and Nightin­gale and for the ter­ri­ble fu­ture that stood be­fore him. His shoul­ders shook as they wracked him, tear­ing him apart with the guilt and fear.

Kerlis came back to him and wrapped one arm around him as he sobbed. It was a tiny ges­ture of com­pas­sion from a man with no morals, virtues, or com­pas­sion, but it was some­thing.

De­rik leaned against his shoul­der and just let the tears flow.
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        Af­ter the tears had dried, Kerlis left him to find Rick to take him home.

De­rik sat there for a long time, then snatched a bot­tle and padded out of the room. No one paid him any at­ten­tion to what looked like a bare­ly dressed women walk­ing down the hall with a bot­tle in her hand. He slipped out the side door and stood at the street, ig­nor­ing the guard that watched him.

Pop­ping the top, he took a swig of the vod­ka and it burned down his throat. Mak­ing a face, he re­al­ized he didn’t care for it any­more. “Aw, fuck,” he mut­tered.

Hand­ing it to the guard, he turned around un­til he ori­ent­ed him­self by spot­ting flag over the baron’s place. Care­ful­ly step­ping over the curb, he walked away from the broth­el and the men with­in.

He had got­ten sev­er­al blocks be­fore he re­al­ized he only had the white dress and the four gems he had stolen. The gems would be worth some­thing at a fence but not enough for a car­riage to re­turn to the palace.

A tear burned at his face but he kept push­ing through the crowds with a dogged at­tempt to re­turn to the one place that made him hap­py: the baron’s harem. He con­sid­ered go­ing along the roofs but changed his mind. The idea of the nails and tar and garbage that al­ways gath­ered on his pre­ferred method of trav­el stopped him. He stole a pair of shoes, then put them back when he thought about Madre’s ex­pres­sion when he came back.

Still bare­foot, he worked his way into the mer­chant area. In the mid­dle of the day, there were large crowds, and he fought the urge to pick pock­ets as he was shoved aside with glares and el­bows.

He passed a shop and the smell of spices sent a rum­bling in his emp­ty stom­ach. Slow­ing to a halt, he backed up to stare into the glass of the place Tornsin had tak­en him. It felt like years ago as he licked his lips. He could still taste them and re­mem­ber the guard’s laugh­ter.

Three days. Three days with only beat­ings and cum for food.

Click­ing his tongue like Kerlis, he reached up and ran his fin­gers through the long black strands, work­ing them back be­hind his ear and us­ing a bit of spit to wipe a smudge from his face.

On the oth­er side, the bak­er caught sight of him and gave him a glare and a ges­ture to move away.

De­rik fo­cused back on his re­flec­tion and saw what he did, a com­mon whore in noth­ing but a dress.

And a man watch­ing him.

He gulped as he turned away. Peek­ing at the re­flec­tion, he fo­cused on the guy, then frowned as he re­al­ized it was a fa­mil­iar face. It took him a sec­ond to place it. Gaol, a com­mon mug­ger and rapist. The bas­tard fo­cused on the bot­tom rungs of so­ci­ety, but only rarely went into the mer­chant ar­eas.

De­rik flushed, then re­al­ized he looked ex­act­ly like Gaol’s mark: ap­pear­ing fe­male, alone, and poor enough to do any­thing to save his life. In his mind, he re­called Gaol’s vic­tims and the guys who hung around him. They trav­eled in a pack which meant there were oth­ers in the crowd no doubt con­sid­er­ing him as their vic­tim.

“Fuck,” he mut­tered again.

Be­ing as dis­crete as pos­si­ble, he made a show of us­ing the glass for a mir­ror while in­spect­ing his sur­round­ings. There was an al­ley less than a block away with an­oth­er one in the next one. Above him, there were roofs; he wished he kept the shoes he stole.

He thought fu­ri­ous­ly for a mo­ment and then made a plan for duck­ing down the sec­ond al­ley. Hope­ful­ly, he could get him clear of Gaol and his friends.

De­rik jerked into move­ment, duck­ing his head as he raced for the al­ley.

A yelp rose be­hind him and a swear, Gaol was charg­ing.

De­rik re­dou­bled his speed, his bare feet slap­ping against the stone.

Pass­ing the first al­ley, he spot­ted one of Gaol’s friends stand­ing there, wait­ing.

There was a flash of move­ment and soon he had two men on him.

Bit­ing his lip, he ducked into the sec­ond al­ley, ready to scram­ble up the first ledge he found.

And rammed right into the chest of Gaol’s oth­er friend.

He yelped as he plum­met­ed to the ground, rip­ping his dress. Scram­bling to his feet, he spun to flee, but Gaol and the oth­er mug­ger stood in the al­ley.

“Where you go­ing, my pret­ty?”

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” whis­pered De­rik. Fear ran down his spine as he looked for some way to es­cape. There were two men in front of him and one be­hind. He was trapped.

Gaol grinned and stepped for­ward. De­rik backed up as the mug­ger pulled out a short dag­ger and ran it along his palm. The man be­hind him just backed away, draw­ing him deep­er into the al­ley.

He grinned even more as he drawled slow­ly. “Oh, I’m think­ing we are go­ing to do a bit of that.”

“Fuck, Gaol, I’m not in the mood.”

Gaol stopped with a con­fused look on his face. “Do I know you, my pret­ty?”

Blush­ing, De­rik nod­ded, “It’s me, De­rik.”

Gaol peered at him, then the grin grew big­ger. “When you get the tits, pret­ty? You look like a whore.”

De­rik pressed one arm against his breasts, then jerked as the man be­hind him ran a hand up his thigh to grope him. He pulled away and spoke to Gaol, “Damn it, just let me go.”

“Oh, not sure I want to do that, pret­ty. Rick has a boun­ty on your head, you know. Any­one who can get you away from the baron, oh, and a hun­dred thou can go a long way.”

De­rik’s blood ice ran cold as he stared at the knife.

Gaol chuck­led and hands grabbed him from be­hind. He squeezed De­rik’s wrists.

De­rik screamed out in agony.

Gaol didn’t let go of the knife as he cov­ered the dis­tance to De­rik and ran one lust­ful hand along his thigh.

De­rik shud­dered with re­vul­sion and the twist­ing feel­ing in his gut.

Gaol grabbed one breast painful­ly. “Now, he didn’t say any­thing about be­ing un­spoiled, you know.”

“I’m a fuck­ing guy, damn it.”

“You al­ways had a pret­ty mouth, and my friends here don’t care what hole they use. You got two, that’s good enough for us to take turns.”

De­rik shud­dered and opened his hands, let­ting the gems falls from his palm to the ground.

Gaol caught one of them, then knelt down in front of De­rik to grab the oth­ers.

De­rik tensed up and then lashed out with his foot. His blow caught Gaol, but it wasn’t enough to push him back more than a foot. De­rik kicked be­hind him, con­nect­ing to the man’s knee.

Be­hind him, the guy yanked De­rik’s arms up above his head and slammed a knee into his back.

Gaol re­gained his bal­ance. “Oh, that was a mis­take, pret­ty.”

De­rik cried as he lashed out again.

This time, Gaol grabbed De­rik’s nip­ple and twist­ed hard un­til De­rik screamed out in pain. Re­leas­ing it, Gaol slapped De­rik once and then grabbed the col­lar of the white dress. “Don’t wor­ry, think of this as the last lov­ing touch you’ll get be­fore Rick gets you.”

Grab­bing the front of the dress, Gaol cut down, slid­ing it open. The sharp point scraped along De­rik’s stom­ach but it was a shal­low cut. The cold air around De­rik’s naked body sent a shiv­er of fear. It was moist as it curled around his nip­ples, breasts, and man­hood.

Gaol looked down at De­rik. He had a mix­ture of lust and dis­gust on his face. “Hate the dick, love the tits. Well, can’t have every­thing.”

De­rik screamed as they dragged him fur­ther into the al­ley. His hair thrashed in all di­rec­tions as he lashed out, but missed his rapists.

Gaol worked the belt around his pants and chuck­led. “Go­ing to enjo—”

The word hung in Gaol’s throat as a strange look went across his face.

De­rik whim­pered as he looked, then saw a crim­son blade shove out through his chest.

A mut­ed gur­gling noise rose up as bub­bled formed in Gaol’s lips, then the rapist col­lapsed to the ground.

De­rik gasped as Tornsin stepped around Gaol. His long sword dripped with blood. He glared at the man hold­ing De­rik. “I be­lieve she is one of the baron’s women.”

Tornsin didn’t have ar­mor, just a white, but­ton-down shirt, and trousers. But there was no mis­tak­ing the sword nor the baron’s sym­bol he wore around his neck.

The thief not hold­ing De­rik whipped out a dag­ger and slashed at Tornsin.

The guard stepped back and swung low, only to be par­ried by a sec­ond dag­ger.

De­rik trem­bled as he tried to twist free. He reached back as he did and deft­ly snatched the man’s dag­ger from its sheath. Twist­ing around, he slammed it into the rapist’s thigh.

The man hold­ing him sud­den­ly shoved him aside. Stag­ger­ing back, he clutched at his sheath but came up emp­ty.

De­rik stum­bled back, the stones cut­ting into his bare feet. He slammed against the wall of the al­ley but pushed away while bran­dish­ing his at­tack­er’s dag­ger.

The larg­er thief chuck­led and drew a sword from the oth­er side. “Come on, pret­ty, Er­sto will han­dle the guard and I’ll make sure you nev­er sing again,” he growled.

De­rik searched the walls for some­where to climb, but found none. Turn­ing back, he saw a flash of steel and dodged out of the way. The blow struck the wall and sent chips of stone fly­ing in all di­rec­tions.

Down the al­ley, De­rik saw Tornsin fight­ing with Er­sto, blades whistling through the air as they grunt­ed. He re­turned his gaze to his own at­tack­er in time to see the back­hand com­ing to­ward his face. He ducked un­der it and slashed out with the dag­ger.

His promise to his moth­er rose in his mind. He couldn’t kill any­one. He hes­i­tat­ed, hand out­stretched and help­less.

The thief had no such com­pul­sions and punched him in the stom­ach.

Fold­ing over, De­rik rolled back­wards and his dress tore off his right shoul­der. He whim­pered as he scram­bled back, crawl­ing through the garbage and muck.

The thief tow­ered over him, jagged blade ris­ing up. He swung down. The blade caught De­rik’s shoul­der, bounc­ing off the bone. An ex­plo­sion of agony ex­plod­ed along his sens­es and he screamed in agony as he tried to back away.

In his wild at­tempt to es­cape, he saw the thief crum­pling to the ground. A cloud of dust and bro­ken shards of stone cas­cad­ed from his head and face. His body crunched among the de­bris.

It took De­rik a heart­beat to calm him­self enough to look around.

Tornsin stalked down the al­ley to­ward him, blade drip­ping with blood and two dead rapists be­hind him. He didn’t hes­i­tate as he stood over the third at­tack­er and rammed the length of his sword into the body. He twist­ed the blade twice. The wet suck­ing noise when he pulled out sick­ened De­rik.

De­rik clutched his breasts with one hand as he held on the wall for bal­ance. Fear surged through his veins, a dance of ter­ror and adren­a­line.

Tornsin looked at him, breath­ing heav­i­ly. He start­ed to say some­thing, then his eyes flick­ered down.

De­rik blushed at the welling of de­spair and hu­mil­i­a­tion. Trem­bling, he pressed one hand against to hide his ex­posed man­hood.

The guard swal­lowed with an un­read­able ex­pres­sion on his face. “Y-You’re a guy?”

The sur­prised voice echoed around De­rik, and the thief trem­bled, tears run­ning down his cheeks as he curled his fin­gers around him­self, sud­den­ly wish­ing he was pro­tect­ing a pussy.

Tornsin let out a long, shud­der­ing sigh be­fore reach­ing down to clean his blade on the clothes of the rapist. With a flick, he sheathed his blade and sighed again, a sad look in his eyes.

De­rik sniffed, his stom­ach twist­ing vi­o­lent­ly as he looked up at the guard and only saw re­jec­tion in his face.

Tornsin sur­prised him when he held out his hand. “Come on.”

Shak­ing, De­rik took the hand and used it to stand up. He clutched the re­mains of his dress around him, try­ing to cov­er up his sex.

Tornsin watched him for a sec­ond, say­ing noth­ing but his eyes burned along De­rik’s skin. “Hold on,” he said in a soft­er voice.

De­rik looked up to see him un­but­ton­ing his shirt, pulling it open to re­veal a pow­er­ful chest with a dust­ing of hair. He slipped it off and then held it out to De­rik.

De­rik blushed and turned away from him, pulling off the dress and slip­ping on his shirt. He breathed in the smell of sweat and musk, an in­tox­i­cat­ing scent that would fade as soon as he ex­haled. Hold­ing his breath, he but­toned up the shirt but had to fi­nal­ly re­lease it. Turn­ing around, he sniffed a few times try­ing to build up the courage. “I-I’m sor­ry,” he fi­nal­ly whim­pered.

“Does the baron know?”

“No.”

“Madre?”

De­rik re­spond­ed in a whis­per, “Yes.”

Turn­ing around, he looked down at the shirt. It hung loose­ly on him, brush­ing his mid-thighs with the length and tent­ing over the twin peaks of his breasts. He burned with the hu­mil­i­a­tion and the shame of fi­nal­ly be­ing re­vealed to one of the few men he de­sired.

Tornsin looked up from the body of the rapist and pock­et­ed their iden­ti­fi­ca­tion. He spoke in a curt, al­most im­per­son­al, voice. “I need to re­port this, but I can do it at the cas­tle. My duty now is to get you to safe­ty.”

De­rik’s lip trem­bled as Tornsin guid­ed him out of the al­ley. He flagged down a guard with a whis­tle, then gave short in­struc­tions be­fore bustling De­rik down the street. They cut through a park to head to­ward one of the car­riage places in the city.

As they fol­lowed the beat­en path, De­rik swal­lowed. “T-Thank you.”

“For?”

“Com­ing for me. How did Madre know?”

Tornsin slowed down and sighed an­gri­ly, “Damn it!”

De­rik looked around sharply for some­one at­tack­ing. “What!?”

Tornsin blushed and shook his head. “No, noth­ing. I… Madre didn’t send me, I was do­ing per­son­al er­rands, ac­tu­al­ly.”

A pro­found sense of re­lief filled him and De­rik couldn’t fig­ure out why.

“Oh.”

“I,” Tornsin swal­lowed be­fore speak­ing, “I was in the per­fume shop. To, um, get… you… some­thing.”

De­rik’s mouth opened in sur­prise, and he looked at the blush­ing guard.

His hands clenched at the shirt as Tornsin fum­bled with his pouch. He pulled it open and hand­ed De­rik a small box. “I couldn’t find that stuff, um, Ap­ple Or­gasm. But the lady said that this would be a nicer match.”

Star­ing at him for a sec­ond and feel­ing a flush burn­ing his cheeks, he opened the box and pulled out a crys­talline vial, a per­fume named Ap­ple’s Sum­mer Love. His hands trem­bling, he spritzed a small amount on his wrist and breathed it in. The scent of it, jas­mine and ap­ples, sent a tiny shiv­er down his spine and he sniffed at the sweet­ness.

Tornsin made a grunt­ing noise.

De­rik looked up.

The guard blushed even hot­ter. “You, um, were the first woman I was ever at­tract­ed to.”

De­rik ducked his head, “I’m sor­ry.”

Tornsin chuck­led dry­ly, “I just left the shop when I saw you run­ning down the street. Then I saw that guy chas­ing you and, well, I knew you were in trou­ble. I mean, I knew you were when Madre told me what hap­pened, but then you were there.”

Bash­ful­ly, De­rik smiled. “T-Thank you.”

They walked to­geth­er through the park, lis­ten­ing to the birds. De­rik held the bot­tle tight­ly, un­will­ing to let it go as he walked next to Tornsin. They reached near the end with De­rik spoke again.

“I’m sor­ry I’m not a woman. I didn’t want to ruin your first time.”

Tornsin chuck­led, “I nev­er said you were the first per­son I was at­tract­ed to, you were just the first woman.”

De­rik froze and Tornsin walked a few steps be­fore stop­ping.

He turned around with a wry smile.

De­rik swal­lowed as the heat rose. “What?”

Tornsin sighed be­fore he an­swered. “I thought I was go­ing straight for you, Dora.”

“Y-You’re gay!?”

Scratch­ing his head, he chuck­led. “Yeah. I guess I saw some­thing spe­cial about you. Guess I did. Mom will be dis­ap­point­ed though, she al­ways hoped I’d find some nice girl.”

De­rik clutched the per­fume bot­tle. “You mean?”

Tornsin walked back to him. “I mean a lot of things, and, well this prob­a­bly isn’t the best time to ask. But I would be hon­ored if you were to go out to din­ner with me some time. You know, like Madre sug­gest­ed.”

Hap­py tears splashed on De­rik’s cheeks. “I-I would love to.”

Tornsin held out his hand and De­rik took it. He pulled De­rik close and slid an arm around his waist, hold­ing him firm­ly as they head­ed to­ward the car­riage.

De­rik couldn’t talk, feel­ing a strange sense of ela­tion, like the wave of plea­sure af­ter be­ing struck, and he rode it.

They stepped down from the car­riage at the first palace gate. De­rik looked at the shirt and saw that the cut in his shoul­der had soaked through the fab­ric. A large crim­son stain ran down both sides. He blushed as he point­ed it out. “I-I’m sor­ry, I ru­ined your shirt.”

Stand­ing next to him, Tornsin shrugged. “It’s just a shirt.”

De­rik looked up at him, then shook his head. “No, it will nev­er be just a shirt.”

Be­fore the guard could re­spond, he reached up with both arms and wrapped them around his neck. Pulling him tight, he brought his lips up to Tornsin’s and kissed him.

Tornsin gasped, then opened his mouth as they em­braced in front of the baron’s palace.

De­rik could feel the eyes of the oth­er guards and ser­vants on him, but he re­al­ized he didn’t care any­more. He was safer than he ever felt be­fore. When Tornsin slipped his hand around to press one palm against his back and the oth­er on his hip, his heart al­most burst with joy.
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        De­rik hud­dled un­der the wa­ter­fall in the mas­sage room, sit­ting in the dark­ness as he clutched him­self. Tornsin’s shirt plas­tered against his naked skin, and the warmth of their kiss still burned bright, but he couldn’t go out to face Madre.

When he fi­nal­ly reached the harem again, De­rik found that he was an hour ear­li­er than Madre ex­pect­ed; she had sent out a car­riage to pick him up.

At the first sight of him—he sur­prised her in the mid­dle of a game of strip pok­er—she rushed up and hugged him tight­ly. Con­cerned, she start­ed with a bat­tery of ques­tions, but the spell that sealed his throat pre­vent­ed him from say­ing any­thing. In­stead, they both grew frus­trat­ed by his lack of com­mu­ni­ca­tion. She thought he was be­ing dif­fi­cult, not be­cause some spell si­lenced his voice, mak­ing it more ter­ri­ble.

Tornsin walked in wear­ing a fresh shirt, com­ing to his res­cue. He gave a dis­pas­sion­ate de­scrip­tion of where he found De­rik, the at­tempt­ed rape, and the at­tack. He left out the per­fume and the kiss, but De­rik knew Madre would find out about that soon enough.

He blushed hot­ly, stand­ing be­tween the two of them.

When Tornsin fin­ished, Madre drew her at­ten­tion at De­rik and he cringed. “Why couldn’t you tell me that! You were al­most raped!”

De­rik whim­pered and stepped away, feel­ing heat and en­er­gy ris­ing up from Madre. He opened his mouth to speak, but the spell si­lenced him, and he closed his mouth again.

Madre shook her head. “Damn it, Dora, just tell me what he did!”

He stepped back an­oth­er step, afraid of the rage that burned in her frame.

She stalked clos­er as flick­ers of mag­i­cal flame be­came vis­i­ble. “Did he hurt you?”

De­rik whim­pered, still back­ing up. Tears burned in his eyes.

Madre took an­oth­er step, then froze in mid-step. She set down her foot, then stormed over to him, press­ing one hand against his heart and her eyes prob­ing. “He hurt you?”

De­spite the spell that stole his voice, there was noth­ing to pre­vent him from re­liv­ing the mem­o­ries of his can­ing. He looked down to watch Madre lis­ten­ing di­rect­ly to his heart, the rapid pound­ing of a fear-fu­eled heart. Look­ing up, he saw her star­ing at him with eyes that pierced his soul.

Madre choked as she looked away for a sec­ond, the pres­ence of her gaze fad­ing. “You still have heal­ing mag­ic in you. Why did he have to heal you, Dora? And why are you so fright­ened?”

Un­able to speak, De­rik just looked away. He tried to speak, but the words re­fused to come.

Madre’s voice grew dark as she growled, “I’ll kill him.”

The sound of her anger scraped like claws against his spine, and De­rik closed his eyes tight­ly as Madre pulled away from him. He slow­ly peeked to see her storm­ing out of the room, an­gry flames burn­ing vis­i­bly around her body.

Tornsin looked back and forth for a mo­ment. He sighed. “I bet­ter stop her. The baron won’t be hap­py if she kills any­one.”

He gave De­rik a quick kiss on the lips, then ran af­ter Madre.

De­rik blushed hot­ly, a hand on his lips. When he turned around, a smirk­ing Teri stood only a foot­step away. “So, Dora, why is Tornsin now kiss­ing you?” she drawled.

He blushed and fled past her, flee­ing for the mas­sage room to avoid the un­com­fort­able ques­tions he knew would fol­low.

Crawl­ing into the wa­ter­fall, he clutched him­self as he wait­ed for Madre to re­turn.

Sher­rel made a brief ef­fort to talk, but he re­fused to even look at her un­til she promised to bring him food lat­er and left him alone.

De­rik sobbed, not for the man he hat­ed more than any­thing else, but for Madre’s anger. He had nev­er want­ed to see that anger again, and some­how the idea of Madre at­tack­ing Rick made him sick to his stom­ach.

He heard some­one en­ter the mas­sage room. He clutched down tight and prayed they wouldn’t turn on the lights. To his sur­prise, no il­lu­mi­na­tion flood­ed the room and he breathed a tiny sigh of re­lief. Then, he heard foot­steps on the tile, mov­ing clos­er as the vis­i­tor cir­cled around the ta­bles and walked to­ward the wa­ter­fall.

It wasn’t Sher­rel—she knew where he was. De­rik mut­tered soft­ly.

“Go away.”

Two hands came for him, two large hands that sliced the streams of the wa­ter­fall as they hooked un­der De­rik’s armpits and eas­i­ly picked him up. He let out an inar­tic­u­late yelp as large thumbs caught on the ribs be­low his breasts. Wa­ter splashed down his face, blind­ing him. The hands set him down and he wiped the droplets from his eyes to find him­self star­ing at the chest of the baron.

De­rik’s mouth opened with sur­prise as he looked up, feel­ing the raw pres­ence of the baron send­ing a flush through his body. He shiv­ered and fo­cused on that sap­phire-col­ored gaze that seemed to glow in the dark­ness.

“Hel­lo, Black­bird,” his voice rum­bled deeply.

De­rik’s nip­ples grew hard­er with every word that ca­ressed his sens­es, pour­ing hot lead into his man­hood. It twitched, com­ing ful­ly to life and he pressed one hand dis­crete­ly against it as he lis­tened. “B-Baron?” His voice could bare­ly rise above a whis­per.

Hamel smiled and brushed one hand along De­rik’s jaw. An elec­tri­cal con­nec­tion cours­ing through him and had to curl his fin­gers tighter against his sex to pre­vent it from stick­ing up through the seam of his drip­ping shirt.

The baron chuck­led. “I have nev­er had any­one cause this much trou­ble in my harem or in my barony.”

De­rik shiv­ered and a whim­per rose to his lips.

The baron con­tin­ued to speak as his hand stroked De­rik’s jaw. “Thank­ful­ly, Tornsin found me on my way home. Only two peo­ple in this world could have stopped Rachi from storm­ing out of the palace and slaugh­ter­ing Rick and every­one who worked for him.”

Whim­per­ing loud­er, De­rik pulled away from the baron to re­treat back to the wa­ter­fall, but Hamel reached down with one hand and pressed it against his ass, draw­ing him up against his hard body.

De­rik gasped, splay­ing his fin­gers across the pow­er­ful chest and feel­ing the swollen man­hood of his baron against his bel­ly.

“No, no, lit­tle black­bird.”

De­rik twist­ed, try­ing to pull away. He begged the baron, but try­ing to talk about Rick just left him speech­less.

The baron held him tight, talk­ing in a low, sooth­ing rum­ble, “He won’t have you. Not tonight, not to­mor­row. Be­fore I had Rachi ar­rest­ed, she told me what you and Tornsin told her. I didn’t know about you and Rick, oth­er­wise, I would nev­er have brought him to the harem that night.”

De­rik trem­bled but kept squirm­ing. He couldn’t let the baron know he was a male.

The baron seemed un­con­cerned as he eas­i­ly kept De­rik in place. He stroked De­rik’s long black hair.

Un­able to es­cape, De­rik tried to ask a ques­tion to dis­tract the pow­er­ful man. “Ar­rest­ed?”

Baron chuck­led, a rum­ble that shook De­rik and brought the heat boil­ing in­side him.

“It won’t stop her, just enough to let her punch some stone walls, carve me out a new prison cell with her bare hands, and calm down long enough to talk log­i­cal­ly. There is some­thing about bat­tle mages that re­al­ly turns me on, but when they get pissed, you have to have a pret­ty strong house to sur­vive it.”

“She scared me.”

Baron stroked his back, then reached down.

De­rik whim­pered, his hand hold­ing the shirt down, but the baron just hooked his hand un­der his ass and picked him up. He sat down on the padded ta­ble and leaned back slight­ly. The mus­cu­lar ridge of his thigh was only cen­time­ters from De­rik’s man­hood.

De­rik shift­ed po­si­tion so his legs were hang­ing off the left side of the baron. He tried to slip off but the baron guid­ed his head to rest on Hamel’s op­po­site shoul­der.

“You want to know a se­cret? She scares me too.” His voice was even deep­er when De­rik’s body was pressed against it. It seemed to fill him and his body be­trayed his grow­ing ex­cite­ment. Dis­crete­ly, he rest­ed his hand over his crotch.

Gulp­ing, De­rik said, “S-She said she would kill him.”

The baron nod­ded, “And she prob­a­bly would have. And all the men and women that worked for him or any­one who got in her way.”

“W-Why did you stop her?”

“It was the right thing. There are laws in this coun­try, laws I’ve swore to up­hold. I can­not break a promise. She’ll calm down, apol­o­gize for slap­ping me,” De­rik gasped but the baron laughed, “and then, we’ll find an in­tel­li­gent way of han­dling this.”

De­rik breathed soft­ly, clos­ing his eyes at the re­lief that Madre wouldn’t suf­fer con­se­quences for slaugh­ter­ing Rick. Then, a mem­o­ry of Rick’s shaft buried in­side him came up and a heat­ed de­sire bub­bled up. Blush­ing, he tore his thoughts away and nes­tled clos­er to the baron.

The baron reached down and hooked De­rik’s chin with his hand, send­ing an elec­tric arc through his body, be­fore draw­ing him up to him. “I promise you this, Black­bird, if he hurt you, then I will break him.”

“T-Thank you.”

He chuck­led, “It isn’t only for me. Rick is a pow­er­ful man who has too many fin­gers into crime. I call him a friend be­cause it is bet­ter to keep your en­e­mies close. I sus­pect he knows this also, but he has a lot of in­flu­ence here and with the duke, which makes it dif­fi­cult for any­thing to hap­pen to him.”

“I-I know.”

“I heard, but then again, aren’t all black­birds also thieves?”

De­rik blushed hot­ly and tried to pull away.

The baron re­fused to re­lease his chin and kissed him light­ly on the lips. It was pow­er­ful and dom­i­nat­ing. The ca­ress send whorls of plea­sure rac­ing along De­rik’s veins.

When they broke, De­rik was breath­less and des­per­ate­ly need­ed to change the top­ic away from his own thiev­ing ways. “Why? Um, why does Madre scare you?”

Chuck­ling, Hamel shrugged. “Rachi said that you know I’m not hu­man, right? With the life-suck­ing cock?”

De­rik ducked his head, blush­ing.

The baron grinned. “She fig­ured it out in a cou­ple of days. Bright girl and she had the grace to bring it up to me pri­vate. Over three hun­dred years of hid­ing and some girl no­tices af­ter get­ting screwed once. I’d rather you not tell any­one though, won’t go well with the gen­er­al pop­u­lace.”

Whis­per­ing, De­rik asked the ques­tion he posed to Madre. “What are you?”

The baron sighed, his chest swelling and rub­bing against De­rik. “I’m… alone. Last of my kind, I think, but I did some­thing I should have nev­er done. And then made a promise I should have nev­er made.”

“That is very con­fus­ing.”

The baron chuck­led and stroked De­rik’s hair.

The ges­ture calmed De­rik. Mo­ments lat­er, he arched his back minute­ly to press his breasts against the man’s chest. Even sec­onds away from be­ing caught, he couldn’t stand be­ing sep­a­rat­ed.

The baron reached over with his oth­er hand to stroke a hand up the line of De­rik’s breasts.

De­rik shiv­ered as his breath came deeply. At the hard fin­gers ca­ress­ing his nip­ples, De­rik shift­ed his po­si­tion so he was al­most ly­ing on his back, bal­anced on the baron’s shoul­der and his but­tocks against his lap. He kept one hand over his crotch, hold­ing it down against the soaked fab­ric.

“I can’t lie, Black­bird. I won’t tell you why or how it hap­pened, but just say, to ex­plain it is to sur­ren­der the one se­cret I have left.”

Whis­per­ing softy, De­rik said, “I have a se­cret.”

He said noth­ing for a mo­ment, but worked the top but­ton of his shirt open.

De­rik’s breath came hard­er as his breasts heaved, feel­ing every move­ment as the baron part­ed the fab­ric at his damp throat.

“I know, Black­bird, but you nev­er have to tell me.”

“Then why,” he sniffed, “do you let me stay?”

The baron worked a sec­ond but­ton open, trail­ing his fin­ger­tips along the top of De­rik’s breasts and leav­ing an elec­tri­cal trail of plea­sure along his re­cent­ly healed skin. “Be­cause every­one has se­crets. I doubt yours are as ter­ri­ble as my own and you’ve al­ready proven your­self.”

“How?”

“Madre told me that you went will­ing­ly to Rick, just be­cause you were more afraid of be­ing re­moved from the harem than what he would do.”

De­rik shiv­ered and the baron curled his right arm around De­rik, cradling him more.

“I know Rick is a sadist. More than once, I’d re­mind­ed him to leave my girls un­in­jured. I also told him I will nev­er ac­cept him us­ing mag­i­cal heal­ing to cov­er it. In the last few years, not even the pain kit­tens want­ed to go to him; every­one else is afraid of him.”

The thief’s mouth opened to say some­thing, but the prick of For­bis’ spell si­lenc­ing him. He closed it, then sighed. “I’m sor­ry.”

“For what? Know­ing that Rick hurt my black­bird? I know you aren’t into pain, not the type that needs heal­ing, which means you were se­ri­ous about want­i­ng to stay.”

The re­mem­bered rape brought an­oth­er flush, he hat­ed the hun­gry crav­ing of Rick’s shaft buried deep and the an­tic­i­pa­tion of plea­sure af­ter the pain. A tiny part of him start­ed to ache for it, but he shoved down on it, hop­ing it would go away. “I want to. I mean, I want to stay.”

“And you will,” De­rik’s heart blos­somed like a flower open­ing up at those three words.

The baron hugged him tight­ly, then leaned back, “As far as I’m con­cerned, you are now of­fi­cial­ly part of my harem. Even if you fell into all of this.”

De­rik sniffed at the sud­den tears of hap­pi­ness.

Hamel chuck­led and ran his fin­ger down De­rik’s throat and along the part­ed seams of the shirt. Find­ing the next but­ton, he worked it open and spread his large hands over one of De­rik’s breasts. Droplets of wa­ter ran down De­rik’s stom­ach and pooled in his navel.

When the pow­er­ful hands touched him, De­rik let out a long breath. The thief moaned, his back arch­ing and his hand clutch­ing him­self even tighter. Blood pound­ing in his ears, he still didn’t know what to do when the baron reached the sev­enth but­ton and found some­thing oth­er than a slick pussy.

Nei­ther said any­thing as the baron cra­dled De­rik and un­but­toned his shirt. The feel­ing of a count­down shook De­rik and he had to fight to keep his hard­ness down be­tween his legs. It was hot and sen­si­tive, the pulse of it pound­ing against his palm.

“I see that Tornsin has fall­en for you.”

“Oh, I, um,” De­rik stam­mered.

“I was won­der­ing why he re­turned with­out a shirt, but I see it on you. We had a bet, these last few years, most of the guard staff and the harem.”

The baron worked his hand along De­rik’s stom­ach, trac­ing a tiny cir­cle around his navel be­fore work­ing the sixth but­ton.

De­rik whim­pered as he start­ed to pant. “A-About what?”

He chuck­led as his fin­gers re­leased the fab­ric and spread it apart. “If he was gay. Well, lost that one. Nev­er hear the end of it from Madre, she was right as usu­al.”

Whim­per­ing, De­rik whis­pered at the thought of Hamel find­ing out he was right. “Oh, Brid­get.”

The baron didn’t hear him and trailed his fin­ger­tips along De­rik’s bare, clench­ing stom­ach to brush against the fin­gers pro­tect­ing the last but­ton. De­rik’s heart pound­ed hard as he froze, his hand cov­er­ing over his man­hood. Know­ing that only a sin­gle but­ton re­mained, he couldn’t move away from the baron’s em­brace.

The baron’s hand slid down, then along his fin­gers.

De­rik clenched hem tight­ly against his hard man­hood, pro­tect­ing them and not want­i­ng things to ever change.

“Go­ing shy on me now?”

“I, um, will Madre be back soon?”

Grin­ning, the baron worked his fin­gers into De­rik’s. He pushed the thief’s dig­its aside to work at the but­ton. “Not for an­oth­er hour or so, why?”

The fab­ric slid off his hips, part­ing and bring­ing the cool air to his aching man­hood. His body shook as he tried to bring his hands back, but the baron’s arm blocked him.

“You’re trem­bling, Black­bird, why?” Hamel said huski­ly, his breath hot against De­rik’s face.

De­rik looked up in the dark­ness, only able to see the glint of the blue eye. -

The baron’s hand pressed against De­rik’s aching length. He slid it down his palm to curl his fin­gers around De­rik’s balls and tease his ass­hole.

Weeks of an­tic­i­pa­tion and ec­sta­sy ex­plod­ed in a sin­gle heart­beat, burst­ing out as he came in the baron’s hand with a shud­der­ing gasp. His hands clutched at his wrist as he arched back, wail­ing out as the or­gasm ig­nit­ed into an elec­tri­cal storm that raged in­side him.

De­rik couldn’t move as he be­gan to sob, the re­lease of every­thing and the an­tic­i­pa­tion of what came next re­fined the plea­sure even more, un­til it be­came a sin­gle di­a­mond of in­ten­si­ty, fill­ing him and con­sum­ing his thoughts un­til he slumped down in the baron’s arms with a smile.

Lips brushed against his. Sur­prised, he opened his mouth and arched up as the baron kissed him, the pow­er­ful lips stand­ing the hairs on the back of his neck up. With a gasp, hun­gry and des­per­ate, he wrapped his arms around the baron’s neck, feel­ing the large fin­gers stroking his cum-slicked cock along his palm.

He came again, nes­tled in the arms of a man he tru­ly loved. Like reach­ing into the heart of a god, he drowned in pas­sion. Sob­bing, De­rik could only cling to the baron and pray that he could breath again when it end­ed.

The baron broke the kiss and held up his drip­ping hand. He chuck­led, then looked down at De­rik, his lips brush­ing against De­rik’s as he whis­pered huski­ly. “You are the most beau­ti­ful man I have ever seen, De­rik.”

De­rik didn’t think he could come again. His body proved him wrong as his world ex­plod­ed in the white heat of an or­gasm born of noth­ing but those mere words.
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        De­rik slumped down in the baron’s arms, feel­ing bone­less and vi­brat­ing at the same time. His body float­ed with the af­ter­glow of his or­gasm. Cum and mois­ture from the wa­ter­fall mixed to­geth­er as they slow­ly ran down his chest and bel­ly.

Pant­i­ng, he closed his eyes at the sen­sa­tion of his breasts heav­ing, then opened them up to look up at the baron. He felt so small in the large man’s eyes, but the warm blue eye that re­gard­ed him sent an­oth­er quake of plea­sure through his body. “When did you, um, find out?”

Hamel chuck­led, his hand stroking along De­rik’s cleav­age. “The night Rachi found you. We dis­cussed it af­ter you went to sleep.”

De­rik’s lip trem­bled, think­ing back to the sac­ri­fice he made to go to Rick and feel­ing as if it was in vain. “Y-You mean, I didn’t have to go to Rick? That you al­ready ac­cept­ed me?”

He curled up, but the baron set his hand down on De­rik’s breasts, push­ing him back into po­si­tion.

“No, Black­bird, there is a lot more in­volved, and I think that is why you went some­where you should have nev­er have gone. And, I think, all three of us are at fault for what hap­pened.”

De­rik shiv­ered at the prick­le of fear but also the elec­tri­cal touch of the baron hold­ing him so tight­ly. “What do you mean?”

“Three days be­fore Rachi told me about you, I had a vis­i­tor. A rather curvy and at­trac­tive one, but also one that seemed to have a fair amount of spite and anger. In fact, I think she was get­ting ex­cit­ed just talk­ing to me about you.”

De­rik frowned, try­ing to re­mem­ber which of the many peo­ple he an­noyed in his life. The baron ex­pand­ed on the de­scrip­tion.

“She wore long leather gloves and brought along her two broth­ers. I re­mem­ber the gloves be­cause she wouldn’t take them off and they set the hairs on my arm on end, which means they were prob­a­bly en­chant­ed.”

“Oh, fuck, Wen­di.”

The baron chuck­led, his fin­gers curl­ing around De­rik’s breasts to tease one hard, slick nip­ple. “I didn’t know her name, but she told me that a thief named De­rik was go­ing to steal some­thing from me.”

Squeak­ing, De­rik cringed, but the baron just twist­ed his nip­ple play­ful­ly un­til he re­laxed. The feel­ing of plea­sure and pain mixed through his elat­ed body, sim­mer­ing the heat that filled him from the baron’s close­ness.

“D-Did she say what I was go­ing to steal?”

“Yes,” said the baron in his rum­bling voice. He con­tin­ued to tease and twist­ing his nip­ples. His oth­er hand slid along De­rik’s man­hood, teas­ing it as the sec­onds passed by.

“I-I’m sor­ry.”

The baron said noth­ing.

De­rik whim­pered soft­ly, his back arch­ing as the baron plucked at his sen­si­tive ridges.

“You know, I wait­ed for the Eye to dis­ap­pear. Every day, every morn­ing I came into my hall, ex­pect­ing to see it gone. I knew you were there, but didn’t know if you were bid­ing your time or if you had some­thing else in mind.”

De­rik’s lips cracked with sur­prise.

The baron con­tin­ued to speak soft­ly in his deep voice that res­onat­ed with the flame in the thief’s loins. “Rachi watched you pret­ty close­ly too. I didn’t ac­tu­al­ly tell her you were go­ing to steal the Eye, she would have prob­a­bly killed you, but she knew you were steal­ing some­thing im­por­tant to me. She en­chant­ed that blue cord you used for your hair with a seek­ing spell, hop­ing you’d wear it when you ran away.”

He chuck­led soft­ly, “I even had ex­tra guards post­ed for the last six weeks, just wait­ing for it to hap­pen.”

De­rik re­al­ized he had tears in his eyes. Sniff­ing, he wiped them with the soaked sleeve of Tornsin’s shirt. “W-What hap­pened?”

The baron chuck­led again, then drew De­rik up un­til their lips were al­most touch­ing. “Noth­ing. Noth­ing hap­pened. You didn’t even try to get into the hall, even when she sent you out on er­rands in the palace. You didn’t try to es­cape, check things out, or any­thing we would ex­pect a thief to do.”

The air grew thick around him, a tense­ness that made him shiv­er.

De­rik drew up one legs and worked it be­low him, strad­dling the baron’s hips and set­tling back down.

“Then, when Rachi locked her­self into her room, be­cause of Nightin­gale.” He sighed sad­ly. “You broke her out.”

“I had to, b-be­cause of Nightin­gale and my—”

“Raven,” De­rik didn’t think the baron could sound sad­der with a sin­gle word. He shiv­ered at his moth­er’s name, then rest­ed his head on the pow­er­ful shoul­der of the baron.

“She’s my moth­er.”

“I didn’t know un­til Rachi fig­ured it out. I can’t tell you how up­set I was when I found out how she died.”

Hamel stroked his hair, hold­ing him tight­ly. His eye probed into De­rik’s be­fore he said, “I nev­er want­ed that, Black­bird. I love all my girls but love could nev­er change the fact: Raven was a fight­er. Even as a kit­ten, she was al­ways fight­ing.”

He sniffed, des­per­ate­ly not want­i­ng to know but, at the same time, hun­gri­ly need­ing it. “What hap­pened?” he whis­pered.

“A guy. His name was Gorvin. He was the cap­tain of my guards, and iron­i­cal­ly, Tornsin’s un­cle. She and an­oth­er girl, um, I called her Rac­coon I think, fell for him hard. They start­ed to fight but it kept get­ting worse un­til Esali got in­volved.”

De­rik sniffed, al­ready guess­ing what hap­pened.

“It wasn’t pret­ty. When I man­aged to shove my way through the crowds, your moth­er had al­ready stran­gled Coon and in­jured Esali. She fought off the guards un­til Gorvin came. He stopped her, not with words but fight­ing. It was bru­tal, see­ing their love torn apart that way, but it had to be done.”

De­rik shook as the tears came, drip­ping on the baron’s shoul­der as he clutched him tight­ly. The baron said noth­ing, just held him tight­ly as the sobs wracked the thief’s body. The sob­bing stretched into min­utes but even­tu­al­ly they fad­ed.

“It’s a strange world, Black­bird, when you fall into the harem that your moth­er grew up in.”

De­rik chuck­led sad­ly, wip­ing his eyes. “Iron­ic.”

“Lucky, I think.”

“Lucky?”

“I hat­ed how I han­dled Raven. I beat my­self up that I didn’t talk to her be­fore it blew up into some­thing se­ri­ous. When I saw you in that harem, with your long black hair and blue eyes, I ac­tu­al­ly thought Rachi played a joke on me and brought Raven back. I feel like I was giv­en a sec­ond chance to… I guess not make the same mis­take twice. You, Black­bird, look just like her. No doubt, Hawk’s lit­tle trick helped. That girl is more an­noy­ing than any­one else I’ve known. Al­ways do­ing fuck­ing stu­pid things that end up be­ing the right thing in the end.”

De­rik gig­gled and the baron smiled, stroking his thumb along De­rik’s jaw. He sighed for a mo­ment, then drew De­rik into a long, lin­ger­ing kiss that stole the thief’s breath away. He moaned into it, press­ing his body against the hard ridge of the baron’s man­hood. When they broke, they were both gasp­ing for breath.

“You are so pret­ty, but I think you heard it be­fore.”

De­rik blushed, “I-I like it when you say it.”

“And I like say­ing it, Black­bird.”

“Call me De­rik, please?”

The baron smiled warm­ly and pulled him into a kiss, hold­ing De­rik’s waist with one hand and a hand against his back as they em­braced. When they broke, the rum­ble of the man’s voice filled De­rik with an in­tense feel­ing of light­ness. “De­rik.”

He near­ly came again, just hear­ing his name. He cooed soft­ly and hugged him tight­ly.

The baron chuck­led and shift­ed his po­si­tion, mov­ing the long hard­ness tighter against De­rik’s stom­ach and man­hood.

De­rik shiv­ered at the feel­ing.

“Rachi fi­nal­ly de­cid­ed to trust you. The dress-shop­ping, the corset, even that night was go­ing to be her present to you, to let you know that I’m hap­py to have a pret­ty thief in my harem.”

De­rik moaned soft­ly, imag­in­ing how it could have been.

Hamel play­ful­ly teased him as he said, “I was go­ing to tease you a lit­tle, bend you over my bed, then right be­fore I en­tered you, I was go­ing to lean over and whis­per your name.”

Moan­ing loud­er, De­rik’s hands reached down to stroke the hard shaft be­tween them. The baron breathed deeply, then in­haled as De­rik pulled out his shaft, slid­ing his fin­gers down the slicked length.

Hamel swal­lowed, his eyes watch­ing the move­ments. “I want­ed to make you come hard, just with that. It was the point I want­ed you to know I want­ed you to be mine.”

De­rik breathed deeply, “I want to be yours.”

“On my bed?”

Gasp­ing, he nod­ded, his fin­gers work­ing up and down the steel-hard shaft and feel­ing it in his palms. His body ached for it to be in­side him and he lift­ed him­self up, drag­ging the baron’s cock along the junc­tion be­tween his balls and thigh.

“Oh, yes…”

“Bent over the pil­lows, ass up in the air?”

The heat­ed head slid­ing across De­rik’s balls and he gasped at the in­fer­no that surged to fill him. His breasts teased the baron’s face un­til his lover caught one with his strong lips. De­rik moaned with plea­sure.

The lips slid off as De­rik po­si­tioned him­self right above the cock, swollen head pressed into the only hole he could give the baron.

“I want you, baron.”

“And I want you, De­rik. Please for­give us?”

De­rik low­ered him­self down on the hard spear of plea­sure, feel­ing the thick head pry him open. It buried deep in­side him in a sin­gle stroke, as if he was born for it.

A long shud­der­ing gasp filled the room as he sank down, cen­time­ter by cen­time­ter, aching for the baron even as he was filled. The baron’s breath came hot against him, mak­ing him glow with such warmth and love and pas­sion that he came all over the junc­tion of their be­ings be­fore he set­tled down. His cock jumped and jerked, still pump­ing out hot flu­ids, but De­rik just leaned into the baron, rock­ing back and forth to en­joy the rod of ec­sta­sy swirling his in­sides.

The baron just held him, hands on his ass, as De­rik im­paled him­self, ris­ing and drop­ping down, trac­ing each ridge as or­gasms grew in­side his body. They were white hot and in­tox­i­cat­ing, some­thing he now craved more than any­thing.

The baron came quick­ly, his balls tight­en­ing up and the feel­ing of the en­tire length swelling be­fore ex­plod­ing in­side De­rik.

The thief let out a long gasp of plea­sure, un­able to come from the af­ter­glow, but grind­ing down with a des­per­a­tion to be the baron’s lover.

Hot cum dripped from his tight­ly stretched rec­tum, but he just con­tin­ued to rock and pump, rid­ing the shaft un­til the baron came again and again. Their com­bined juices splashed loud­ly to the floor be­neath them.

Pant­i­ng, he swayed for a mo­ment be­fore pulling him­self off the still-hard cock. A shud­der filled De­rik, a long with­draw­ing of en­er­gy as it slipped out of his body. He knew what it was now and it fol­lowed with an in­tense sense of plea­sure, like fin­ger­nails down his back and he fi­nal­ly came hard against the baron once again, emp­ty­ing his balls be­fore slump­ing against the baron.

Hamel, pant­i­ng from their love-mak­ing, stroked his hand along De­rik’s back.

De­rik purred soft­ly, his breasts heav­ing as he en­joyed an­oth­er af­ter­glow of plea­sure. He found the words. “I for­give you, if you for­give me.”

“Al­ways.”

The baron’s arms wrapped around him, hold­ing him tight as they just held each oth­er. A soft time of plea­sure and just en­joy­ing the com­fort. But, it end­ed too soon when the baron stirred. “Come on, I hear Rachi talk­ing to the girls out­side.”

De­rik slipped off Hamel and stood up, wear­ing noth­ing but an open shirt and drip­ping cum. It splat­tered to the ground be­tween his thighs. He blushed and start­ed to but­ton his shirt, but his lord stopped him.

“No, no rea­son to hide. Not to men­tion, you are prob­a­bly just get­ting out of it in a mo­ment any­ways.”

He blinked. “Um, what?”

“Well, I think Rachi needs clo­sure also. She knows as well as I do that she should have bro­ken the ruse the sec­ond Rick came in, in­stead of hold­ing on to that promise of hers. She won’t ad­mit it, of course, but she needs your for­give­ness.”

“I’ll for­give her.”

He chuck­led, “I plan on that, but just say­ing it isn’t enough. So, I’m go­ing to have a talk to her and then I’m go­ing to have you spank her in front of every­one in the harem. You didn’t need to suf­fer than much pain, just be­cause you wouldn’t ad­mit to try­ing to steal the Eye of Hamel.”

De­rik’s breath got tight again. He re­mem­bered all the pain that Rick did to him, but he couldn’t say any­thing. In­stead, he pushed it down and re­solved to for­get it as fast as pos­si­ble.

The baron chuck­led and ran a fin­ger along De­rik’s cleav­age. As De­rik’s man­hood woke up, so did the baron’s. His smile filled the room as he spoke play­ful­ly. “I know, but it’s im­por­tant to me that we can push this be­hind us. So, you are go­ing to spank Rachi for her apol­o­gy. Then, I’m go­ing to apol­o­gize, and you are go­ing to spank her again on my be­half.”

De­rik looked up in sur­prise.

The baron shrugged with a grin. “I’m the baron, you don’t spank me. I spank you.”

De­rik blushed which turned into a moan as the baron slipped arm around his waist, hold­ing him tight.

The baron’s fin­gers stroked the side of his hip. “In ad­di­tion, I’m go­ing to tell you this, I’m only in­ter­est­ed in stick­ing my dick in you, not the oth­er way around. Un­der­stand? I’m in charge. The only thing that goes in my mouth is your nip­ples and no one gets my ass.”

It nev­er oc­curred to him, but De­rik shiv­ered and nes­tled clos­er at the thought. A faint smile and a blush crossed his lips as he thought about be­ing hap­pi­ly im­paled on Hamel’s shaft.

“Yes, sir.”
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        De­rik stepped out of the car­riage with a beam­ing smile and a twist of his hips. He stepped down, his sap­phire heels hit­ting the grav­el and Tornsin gen­tly took his hand with a smile of his own. Let­ting a tiny blush reach his cheeks, he let the guard draw him away as Teri, Sher­rel, and Madre fil­tered out of ve­hi­cle.

Teri gave him a play­ful grin and skipped over, eas­i­ly bal­anc­ing on her own heels. She wrapped her arms around De­rik’s waist and pulled him back. “Come on, you can vis­it your boyfriend lat­er.”

“Teri!” De­rik grinned, then blushed as the slen­der girl reached up to grab his breasts. The leather of his new corset flexed un­der­neath her fin­gers and De­rik shiv­ered at the warm sen­sa­tion against his bare skin. The tick­le of lace trim­ming the corset added an­oth­er lay­er of plea­sure.

Chuck­ling, Teri start­ed to pull open his dress in front of Tornsin un­til Madre cleared her throat.

“Come on, we need to get in­side. Its go­ing to rain soon.”

Slip­ping away from Teri, De­rik looked up to the storm clouds above. The feel­ing of light­ing in the air brought a shiv­er to his spine and he ducked his head back down. One hand stroked against the leather and lace of his present. It smelled new, of mag­ic and leather.

“You like it?”

Look­ing up, he ad­mired the re­laxed Madre. “It’s won­der­ful, Madre, but why Tiv’s?”

Madre slipped one arm in De­rik’s, squeez­ing it for a mo­ment, then lead­ing the thief up the stairs. “I want­ed to. You re­al­ly look gor­geous in a corset, even if every­one knows you are a male, you are still dress­ing like a fe­male.”

Teri spoke up, her heels tap­ping against the stone steps lead­ing to the bal­ance. “I like you as a woman, makes you all,” she grinned evil­ly, “sub­mis­sive.”

Madre raised an eye­brow, “You say­ing women are sub­mis­sive?”

Teri shook her head and gig­gled. “No, it makes De­rik sub­mis­sive. He likes to be the pussy, don’t you?”

De­rik blushed hot­ly, but said noth­ing.

Madre chuck­led, and Sher­rel leaned over.

“Don’t wor­ry, Teri-cat gets all sub­mis­sive when the baron teas­es her with that log of his. Just wait, you’ll see her beg.”

Teri blushed her­self, “I don’t beg.”

“Oh re­al­ly? I guess we’ll find out in two days, won’t we? Lit­tle cat purrs loud­ly when he’s wav­ing that over her.”

De­rik let out a soft moan with the thought of their night with the baron. Only two days be­fore he would spend the en­tire night with Hamel, with only Sher­rel and Teri to warm the bed. His lips part­ed as he won­dered how it will be to fi­nal­ly lie in the baron’s bed as one of his harem girls.

Sher­rel’s breath tick­led his ear as she whis­pered. “Think­ing about how the baron takes Madre?”

De­rik’s blush seared his skin as he re­mem­bered the scene af­ter he spanked Madre. The baron took her, right in the mid­dle of the harem. It wasn’t ten­der or play­ful, just jaw-drop­ping pow­er­ful. A rapid-fire pound­ing ham­mer that slammed into Madre so hard, he thought her bones would break. Hun­gry and des­per­ate, the baron threw every­thing into his fuck­ing, and Madre took every­thing he gave her. He could still re­mem­ber the blurred shaft and cum pour­ing out of her with every stroke. A part of him hun­gered to feel that same in­hu­man pound­ing.

He moaned again, his eyes clos­ing at the thought, and his cock strained against the dark blue thong he wore.

Sher­rel’s hand teased him, trail­ing down his front and stroking against the swollen mem­ber that pushed up against the front of his dress. She chuck­led soft­ly, “Don’t wor­ry, I bet he would do that for you, in his bed.”

Swal­low­ing, De­rik pant­ed with an­tic­i­pa­tion. His corset’s tight­ness re­sist­ed his chest and the bind­ing only added to grow­ing de­sire.

Sher­rel gig­gled and traced his length with one fin­ger. “Soon, Dora, soon,” she whis­pered be­fore trail­ing away.

He cracked open one eye and gave her a mock glare. “Slut.”

“Trap,” she replied with a smile.

De­rik grinned but then froze as he re­al­ized Madre had stopped. Look­ing around, he re­al­ized that the air of the palace had be­come tense. Feel­ing a prick­le of some­thing down his spine, he stared at the se­ri­ous guards stand­ing guard and the pair that guard­ed with the main hall with drawn swords.

Teri grunt­ed, then looked up with con­fu­sion. “What’s go­ing on?”

Madre frowned, “I don’t know.”

Af­ter a few more sec­onds, she amend­ed her­self. “Teri, Sher­rel, Dora, go to the harem. I need to check on this.”

Teri pout­ed, “Madre—”

“Now,” came the un­com­pro­mis­ing com­mand.

Jump­ing at the hard voice, De­rik fled the hall and head­ed for the harem.

Teri and Sher­rel joined him and they talked about the sud­den change as they walked.

In the harem, all three of them stripped out of their dress­es and slipped into their more com­fort­able clothes. De­rik al­most purred as he pulled on Tornsin’s shirt, but­ton­ing it down and leav­ing it teas­ing his knees. Teri rolled her eyes, but Sher­rel gig­gled. Teri flipped up the hem as she pulled on her silk robe.

“Are you go­ing to ever give that back?”

De­rik blushed and held it against his skin. He could feel the fab­ric teas­ing his nip­ples and he breathed in the scent of the guard. “He said I could keep it.”

Teri snort­ed, “He just wants to get in your panties.”

Bash­ful­ly, De­rik looked away, but Teri grabbed him and snaked her hands to grip his but­tocks.

“And you want him to get into your thong, don’t you?” she teased.

De­rik start­ed to say some­thing, then grinned. “He is cute.”

“He is gay.”

“He likes me.”

“You are gay.”

De­rik gaped for a mo­ment. “I am not!”

“You are too, when was the last time you had some pussy?”

“Last night! When you de­cid­ed you want­ed sex in the mid­dle of the morn­ing and thought my tongue made a great dil­do!”

Teri grinned and wormed a fin­ger be­tween his but­tocks.

He moaned soft­ly, part­ing his legs as his hard­ness pressed against her cleav­age.

“Oh yeah. That was fun.”

“And I’m not gay.”

She gig­gled and drew her body up, press­ing her breasts against his. “Fine, you aren’t gay. You are a lit­tle sub­mis­sive slut with a dick.”

He was still try­ing to find an ap­pro­pri­ate re­sponse when Madre spoke se­ri­ous­ly from the bath­room en­trance. “Dora? Can you come with me?”

Look­ing into those dead eyes, the good mood evap­o­rat­ed like the morn­ing mist. He slipped out of Teri’s grasp and start­ed to­ward her.

Madre shook her head. “Get dressed and hur­ry, please.”

Fear filled him as he slipped on his thong and pulled a long dress over his hips, tuck­ing Tornsin’s shirt into it. Madre seemed in a hur­ry as she guid­ed him back to the hall. This time, the doors were closed tight­ly and the feel­ing of un­ease grew with every pass­ing sec­ond. His slip­pers scuffed against the ground as one of the guards cracked open the door, then he gasped as he stared into the main hall.

Glass.

Bro­ken glass across the en­tire floor. One of the stat­ue arms rest­ed on the ground and he re­al­ized where the blue glass came from. Step­ping for­ward, de­spite the feel­ing of him walk­ing into a col­lapsed build­ing. He looked up for the bright light of the Eye sud­den­ly re­mem­ber­ing that the fake would shat­ter long af­ter he was sup­pose to be gone. He shook like a leaf as his eyes fo­cused in the cen­ter of the hall.

Ex­cept for a bril­liant beam of light that speared down through the rest of the room, only shad­ows filled the great hall. The map of the barony broke on the floor, shard every­where. In the cen­ter, un­der the light, a pool of molten glass oozed out slow­ly. Where the bril­liant orb of light used to be, or more ac­cu­rate­ly where the fake sphere used to glow, there was noth­ing.

Pan­ic filled him as he stared at the miss­ing sphere. His mouth opened up, but For­bis’ spell si­lence even the gasp that slipped out of his mouth. He start­ed to shake, sweat form­ing on his fore­head. His stom­ach lurched to the side and plum­met­ed into a sick feel­ing near his feet.

He looked around, find­ing the ex­its, but then jumped as Madre grabbed his arm. She whis­pered sharply. “Re­lax, I know it wasn’t you.”

De­rik let out a long shud­der­ing sigh, but the knot in his stom­ach re­fused to re­lax. She didn’t know he had al­ready stolen it.

Madre glared at him for a long mo­ment, then ges­tured across the room.

De­rik fol­lowed her move­ment to see Hamel frown­ing at his throne and some guards stand­ing around some­thing that could only be a bloody corpse.

He swal­lowed and let Madre lead him across the room.

Hamel spot­ted him and stood up, meet­ing him at the knot of guards. They part­ed and he found him­self look­ing at the body. The sight of the pud­dle of blood, sword wounds, and mas­sive burns sick­ened De­rik and he had to force him­self not to vom­it.

“W-What hap­pened?” it came out as a stran­gled whis­per and he looked plead­ing­ly up at the baron.

Hamel sighed and shook his head. “Some­one stole my Eye.”

The fa­mil­iar rum­ble be­came a fu­ner­al bell, a loom­ing that caused De­rik to cringe from guilt. Sweat drip­ping down his neck, he looked at the ter­ri­fied face of the corpse and whim­pered soft­ly in fright.

At that mo­ment, he wished he could speak. Look­ing up at the baron, see­ing the pain in his face, he just want­ed to con­fess to hav­ing the real Eye above the harem. His mouth opened and he tried to say the words, but no sound came out. Tears form­ing in his eyes, he tried to say it again and again, scream­ing out but the spell si­lenced him. In the long mo­ments that fol­lowed, with Hamel and Madre glar­ing at the corpse, De­rik tried to con­fess again and again un­til the tears dripped down his face with frus­tra­tion.

Hamel glanced up and im­me­di­ate­ly looked con­cerned. Step­ping around Madre, he took De­rik up in his arms. Even the elec­tri­cal feel­ing be­tween them couldn’t push away the sick­en­ing feel­ing that grew in De­rik’s gut. “It’s okay, Black­bird. It’s okay.”

De­rik sobbed, try­ing to force the words out. Tears drip­ping off his face with the de­sire to scream at Hamel, to tell him it was all his fault.

The baron didn’t un­der­stand, couldn’t un­der­stand. He cleared his throat and or­dered the guards out of the room. They gave him cu­ri­ous looks as they left, seal­ing the doors af­ter them. Hamel held him un­til the sound of the doors clos­ing sound­ed across the room. Then, he held her tighter. “I know it isn’t you, Black­bird, I trust you.”

De­rik tried to shake his head, but the spell froze him in place. He just sobbed again, lean­ing against the baron’s pow­er­ful chest as he tried to find some way of ex­plain­ing and con­fess­ing.

It just wouldn’t come.

Fi­nal­ly, he gave up and just slumped against the baron, let­ting the tears soak the ex­pen­sive cloth over his love. Hamel stroked his hair, just whis­per­ing to him.

“It’s okay. It’s okay…”

The frus­tra­tion tore him apart, but there was sim­ply no way of get­ting around the spell that si­lenced him. De­rik sighed as he forced him­self to stop sob­bing, to stop try­ing to con­fess.

The baron held him un­til the shakes end­ed, then looked into his eyes. “I know it isn’t you. But, I was hop­ing that you would tell me who did this.”

De­rik sniffed and wiped the tears from his eyes. He found his voice when he spoke again. “I-I shouldn’t. They kill thieves who tell peo­ple like you.” If he couldn’t con­fess, at least he could give the plau­si­ble lie of self-preser­va­tion. De­spite his at­tempts at a con­fes­sion, the words stum­bled out of his mouth.

The baron nod­ded, his hand slip­ping off.

De­rik whim­pered, afraid of los­ing him.

The baron sighed. “I un­der­stand.”

De­rik wor­ried his bot­tom lip, then he whis­pered. “I’ll try.”

Hamel looked up with sur­prise.

De­rik blushed. “I guess,” he paused sheep­ish­ly, “I’d rather be your harem girl than a thief.”

With Madre and Hamel star­ing at him in shock, De­rik blushed and pulled him his skirt to kneel above the bloody corpse. With a shak­ing hand, he pushed the body over and frowned at the ex­pres­sion on his face. “This is Opir, he’s a box­er from the mer­chant area.”

De­rik sur­prised him­self with the steady, soft voice he gave. He looked at the thief im­pas­sive­ly, re­mem­ber­ing the ar­gu­ments they had, fre­quent­ly over their in­di­vid­ual shares.

“What’s a box­er?”

Nod­ding, De­rik stepped back and let his skirt slide back into place. “A box­er is a thief who spe­cial­izes in safe crack­ing and locks.”

Madre frowned, “There weren’t any safes here, and the hall was un­locked.”

De­rik nod­ded for a mo­ment, re­mem­ber­ing Opir’s friends. “He’s part of a team of four oth­ers. There is, um, Xerim who is the ac­ro­bat, Bil­let and Moose are the brutes, and Gif who is a face.”

Madre shook her head in con­fu­sion, “What are those? Brute?”

De­rik sheep­ish­ly ex­plained, half afraid an as­sas­sin would come out as he spoke. “Thieves here have their own ti­tles. A brute is a thug or en­forcer. Face is a se­duc­er or a con-man, some­one who preys on emo­tions. Ac­ro­bats are the ones who do the climb­ing and ac­ro­bat­ic jobs. We, they, um, also use the ti­tle ‘mas­ter’ to mean they’ve done a num­ber of high pro­file jobs.”

“How many?”

“Usu­al­ly twen­ty jobs where they hear about ru­mors across the duchy or one job if the en­tire coun­try talks about it.”

“And my Eye?” grum­bled Hamel.

“Mas­ter if they get away with it.”

Madre shook her head, “Bat­tle mages had a rank­ing sys­tem, based on bat­tles and spe­cial­ties, but I nev­er knew thieves were or­ga­nized that well.”

De­rik said noth­ing, still feel­ing numb from his ef­fort to con­fess. He looked at the corpse on the floor, imag­in­ing him­self in the same po­si­tion.

Hamel sighed an­gri­ly and looked down at De­rik. “You know what, I’m so glad you didn’t steal my Eye. And, from the bot­tom of my heart, thank you for telling me who did this. I will have them hunt­ed down.”

A hor­ri­ble wrench­ing twist­ed his stom­ach as Hamel looked down at him with mis­placed trust and love.

The baron stroked a thumb along his jaw and sighed. He looked at Madre. “Ru­mors are al­ready out about this, and I have to make an an­nounce­ment soon, oth­er­wise I’ll look weak.”

“What are you go­ing to say, my lord?”

Hamel slipped away from De­rik.

“I have an idea. When I put,” he paused to swal­low, “the Eye up there, I had trust that no one would ever get away with steal­ing it. I knew they would try, but it has enough pro­tec­tions to avoid all but the most tal­ent­ed of thieves. Re­gard­less, I thought it might hap­pen.”

The baron turned to look at both De­rik and Madre. “I go­ing to swear to hunt down who­ev­er stole my Eye. It doesn’t mat­ter how far they run or how fast they do it. I’m go­ing to hunt them down and in­flict the worse pos­si­ble tor­ment I can. I will make them suf­fer for years if pos­si­ble, to even dare—”

He glanced at De­rik and cor­rect­ed him­self, “Sor­ry, Black­bird. They will suf­fer for ac­tu­al­ly steal­ing my Eye.”

De­rik swal­lowed as the ter­ri­ble feel­ing in his stom­ach tore him in half. The look in the baron’s eye, hard and an­gry, sent a hor­ri­ble spear through his heart. He opened his mouth one more time to con­fess, but the words re­fused to get out.

Both were un­aware of De­rik’s strug­gle to speak.

“And a re­ward?” asked Madre.

“Start with a hun­dred thou­sand marks. We’ll go up from there. I want my Eye back.”

“Yes, my lord.”

The baron came back.

De­rik looked up with tears in his eyes.

The baron smiled, sweet­ly, and stroked his hand back along De­rik’s chin. The elec­tri­cal touch warred with De­rik’s guilt, but the baron just leaned down to kiss him un­aware of the storm in­side the thief’s head.

De­rik ac­cept­ed it, but he didn’t feel the pas­sion of the em­brace. Just the sick­en­ing feel­ing of guilt stran­gling his throat.

Af­ter a few more min­utes of speak­ing, the baron thanked them and hur­ried off to make an an­nounce­ment.

De­rik clutched him­self as Madre walked him back to the harem.

“What are you?”

De­rik jumped at her sud­den ques­tion. “W-What?”

“Thief ranks. What are you?”

De­rik didn’t say any­thing as they turned a cor­ner.

Madre gave him a few mo­ments, then stood in front of him, forc­ing him to look at her.

“Dora, what are you?”

He tried to look away, but she cleared her throat.

“That’s five.”

“I,” he swal­lowed, “I have a few.”

“Re­al­ly? Which ones?”

He blushed as he looked at her with sad eyes. “I’ve, um, been called ac­ro­bat, box­er, fin­ger, wolf, ghost, and, um, clover.”

As he list­ed his thief ranks, Madre’s ex­pres­sion with from con­cerned to sur­prise and fi­nal­ly in­cred­u­lous­ly. “All that?”

He nod­ded, “I guess. I’m a mas­ter ac­ro­bat, wolf, and clover.”

“What are those?”

“Wolf is lone wolf, some­one who works alone. Most of my jobs were solo, so I got cred­it for that. And,” he sighed, “clover is some­one who steals from mages.”

“You stole from twen­ty mages?”

He blushed, “A lot more, over the years.”

“H-How?”

De­rik looked away, “I’m very good at it.”

“I see. What is a fin­ger?”

“Pick­pock­et. And, well, ghost means I’m very good at stealth jobs.”

It hurt to ex­plain his thiev­ing ways to Madre, but his con­fes­sion eased the knot in his stom­ach. She asked a few more prob­ing ques­tions. When he fin­ished go­ing into more de­tails, Madre wry­ly grinned at him. “And a face?”

He shook his head.

“Even if you se­duce the baron?”

His blush deep­ened, “I-I didn’t—”

Madre chuck­led and gave him a hug. “I won’t tell any­one, Face.”

He chuck­led and wrapped his arms around her. They held each oth­er tight­ly for a long mo­ment be­fore part­ing.

“Come, we should get back. Can you re­al­ly steal from mages?”

“Yes, Madre.”

“Steal from me.”

“What? I can’t do that!”

Madre walked along him for a mo­ment. “Well, you have un­til we get to the harem, or I’m go­ing to spend the next two hours tan­ning your ass, thief.”

As they con­tin­ued walk­ing, he no­ticed how she fo­cused on every move­ment he made. Her at­ten­tion al­most grat­ed on him. He con­sid­ered just ac­cept­ing the swats, but at the last mo­ment, just as they en­tered the hall­way, he caught a mere mi­crosec­ond where she re­laxed her guard.

Madre didn’t even flinch.

They reached her door and she turned around to look at him. “Well? Can’t do it?”

De­rik sighed and shook his head, al­ready know­ing he lied.

Madre smirked then opened her door.

“Go on, I’ll get the pad­dle.”

“Yes, Madre.”

As he walked through the door, he toyed with a small piece of met­al he stole from her pock­et. Look­ing down, he was sur­prised to see a brass star-burst, iden­ti­cal to the one around Nightin­gale’s navel.

Be­hind him, Madre shut the door and chuck­led play­ful­ly. “Don’t wor­ry, thief, I’ll be gen­tle.”

De­rik passed by the desk and care­ful­ly set down the met­al.

Madre’s chuck­le stopped with a stran­gled sound, and De­rik had to fight the smile that tweaked the side of his mouth. He turned around to see her gap­ing at him.

“H-How did you do that!?”

Sit­ting down on the edge of the bed, he shrugged. “I don’t know. It just kind of hap­pens. Kerlis used to say I was a nat­ur­al, and he tried to get me to steal from his cus­tomers.”

Madre didn’t re­spond as she quick­ly walked over to the star-burst and picked it up. A sad look crossed her face as she flipped it up. Si­lence filled her room for a long mo­ment be­fore she spoke. “She gave this to me.”

“Nightin­gale?”

Madre nod­ded sad­ly, “She said it was the clos­est that we could ever get to mar­riage.”

De­rik pressed his hands in his lap, just lis­ten­ing.

Madre sniffed. “I miss her, De­rik. Every day, I won­der how she’s do­ing.”

He tried to tell her, of Kerlis and the broth­el, but the words re­fused to come. Only the feel­ing of his si­lence, the gift from For­bis that he hat­ed with every pass­ing sec­ond of his life. Af­ter a mo­ment, he closed his mouth.

“It was scary, at the time. She asked me to brand her.”

De­rik’s eyes widened with sur­prise. Madre looked up with a soft chuck­le. “It isn’t a tat­too around her but­ton, Dora, it was a brand. She begged me for a month to do it, and I re­fused for so long, but then, one day, I re­al­ized I loved her so much and did it.”

“H-How?”

“Mag­ic. Heat­ed up the met­al with a spell and pressed it right again her stom­ach. She didn’t even flinch, told me it was love that shield­ed her from the pain.”

She sighed again. “The first time I ever used a com­bat spell for plea­sure.”

Madre looked up af­ter a mo­ment, then waved her hand. “Go on, De­rik, en­joy a bit of fun with Teri and the oth­ers. I’ll get your five lat­er.”

“I’m sor­ry,” De­rik said sud­den­ly.

“For what?”

“That you lost Nightin­gale. I… know you love her.”

Madre nod­ded and put it back in her pock­et. “Thank you, De­rik, you are sweet. I’m sure she’ll find a way of be­ing hap­py. I just know it.”

Some­how, his mag­i­cal si­lence was worse hear­ing those words.

Even if he tried to say some­thing.
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        “What’s wrong, De­rik?”

Teri’s voice stirred De­rik from his thoughts, and he looked up with sur­prise. She tugged on his per­fect­ly brushed hair and he grinned.

“Oh, noth­ing.”

“Well, you’ve been think­ing about noth­ing for two days. Be­ing sullen makes wrin­kles, don’t you know that? I mean, come on, we’re go­ing out to din­ner and danc­ing with the baron! Shouldn’t you be more wor­ried about keep­ing that dick of yours in your panties?”

De­rik smirked, “Shouldn’t you be wear­ing them?”

Gig­gling, Teri hooked her arm into his, then snug­gled clos­er. They walked along the cob­ble­stones of the rich­er area of town.

In front of them, the baron held Sher­rel’s arm in the same way as they made for their des­ti­na­tion. Their path took them through an el­e­gant gar­den, smell of fresh rain and cut grass.

De­rik glanced up to the sky, where the re­cent storm passed only hours be­fore and left the sky a bril­liant pur­ple. He smiled hap­pi­ly.

“I can’t be­lieve you planned to steal the Eye.”

De­rik’s smile fad­ed. A sour­ness burned in his stom­ach as sweat prick­led his brow. “Um—”

“You got lucky, trap,” grinned Teri, “some­one else did it be­fore you. Which is good, be­cause then you’d be in the dun­geon, and I wouldn’t be get­ting ready to have a hot three­some right on the dance floor.”

“D-Does the baron dance?”

Teri shook her head, “No, but Sher­rel does. It will be just us three on the dance floor.”

The thief blushed, “Um, I don’t know how to dance.”

Teri stopped and De­rik turned around to pre­vent his arm leav­ing hers. She stared up at him in shock. “Se­ri­ous­ly?”

He nod­ded, blush­ing. His dress shift­ed in the wind and the breeze brought the scent of his ap­ple per­fume—from Tornsin of course—and the clean smell of a sum­mer rain. Nod­ding again, he shrugged. “I nev­er re­al­ly dat­ed.”

“But, you fuck so well,” she seemed shocked.

His blush deep­ened and he glanced at Sher­rel’s back for a sec­ond. “I paid for a lot of whores, um, pros­ti­tutes when… be­fore the harem.”

Teri purred loud­er as she pressed up against him. Their breasts ground to­geth­er as she wrapped her fin­gers around his tight ass. Pulling him close, she spoke huski­ly, “Then, you are go­ing to get lucky on the dance floor. And you won’t pay for it ei­ther.”

De­rik blushed hot­ly, but he still brought his lips to hers, kiss­ing soft­ly and gen­tly. Slip­ping his arm around her nar­row waist, he held her tight un­til they both moaned from the build­ing plea­sure.

“And that is what I like to see,” rum­bled the baron play­ful­ly.

De­rik stepped back, but Teri kept her hands on his ass as they looked over to the grin­ning man.

Sher­rel smirked, but De­rik spot­ted a faint flush to her cheeks too.

With a hop in her step, Teri slipped away and wrapped her arm around the baron’s oth­er. “Well, my lord, we know how much you like the girl on girl ac­tion.”

Hamel’s eye glint­ed with amuse­ment and he let it re­main on De­rik for a long mo­ment be­fore turn­ing around. “I pre­fer man on girl, you know.”

“And man on boy?”

“Oh, I’m get­ting to en­joy that too. I might need to see a bit more tonight, just to make sure.”

De­rik’s body warmed up at the baron’s an­swer.

“Oh sure,” came Teri’s play­ful re­sponse, “I can’t wait.”

De­rik hur­ried up, his heels tap­ping on the cob­ble­stones, and hooked his arm into Sher­rel’s. To­geth­er, the four of them made their way along the path­way un­til they reached their des­ti­na­tion.

To De­rik’s sur­prise, it wasn’t a fan­cy restau­rant but a night club. Guards stood on both sides of the door and a long line snaked along the side of the build­ing. A paint­ed sign de­clared the group in­side as “Phoenix Falling” but he didn’t rec­og­nize it. As they walked across a nar­row street, a rip­ple of sur­prise filled the street and peo­ple stopped to gawk at the baron and his three girls. A blush rise on De­rik’s cheeks but the oth­ers strode for­ward.

They didn’t even stop at the door. The crowds part­ed, and one of the guards held it open as the baron swept into the build­ing.

De­rik lin­gered for a mo­ment, then fol­lowed in the wake of the man he loved.

Be­hind him, the baron’s guards fol­lowed and spread out dis­crete­ly.

In­side, small­er ta­bles sur­round­ed a large dance floor in a typ­i­cal club lay­out. On the stage, De­rik spot­ted a group of mu­si­cians set­ting up. He froze in cul­ture shock.

They looked like bar­bar­ians, but some­thing seemed wrong. Dressed in the Em­berkan style, the band con­sist­ed of three men with soft, fem­i­nine fea­tures and two women who looked just as pam­pered. They all wore leather and feath­ers, but one of the women caught De­rik’s at­ten­tion. Al­most as long as his, her hair was bound with a leather strap, her hair had been braid­ed so it al­most looked like wings as she hopped around. They chat­ted to them­selves as they set up a daz­zling ar­ray of drums, disks of met­al, and even a pair of wa­ter-filled buck­ets.

“De­rik?”

De­rik jumped, then slid over to stand next to Sher­rel. “Sor­ry, I nev­er saw any­thing like that.”

“It’s a band from Em­ber­ka.”

“I thought they were all bar­bar­ians.”

“They are, but these are, um, they call them Soft­ins, or kept peo­ple.”

“Soft­ins?”

Sher­rel grinned and slipped her arm around De­rik’s waist.

He did the same, hold­ing her tight­ly as they worked their way around the gath­er­ing crowds.

“Em­ber­ka has Haros and Soft­ins. Haros are the war­riors and fight­ers, like those two large men.”

She point­ed to a pair of huge men with bulging mus­cles stand­ing on the edge. They scowled at the crowds, but looked more more than ca­pa­ble of de­fend­ing them­selves.

“And the Soft­ins are their singers, dancers, mak­ers, and breed­ers. The pret­ty boys and girls. In that coun­try, the Soft­ins are con­stant­ly be­ing stolen and moved from tribe to tribe, which they use to keep their cul­ture to­geth­er.”

She nuz­zled his ear, “All of us would be Soft­ins and Hamel would be our Haros.”

De­rik blushed and ducked his head, then climbed a short set of stairs to a large ta­ble in front of a padded bench.

The baron al­ready sat in the cen­ter, chuck­ling as he or­dered enough food for a small army. When he fin­ished, he looked at De­rik and the oth­ers. “Do you want any­thing?”

Smirk­ing, they or­dered and set­tled down. The baron chat­ted with the two girls and De­rik, but al­lowed him­self to be in­ter­rupt­ed by var­i­ous peo­ple in the club.

De­rik took one op­por­tu­ni­ty to whis­per to Sher­rel. “I thought the baron would be into clas­si­cal mu­sic or opera or some­thing. Isn’t that what all the no­bil­i­ty like?”

She nipped his ear and gig­gled, “He likes to try new things, just like cer­tain boys in his bed.”

De­rik blushed, but Sher­rel con­tin­ued to whis­per to him, “When he took Madre and Nightin­gale out, they went to the opera or Car­i­um Clas­si­cal con­certs and wine tast­ings. With us, he takes us to Em­berkan Trib­al be­cause Teri re­al­ly gets into it. If it is just me and him, we go to soft­er venues, and if it is just him and Teri, I heard they go to the faster stuff, like the bat­tle bands.”

“B-Bat­tle bands?”

Sher­rel shud­dered for a mo­ment, and De­rik spot­ted the baron’s hands slid­ing be­tween her legs even as he spoke to some­one else. Part­ing her legs, she closed her eyes and leaned against De­rik. “Bat­tle bands are re­al­ly hard… fast rhythm but I can’t un­der­stand a damn thing they scream out. It’s just a wall of noise to me, but Teri loves it.”

Her words fad­ed off as she moaned, then kissed De­rik.

He kissed her back, feel­ing her body shift­ing as the baron fin­gered her dis­crete­ly.

She whim­pered, and De­rik held her, teas­ing her nip­ples as Sher­rel reached a fast or­gasm.

Then, the baron slipped his slick fin­gers from her pussy and held them up with a silent com­mand.

De­rik blushed as he leaned over Sher­rel. Hold­ing the baron’s wrists, he brought the drip­ping fin­gers to his paint­ed lips and sucked on them. He could feel the burn­ing gaze of peo­ple watch­ing, but it wasn’t shame but ex­cite­ment that filled him as he fin­ished clean­ing Hamel. When he re­leased them, he blushed hot­ly be­fore sit­ting straight up.

Sher­rel gig­gled and pas­sion­ate­ly kissed De­rik on the lips. Her tongue flicked in his mouth and he moaned at the soft hand against his hard­ness.

“I love tast­ing my­self on your lips,” she whis­pered.

“D-Did I do okay? I-I didn’t re­al­ly think and just did it… in front of that man.”

“Oh, yes. That was hot, just watch­ing you,” she kissed him again, “The baron likes to do this in pub­lic. By the end of the night, I bet at least one of us will be on this ta­ble be­ing rid­den in time with the mu­sic. One rea­son Teri likes the pound­ing beat, be­cause he fucks just as hard and just as fast as the mu­sic.”

De­rik moaned at the mem­o­ry of how hard and fast the baron rode Madre’s body.

Sher­rel kissed him again, whis­per­ing as she grinned. “It’s the only way he dances, you know.”

“I-In pub­lic?”

“Some­thing to be said about the most pow­er­ful man in town bring­ing some of his harem out for a night of pol­i­tics, sex, and hav­ing a good time. You’ll be amazed how many deals will go down.”

She grinned, “And the oc­ca­sion­al time when he lends one of us out for a fa­vor or two.”

De­rik warmed up to the idea of be­ing fucked to the time of some drum beat and won­dered what type of mu­sic they were about to lis­ten to. He blushed, re­al­iz­ing he nev­er re­al­ly paid at­ten­tion to any mu­sic, ex­cept for com­mon­er mu­sic in the broth­el and ran­dom bars. He lost him­self in thought un­til the food showed up and then just gaped as Hamel in­haled his food, eas­i­ly pol­ish­ing off every­thing in front of him in less than fif­teen min­utes.

“I… I’ve nev­er seen any­one eat so much.”

Sher­rel gig­gled, “He eats a lot, but look how much he fucks. It takes en­er­gy to stay up all night and we’ll be here long un­til the club stops for the morn­ing. Oh, the band is start­ing!”

She nes­tled into De­rik, slip­ping one arm around his shoul­ders and drap­ing her fin­gers so her tips just slipped un­der the front of De­rik’s dress and teased his nip­ples.

He in­haled sharply and peeked around, see­ing more than a few gazes di­rect­ed to­ward him.

Sher­rel purred in his ear and rolled the hard nub be­tween her fin­ger­tips un­til De­rik moaned from the grow­ing plea­sure.

Then, the mu­sic forced it­self to the fore­ground. The air throbbed as the three drum­mers threw them­selves into the first set, pound­ing the drums in a rapid, com­pli­cat­ed rhythm that al­most hurt De­rik’s head to fol­low. Sher­rel moved ef­fort­less­ly in time with it. The singer, the woman with the long hair, jumped in front of the stage and start­ed with a sing-song that blend­ed with the mu­sic. He couldn’t un­der­stand the words, but their mu­sic to­geth­er per­fect­ly, be­com­ing pow­er­ful.

Hav­ing Sher­rel tweak­ing his aching nip­ples and rock­ing against him didn’t help.

Nor the fix­at­ed gazes of the oth­ers in the club.

De­rik squirmed un­der the at­ten­tion, his blush grow­ing hot­ter with every pass­ing sec­ond and his body aching for re­lease.

He thought Sher­rel would give him some re­lief when she stood up and pulled him off the bench. “Come on.”

In­stead of the bath­rooms or to shel­ter, she dragged him out to the dance floor.

At the wave of heat from bod­ies al­ready in mo­tion and the gath­er­ing at­ten­tion, he cringed and let out a lit­tle yelp of dis­com­fort.

A small space spread out around them, a hush de­spite the pound­ing beat that punched the air with the mu­sic.

“S-Sher­rel! I can’t dance!”

Sher­rel ig­nored his wail and pulled him close. Her arm wrapped around his waist and her hips ground into his. Even over the wash of sound and dark­ness, he saw her paint­ed lips stretch­ing into a smile, then her body shift­ing in time with the mu­sic.

He re­sist­ed, then he start­ed to rock into her, grind­ing his body against hers as she held him tight­ly, lead­ing him into his first dance. He stum­bled, feel­ing shame, but Sher­rel could be as tena­cious as Madre, and soon he adapt­ed.

De­rik ex­pe­ri­enced plea­sure from mov­ing with mu­sic be­fore, but as he rocked his hips and shoul­ders in time, mim­ic­k­ing Sher­rel’s move­ments and grind­ing his body up against her, he felt more than just a beat. His heart pound­ed hard, and he smiled, work­ing tighter against her un­til their breasts ground against each oth­er and fin­gers danced along shoul­ders.

When Sher­rel slipped her fin­gers up his side, he moaned and rocked against it. She peeled back the front of his dress, ex­pos­ing his nip­ples to the air.

He knew every­one was look­ing at him. It added to the grow­ing lust in the air. He re­lent­ed and pressed tighter to her body. He want­ed to lose him­self in the mu­sic be­fore he came again.

She teased him as they danced, slid­ing her hands to his dress and tug­ging them up, slid­ing them un­til his bare but­tocks teased the hot hair and he groaned with the feel­ing of ex­po­sure. Just as his man­hood was about to be shown, she let it slip down.

De­rik grinned, fi­nal­ly mov­ing eas­i­ly, and did the same. One hand on her ass and the oth­er slid­ing up her cleav­age to tease her nip­ples, tug­ging them out as their bod­ies moved close­ly to­geth­er.

Sher­rel grinned evil­ly as they pressed their lips to­geth­er, kiss­ing as this moved as lovers in the mid­dle of the dance floor.

Dar­ing, he pulled up Sher­rel’s dress, slid­ing his hands against her naked ass and bring­ing a moan to his and the sur­round­ing voyeurs’ lips. He grinned as he kissed her, then slid one fin­ger be­tween her cheeks to tease her pussy.

Sher­rel moaned, then clutched him as she came hard and fast.

Sex on the dance floor.

Their move­ments didn’t even slow as he re­leased her dress. They danced from one song into an­oth­er, then a third. By the time De­rik re­gained his sens­es, they were drift­ing to the edge. An af­ter­glow of be­ing watched and his or­gasms pound­ed in­side him and he couldn’t help but no­tice his in­ner thighs were wet.

“Not,” Sher­rel gasped, “a bad dancer.”

“Thank you, com­ing from the slut.”

Sher­rel grinned then point­ed up at the baron’s semi-pri­vate spot. Teri was bob­bing up and down on his lap, her legs spread as she took his hard cock into her soaked pussy. Hands clutched his shoul­ders as the baron watched her with a hap­py smile on his lips.

Around them, var­i­ous sup­pli­cants watched while try­ing not to ap­pear in­ter­est­ed.

“Re­mem­ber, De­rik,” Sher­rel whis­pered, “part of our job is to keep the baron oc­cu­pied so he doesn’t make the mis­take of stick­ing his life-suck­ing cock into some­one who can’t han­dle it.”

“W-Why doesn’t he just not do this?”

She slid a hand up his thigh, ex­pos­ing his ass cheek and bring­ing a fin­ger down his crack. “Be­cause mu­sic turns him on, sil­ly. And he’s a slut in his own way, he likes to show off.”

De­rik watched as the baron came in­side Teri, his cum pour­ing out of her pussy to the ground. Some­one had piled up some tow­els on the floor al­ready. He shiv­ered at the thought of be­ing there, in front of every­one, then mount­ed the steps to reach him.

“Black­bird,” the baron rum­bled as Teri slipped off with a grin and a kiss for Sher­rel. Be­hind her, a larg­er man watched Sher­rel’s breasts with ob­vi­ous lust. The baron caught sight of him, then leaned over to Sher­rel. A few whis­pered words and Sher­rel grinned. Her eyes rose silk­i­ly to the man, then she crawled over the ta­ble to him.

De­rik watched with an open mouth as she spoke a few short words, then drew him down to the dance floor.

Teri dis­ap­peared her­self, and De­rik found him­self alone with the baron.

And some­how, he could imag­ine him­self a vir­gin again.

Hamel grinned and pat­ted the bench next to him. As dain­ti­ly as he could, De­rik slid along it and pressed his body against the baron. A large arm wrapped around him and De­rik moaned at the feel­ing of pow­er that sur­round­ed him.

“En­joy­ing your­self?”

“Yes, my lord,” he gasped.

“Bet you thought I was just go­ing to take you to my bed, weren’t you?”

De­rik blushed, his body heat­ing up and his cock twitch­ing. “Yes, my lord.”

Hamel chuck­led and slid his hands be­tween De­rik’s breasts, teas­ing one nip­ple with a large hand and trac­ing the bit of sweat that formed in his cleav­age. “Teri-cat thought you’d en­joy danc­ing a bit, and noth­ing says I can’t use this ta­ble as my bed lat­er.”

De­rik’s body lurched. “B-Baron?”

“When every­one else goes home, I’m go­ing to bend you over this ta­ble, whis­per your name, and ride you un­til the band stops singing.”

De­rik shud­dered with plea­sure and ground against the baron. He ran his hand along the swollen length of the slick cock and purred at the thought of the end of his night.

As he snug­gled, a man came up and start­ed to talk to the baron. De­rik tried to pull away, but the baron kept him there, stroking and teas­ing as they spoke about busi­ness and pol­i­tics. Then, a woman came up, dis­cussing a cri­sis in the re­li­gious quar­ter and how it im­pact­ed the fac­to­ries. De­rik couldn’t fol­low the pol­i­tics, but he could fo­cus on the fin­gers that teased him, flash­ing every­one with his body and dri­ving him to a burn­ing crest of an or­gasm that wouldn’t sub­side.

When she left, De­rik blushed at the look she gave him.

The baron chuck­led. “I think she likes you, Black­bird.”

“I-I don’t have to fuck her, do I?”

The baron laughed and hugged him tight­ly. “Nev­er. You nev­er have to fuck any­one you don’t want to, ex­cept maybe me. Sher­rel and Teri like to do it.”

“Why?”

“Be­cause it gar­ners fa­vor with those with pow­er. They get the for­bid­den chance to sleep with one of my girls, and I get a bit more pow­er or knowl­edge. It’s a dance too, you know, pol­i­tics.”

De­rik blushed hot­ly, then moaned as the baron’s hand dropped to his legs, slid­ing be­tween his part­ed thighs and stroking his cock through the thong he wore.

“Be­sides, right now, there is only two dicks I want in my black­bird. Me and Tornsin’s. And just be­cause Tornsin knows he’ll nev­er get any from me… ever. He has too many mus­cles for this old man.”

“You aren’t that old, baron.”

The baron laughed and drove one fin­ger up be­tween De­rik’s cheeks, pen­e­trat­ing his ass­hole to the sec­ond knuck­le and send­ing a bolt of plea­sure through De­rik and bring­ing him dan­ger­ous­ly close to crest­ing his or­gasm.

“I’m old enough to know who rules this body.”

“Oh, baron, you do,” gasped De­rik.

The baron’s lips teased De­rik’s ears, and he fought back the elec­tri­cal shiv­er that filled him. “Good, be­cause I want to feel your body wrapped around my dick right now.”

De­rik fi­nal­ly came, soak­ing his thong as he stared out at the crowds. The baron ran his fin­ger through the hot liq­uid that splashed against it, teas­ing De­rik’s ass­hole with it and fuck­ing him with a few strokes. Then, with a play­ful grin on his lips, he brought it up to De­rik’s own mouth.

Moan­ing, De­rik kept his eyes locked on the baron as he wrapped his lips around the drip­ping fin­gers, tast­ing Teri, Sher­rel, and him­self on it. Swal­low­ing, he near­ly came again as he saw the emo­tions burn­ing in the sap­phire gaze fo­cused on him.

When the cleaned fin­gers slipped from De­rik’s lips, he heard the baron give a com­mand.

“Now, please.”

“Yes, my lord,” he breathed.

De­rik’s pulsed race as he slipped over to the baron, strad­dling his hips as the larg­er man let his cock stand up straight. As he start­ed to lift his dress, he knew that he was ex­pos­ing him­self. His fin­gers fal­tered with ner­vous­ness.

The baron just watched, grin­ning at that knife’s edge of pub­lic ex­po­sure.

Chang­ing his mind at the last minute, De­rik leaned for­ward and brought his legs be­tween the baron’s. With a smile of his own, he slipped be­tween his legs and un­der the ta­ble.

Stretch­ing his knees over the pud­dle of cum, he brought his mouth to the baron’s shaft. Kiss­ing and suck­ing, he worked his way down to the grape­fruit sized balls and up to the tip. The silk over steel feel­ing of the hard­ness brought an­oth­er tiny or­gasm shak­ing through his body, but he couldn’t stop wor­ship­ing the mas­sive mem­ber that brought him so much plea­sure.

Un­der the ta­ble, he could still feel eyes star­ing at him. He knew that his be­hind couldn’t be missed un­der the ta­ble, but he just pushed it aside and let his dress hide his se­crets. His mouth opened as he took the swollen head of the shaft into his mouth. It filled him and stretched his lips.

Just like Rick.

He had to fight down the ex­cite­ment that came from Rick’s degra­da­tion. But, the heat rose and he forced him­self to suck on the baron’s head, slid­ing it back and forth in his mouth. It was thick and hot and won­der­ful as it drooled thick pre-cum down his throat.

De­rik opened his eyes to look up at the baron, keep­ing his gaze fixed as he pushed down hard­er. The cock head bumped up against the back of his throat, teas­ing his gag re­flex, but he just kept on push­ing with a hunger to feel the baron in his throat.

To his sur­prise, the baron ac­tu­al­ly looked shocked as De­rik opened his throat and took more of the baron. It stretched out his in­sides, but Rick al­ready al­ready pushed De­rik be­yond that point. The hard­ness in­vad­ed his throat and cut off his breath, but De­rik could only feel the in­fer­nos of plea­sure build­ing rapid­ly.

Swal­low­ing, he bobbed up and took a quick breath be­fore tak­ing more into his mouth. His jaw ached be­ing pried so open, but he man­aged to slide down a few more cen­time­ters. Their eyes nev­er break­ing, De­rik lift­ed his hips to giv­ing the hard­ness a straighter path into his throat, and he forced it deep­er.

Hold­ing it un­til he need­ed to breathe, he slid up with a moan that shook the baron’s length. The baron’s eyes closed slow­ly and De­rik near­ly came at the ex­pres­sion of plea­sure. Grin­ning, he bobbed deep­er and hard­er. He had to push against the tight­ness of his throat. The girth re­sist­ed the tight con­fines, but he aimed for the bot­tom. His fin­gers held the shaft tight­ly, us­ing it for bal­ance as he con­tin­ued to dri­ve deep.

He bare­ly paid at­ten­tion to Teri slip­ping into the bench next to the baron, then the gasp of lust that came from the girl’s body as she saw De­rik tak­ing the baron’s cock deeply. His eyes flicked to the side to see her pulling up her dress to fin­ger her­self and he found in­spi­ra­tion for a few more cen­time­ters.

De­rik’s blood rushed in his ears as he took more and more. When his lips kissed the baron’s base, his nose had buried in the thick for­est of pu­bic hair. Lips stretched painful­ly, he could bare­ly pull him­self up for air be­fore his world grew dark. The baron stared down at De­rik, his lips part­ed with sur­prise, as De­rik slammed down, tak­ing the en­tire length into his throat and feel­ing the hard­ness heat­ing him up from the in­side. His paint­ed lips worked at the base for a long mo­ment be­fore he drew up slow­ly, leav­ing a glis­ten­ing shaft be­hind.

Bob­bing deep­er, he stretched him­self open for the baron and each stroke be­came eas­i­er than the one be­fore it. Rick al­ready ru­ined his throat, but De­rik couldn’t imag­ine what plea­sure he could feel when he was com­plete­ly buried in the baron’s base, work­ing his lips like a good whore around that swollen base.

Then, as he start­ed to draw up for air, the baron’s shaft sud­den­ly swelled. His jaw creaked as he pried it open even fur­ther. That was his only warn­ing be­fore a hot load of sear­ing cum ex­plod­ed into his stom­ach, fill­ing him in­stant­ly as the baron came in­side him. De­rik’s ears rang with the need for air, but he came too, so hard that his cum now soaked the floor.

It took De­rik a few sec­onds to re­gain his wits, and he slid him­self off, leav­ing a long stream­er of cum con­nect­ing his lips to the baron’s shaft. Sit­ting back, he pant­ed des­per­ate­ly for breath and smiled hap­pi­ly.

It was some­thing.

Some­thing that Rick didn’t ruin.

And he want­ed to do it again.

The baron held out his hand and De­rik took it, let­ting the pow­er­ful man pull him up be­tween his legs.

The baron growled with plea­sure. “Where did you learn that?”

“I—” but he couldn’t get an­oth­er word out be­cause of For­bis’ spell.

He didn’t need an­oth­er word as the baron picked him up and sat him down on the edge of the ta­ble. Pow­er­ful mus­cles flexed as the baron pushed the ta­ble back and stood up. His hands pushed De­rik’s dress up, ex­pos­ing the thief’s hard­ness to the world. Rip­ples of sur­prise and shock ran through the spec­ta­tors, but the baron only had his eye on De­rik as he aimed the drip­ping shaft to De­rik’s ass and shoved for­ward.

The mas­sive cock im­paled his sphinc­ter in a burst of plea­sure. The thief came again from the in­tense wave of plea­sure. It was mag­ni­fied by the re­al­iza­tion oth­ers were watch­ing. Cum splat­tered his ex­posed bel­ly and slid down to the ta­ble, but he didn’t care. The dress didn’t stain, thanks to one of Madre’s spells, and he was al­ready lost in plea­sure by the baron’s mas­tery over his body. He shook in time with the mu­sic as the baron be­gan to fuck him hard and fast, match­ing the beat of the dance and the rapid pulse in De­rik’s ears.
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        Enter the Hunter


        

        De­rik purred to him­self as he stretched out on the pil­low. His ass smart­ed from Madre spank­ing him for an in­ap­pro­pri­ate swat of his own, but it was al­ways worth it. In his fin­gers, he rolled a straw­ber­ry be­tween two paint­ed fin­ger­tips be­fore pop­ping it into his mouth.

He wore Tornsin’s shirt and he sniffed the lapel, en­joy­ing the scents of the ap­ple per­fume and the strong man. A smile crossed his lips and he grabbed an­oth­er straw­ber­ry.

“So, you look like the cat who ate the mouse.”

De­rik peeked up through the cur­tain of his black hair at Teri who stretched out on a pil­low with her legs spread. Tuck­ing his hair back, he scoot­ed clos­er to slide his lips against her labia and use his tongue to part them. Her moans sweet­ly teased his sens­es and he dove into her, lap­ping and trac­ing her slick folds. He found the knot of her plea­sure and teased it un­til she moaned.

“Oh, fuck, I nev­er miss this.”

Teri moaned again and De­rik ig­nored his plat­ter of fruit to hold her but­tocks tight­ly, lap­ping and tast­ing her un­til she came with a shud­der­ing scream that filled the room. He sucked her juices and en­joyed the feel of her body writhing un­der his lips.

When he fin­ished, he pulled her down and pressed his aching cock against her pussy, en­ter­ing her with a moan of his own.

Teri wrapped her legs and arms around him. He jumped at the feel­ing of her thighs against his red cheeks, but Teri just grinned and clamped her hands right on the tanned part of his but­tocks, us­ing that to guide him into hard, fast strokes that left them both breath­less and gasp­ing hap­pi­ly.

He came slow­ly, af­ter com­ing twice on Madre’s floor and clean­ing, but Teri didn’t seem to rush it. When he flood­ed her, he slumped against her and nib­bled on her ear.

Teri gig­gled and grabbed a straw­ber­ry, eat­ing it her­self. “This is good, isn’t it?”

De­rik purred, “The best I’ve ever had it.”

“Oh? Didn’t I hear that Tornsin asked you out?”

De­rik’s cock burst to life again and Teri gig­gled.

“Oh, that is a yes. When?”

“Right af­ter he gets back, in two weeks.”

“The an­tic­i­pa­tion. What are you go­ing to do?”

De­rik blushed, “He asked me out to din­ner and danc­ing. I-I didn’t know where, so I asked him to take me to Phoenix Falling again. I liked that danc­ing,” he fin­ished with a blush.

Teri stroked her hands against his face and then fed him a straw­ber­ry. A few droplets of juice drib­bled down his chin which she kissed off his skin. “And to think you nev­er danced be­fore.”

“I like it, it isn’t as bor­ing as clas­si­cal.”

“You should lis­ten to the faster stuff. Oh, bet­ter yet, let the baron fuck you to that rhythm. You’ll come so hard, it won’t be sil­ly.”

De­rik blushed hot­ly but his shaft throbbed at the mem­o­ry of danc­ing the week be­fore. It was hot and plea­sur­able, even with half his clothes off and his se­cret be­ing ex­posed to the en­tire barony. To his sur­prise, the baron only got a few let­ters about it and, in a pri­vate con­fer­ence, told De­rik that he need­ed to shake things up any­ways. That led to De­rik en­joy­ing be­ing plas­tered face down on the leather blot­ter of the baron’s desk, be­ing fucked with hard strokes in mem­o­ry of that night.

Teri cooed soft­ly, “You keep on re­mem­ber­ing that, you are go­ing to come again.”

De­rik grinned and moved his hips, slid­ing his cock in and out of her soaked pussy.

Teri moaned and arched her back, press­ing one nip­ple against his lips.

He sucked on it, nip­ping light­ly un­til they both came again.

Once his heart stopped pound­ing, De­rik asked a ques­tion that hung in the back of his head, “So, what is this vis­it?”

Teri gig­gled, “A nap, ac­tu­al­ly. I’m tired.”

“And my straw­ber­ries.”

“Well, you’re the thief, might as well steal from you,” she bat­ted her eye­lash­es, “for the good of so­ci­ety, of course.”

“And the sex?”

Teri grinned, “For the good of my pussy. Of course.”

To­geth­er, they laughed and set­tled in to drift to sleep. Feel­ing her breath on his breasts, De­rik let him­self smile and he drift­ed to sleep.

“De­rik?”

He half-woke up as Teri whis­pered into his ear. He smiled and kissed her. Teri yawned and clutched at him.

“Promise me some­thing?”

“Any­thing,” he whis­pered back.

“Promise me that you won’t go gay. I want you to keep lik­ing the pussy.”

De­rik grinned and kissed her again. “I’ll nev­er give up on your kit­ty, Teri.”

“Or Sher­rel’s?”

He spoke in a mock-se­ri­ous voice, “Well, I’m more in­ter­est­ed in her breasts.”

Teri purred and held him tight­ly, her breasts grind­ing against his own. “Good, I was afraid I’d have to grow a dick to keep lov­ing you.”

“Nev­er, my Teri-cat.”

“Trap.”

“Bitch.”

With a gig­gle, they drift­ed back into their nap. De­rik dreamed of many things, some plea­sur­able and oth­ers less so. He writhed with dis­com­fort.

Then he was awake with Sher­rel hold­ing his fin­ger.

De­rik sat up. “Don’t hit me!” Im­ages of his night­mare, of Rick and the baron fight­ing over his body with cane and cock.

“What!?” Teri snort­ed.

Sher­rel gig­gled and pushed him down. “Re­lax, Dora.”

Slow­ing his pound­ing heart, he blushed hot­ly and looked down.

Teri grinned and stretched out like a cat.

“You were hav­ing a bad dream,” said Sher­rel.

“Sor­ry, it was weird.”

Sher­rel looked con­cerned as she stroked his hair.

De­rik blushed. “Um, what?”

“You know the baron would nev­er cane you, right?”

De­rik gasped and his blush deep­ened. “I, I didn’t mean that!”

Sher­rel hugged him. “Well, you whim­per­ing with a night­mare wouldn’t be good with Madre and the boun­ty hunter here.”

His blood grow icy. “B-Boun­ty hunter? What boun­ty hunter?”

Sher­rel sat down and pulled her robe on tighter. She point­ed to the en­trance of the harem where Madre spoke to a woman De­rik had nev­er seen be­fore.

The new­com­er was the same height as De­rik. De­spite hav­ing del­i­cate fea­tures, there was some­thing hard about her. She had very short, red­dish-blond hair that spiked up in all di­rec­tions. It looked more like she cut it with a rusty knife than ac­tu­al­ly had it prop­er­ly trimmed. He could see her point­ed ears peak­ing out from her head, long and el­e­gant, and pierced at least three times on one side.

Teri whis­pered as she sat up, “She’s a Sil­fae?”

Sher­rel grunt­ed, “Sivlir prob­a­bly. Sup­posed to be some hot shot boun­ty hunter.”

De­rik’s stom­ach twist­ed as he stared at the hunter. She wore a leather out­fit, pulled tight­ly over her small breasts and nar­row hips. Be­tween the two, she had a very tight, mus­cu­lar ab­domen crossed with bands of throw­ing knives. On her back. a hilt of a sword as tall as her­self rose above one shoul­der; as she rocked back and forth, the sword tip would al­most scraped the ground and. More knives graced her arms and legs, strapped down with more leather and chains. He spot­ted even a rust­ing dag­ger against the small of her back.

“Mask of Shad­ows, how many knives does she have!?” Teri ex­claimed.

Nei­ther Sher­rel nor De­rik said any­thing. In­stead, they just watched the new fe­male. The hunter held one of the baron’s bot­tles of wine in her hand. As she spoke to Madre, she drained half of it, then pol­ished it off be­fore toss­ing it on a near­by pil­low.

Madre frowned, but said noth­ing. She rubbed her arms un­hap­pi­ly as the hunter yanked open an­oth­er bot­tle and start­ed to drain it.

Mid-bot­tle, the hunter sniffed, then pulled the bot­tle from her lips. A few droplets splashed on her chest, but she ig­nored it as she turned around, sniff­ing the air. Her head swiveled back and forth for a mo­ment, then her eyes fo­cused on De­rik and the oth­ers.

At the sight of the one blue eye and one green one, the ice form­ing in his gut turned into sharp spikes. “Oh, fuck, Shiel.”

Sher­rel stared at him, “Who?”

Sweat formed on De­rik’s brow as he re­mem­bered the ru­mors about the bru­tal sil­fae. Swal­low­ing, he backed away from her but Shiel had al­ready caught sight of him. With a grim smile on her lips, she stalked to­ward him on bare feet.

“Um, crap.”

Shiel shoved her way past Teri and Sher­rel to chase De­rik.

He backed away un­til he pressed up against one of the columns in the harem. Shiel matched him in height but her vi­o­lent pres­ence made De­rik feel only a me­ter tall. Shak­ing, he closed his eyes as she sniffed at him, right along the sen­si­tive part of his neck and shoul­der.

Fight­ing back a whim­per, he tried not to think about her breath against his skin.

Then, she pulled back.

“Ya smell like the thief.” She had a thick ac­cent and breath that smelled like wine.

De­rik shud­dered and wait­ed for some­thing to hap­pen.

Shiel growled for a mo­ment. “No, not quite. Smells like ya but isn’t ya. The thief is a man.”

“De­rik’s a man,” slipped out of Teri’s mouth, then she clapped her hand over her mouth, blush­ing.

De­rik’s eyes flew open to see Shiel only a cen­time­ter away from his face, star­ing at him with her mis­matched eyes.

She sniffed again. “No, mean a real man. Not a lit­tle cunt boy for the baron. Even with that ap­ple crap you have on, you aren’t the same thing. You smell more,” she paused to come up with a word, “you smell like a girl. A pussy boy.”

De­rik whim­pered, un­able to pull his eyes away from her gaze. They were pierc­ing his soul with the in­ten­si­ty of her look. She rocked back on her heels and took a swig from the bot­tle. De­rik no­ticed it was one of the baron’s pri­vate stock; he helped clear out a few of them from Madre’s room.

“Got a bro, pussy?” There was no mis­tak­ing the dis­dain in Shiel’s voice. Nor was there any mis­tak­ing the slight­ly slurred voice of some­one buzzed on al­co­hol.

De­rik, clutched him­self, and shook his head. “No.”

“The thief smells like your bro. You mom sleep around?”

“S-She’s dead.”

“So, doesn’t mean you ain’t got a bro. The thief is re­lat­ed to ya, I know that now. What about your pa?”

De­rik felt pinned un­der glass. He shook his head. “I-I don’t know.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t know who he is.”

“You form ful­ly grown from your ma’s cunt?”

Madre cleared her throat, “Shiel.”

The boun­ty hunter turned away from De­rik to look at her.

De­rik fol­lowed her gaze to the ob­vi­ous­ly un­com­fort­able Madre.

Shiel drawled as she stepped back. “You pay me to find that Eye. I don’t care if it be you, da baron, or even the pussy boy. For a hun­dred grand, I’ll find any­one. For a quar­ter mil, I’ll kill any­one.”

“Yes, but don’t pres­sure poor Dora like that.”

“Why not? He’s a pussy.”

“She’s one of my girls.”

“He’s a he and you are a de­lud­ed old bitch if you think oth­er­wise.”

A shocked si­lence filled the harem as every­one stared at the boun­ty hunter.

Madre’s jaw tight­ened as her hair start­ed to rise up. She cleaned her hand and a rip­ple of pow­er rose from  her grip.

Shiel just barked out a laugh. “Go ahead and try, bitch. I’ll take you down faster than you can snuff me.”

Madre opened her mouth to say some­thing, but Shiel’s head snapped up. Her eyes probed the ceil­ing and then fixed on the duct that De­rik orig­i­nal­ly fell through.

His heart jumped as she spoke curt­ly over Madre’s words. “Thief was right here.”

With­out wait­ing for a re­sponse, Shiel launched her­self straight up and clutched the col­umn for a mere mo­ment be­fore kick­ing off to a sec­ond col­umn. She bounced off that, her bare toes curl­ing for a grip, then leaped across the room to slide right into the ven­ti­la­tion open­ing. Sher­rel’s and Madre’s mouth opened in sur­prise, but De­rik was im­pressed that she only need­ed two launch­ing points to reach that high; he was the only oth­er one he knew who could jump so far.

And the fact that the Eye was just in­side the open­ing.

He whim­pered and start­ed to slip around the col­umn, but Madre’s head came down to fo­cus on him. Blush­ing hot­ly, he found that he couldn’t move from the steady gaze. Swal­low­ing, he glanced up and spot­ted Shiel crawl­ing across the open­ing.

The next minute be­came a ter­ri­fy­ing mo­ment on a knife’s edge. De­rik’s heart pound­ed, wait­ing for the famed boun­ty hunter to re­veal the Eye and ruin every­thing. He swal­lowed and sweat dripped down his brow. Clutch­ing Tornsin’s shirt tighter around him, he wait­ed.

And wait­ed.

The minute turned into five, then ten. Fi­nal­ly, it hit twen­ty be­fore Shiel came down the hall of the harem with a scowl. She walked straight over to De­rik, stop­ping only a mil­lime­ter from his noise. “I’ll find your bro, pussy. And when I do, I’ll snap him in half and bring him to da baron.”

Her eyes snapped over to Madre. “The Eye was up there, top, but not any­more. Some­one crawled along the ducts from the hall. Scorch marks every­where, but it ain’t there. But, there is no doubt about it, there was only one thief, and it was pussy’s bro. Not that corpse in the dun­geon.”

De­rik swal­lowed hard, but said noth­ing. Even if he want­ed to, spell or no spell, his voice re­mained silent.

Shiel gave him an­oth­er glare, then stalked out of the harem. She tossed away the emp­ty bot­tle to the side and grabbed a third one be­fore dis­ap­pear­ing down the hall.

Teri let out a gasp, “Wow, Madre, if you weren’t here, that could have got­ten nasty.”

Swal­low­ing, De­rik des­per­ate­ly want­ed to agree, but he said noth­ing.

Madre glanced over at De­rik, then spoke in a soft voice. “Don’t be too ex­cit­ed, that would have not been an easy fight.”

“Why?”

“Shiel must hunt mages a lot. She has enough dis­rup­tive mag­ics on her to stop most mages in their tracks. Bat­tle mages fo­cus their spells in them­selves, but she has pro­tec­tions against most of my spells too.”

“So, what does that mean?” said Teri with a hint of grow­ing dis­com­fort.

Madre looked at her. “I don’t know who would win a fight be­tween us. If it came down to it, that is. Ac­tu­al­ly, she would win since I don’t re­al­ly fight any­more.”

“Oh, fuck.”

“Fuck in­deed. Shiel is a nasty per­son, that much is true. But she’s nev­er missed find­ing her mark, and the baron knows that. Who­ev­er stole the Eye, she will find him.” Her eyes fo­cused on De­rik, and he thought he saw a doubt be­hind her gaze.

That didn’t didn’t help De­rik’s mood.
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        Improvised Gags


        

        De­rik used his hip to push open the door to the baron’s study and helped him­self in­side. Walk­ing in his heels, he set down a tray of wines and cheeses on the cor­ner of the desk. He wore his fa­vorite dress and corset and felt pret­ti­er than nor­mal. The sap­phire blue ac­cent­ed his curves and the folds of the dress teased his half-hard cock.

His heart sang as he cir­cled the mas­sive wood­en desk. His fin­ger­tips trailed along the edge of the blot­ter, and a flush rose in his cheeks at the mem­o­ry of his body bent over it. The thrill of clutch­ing the desk while Hamel had fucked him hard brought a heat to his body and an ache be­tween his legs.

For the briefest mo­ment, he con­sid­ered look­ing through the draw­ers but then with­drew from his old thoughts. He didn’t steal, not when he was so hap­py. In­stead, he glid­ed across the room and pressed one ear against the far door.

Be­yond, he heard the baron speak­ing with the am­bas­sadors from Em­ber­ka and Car­i­um and some del­e­gates from the Shat­tered King­doms. Hamel, as a man hon­ored by his war ex­pe­ri­ences, housed the talks with the threat of neu­tral­i­ty and his own per­son­al army to en­force his will.

De­rik shrugged, not re­al­ly un­der­stand­ing the pol­i­tics, and cir­cled back the room to set up the wine glass and bot­tle.

One of the doors opened, and he looked up in sur­prise. When he saw Tornsin slip­ping into the room, De­rik part­ed part­ed his lips slight­ly and licked the black lip­stick on them. His lover wore full dress uni­form that day, and he looked hand­some.

Tornsin turned around, then caught sight of De­rik.

Hur­ry­ing around the desk, De­rik flung him­self into Tornsin’s arms. His guard caught him, sweep­ing him up in a tight hug and a pas­sion­ate kiss that stole De­rik’s breath away.

“Tornsin!” De­rik whis­pered as ex­cit­ed­ly as he could.

Tornsin held his of­fi­cial satchel in one hand and pressed his oth­er against the small of De­rik’s back, pulling him clos­er un­til their man­hoods brushed against each oth­er in their re­spec­tive out­fits.

De­rik purred and kissed him again.

“Oh, De­rik, I missed you.”

Tornsin turned De­rik around and pressed him to the door.

With a hun­gry growl, De­rik arched his back and lift­ed his legs, wrap­ping them around Tornsin’s waist and feel­ing the hard­ness press­ing against the ridge be­tween his ass­hole and man­hood. He kissed back pas­sion­ate­ly, mouth open­ing as their tongues teased each oth­er light­ly.

“Well, I see Tornsin is al­ready be­ing de­briefed.”

The baron’s amused rum­ble froze both lovers, and De­rik blushed hot­ly as he watched the baron en­ter through the oth­er door, shut­ting it be­hind him.

Slow­ly, De­rik low­ered him­self to the floor and straight­ened out his dress as Tornsin spun around, snap­ping to at­ten­tion.

“Sor­ry, sir.”

The baron shrugged. “I know what lovers do when no one is look­ing. Plus, you’ve been both sep­a­rat­ed for a few weeks now. Speak­ing of which, got a re­port?”

De­rik didn’t know what to do, so he slid around Tornsin and walked to the side of the baron. Hold­ing up one of the wine glass­es, he asked a silent ques­tion.

The baron glanced over at Tornsin. “Wine?”

“I wouldn’t mind, if you don’t.”

“Two please, Black­bird.”

De­rik blushed hap­pi­ly and poured the wine for his two loves. As he did, they spoke be­tween them­selves.

“Any luck, Tornsin?”

“No, sir, but we did get more in­for­ma­tion, which may have been of use. The group calls them­selves the Maces of Sub­mis­sion. A group of trans­form­ers who spe­cial­ize in shape-shift­ed crea­tures. They dom­i­nat­ed a group of were­wolves and rat-gaunts in two cities be­fore we scared them off.”

“Damn, did you catch any?”

“Yes, one of them, but he killed him­self by turn­ing his chest in­side out. It was,” Tornsin swal­lowed, “not the most pleas­ant way of go­ing.”

Hamel made a face, “No, I as­sume it wouldn’t be. Are they still threat­en­ing me?”

“Yes, sir. They claim you are a mon­ster in hu­man guise, and they plan on wip­ing the world of your ex­is­tence. A lot of procla­ma­tions but no proof. They just ap­pear to be search­ing for your fa­tal weak­ness, which no doubt you keep in the bot­tom draw­er of your desk or some­thing.”

The baron grunt­ed with­out amuse­ment.

De­rik ducked his head as he hand­ed them each glass of translu­cent red wine, then stood qui­et­ly as they fin­ished.

Hamel took a drink of wine and spoke. “Send a com­pa­ny over to the El­dar­vast Woods.”

“Sir? Aren’t those woods haunt­ed?”

“Yes, by a rather ter­ri­to­r­i­al Copir sil­fae who will kill any­one who en­ters. We have an agree­ment, him and me, we must not harm any plants, trees, or even weeds. Ask the mas­ter of arms, he has the rules for that woods.”

“May I ask why?”

“It is a day’s trav­el from where I was born. If I sent the com­pa­ny there di­rect­ly, this ca­bal would fig­ure it out. No doubt they hope I’ll pan­ic and rush to de­fend the ob­vi­ous places they can find some­thing. Hope­ful­ly, they’ll be stu­pid enough to rush into the woods and make the mis­take of harm­ing a tree.”

“Should I watch your home?”

Hamel shrugged. His hand reached out to stroke along De­rik’s but­tocks and the thief bit back a moan as he leaned for­ward. Fin­ger­tips stroked along his in­ner thighs, work­ing the dress up to tease the dark blue strip of fab­ric be­tween his cheeks. The baron chuck­led. “No, not you. Send… the Sil­ver Wolf com­pa­ny. They need to be ro­tat­ed in. But, I lived there a long time ago, no one re­sides there any­more. Leave it alone, no rea­son to even con­sid­er it any­more. They are ob­vi­ous­ly head­ing there so a bit of mis­di­rec­tion could help, I’ll just de­fend the wrong place ob­ses­sive­ly.”

Tornsin salut­ed, “Yes, sir!”

The baron’s hand pushed him for­ward.

He stood up on his toes as the pow­er­ful man wormed one fin­ger be­tween his legs to stroke the length of De­rik’s mem­ber. His lips part­ed with plea­sure, and he pressed his fin­ger­tips against the blot­ter for bal­ance.

Tornsin looked away with a blush, and De­rik flushed even hot­ter, but he couldn’t and wouldn’t move away from the baron’s quest­ing fin­gers.

“Very good. I know you have plans, but why don’t you take a few days off? We have a longer meet­ing af­ter this one. I need to con­vince the am­bas­sadors to get off their ass­es and re­lax some of the em­bar­go against the Shat­tered King­doms.”

“Sir.”

“Oh, and Tornsin?”

De­rik’s guard turned back around, cu­ri­ous but also blush­ing.

The baron chuck­led. “I heard you are tak­ing Black­bird out for a night on the town.”

Tornsin and De­rik ducked their heads.

“Yes, sir. By your leave, of course.”

“What are your plans af­ter­wards?”

“I-I,” stam­mered the guard, “I was go­ing to bring her back.”

“Why?”

Tornsin blushed and scratched his head. “I, um, the bar­racks isn’t an ap­pro­pri­ate place for, um, stuff.”

The baron slipped his hand from be­tween De­rik’s thighs and pulled out his wal­let. “Look, both of you need a bit of fun. Take this, um, one, two… make it four hun­dred marks and spend the next two nights in a good ho­tel.”

De­rik gaped and Tornsin shook his head.

“I can’t, sir!”

“Fun­ny, I just told you to.”

“Why?”

“Be­cause Madre told me,” he paused for the short­est mo­ment, then con­tin­ued dry­ly, “in no un­cer­tain terms that Black­bird needs to re­cov­er from me, and you earned a va­ca­tion.”

“Sir—”

“Lis­ten, take this mon­ey, get a ho­tel, have fun with Black­bird, and come back in three days. If I see ei­ther of you on the palace grounds, I’ll throw both of you in my bed­room and have Madre watch over you. And trust me, if you have any pride, dig­ni­ty, or some­thing taboo, you won’t af­ter her.”

Blush­ing hot­ly, the guard nod­ded and took the mon­ey. He stared at it for a mo­ment, then shoved it into a pock­et. “T-Thank you, sir.”

“No, thank you. This ca­bal thing is im­por­tant to me, and you are the only man I trust to han­dle it dis­crete­ly. You are a cred­it to your un­cle and your moth­er.”

Tornsin bowed. When Hamel said noth­ing, he turned to leave the room.

“Oh, one more thing,” said the baron.

Tornsin turned back around, his cheeks still red.

Hope and fear rose in­side De­rik. He couldn’t an­tic­i­pate what the baron would say.

“Yes, sir?”

“I’m about to bend this fine piece of ass over the arm of that couch over there and was won­der­ing if you would do some­thing for me?”

De­rik gulped, his cock ris­ing up to full mast and his legs part­ing with the hunger that burned in­side him. His eyes locked on Tornsin’s, feel­ing the dis­com­fort but also the lust.

“Y-Yes, sir?”

“Well, we both know that Black­bird is very noisy, and I have a bunch of politi­cians in the next room. A bunch of stuck-up mo­rons who don’t ap­pre­ci­ate at­trac­tive young men like this.”

Chuck­ling at the thought, the baron con­tin­ued, “So, would you be will­ing to gag her as I have a lit­tle fun be­fore deal­ing with the soul-crush­ing pol­i­tics? No rea­son for them to know I’m en­joy­ing my­self here.”

“Gag?”

“You know,” the baron said with a wry grin, “shove your dick in his mouth so I can do what I en­joy best—fuck­ing.”

Tornsin stam­mered as he looked back and forth.

De­rik start­ed to say some­thing, but the baron stood up and guid­ed him over to the bench. The over­stuffed end nev­er looked as promis­ing as when De­rik plant­ed his hands on it, clos­ing his eyes as the baron drew up his dress and ex­posed his bare ass to the cool air to the room. A flip of the fin­ger brought his dress up and a sen­su­al stroke down pulled his thong away from his but­tocks. With a moan, De­rik slid his legs apart.

When Tornsin came in front of him, De­rik looked up and licked his lips.

Mov­ing ner­vous­ly, the guard worked his hands on his belt un­til De­rik reached over to un­buck­le it. Bent over the end, he moaned at the fin­ger that ex­plored him and the pre-cum that dripped down his thighs.

It took De­rik’s full con­cen­tra­tion to un­buck­le, then un­but­ton, Tornsin’s fly. Lick­ing his lips, he held onto his guard as Tornsin knelt on the couch, his cock bob­bing in the air right be­fore his lips.

The slick hard­ness of Hamel’s shaft lined up to his open­ing. The thick head teased De­rik’s wrin­kled puck­er.

De­rik opened his mouth wide­ly and pulled Tornsin in. The heat­ed length tick­led the back of his throat, but didn’t cut off his breath. To De­rik, it was the per­fect length as he tast­ed Tornsin again. Sweat and musk, the man­ly scents of a work­ing guard, filled his sens­es and he near­ly came from the scents alone. He worked his mouth open even fur­ther, then shoved for­ward as the baron drove into him.

A muf­fled moan filled the room and Tornsin gasped as De­rik gulped at his cock, teas­ing it with his tongue. The baron im­paled him deep­er, slid­ing in and out un­til his en­tire length eas­i­ly pen­e­trat­ed De­rik’s body. De­rik let out an­oth­er muf­fled moan, jerk­ing for­ward as his lips ground against Tornsin’s base. The feel­ing of be­ing filled at both ends set him on fire, and his own cock drooled hot­ly against the side of the couch. One hand reached around to hold the tight, mus­cu­lar ass of the guard while the oth­er reached up to grab Tornsin’s hand, bring­ing it to the back of his head. Tornsin hes­i­tat­ed, then held De­rik tight­ly, grind­ing him down on his cock as the baron start­ed a hard, pow­er­ful stroke against every nerve in­side De­rik’s body.

Hamel’s hands gripped De­rik’s hips tight­ly and the speed of the cock drove faster into him, slap­ping against his ass and send­ing bolts of plea­sure that con­nect­ed his muf­fled throat, cock, and nip­ples into a fiery line of plea­sure.

De­rik writhed with the grow­ing sen­sa­tions, swal­low­ing and gulp­ing at the shaft that pul­sat­ed in his mouth.

Tornsin’s hand tight­ened on his head, pulling him down hard­er and faster. The dual sounds of slurp­ing cock in wet holes echoed in the room as the baron grunt­ed, slam­ming his length into De­rik un­til the couch creaked from the im­pact.

De­rik came from the dual as­saults of ec­sta­sy. His or­gas­mic scream would have been eas­i­ly heard if it wasn’t for the cock muf­fling him. His cock surged and soaked the side of the couch, but he didn’t care. He just rocked back and forth, mov­ing from cock to cock as the world spun around him. The baron grunt­ed and drove deep, com­ing hard and soak­ing his in­sides with vol­umes of cum.

Tornsin grunt­ed, but didn’t come.

The baron with­drew, he left the two lovers alone and cleaned him­self up.

De­rik just clutched tighter to Tornsin, lath­er­ing the throb­bing shaft with his tongue un­til Tornsin came in his mouth, flood­ing it with the hot, salty taste of plea­sure. Purring to him­self, De­rik swal­lowed every drop be­fore look­ing up.

Tornsin gulped him­self, his cock still hard and pul­sat­ing. “I’ll nev­er un­der­stand that man.”

De­rik slid his lips off Tornsin’s shaft, leav­ing it clean and glis­ten­ing. He grinned. He could feel the cum pour­ing out of his ass, splash­ing down his thighs and soak­ing his shoes. The tin­gle left him feel­ing flushed but ex­cit­ed. With the smile on his lips, he purred hap­pi­ly.

“Me ei­ther,” he replied with a grin, “but I’m not go­ing to com­plain!”
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        Inappropriate Dancing


        

        De­rik’s heart flut­tered hap­pi­ly as he leaned against Tornsin. They stood out­side of the club, look­ing up at the “Phoenix Falling” sign. De­rik forced him­self not to think about all the peo­ple in line be­fore him.

A much dif­fer­ent ex­pe­ri­ence than the baron sweep­ing in with three women on his arm. He grinned and turned back to Tornsin, reach­ing up to kiss him on the lips. He smiled in the kiss and wrapped his arm around De­rik’s waist, hold­ing him close.

It was a new night for many things, in­clud­ing a new dress. Sap­phire blue, like every­thing else he owned, and trimmed in black. How­ev­er, in­stead of a long sweep­ing bot­tom, it has a short skirt that flared up if he spun too quick­ly. The hem rip­pled against his thigh, and he felt hor­ri­bly ex­posed and even more turned on as Tornsin glanced down more than a few oc­ca­sions. The top of the dress had a high col­lar, but a key­hole open­ing right above his cleav­age, show­ing off the deep shad­ows that Teri drooled over. She had said some­thing about it look­ing like the prop­er place to put a fake cock. De­rik smiled to him­self and held on Tornsin’s arm tight­ly, just en­joy­ing the feel­ing of an­tic­i­pa­tion and hard mus­cles un­der­neath the soft shirt he al­ready planned on steal­ing.

Tornsin’s fin­gers cupped De­rik’s chin, and the for­mer thief au­to­mat­i­cal­ly raised his head. His lips part­ed to Tornsin’s kiss, warm and cool at the same time, the ear­ly fall night be­ing held back by the heat that smol­dered in­side the thief.

In mid­dle of their em­brace, some­one tapped on his shoul­der. Set­tling back into his heels, he peered around to see one of the mas­sive bounc­ers that guard­ed the gate.

“You the baron’s?”

He spoke in a deep voice that drew the at­ten­tion of every­one around him.

De­rik gave a tiny, bash­ful nod.

The bounce ges­tured with his head and walked to the front of the line. Blush­ing, De­rik fol­lowed with Tornsin in his hand.

At the door, he took a deep breath as the bounc­er opened the door.

“Won thir­ty marks on you, fig­ured you were shaved but not a guy. You are pret­ty hot, you know.” The bounc­er grinned with only a lit­tle forced ef­fort.

De­rik didn’t think he could feel any more heat on his cheeks.

Tornsin chuck­led, wrap­ping his arms around De­rik’s waist.

The bounc­er’s eyes rose up to the guard, then back down.

“If you get tired of the baron’s scout here, look me up. That was prob­a­bly the hottest show I’ve ever seen. Go on in, both of you.”

“Thank you,” De­rik let out a sigh of re­lief.

The bounc­er winked and Tornsin gripped a bit tighter be­fore they both en­tered the club.

The air pound­ed with the band’s mu­sic, al­ready in full bloom and swamp­ing De­rik’s sens­es with its in­ten­si­ty. He bobbed in time with the mu­sic, rock­ing his hips like Sher­rel did and re­liev­ing his im­promp­tu danc­ing les­son.

They stopped briefly at one of the ta­bles to de­posit De­rik’s new purse, a gift from Sher­rel, and Tornsin’s sword. A nod from the guard who watched the area en­sured both would be safe. Drink­ing in the sight of the dance floor, De­rik spot­ted a per­fect spot. Filled with the heat of mem­o­ry of the last time, and the pulse of the mu­sic, De­rik reached out for Tornsin and pulled him to the floor. His ass rocked against Tornsin’s crotch as they thread­ed their way to­ward the cen­ter. Reach­ing his goal, De­rik turned around with a smile.

Words were im­pos­si­ble on the floor, so De­rik just pressed against Tornsin. His breasts ground against the mus­cu­lar chest, and he start­ed to move in time with the mu­sic. Hips sway­ing, he smiled up at the guard and low­ered him­self, drag­ging his breasts down the chest, he reached the point his mouth hov­ered just cen­time­ters from the guard’s cock. The feel­ing of his hard nip­ples peek­ing through the fab­ric of his dress, sent a de­li­cious thrill of plea­sure and he brought him­self back up.

Tornsin let out an un­heard moan as De­rik moved against him, teas­ing him with breasts and thighs. Lips brushed against his own as De­rik turned around, keep­ing his eyes locked on Tornsin as he backed up against the ob­vi­ous hard­ness and traced it along the crevice be­tween his but­tocks.

Tornsin’s hands snaked around to hold De­rik right along the bot­tom of his ribs. With a play­ful grin, De­rik set his hands on Tornsin’s and pulled them up to cup his breasts. The sen­sa­tion of the guard’s hard palms against his aching nip­ples re­dou­bled the plea­sure he gained from danc­ing and he pumped hard­er on the guard’s shaft. Tornsin’s fin­gers cupped his breast tight­ly as his hips thrust up against him, dri­ving the clothed man­hood in a won­der­ful hint of how the night would end.

De­rik moaned and nar­rowed his eyes, feel­ing the oth­ers watch­ing him but no longer car­ing. He sank into his ex­cite­ment and en­joyed how his hard­en­ing shaft poked slight­ly from the front of his dress.

Ig­nor­ing his male­ness, De­rik spun back around and ground up against Tornsin, hold­ing him tight­ly as he just rocked his hips in cir­cles, play­ful­ly teas­ing even as they shared a lust­ful gaze. Clos­ing his eyes, De­rik reached up and wrapped his arms around Tornsin’s neck, pulling him­self up into a pas­sion­ate kiss.

He al­most came as their lips touched.

They danced for hours, los­ing them­selves in the rhythm. De­rik need­ed only a few short breaks for wa­ter be­fore the band drew him back out. The mu­sic was a drug, made more po­tent by mov­ing in time with it. The sen­su­al mu­sic drove him, and lust burned in­side him. His thighs damp­ened from his ex­cite­ment, and moist heat rose up from Tornsin’s cock.

Fi­nal­ly, the band’s rapid fire mu­sic slowed to a bal­lad, a soft­er, al­most croon­ing song. The singer perched her­self on a stool as she sang, sweat drip­ping off her body. Be­hind her, the drum­mers beat in time with her singing, slow and smol­der­ing.

De­rik held Tornsin tight­ly around the neck, and Tornsin held him around the waist. Kiss­ing, they swayed back and forth on the dance floor, mov­ing in the shad­ows of the bal­lad.

“I want you,” whis­pered Tornsin.

De­rik moaned, his eyes half-closed as burn­ing em­bers of lust wait­ed to ex­plode into fire in­side him.

“I want you too.”

“I don’t think I can wait.”

De­rik smiled and let one hand slip from his neck.

Tornsin frowned for a sec­ond, then gasped as De­rik reached be­tween them and into his pants to stroke his paint­ed fin­ger­tips along his throb­bing length.

“I can feel,” De­rik purred.

“Now?”

De­rik shook his head and whis­pered. “When the song ends.”

In­hal­ing, he ground his hips against Tornsin’s. Se­duc­tive­ly, he lift­ed his leg to hook on the back of the guard’s and held his cock tight against the swollen hard­ness he found. Giv­ing a sly grin, De­rik worked his fin­gers along Tornsin’s fly and opened it, fish­ing out the pul­sat­ing cock and tuck­ing it un­der De­rik’s dress.

“What are you do­ing?” Tornsin sound­ed shocked but his cock was hot in De­rik’s hand.

Not say­ing any­thing, De­rik rocked his body, guid­ing Tornsin’s slick shaft up along his own. The thick hard­ness eas­i­ly fit in the gap be­tween De­rik’s cock and his thong. The feel­ing of their man­hoods in­ter­twin­ing stole his breath away, but he just con­tin­ued to sway to the move­ment, mov­ing low­er with every beat un­til their balls pressed against each oth­er and he could feel both of their juices soak­ing his un­der­wear.

Tornsin start­ed to say some­thing, but De­rik pulled him tight, thrust­ing for­ward like a lover and si­lenc­ing him with a word. He humped Tornsin un­til his lover’s strong hands grabbed his ass, guid­ing him as their hips pumped into each oth­er.

Half-clos­ing his eyes, he turned his head to the side and rest­ed it on Tornsin’s shoul­der. He moaned into Tornsin’s ear, nip­ping on it as their shafts slid up and down each oth­er.

Be­yond the pro­file of his lover, he saw the singer watch­ing him with a smile. He smiled back, then moaned as she start­ed to sing slight­ly faster, a smirk on her lips and a twin­kle in her eyes.

De­rik matched the beat of her song, thrust­ing into Tornsin as their man­hoods swelled with ex­cite­ment. The singer ac­cel­er­at­ed her beat, and De­rik pant­ed as he kept up, match­ing her beat for thrust.

When Tornin’s shaft al­most slipped into his ass, De­rik whim­pered. Won­der­ful­ly close to his open­ing, it drove in­tense bolts of plea­sure from where their man­hoods ground against each oth­er, drip­ping pre-cum and ex­cite­ment to the ground be­low.

He didn’t know how long they made out, but soon Tornsin’s thrust­ing grew faster and more er­rat­ic. Around them, the pound­ing drums matched every beat of their hips, fill­ing the air with the fran­tic pulse of love-mak­ing. Then, as if read­ing them, the drums grew hot and hard, punch­ing the air. Help­less to do any­thing else, De­rik obeyed the mu­sic.

They came to­geth­er, so hard that De­rik al­most fell to the ground, but Tornsin’s strong hands held him tight­ly as their or­gasm soaked the in­side of his thong and dress. The burn­ing cum drip­ping off his stom­ach and he cooed with plea­sure.

In an in­stant, a sud­den si­lence of the song gave away to two drums match­ing the fi­nal, weak­en­ing surges of their or­gasms.

Pant­i­ng for breath, De­rik re­laxed and slipped to the ground. A hot blushed burned on his cheeks as he looked up at Tornsin.

The wa­ter drum splashed loud­ly, and he jumped. Look­ing sheep­ish­ly up to the stage, he caught sight of the singer smil­ing wry­ly at the cou­ple. Then, she blew De­rik a kiss and launched her­self into the next song, a rapid beat to drown every oth­er sound.

The thief could only stare for a mo­ment, then a slow smile stretched across his lips.

With­out say­ing any­thing, he pushed Tornsin’s cock back into his pants and pulled him away from the dance floor. Quick­ly get­ting their be­long­ings, De­rik wound his way across the club and they burst out of one of the side doors into the al­ley next to the club.

Spin­ning around, he grabbed Tornsin at the same time the guard grabbed him. Hun­gri­ly, they kissed, mouth and tongue ex­plor­ing as they clutched each oth­er hun­gri­ly. De­rik hap­pi­ly drowned in the em­brace, but he didn’t want to be any­where but los­ing his breath to the lover be­fore him.

He jumped when Tornsin pressed him against a brick wall, but he just used it to bal­ance as he wrapped both legs around the guard’s waist and clung on. Tornsin stole his breath away, his hands pulling up the short skirt and his hand grab­bing the slick hard­ness and pumped it.

“Oh, Tornsin.”

Their lips broke and Tornsin kissed down the side of De­rik’s neck, send­ing ter­ri­ble waves of plea­sure through his body as he writhed with the grow­ing ec­sta­sy.

He clutched against his lover and gasped, “Oh, I want you. I want you so bad­ly in me.”

Tornsin looked up, “No.”

De­rik whim­pered but Tornsin wasn’t fin­ished.

“This time, I want you in me.”

In that mo­ment of shock, De­rik could do noth­ing as Tornsin low­ered his body.

De­rik whim­pered, his breasts heav­ing as he leaned back. Ig­nor­ing the mois­ture in the air, Tornsin came down on his knees and eased De­rik’s dress up.

The guard smiled up at him, then brought De­rik’s drip­ping shaft to his lips. Watch­ing with wide eyes, De­rik trem­bled as Tornsin took his man­hood in his mouth. The liq­uid heat and the ca­ress of lips ran down his length and De­rik threw back his head and gasped. His hands clutched the bricks as Tornsin bobbed down, tak­ing more of his length un­til lips pressed against his hair­less base.

“Oh, fuck,” moaned De­rik.

Bob­bing up and down, De­rik en­joyed the first blow job of his life from an­oth­er man. Lips that held his shaft tight­ly, pulling it into the hot depths of his lover’s hun­gry mouth. Strong hands grabbed his ass, hold­ing him tight­ly and pulling him deep­er. De­rik whim­pered as his lover’s lips bobbed up and down. When Tornsin’s reached his base, De­rik didn’t know if he could take too much. A lap at his hair­less balls brought more surges of plea­sure. De­rik thrashed back and forth, his hair fly­ing in all di­rec­tions, as he gasped and moaned again, whim­per­ing with the in­ten­si­ty as his balls clenched with a quick­ly ris­ing or­gasm.

“Fuck, yeah! Make him earn it, babe!”

De­rik’s head snapped up to see a cou­ple at the en­trance of the al­ley. The woman, ob­vi­ous­ly drunk and half-dressed, called out with a beam­ing smile on her face. Her male friend whis­pered sharply, giv­ing De­rik an un­read­able gaze.

Both a blush and his or­gasm rose sharply.

To his sur­prise, the girl shrugged then called out just as hap­pi­ly. “Oh, sor­ry! Suck that man shaft, boy!”

Gig­gling, De­rik leaned back and just rocked into the slurp­ing mouth, en­joy­ing every plea­sure as his or­gasm rose up. He arched his back, whim­per­ing as he tried to hold back.

He failed.

His cock ex­plod­ed into Tornsin’s mouth, spew­ing hot liq­uid against the back of his lover’s throat.

Tornsin slurped and sucked at him, clean­ing his shaft as he clutched tight­ly.

When De­rik slid down the wall, Torsin caught him and brought him close. “That was won­der­ful.”

Tornsin kissed him and De­rik tast­ed his cum on the guard’s lips. It was hot and won­der­ful, fill­ing his body with such plea­sure with the fad­ing af­ter­glow.

When he broke, De­rik grinned. “The song is fi­nal­ly over. Let’s go to the room.”
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        The Last Morning


        

        Morn­ing brought a smile to De­rik’s lips as he cracked open his eyes and looked out the win­dow to the park be­yond the ho­tel. The sky boiled with clouds but no rain came splat­ter­ing down. His smile broad­ened as he stretched out, then froze. Re­al­iz­ing Tornsin was spoon­ing him, he snug­gled back into place. His bare skin stroked against the mus­cu­lar chest of his lover and the half-hard cock nestling be­tween his legs. A soft purr es­caped his lips and he set­tled back into place.

Tornsin shift­ed in place and kissed De­rik on the back of his neck. The slen­der man moaned soft­ly, pulling his long black hair from be­tween them and hold­ing it in his hands to bare the nape of his neck. Tornsin sleep­i­ly kissed it, trail­ing his lips along De­rik’s shoul­der as both of their man­hoods rose to full mast.

A hand reached around De­rik to cup his breasts, pulling him back as the kiss­es grew more pas­sion­ate. De­rik turned his head, his lips seek­ing out Tornsin’s. They met and De­rik moaned as he let the guard dom­i­nate him, hold­ing him tight and kiss­ing un­til the slen­der man couldn’t breath any­more.

When they broke, he just re­mained in po­si­tion, pinned up against Tornsin and look­ing into the guard’s eyes.

“I’m hap­py,” he an­nounced.

Tornsin kissed him again, then shift­ed po­si­tion to slide his cock into a bet­ter place.

De­rik closed his eyes for a mo­ment, feel­ing the aching hard­ness, but made no ef­fort to raise his own hips.

“I am too,” mur­mured Tornsin, “but I don’t think I can have sex any­more.”

De­rik gig­gled, “Aww, why?”

“Well, it’s a bit sore.”

Wig­gling his hips, De­rik had to agree. His own shaft and holes felt a bit abused—hap­pi­ly used but aching. “It was a won­der­ful three days.”

“Yeah, and nine­teen times is pret­ty good for one date.”

His blush grew hot­ter and he grinned. He still had pre-cum ooz­ing down his length, but he was con­tent to not com­ing again. “Good enough for me. Be­sides, we can do this again, right?”

“Maybe not in such a fan­cy ho­tel. I can’t be­lieve the baron paid for all this.”

De­rik looked around the room, mar­veling at the rich dec­o­ra­tions and ex­pen­sive linens. As a thief, he made more than enough mon­ey to sleep in a place like the room, but he just blew it on whores and drink. Moan­ing, he stretched in place, teas­ing Tornsin play­ful­ly as the man tweaked his nip­ples and plas­tered tiny kiss­es along his back.

It trailed off, then Tornsin an­nounced he need­ed the bath­room.

De­rik fol­lowed and did his own thing be­fore crawl­ing back into the bed.

Tornsin set­tled down next to him, and De­rik slid his body over the guard, strad­dling Tornsin’s hips and press­ing his man­hood against his lover’s. Tornsin reached up with his hands, one on De­rik’s breasts and the oth­er hold­ing both of their shafts to­geth­er.

De­rik purred and rocked his hips, “It doesn’t mat­ter if you take me to a ho­tel on the south side, a date like this will make me the hap­pi­est… man I know.”

He sur­prised him­self with that sud­den ques­tion of his gen­der, a feel­ing that he wasn’t ex­act­ly male nor was he fe­male. But, Tornsin just smiled and De­rik leaned for­ward to kiss him.

Tornsin kissed him back, stroking the in­ter­twined cocks but he said noth­ing.

De­rik cocked his head and just ad­mired him. But, his smile fad­ed when he saw a flick­er of some emo­tion cross­ing Tornsin’s face. “Tornsin? Did I say some­thing wrong?”

Tornsin looked guilty and sighed, “Sor­ry, no, you have been noth­ing but won­der­ful this day, um, this en­tire date ac­tu­al­ly.”

De­rik frowned and leaned for­ward again, slid­ing his shaft in the hand and press­ing his breasts against Tornsin’s chest. Fear and con­cern bub­bled, but Tornsin’s weren’t di­rect­ed at him. “Some­thing I can help with? Did I do some­thing? Say some­thing?”

Tornsin said noth­ing, work­ing his lip silent­ly. Then, he let out a shud­der­ing breath. “I feel ter­ri­ble.”

“About what, love?”

“A-About not trust­ing you.”

De­rik in­haled sharply as he con­tin­ued to frown. His hand reached up to stroke Tornsin’s face. “What do you mean?”

Tornsin closed his eyes tight­ly, his hand squeez­ing their mem­bers for a mo­ment, be­fore he opened them. “When I heard you were a thief—”

De­rik’s heart man­aged to skip a beat.

“—and you were steal­ing the Eye—”

De­rik’s heart de­cid­ed that it want­ed to break a rib or two. Sweat prick­led along his skin and his cock with­ered.

“—and that you fell into the harem the night my broth­er died.”

De­rik de­cid­ed that his heart al­ready gave up in this con­ver­sa­tion and just found to pre­vent him­self from sob­bing.

Tornsin strug­gled with his own words, then he let it out. “I asked a seer if you were the one who killed my broth­er.”

De­rik imag­ined some ghost reached out and grabbed his spine, freez­ing it in place as his blood ran to ice. He tried to speak and found that the words wouldn’t come out un­til he forced each one from his lips. “What… did he… say?”

Tears formed in Tornsin’s eyes as he sniffed. His hands still held De­rik, and the thief could feel his lover trem­bling.

“H-He said,” the guard had to take a deep breath to con­tin­ue, “that you were there, that night and in that hall.”

De­rik bowed his head and he re­sist­ed the urge to press a hand against the burn in his stom­ach. Clos­ing his eyes tight­ly caused tears to drip down his face. Hands clenched into fists against Tornsin’s chest and he let his shoul­ders shake with the sobs and guilt that tore through him. “I told you I did ter­ri­ble things.”

He cried for a long mo­ment.

Then, a hand pressed against his cheek.

Open­ing his eyes and peer­ing through his blur­ry vi­sion, he saw Tornsin look­ing up at him with his own sor­row.

“No, De­rik, I can’t imag­ine you ever do­ing some­thing ter­ri­ble like that. I-I asked, be­cause I was afraid it was you. I,” Tornsin sniffed, “I want­ed to know. But, the seer said that it wasn’t you who killed my broth­er.”

De­rik gaped as an­oth­er shock tore through his sys­tem. “W-What? I-I didn’t?”

Tornsin shook his head and smiled sad­ly. Tears ran down his face as he spoke in a bro­ken whis­per. “No, it was the men who re­paired the ceil­ing of the hall­way a few months ago, af­ter one of the nasty storms. I got some names, and the baron is go­ing to bring them in for ques­tion­ing. It, um, I think they cut cor­ners and it could have come down at any mo­ment. It was just luck,” he sniffed as his shoul­ders shook, “…luck that only two guards… If it had fall­en dur­ing the day, hun­dreds would have died.”

De­rik’s breath came out sud­den­ly, and it felt like a weight on his shoul­ders just burst into flames. A sob caught in his throat and for a mo­ment, he just held him­self over Tornsin. Then, it fi­nal­ly ripped from his throat and he slumped against his lover. “Fuck, fuck, fuck.”

Tornsin’s hand slipped from be­tween them, and he wrapped his arms around De­rik.

De­rik just sobbed from re­lief, that in­cred­i­ble sen­sa­tion of find­ing free­dom from the guilt that tore into him for months. He man­aged to push it aside in the sex and ro­mance, but it bore down on him. And it wasn’t un­til he heard those words that it fi­nal­ly lift­ed. Af­ter the pain, re­lief from agony tore through him like an or­gasm.

He wailed from the agony of re­lease.

Tornsin just held him as he cried, lost in the emo­tions that ripped through his soul.

De­rik man­aged to re­gain his sens­es af­ter a few min­utes and lift­ed his head to see Tornsin’s con­cerned ex­pres­sion. He could feel the last of his tears drip­ping down his neck, fol­low­ing the lines of his breasts. “Why does every­one know every­thing? I keep find­ing out that you fig­ured out things I’ve been keep­ing se­cret, and for some damn rea­son, you all seem to keep on lik­ing me. Why? What did I do?”

Tornsin chuck­led and stroked De­rik’s check, “There is some­thing about you. An in­no­cence or just a feel­ing like you be­long no mat­ter what you were be­fore. There are a lot in the harem who found hap­pi­ness there once they cast off their old lives. Madre or the baron might be able to ex­plain, but you are so… won­der­ful. That look on your face, that vul­ner­a­ble shiv­er you have, or just your bright blue eyes. Every time I see you, I just want to pro­tect you and take care of you.”

De­rik sniffed, “I-I didn’t need pro­tect­ing be­fore.”

“Rick?”

He had to snif­fle the flash of mem­o­ry of Rick’s time, the sud­den heat that al­ways rose up at the mem­o­ry of his de­base­ment. “He’s dif­fer­ent. Um, he was dif­fer­ent.”

Tornsin’s eyes sparkled, “And you re­al­ly need­ed a knight in that al­ley.”

De­rik blushed and smiled bash­ful­ly. “You were my knight.”

The guard smiled and kissed him on the lips. “Thank you. You are a fresh flower in the harem, and as every­one keeps telling me, you be­long there. Heart and soul, that harem is your home. See­ing you in these last months, think­ing about you while I’m alone in my bed or even on duty, every­thing I’ve seen tells me you be­long in the baron’s and my arms.”

De­rik swal­lowed, find­ing it sud­den­ly hard to breath again.

Tornsin kissed him again. “W-When you came here, when I first saw you, my heart start­ed beat­ing faster just look­ing at you. A frail, trem­bling young woman. I mean, a woman,” he chuck­led, “I was falling for a woman. Not a guy. Then, I found out you were a man, but you were more woman than any lover I’ve ever imag­ined. You were won­der­ful and kind to me. That isn’t a thief, that isn’t a mur­der­er, D-De­rik. And, well, even shar­ing you with the baron has made me the hap­pi­est man in this world.”

The thief sniffed and smiled through the tears.

Tornsin wrapped one arm around him and cupped De­rik’s chin to kiss him. “And I want those thieves to be found. I want them to find the Eye and to have it placed back. T-Then, there won’t be any more guilt or ques­tion that you stole any­thing. I know, ab­solute­ly know, you didn’t steal that Eye. But, I also know that it hangs over you like a shad­ow, guilt by as­so­ci­a­tion.”

De­rik near­ly choked as he closed his eyes tight­ly. He tried to con­fess right then and there, but For­bis’ spell still kept him silent. He tried again and again but the spell bound him tight­ly. Giv­ing up, he sobbed and pressed his cheek against Tornsin’s chest and lis­tened to the beat­ing heart and com­pas­sion­ate words.

“For as long as you’ll have me, I want to be your knight.”

Sob­bing, De­rik man­aged a false smile on his lips to cov­er the new guilt that bur­rowed deep. He swore to keep it hid­den, in the deep place, so he would nev­er lose Tornsin or Hamel or any­one else.

“My knight of shirts?”

Tornsin hugged him tight­ly, “And I’ll let you steal every one, if you want.”

De­rik nod­ded and wiped the tears from his eyes.

“I do.”
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        Three Months Gone


        

        Mark­ing day.

Three months since the last one.

Three months since Hime gave him breasts.

Three months since the baron took his ass.

Three months since he be­came the hap­pi­est slut in the world.

De­rik sat back against the wall out­side the mas­sage room and hummed to him­self. Like the rest of the girls in the harem, he was for­bid­den from go­ing out with Tornsin or the baron for the last few weeks be­cause of the fad­ing mag­ic keep­ing them safe. The time with­out his lover had plant­ed a grow­ing ache for some­thing hard and throb­bing to be buried in his body.

Teri’s strap-on didn’t al­ways fill him the right way. She was will­ing to try re­peat­ed­ly and he en­joyed when he was bent over the pil­lows with his ass in the air.

He smiled to him­self and let his thoughts drift back to the weeks as the harem grew more and more anx­ious. Teri re­sumed her fa­vorite task at night: forc­ing De­rik’s head into as many pussies as she could find. His jaw and tongue ached, but it was a good ache. Just like his aching shaft be­tween his legs.

Lean­ing back, he took a deep breath and just smiled.

Teri hopped out of the mas­sage room with a gig­gle and pranced up to De­rik. He looked up from his po­si­tion on the floor and chuck­led as she spun around, show­ing off the fresh­ly inked mark­ings at the base of her spine. “I can fuck you again!”

Turn­ing around, she spread her legs on both side of De­rik and bent over. Reach­ing be­hind her, she part­ed her ass cheeks and ex­posed the swollen folds and tiny open­ing of her ass. With a gig­gle, she waved her rear above his head. “And look, no wor­ries of nasty stuff com­ing out of my butt.”

De­rik reached up with his hands, leav­ing a feath­er-light touch on her in­ner thighs and ca­ress­ing the soft lips of her pussy.

Teri moaned and set­tled back, her breath­ing com­ing faster as De­rik eased apart her labia and slid a fin­ger around the open­ing of her sex.

He smirked while he ran his fin­gers along her moist slit. “Doesn’t mat­ter, the nasty stuff comes out of your mouth, any­ways.”

Teri’s hips low­ered fur­ther to aim her wrin­kled open­ing near his mouth

“Shut up and lick it,” she com­mand­ed.

De­rik set a tow­el on his lap, just in case, and reached out with both hands. Hold­ing her hips, he pulled her close and ran the tip of his tongue from cli­toris to ass and back again.

Teri let out a tiny moan­ing sound and pressed back.

De­rik cir­cled around her rose­bud. He in­creased the pres­sure as he spi­raled down to the very cen­ter, push­ing his tongue in and swirling it around.

“Oh, fuck.”

He slid his hand around her ass to fin­ger her.

Some­one loomed over him.

Look­ing up, his tongue still buried in Teri’s anal ring, he saw Hime beam­ing down.

“Hiya, Black­bird. Your turn.”

Teri whim­pered, look­ing up with plead­ing eyes and press­ing back on De­rik.

Hime shook her head and smirked. “You can play with him lat­er, but I need him now.”

“Hime? Please? Just a few more sec­onds.” Teri moaned. “I’m… I’m al­most there.”

“Now.”

Re­luc­tant­ly, Teri stepped away from De­rik, and he scram­bled to his feet.

Hime con­tin­ued to grin as the tow­el hung on his hard­ness and he blushed briefly be­fore tak­ing it off. Fol­low­ing the stat­uesque blond, he padded into the dim­ly lit mas­sage room.

Sher­rel passed him on the way out, kiss­ing him play­ful­ly. He fol­lowed her with his eyes and she wig­gled her ass, com­plete­ly with a new mark­ing, be­fore dis­ap­pear­ing.

Hime cir­cled around the cen­ter ta­ble and pulled out the cor­rupt­ed mark­ing sticks. Tap­ping the ta­ble, she wait­ed for De­rik to set­tle into the padded sur­face, face down. “You seem to have come a long way, Dora.”

“Thank you.”

She traced her fin­gers along his spine, fol­low­ing the curves of his ass be­fore spread­ing his legs along the cool sur­face. “Found out the baron is into cute, sub­mis­sive guys?”

De­rik purred, his body warm­ing at the thought.

“I heard you found a cute boyfriend too. Brid­get, I re­mem­ber when Tornsin was born. Damn it, now I feel old.”

He shiv­ered as she spoke, then she tapped his back. “So, at this im­por­tant junc­tion of your life, you have to an­swer but one ques­tion.”

Cu­ri­ous, De­rik looked up.

The priest­ess grinned. “Do I mark you as a male or as a fe­male?”

De­rik’s jaw dropped. “W-What?”

“Well, its ob­vi­ous you aren’t ready for a per­ma­nent change.”

He choked in sur­prise.

Hime gig­gled and pressed her hand against his back. “Don’t wor­ry, I knew that be­fore I asked. But, I’m giv­ing you a choice. Do I use the steril­i­ty mark for a male or the one for a fe­male?”

He swal­lowed, “What will hap­pen?”

“Well, you got through the emo­tion­al hur­dles of the fe­male mark. If you stick with that, noth­ing will re­al­ly change. As a male, you’ll go through dif­fer­ent ones, but you’ll be like you were be­fore you came into this harem.”

“A-And my breasts?”

Hime smirked again, “You like those?”

De­rik lift­ed his body up off the mas­sage ta­ble and looked down at the mounds. They were a part of him now. With one hand, he ran his fin­gers down the curve and teased his nip­ple. The feel­ing of plea­sure rose up in­side him and he looked up with plead­ing eyes.

Hime smiled warm­ly and heft­ed the mark­ing sticks. “Fe­male it is, my dear boy.”

“T-Thank you.”

She pat­ted his shoul­der and ran her fin­ger down his spine. “You know, if you keep this up, you’ll end up wor­ship­ing Brid­get.”

De­rik’s shoul­ders tensed up.

Hime froze. For a mo­ment she said noth­ing, then she ran the first stick along his back, start­ing into the lines of the var­i­ous runes. He took a long breath and tried to re­lax. In­stead of the pre­vi­ous pain, the mark­ing sticks were just a faint sense of un­com­fort­able but noth­ing com­pared to his time with Rick or even Madre’s af­fec­tions.

He smiled, hap­py for mild dis­com­fort, and closed his eyes.

Hime worked in si­lence un­til she switched back to the first one. “Do you have a god? I didn’t think you did, I thought you were ag­nos­tic last time.”

De­rik though for a mo­ment, through every­thing he lived in the last three months and every­thing be­yond. Not sure how to an­swer, he nod­ded. “I guess.”

“It’s Brid­get now, isn’t it?”

“Yeah, I think it is.”

Hime paused and reached over. Her breasts trailed along his back as she kissed him be­tween the shoul­der blades. Her whis­per tick­led his ear, “Wel­come to the broth­er­hood.”

A tiny shiv­er pooled in the cen­ter of his back.

Frown­ing, he start­ed to look up, but she pushed him gen­tly down. A few sec­onds lat­er, she was work­ing on the mark­ings again. “What hap­pened?”

De­rik start­ed to open his mouth, but For­bis’ spell caught him.

Hime stopped and he slumped down, say­ing noth­ing. Then, her hand trailed along his back and she spoke in a hard, sud­den voice. “Turn over.”

He obeyed, his shaft half-hard and bob­bing as he set­tled down.

Her bright eyes fo­cused on his face, then down to­ward his throat. “You have a com­pul­sion on you?”

Hope and fear rose in­side him. He want­ed to nod, want­ed to say any­thing. He opened his mouth to ex­plain and to his sur­prise, the words came out. “For­bis did—”

He froze in mid-word, sur­prised at the sound his voice made. With a trem­bling hand, he reached up and ca­ressed his throat, try­ing to feel some­thing but couldn’t. “For­bis did that. S-So I wouldn’t talk about Rick. How? Why can I speak now?”

Hime grinned and ca­ressed his throat again. “I’m pret­ty good at dis­pelling spells on wor­shipers of Brid­get. And it means you gave your­self to Brid­get be­fore he cast his spell.”

“I’m a wor­shiper? Why? How?”

“Do you call his name when you are in trou­ble? Hand him your soul?”

De­rik thought back to that mo­ment dur­ing his tor­ture with Rick. That sin­gle mo­ment when he called out for Brid­get’s cock, not Rick’s. Blush­ing hot­ly, he nod­ded.

Hime’s eyes glit­tered. “A blush and you got hard re­mem­ber­ing it? Yeah, you prayed to Brid­get.”

Her eyes glit­tered and she wry­ly grinned, “Did you give a god a lap dance?”

He blushed even hot­ter as she ran a fin­ger along his length. He shook his head.

Hime’s eyes rose back to catch his gaze. “Tell me. What hap­pened?”

De­rik hes­i­tat­ed, then he rolled over and start­ed to tell her from that night, when Rick se­lect­ed him. Hime prompt­ed when he fal­tered, but her hands worked steadi­ly on his back. Telling of her of the pain of the rape and his can­ing brought re­lief. He avoid­ed any men­tion of the Eye but in­clud­ed every­thing else.

Hime froze when he men­tioned Raven. “Y-You’re Raven’s boy?”

Wary, he nod­ded, “I nev­er knew, un­til Kerlis said some­thing.”

She sighed sad­ly, “Well, fuck me, Brid­get.”

Brush­ing his hair off his ear, Hime smiled sad­ly at him. “I guess it should have been ob­vi­ous, now that you men­tioned it. You have her eyes and hair.”

De­rik sighed, “I nev­er knew about this part,” he swal­lowed at the tight­ness in his throat, “of her life.”

“Well, she loved as hard as she fought. The prob­lem was, well, she,” sigh, “we all made mis­takes that night. The baron tor­tured him­self for months af­ter that. I saw her twice, when I left, but…”

Hime’s voice trailed off and she lift­ed the tools.

De­rik turned his head to look at her and saw a sin­gle tear rolling down her cheek.

“I wish I could have said some­thing then. But, there was so much anger be­tween us that we just turned around and went our sep­a­rate ways. I nev­er saw her again, un­til I… I…”

She sniffed, then bowed her head. “I was one of the peo­ple who found her body… as the de­mon gate.”

De­rik sat up. He didn’t know what to say, so he just rest­ed on his heels. Hime sobbed as the tears splashed down.

“Damn that bitch, I couldn’t help her and she knew it. Even then, with all that pain, she just couldn’t for­give me.”

Feel­ing tears in his own eyes, De­rik held out his hands and Hime fell into them.

“I wish I could apol­o­gize. I wish I could have turned back the clock. I wish we were still here, in the harem, giv­ing Rachi a hard time be­cause she’s con­trol freak and I’m a tat­tle­tale. Even when the guard killed her, Raven wouldn’t take her eyes off me. That anger kept that gate open and even in the fi­nal breaths of her life, she still couldn’t for­give me.”

De­rik held her tight as the tears slammed into her. He didn’t know what to say, so he just said what­ev­er came out of his mouth. “I for­give you.”

She sobbed some­thing, but for a mo­ment, he thought she called him Raven. Then Hime stood up and wiped the tears from her eyes. She smiled un­der her sor­row and sniffed loud­ly. “Damn it, I’m a mess. Be­sides, I’m not sup­pose to be the one cry­ing. I mean, you fell in love with the baron af­ter steal­ing his Eye. And then, Tornsin falls head over heels… for… you… what’s wrong?”

De­rik couldn’t an­swer as he stared at Hime in shock. His body shook as he tried to stand up, lie down, do any­thing oth­er than stare at her. His heart start­ed up again, pound­ing hard in his chest as she looked at him cu­ri­ous­ly, still sniff­ing.

“What did I say?”

“H-“ his voice was a stran­gled gur­gle, “h-how did you know?”

Hime frowned for a mo­ment, then she cocked her head and shrugged. “I don’t know, ac­tu­al­ly. I didn’t re­al­ly think about it. I just said it. But, it’s true, isn’t it?”

De­rik didn’t an­swer.

Hime sighed and grum­bled to her­self. “Maybe I al­ways knew, I don’t know. Some­times, I just say things. Part of be­ing an in­tu­itive and what makes me a priest­ess. I do what I think is right and let Brid­get and the world work out the de­tails.”

“W-Why didn’t you say some­thing?”

She pat­ted the ta­ble.

De­rik start­ed to move, then froze. “What are you do­ing?”

“Fin­ish­ing your marks, sil­ly.”

“Y-You mean, you don’t care?”

Hime thought for a sec­ond and shook her head. She looked as she pat­ted the ta­ble again. “Ac­tu­al­ly, I do care. I care more than you can un­der­stand, but my in­tu­ition tells me to fin­ish mark­ing you so we can talk. So, lie down.”

Con­fused, De­rik rest­ed back on the ta­ble and Hime re­sumed her work on his back, draw­ing the marks as if he nev­er stole the most pre­cious item in the barony. She hummed soft­ly as she drew.

The knots in De­rik’s shoul­ders grew while he strug­gled to find words to say. “Hime?”

“Yes, Dora?”

“I don’t un­der­stand. Why?”

Hime tapped light­ly, then switched sticks. “Well, I can’t re­al­ly ex­plain it. I don’t seem to see the world like most peo­ple. Madre called me an in­tu­itive, since I just do what I think is right. I don’t re­al­ly think about the con­se­quences and in the end, it seems like I usu­al­ly make the right choice.”

“No, about talk­ing.”

“Well, its ob­vi­ous you are past one of the ma­jor choic­es in your life and all you have right be­fore you are rel­a­tive­ly mi­nor de­ci­sions and ma­jor con­se­quences. Your path has been set and there is no es­cap­ing it.”

De­rik shiv­ered and clutched the ta­ble tight­ly. “I… I don’t want to leave. I love it here.”

“I don’t think you have that op­tion any­more, Dora,” she sound­ed sad as she switched mark­ing sticks. She worked for a few sec­onds, then spoke up again. “You have to tell Rachi.”

De­rik pressed his face tight­ly against the ta­ble. Tears ran down his face, burn­ing his face be­fore soak­ing into the tow­el on the ta­ble. He was al­most ready to throw up. “She will be an­gry at me.”

“Yes. More than you can imag­ine.”

“She might hurt me.”

“Might kill you, ac­tu­al­ly.”

“And then,” he sniffed as he fought back the tears, “the baron will send me away.”

For a mo­ment, he won­dered if it would ever come to that, if Madre would hon­est­ly kill him, but then he pushed both ideas away sharply.

Hime sighed and ran a fin­ger up his spine. Spread­ing out her fin­gers, she stroked against his shoul­ders. “He has to know. At this point, he must do what he promised to do.”

He lift­ed his head and wiped some of the tears from his face but they kept pour­ing down. “I love it here, I don’t… I didn’t mean to.”

“I’m sor­ry.”

“W-Why?”

“Be­cause of Hamel’s curse. He can­not tell a lie. That also means if he promis­es to send the thief into a hell on this world, then he must,” she em­pathized the word strong­ly, “do that. Any­thing else would be a lie. It is his, and now your, curse.”

“Fuck.”

Nei­ther said any­thing as she fin­ished her spells on his back, mark­ing him. He spent the si­lence in thought, try­ing to get past the tight­ness in his chest that came not from shap­ing spells but a sud­den fear of the fu­ture.

She tapped his back once. “And there you go, lit­tle broth­er. Three more months of mark­ings and a heap of trou­ble to bur­den your soul.”

He sniffed, not feel­ing the hu­mor. Groan­ing, he pushed him­self up off the ta­ble. “Thanks a lot. Got any sug­ges­tions for a, um, broth­er?”

Hime helped him into a sit­ting po­si­tion. She looked him straight in the eye. Her mouth opened, and for a mo­ment it looked like she would close it. But, Hime spoke with the same con­vic­tion she said every­thing else. “Be hon­est.”

“That’s it?”

She shrugged. She ran her thumbs along De­rik’s jaw. “Well, might not hurt to beg like your life de­pend­ed on it. But, I can tell you this: I think you should do this. I think you have to be hon­est, to stand up to the baron and face the con­se­quences of what’s hap­pened.”

“W-What if he kicks me out?”

“Then, you get kicked out.”

“What if he kills me.”

Her eyes shad­owed in sad­ness, “Then I’ll pray that Brid­get com­forts your soul.”

De­rik shiv­ered and clutched him­self. “Doesn’t sound like re­al­ly good op­tions.”

Hime swept him up in a tight hug.

De­rik didn’t feel tears, but he held her tight­ly as he tried to find some­thing pos­i­tive about his sud­den fu­ture. His en­tire body ached with agony as dread loomed over him. “H-How can you just tell me this? Just to tell the truth, know­ing that I’ll lose the best thing that ever hap­pened to me?”

She re­leased him and kissed him on the cheek. “I’m a priest­ess.”

“What does that… I-I don’t un­der­stand.”

“Do you know the dif­fer­ence be­tween a priest­ess,” she tapped her chest be­tween her breasts, “and a wor­shiper?”

Tap­ping De­rik be­tween his breasts, she wait­ed for him to re­spond.

He shook his head.

Hime smiled and rubbed her left wrist. “A wor­shiper asks for an­swers. They call to the god when they are in trou­ble or when they need some­thing. A priest­ess called on her god when she doesn’t need some­thing. When she’s in trou­ble, she knows there won’t be an an­swer. In­stead, she does what she thinks is right and trusts that it works out in the end.”

“I-I’m not a priest­ess, am I?”

Hime chuck­led, “No, my dear broth­er, you are not. But, you be­lieve in her and that is where we all start.”

De­rik let a soft smile cross his lips. “So, would you give up every­thing if you were in my po­si­tion?”

“Yes, in a heart­beat.”

“Why?”

“Be­cause I have ab­solute and ut­ter faith that Brid­get will see me through every tri­al I face. No mat­ter how much it hurts, I’ll know that she’ll lead me through it.”

“Even be­ing caned and raped by a bru­tal man?”

He could see the pain in her eyes as she nod­ded slow­ly. “Even when I saw one of my for­mer friends as a gate to Obliv­ion. I had faith, De­rik. I also trust Brid­get with my life. If he puts me some­where I’ll be raped, at this point, I will go into it will­ing­ly. If I am killed, then I know he will be wait­ing for me. A-Af­ter so many years of be­ing who I am, it isn’t a mat­ter of want­i­ng to do this, it just, well, me.”

Sniff­ing, De­rik shook his head. “I don’t think I have the courage for that.”

Hime sighed. “You don’t have many oth­er choic­es, De­rik. You ei­ther have to tell the truth, run away, or hope to keep on ly­ing.”

“Why can’t I do that? Just keep on ly­ing?”

She smiled bit­ter­ly as she kissed him on the nose. “Be­cause, in the baron’s palace, ly­ing nev­er works. Soon­er or lat­er, some­one will fig­ure out all of your se­crets, and the longer it goes on, the more it will hurt every­one.”

He shiv­ered again.

Hime watched him for a mo­ment, then held up his chin to kiss him on the cheek, not like a lover but a sis­ter. “You’ll do the right thing, De­rik, I know you will.”

De­rik took a long shud­der­ing breath. “I wish this was easy. I was… I was so hap­py here.” More tears ran down his cheeks and his joints ached.

Hime chuck­led, “I said that my­self. But, if any­thing was that easy, would it be worth it?”

Think­ing for a few min­utes, he shook his head. “I guess not.”

“Trust me, please? Your tri­als are al­ways worth it. And, see­ing that you are about to ex­pe­ri­ence a dif­fi­cult one, I would be hon­ored if you would let me show you how to pray to Brid­get.”

He nod­ded, un­able to speak. He watched as Hime took up his left hand and ro­tat­ed his wrist un­til his palm faced up. She smiled and kissed him right at the meet­ing of his palm and arm.

Look­ing up, she whis­pered slow­ly and sure­ly. “We are the shad­ows be­tween man and women. We are the lovers of his life and the keep­ers of his pas­sion. We are Brid­get’s blessed.”

A dif­fer­ent type of sen­sa­tion rose through him, like a clear liq­uid be­ing poured into his body from the very tip of his head. It filled him with a rush­ing sound, and he gasped at the feel­ing of it. Blink­ing back sud­den tears, he saw a faint im­print of her lip­stick against his skin. He blinked again, and it was gone. Sur­prised, he looked up to see Hime slip out of the mas­sage room, leav­ing him with his thoughts.
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        The Truth


        

        For two days, De­rik didn’t sleep. He moved in a daze, sleep-walk­ing through his life as he strug­gled with a choice he didn’t have to make. From the bot­tom of his heart, he knew he must make a choice, and he also knew the choice his heart told him to take. But his in­tel­lect didn’t want to give up every­thing he nev­er re­al­ized he need­ed.

In those mo­ments be­tween the wak­ing and dream­ing world, the night­mares reached up to clutch him, threat­en­ing ter­ri­ble dreams if he would just re­lax. Ter­ri­fied, De­rik just closed his eyes and wait­ed for the ex­haus­tion to take him, but it nev­er came.

He could feel Sher­rel’s con­cern for him and lat­er Teri’s and Madre’s, but none of them seemed to do any­thing. It twist­ed in­side him and he fled to the rest of the palace, re­main­ing in the shad­ows un­til the last pos­si­ble mo­ment.

When Teri man­aged to cor­ner him, he snapped out at her, then ran in the shocked si­lence that fol­lowed.

De­rik knew it wouldn’t last.

The look in Madre’s eyes told him he only had hours be­fore she in­ter­vened, no doubt as he did when she was drink­ing so many months ago. At that mo­ment, right as the harem grew silent with the com­ing morn­ing, he de­cid­ed on an an­swer, a cow­ard’s an­swer but was the only one that he could live with.

He would re­turn the Eye.

But, he wouldn’t re­turn it in front of every­one. In­stead, he de­cid­ed to find the Eye and just leave it in the hall, in hopes that some­one would stum­ble on it, and he could stay where he so des­per­ate­ly want­ed to re­main.

Slip­ping from be­tween the sleep­ing Sher­rel and Teri, he padded into the bath­room. He was ex­haust­ed and tired. Even af­ter think­ing about it so long, he still wasn’t com­mit­ted to re­turn­ing the Eye. Some sadis­tic lit­tle part of him screamed at him to con­fess, to march down to Madre’s room and tell her. A larg­er part bel­lowed for him to run, with the Eye of course. A bit of him just want to run away, aban­don the Eye en­tire­ly and every­thing else. That was the worse part of it, he choked with the thought of los­ing every­thing.

Chest and throat tight, he slipped into a bra and panties to cov­er at least some of his body. He didn’t have his stealth out­fit, but the dark col­ors would help in the shad­ows. Slow­ly, he un­wound the blue cord in his hair. Look­ing at it sad­ly, he rolled it up and set it in the tub. It swirled in the wa­ter and he nod­ded with sat­is­fac­tion; it would be mov­ing just in case Madre fol­lowed it.

Sweat­ing from the flut­ters in his stom­ach, he walked around the harem to the foun­tain he had fall­en into, all those months ago. Clos­ing his eyes, he prayed soft­ly for Brid­get. “Brid­get, please? I don’t ask for much, I guess, but I want to stay. Just help me out, okay?”

No an­swer came, but he didn’t ex­pect any. Tak­ing a deep breath, he jumped along one col­umn and held there as grav­i­ty took its hold, then launched him­self to a sec­ond, then a third be­fore smooth­ly slid­ing into the ven­ti­la­tion. It wasn’t as im­pres­sive as Shiel’s jump, but he man­aged to do it with­out a whis­per of sound.

Crouch­ing down, he wait­ed for his eyes to ad­just to the dark­ness. As he pic­tured him­self sneak­ing around the shafts months ago, his breath came hard­er and tears blurred his vi­sion. Swal­low­ing, he thought about his plan.

Of course, try­ing to find the Eye would be a more dif­fi­cult task.

As his eyes cleared, he spot­ted an emp­ty wine bot­tle near the en­trance. One of the many wines Shiel no doubt stole. He made a face and looked around at the scorch marks from the flam­ing sphere. To his sur­prise, they ac­tu­al­ly criss-crossed the dust mul­ti­ple times and trav­eled in both di­rec­tions, far be­yond what he thought pos­si­ble. Shiel’s bare foot­prints scuffed the dust and he could see how she fol­lowed the var­i­ous scorched trails up and down the tun­nel.

De­rik frowned.

Crawl­ing for­ward, he spot­ted the marks of his own strug­gles. The orig­i­nal path of the flam­ing sphere and his own body. Mov­ing soft­ly, he fol­lowed one, then a sec­ond path but it quick­ly be­came ap­par­ent that Shiel would have found the Eye, if it was still in­side the ven­ti­la­tion.

With an an­noyed sigh, he re­al­ized that Shiel must have tak­en the Eye her­self. Shak­ing his eyes, he swore soft­ly. “Damn that bitch.”

He heard a sound. The sound of crys­tal rolling through the dark­ness. His head snapped up as he saw a flick­er­ing of light in the dis­tance. It steadi­ly mov­ing to­ward him. Fear clutched his heart as he re­mained still, watch­ing the light grow brighter with every breath that es­caped his lips. Trem­bling, he watched as the Eye of Hamel just rolled along the side of the shaft and then come to a halt right at his foot.

De­rik looked up, try­ing to find the per­son who rolled it to him, but the only sounds he could hear was the faint whis­tle of wind blow­ing past him and his own breath. Every­thing about his sit­u­a­tion screamed a trap, so he wait­ed for many min­utes for a hint of any­thing: some­one breath­ing, the shift­ing of air, or even the scrape of met­al.

Noth­ing hap­pened.

Trem­bling, he looked down at the Eye and reached for it.

It twitched, rolling back for a sec­ond, then set­tled back into place against his foot.

De­rik froze, star­ing at it as the Eye stopped mov­ing again.

Flame flick­ered on the in­side of it, rolling around for a mo­ment, then it winked out and plunged the ven­ti­la­tion shaft into dark­ness.

With only his heart­beat pound­ing in his ears, he forced him­self to move for­ward with his plan. Reach­ing down, he picked up the re­mark­ably warm crys­tal. It was heavy in his hand. A flame flick­ered in its depth for a mo­ment, light­ing up the world around him, then snuffed back into dark­ness.

De­rik swal­lowed, strug­gling to move his sud­den­ly dry throat.

Fear coursed through him, and he set the Eye back down in the dust. Blood rushed through his ears as he stared down into the dark­ness. The sphere flick­ered to life, a faint blue flame deep in­side the sap­phire. His hand trem­bled as the sphere be­gan to move on its own, rolling a few cen­time­ters away from him and then rolling back, bump­ing against his naked thigh.

With a start, De­rik sud­den­ly re­al­ized why Shiel nev­er found the Eye. “Fuck me, Brid­get, you can move your­self!?”

His whis­per was far loud­er than he want­ed, and he clamped a hand against his mouth as he stared at the sphere.

The Eye of Hamel, the ar­ti­fact he de­spised and hat­ed three months ago, just rolled away and then back to bump up against him.

He didn’t know what to feel. At first fear, then re­lief, and fi­nal­ly anger took place. He glared at the flick­er­ing sphere. All the frus­tra­tion he gath­ered in the last few days, all the pain as he strug­gled with a de­ci­sion, it came down to a sin­gle thing. Try­ing to re­turn a sphere that ap­par­ent­ly could just me­an­der back when­ev­er it want­ed. His rage only grew as he watched the sphere rock and forth, mov­ing on its own. Lean­ing over, he whis­pered in a hard, qui­et whis­per. “Then fuck­ing take your­self back!”

The sphere didn’t re­spond.

He shook his head be­fore whis­per­ing again. “Damn it, I don’t want this. I want to be hap­py with the baron, Tornsin, and every­one else. I want to be in love, and I want to keep be­ing… used, loved, damn it, I don’t want any­thing to change! If you can just go back, then we can just pre­tend this nev­er hap­pened.”

The Eye of Hamel rolled away for a mere mo­ment, then bumped up against his leg.

De­rik choked with his emo­tions. “Go! Just go! Damn it, stop do­ing this to me! I want to be hap­py.”

Rolling back, the Eye sud­den­ly grew dark as Teri’s voice rose from be­low.

“Dora? Where are you?”

De­rik gave the Eye a glare be­fore whis­per­ing at it. “Fuck off.”

The sphere didn’t re­spond and De­rik peered down quick­ly be­fore jump­ing out of the gate. This time, he flipped once and land­ed neat­ly on the edge of the foun­tain as Teri came around the col­umn with a con­cerned look on her face. His hair came flut­ter­ing down around him, spread­ing out in a cloud as she spot­ted him.

Even in the dim light of the harem, her smile lit up the world.

“Dora!” she whis­pered and rushed over to him, hug­ging him tight­ly as the last of his hair set­tled into place over her shoul­ders.

Heart pound­ing, De­rik wrapped his arms around her tight­ly.

She let out a sigh, then looked up with her eyes shim­mer­ing in the light. “I-I thought I heard you whis­per­ing. You sound­ed so an­gry, a-and I nev­er heard that be­fore. I was afraid you got in trou­ble with Madre.”

De­rik let out a long sigh. His mind pushed aside the Eye once again and he ran his fin­gers through Teri’s hair. “No, I’m just a bit stressed.”

Teri sniffed, “I know. Since you got marked, you’ve been no fun. Did Hime tell you some­thing hor­ri­ble?”

She faced him strong­ly, her eyes glar­ing at him. “Don’t tell me you are go­ing gay. You promised!”

A smirk quirked his lip, “Sor­ry.”

“You should be. I mean, you weren’t around when I want­ed to plow your booty. My guy is rather busy late­ly, so I want some­thing to abuse.”

De­rik chuck­led and rest­ed his cheek against her own. He stroked his palms down her naked shoul­ders. “I’ve been a bit of a bitch, haven’t I?”

“I can fix that,” came the play­ful grin.

De­rik chuck­led and slid his hands along hers as she reached around him. Teri purred against him as her fin­gers found the crevice of his but­tocks and teased them apart. He moaned at the feel­ing of the fin­gers against his most del­i­cate of open­ings.

“First, I’m go­ing to get my strap on and open you up prop­er­ly. Then I’m go­ing to fuck your ass in the tub un­til you scream. And your only break is go­ing to be when I ride that pret­ty mouth of yours.”

His shaft grew to full hard­ness against her bel­ly. “How is that go­ing to help?”

“Well, for starters, I’ll be hap­py.” She grinned, “And when I’m—”

He didn’t hear her next word as some­thing smacked him hard against the shoul­der. The crys­tal sphere rolled down his back. He gasped and Teri yanked her hands back. How­ev­er, de­spite her move­ment, the sphere some­how land­ed loud­ly into her palm as if it was aim­ing. The smack of crys­tal against flesh echoed across the room.

The world froze.

Cu­ri­ous, Teri frowned as she stepped back away from De­rik. Her eyes were locked on the crys­tal in her hand.

His hand slid off her. He shook vi­o­lent­ly as he strug­gled with his in­ward scream­ing. He glared at the Eye of Hamel and tried to come up with some rea­son for it land­ing in her hand.

Teri gaped as she pulled it to her, look­ing at it as her mouth re­mained open. “D-De­rik!?” her voice came out as a stran­gled whis­per.

His stom­ach twist­ed in two as she looked up at him, her eyes re­flect­ing the glow of the en­chant­ed sphere.

“T-This is,” she swal­lowed with sur­prise, “this is the Eye of Hamel!”

De­rik start­ed to nod, but Teri grabbed his hand and dragged him away from the foun­tain and be­hind the columns. A sense of déjà vécu filled him as she pinned him against the stone. Her eyes flashed. “Why the fuck did you steal this!? Why did you fuck­ing steal it!?”

He winced at the hard whis­per and fought with his emo­tions while try­ing to speak. “I didn’t steal it!”

Teri bran­dished it, “Then why the fuck do you have this!? We weren’t good enough!? What about the baron!? Damn it, you were sup­pose to be the good girl here!”

De­rik took a quick, deep breath. “I was try­ing to re­turn it, damn it!”

She froze and her mouth gaped open again. “Y-You mean, you al­ready stole this!? You mean, not tonight?”

De­rik whim­pered at the re­al­iza­tion that every­one was spin­ning out of con­trol. He closed his eyes as a tear ran down his cheek. He choked be­fore he man­aged to get the words out, “Yes. Fuck, yes. I want to stay here. I’ve nev­er been so hap­py in my en­tire life. So, I was go­ing to re­turn it be­fore any­one knew I had it.”

Teri stepped back, re­leas­ing De­rik.

He strug­gled as he stood up. “Look, some­thing Hime said a few days ago point­ed out that I need­ed to get rid of it. I was go­ing to just roll it in the great hall and then pre­tend this nev­er hap­pened. Then that fuck­ing sphere de­cid­ed to ruin my life.”

She heft­ed it, look­ing con­fused. “What do you mean ‘it’ ru­ined your life?”

De­rik shook his head, whis­per­ing harsh­ly, “Damn it, I want to stay. I love you and every­one else. I just want it to go away and for me to be hap­py!”

Teri frowned, but he could see the wor­ry in her eyes. She heft­ed the crys­tal be­fore tak­ing a long, deep breath. “When did you steal this?”

He opened his mouth to say some­thing, but some­thing halt­ed the word in his throat. It was the tiny whis­per of wind and the feel­ing of hairs ris­ing on the back of his neck. A quake shook his limbs, and he turned to the col­umn to see the near­ly trans­par­ent flares of Madre’s aura and two glow­ing eyes filled with more rage than he could ever com­pre­hend. He whim­pered and stepped back as Madre stalked in front of him.

She wore her robe and noth­ing else, but the fierce­ness of her gaze negat­ed any il­lu­sion of vul­ner­a­bil­i­ty. Waves of pow­er rolled off her, and his hair shift­ed from the en­er­gy sur­round­ing them. She spoke in the silky voice of death and with a tone of anger bare­ly held in check. “Yes, De­rik, when did you steal it?”
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        “Um, hi.”

Madre snarled and lunged for­ward.

De­rik tried to let out a shriek, but his world ex­plod­ed into white-hot pain as she slapped him across the face. The im­pact of her spell, the one she used to spank him, short-cir­cuit­ed his ner­vous sys­tem, and he blanked out for a sec­ond.

When he re­cov­ered, Madre held him by his throat against the col­umn.

Her body shook with rage as she snarled again. “When did you take the damn Eye!?”

Her voice rum­bled with pow­er and the mir­ror be­hind her shud­dered with the force.

He couldn’t speak and his ears rang with a high-pitched ring­ing as he clawed at her hand. His fin­ger­nails cracked, but he couldn’t even scratch her skin. His mouth gaped open, try­ing to get air into his lungs, but Madre’s in­hu­man strength pinned him help­less­ly against the col­umn.

“Um, Madre?” came Teri’s hes­i­tant voice, or what he thought was her voice. The ring­ing in his ears con­tin­ued to rise in pitch and he saw stars float­ing in his vi­sion.

“Madre?”

De­rik’s lungs burned with the des­per­ate need to breath. He kicked out. His toes im­pact­ed against Madre’s stom­ach but the hard mus­cle felt like kick­ing a stone wall.

“Madre!”

Madre squeezed tighter, and he heard his bones grind, then she sud­den­ly re­leased him.

He col­lapsed to the ground and heaved for­ward, strug­gling to stay awake as blood flowed into his brain and he drank in the cool air. Trem­bling, he closed his eyes and wait­ed for the killing blow.

Madre snarled, her voice rum­bling as the air beat around her. “Teri, give me the Eye.”

A pound­ing heart­beat passed.

“Go back to bed.”

“Madre?”

“NOW!”

De­rik winced as the pow­er of her voice slammed against him. It rum­bled through the harem, no doubt wak­ing every­one, but he strug­gled to keep his bal­ance. Be­fore him, he saw Madre’s toes curl­ing and crack­ling en­er­gy cours­ing along the mar­ble tiles. His world shook, but he heard Teri’s bare feet flee­ing and he closed his eyes tight­ly.

When he opened them, Madre crouched be­fore him, hold­ing the Eye of Hamel in her hand in front of her face. “When did you steal this, De­rik?”

He strug­gled to speak but Madre had no pa­tience. Her palm smacked down on the tile and it shat­tered into dust. When the dust set­tled, there was a half-me­ter crater un­der­neath her palm.

“I said,” she growled, “when did you fuck­ing steal the Eye!?”

“T-The first,” he gasped, “the first night.”

“Af­ter the girls found you?”

He shook his head, “The night I fell into the foun­tain.”

Her voice grew low and vi­o­lent. “You mean to tell me, you’ve been hid­ing in my harem, steal­ing my af­fec­tion, and be­tray­ing my trust from the very be­gin­ning!?”

Madre’s growl start­ed low, but the end of her ques­tion slammed into him.

Col­laps­ing to the ground, he whim­pered and curled into a fe­tal po­si­tion, un­able to look into her ter­ri­ble eyes. Sobs tore through him. He tried to crawl away but she yanked him up by his hair, pulling him com­plete­ly to his feet and slam­ming him back against the col­umn.

The im­pact drove the breath from his lungs and he choked on the mar­ble dust that poured down his face. Madre’s eyes glowed with some ter­ri­ble spell and her body burned with flames of rage.

He whim­pered and flinched but couldn’t es­cape.

Madre froze for a long mo­ment and he count­ed the last sec­onds of his life in his rapid­ly beat­ing heart.

“You mean,” she took a long, shud­der­ing breath, “I lost my Nightin­gale be­cause of you?”

Light pooled in her right hand as she pulled it back from his hair. Through the cur­tain of black that cas­cad­ed down, he saw wisps of en­er­gy con­dens­ing into her hand. It formed into a ball of burn­ing en­er­gy as the world seemed to warp around her. Twist­ing en­er­gies tore at his skin and pulled at his hair as he saw a few strands ig­nite as they touched the killing spell.

Madre’s face be­came a mask of rage and anger as she drew her hand back.

De­rik whim­pered and clutched him­self, un­able to move from the spot as she stepped back, then punched for­ward. He screamed as the air ig­nit­ed into flames. The air pres­sure burst around him, but no con­cus­sion slammed into him and, a heart­beat lat­er, he still breathed.

Whim­per­ing, he cracked open one eye to see the Eye of Hamel hov­er­ing in front of him and the en­er­gies of Madre’s spell evap­o­rat­ing around it. Gasp­ing, he stepped back, then caught sight of the sur­round­ing columns.

Or, more ac­cu­rate­ly, the gap­ing holes where the force of her spell va­por­ized the columns.

His chest ached as he stared at the de­struc­tion that tore up the floors and scorched the walls in a straight “V”, cen­tered right on the sap­phire sphere.

Madre growled and slashed her oth­er hand to­ward him, the hand burst­ing into flame as it came scream­ing through the air. A flash of sap­phire and the Eye of Hamel block it with­out ap­pear­ing to move in the in­ter­ven­ing space.

The air that blast­ed into him threw him back a foot. Bare feet skit­ter­ing on the ground, he looked for an es­cape.

She start­ed to­ward him, then froze. He watched as her eyes took in the de­struc­tion and the cow­er­ing girls on the oth­er side of the col­umn. For a mo­ment, her glare re­turned, then she stepped back.

The Eye, the damned ar­ti­fact, zipped around her once then came to De­rik. He au­to­mat­i­cal­ly held out his hand and it dropped into it with a heavy slap. A mo­ment lat­er, the burn­ing light in­side the sphere snuffed out and it was once again just a nor­mal sap­phire sphere.

Madre stood there, trem­bling with rage.

De­rik stepped back.

She start­ed for him, then stopped. Her eyes glit­tered in the light. With a growl, she waved to­ward the door. “Leave.”

“Madre—”

“Leave!”

“Please—”

“LEAVE!”

Her voice shat­tered the sky­lights and tore tiles off the ground around her. Mar­ble dust ex­plod­ed in all di­rec­tions as she took a sin­gle step to­ward him.

The oth­ers screamed and backed away quick­ly.

Be­fore she could at­tack, he fled the harem and the ac­cus­ing eyes of every­one who trust­ed him.

He won­dered if he would ever stop cry­ing.

Ten min­utes lat­er, he stood on the roof of the palace. The Eye of Hamel rest­ed heav­i­ly in his hand, qui­et and in­ert, but he al­ready knew bet­ter. Twen­ty me­ters away, he could see the shat­tered glass of the harem and the voic­es that rose from it. He could hear the feel­ings of be­tray­al, shock, and anger from al­most every­one he spoke.

Tears ran down his cheek. Shak­ing his head, he start­ed across the roof and to­ward a thin wire for hang­ing flags dur­ing the hol­i­days. It stretched from the roof to one of the guard tow­ers near the en­trance of the palace. It might have been con­sid­ered a se­cu­ri­ty threat, but no one could climb the pen­cil-thin wire. Much less on a windy night.

De­rik just hopped on it and start­ed to walk down its length. Though he was sob­bing as the wind picked at him, he eas­i­ly bal­anced him­self.

“Fuck it, Brid­get and Hime, I’m just run­ning. Let Rick or Shiel find me, I don’t re­al­ly care any­more.”

It hurt to walk down the wire.

The pain didn’t come from the sharp wire on his bare feet or even the winds that tugged at him, but the pain of leav­ing the harem. The look on Madre’s face and the sounds of the women he grew to love as they spoke about him. He be­trayed them and the guilt of it cut him to the bone.

Every step down the line re­mind­ed him of a beat of a dirge. It took him near­ly twen­ty min­utes of walk­ing be­fore he al­most reached the tow­er.

Then the Eye stopped.

De­rik near­ly lost his bal­ance as the Eye re­fused to move, locked into po­si­tion by some mys­ti­cal force. He re­leased it and spun around, glar­ing at the hov­er­ing sphere.

“What the fuck is wrong with you?” he snapped.

All the frus­tra­tion burst in­side him, and he threw up his hands. “You know what? Fuck it. I don’t need them, and I don’t need you.”

It was a lie, but he couldn’t take it any­more. Aban­don­ing the sphere, he spun back around and raced to­ward the tow­er.

The Eye of Hamel spun around, flar­ing to life as it stopped in front of him.

De­rik came to a skit­ter­ing halt, near­ly los­ing his bal­ance again. He crouched down and the Eye low­ered it­self.

Tears burned in his eyes. He sobbed be­fore bow­ing his head. “Damn it, why are you do­ing this?”

The Eye moved clos­er, burn­ing with its flick­er­ing light.

De­rik stepped back, but the Eye fol­lowed him.

He stopped and so did the sphere. It inched for­ward and bobbed against him, bump­ing his thigh. De­rik shiv­ered at the warmth that came from the sphere. He brushed it again but when his knuck­les im­pact­ed the sur­face, his world ex­plod­ed into col­or.

De­rik was sud­dend­ly in the great hall, stand­ing at the points of the four arms as he looked down. He could see Hamel sit­ting in his padded chair, star­ing down at De­rik as De­rik plead­ed silent­ly for his life. De­rik frowned, shiv­er­ing at the sight of the cuffs that bound his hands be­hind his back and the six guards that watched over him. The en­tire scene was ethe­re­al as he ar­gued with the baron.

He re­al­ized he wasn’t the one kneel­ing be­fore Hamel.

His moth­er.

Anger burned in her eyes as she screamed at him. He could see sword cuts cross­ing her body. Her shift—blood-stained and torn—moved con­stant­ly with the rage as she snarled at the baron. Every move­ment, he could feel the sphere’s fee­ble in­tel­li­gence try­ing to en­force the il­lu­sion that he was his moth­er. He re­sist­ed, but the sphere stub­born­ly kept giv­ing him the im­pres­sion they were the same per­son.

Fi­nal­ly, the baron stood. He ap­peared to roar, but not a sound came through the strange vi­sion. The guards dragged Raven from the room and De­rik was stunned how much he looked like her. Long black hair, burn­ing sap­phire eyes, and sim­i­lar body shapes. But, there was some­thing dif­fer­ent. An aura or sense around her.

In a flash, he re­al­ized his moth­er was a fight­er. She lashed out, kick­ing at a guard. The first col­lapsed, and she spun around, the back of her heel catch­ing an­oth­er in the throat be­fore a teenag­er stepped from the shad­ows. De­rik gaped at the young Rachi. The bat­tle mage took a step for­ward, her hand burst­ing into light, and she punched Raven out with a sin­gle blow. His moth­er col­lapsed to the ground, and the guards dragged her out.

Hot tears splashed down De­rik’s cheek as he fo­cused on the baron. As soon as the door shut, part­ing him from Raven, he dropped to his knees and buried his face in his hands. The guards and Rachi stared for a long time, then backed out of the room. As the door shut, the vi­sion fad­ed.

De­rik gasped, sway­ing on the wire. He snatched his fin­gers back from the sphere. Some­how, he could feel the sphere see­ing him as his moth­er, a gut re­ac­tion passed on by the im­age.

“I-I can’t do any­thing. That’s my moth­er.”

The sphere just bumped against him.

“What? I can’t for­give him, that isn’t me!”

It tapped him again.

“Damn it, Brid­get, I can’t go back!”

To his sur­prise, the sphere sagged in the air. The flame flick­ered out and it dropped straight down. He reached out to grab it, but missed. It land­ed on the wire and stopped mov­ing. Bal­anced per­fect­ly on the line, like it was weld­ed in place.

“Look, I can’t go back. The baron will kill me, Madre will kill me, and T-Tornsin… damn it, how can I face him?”

The sphere did noth­ing.

De­rik glared for a mo­ment, then cau­tious­ly stepped for­ward. When the sphere didn’t move, he stepped over it and took an­oth­er step. This time, noth­ing stopped him, and he raced down the line, his heart pound­ing un­til he reached the roof of the guard tow­er. Light­ly ghost­ing across the sur­face, he spun around and crouched down.

In the dis­tance and the dark­ness, he could see the sap­phire sphere still on the line. Be­yond it, the palace.

He sobbed at the idea of leav­ing it. Slow­ly, he turned his back on the palace and looked out over the city. He tried to plan his es­cape from the town of his birth, any path away from the baron, the palace, Rick, and every­one else. He took a deep breath and pre­pared him­self for a new life.

Then choked on the bit­ter taste in his lungs.

Clos­ing his eyes, he dropped to his knees. Tears ran down his cheeks, splash­ing on the tile of the tow­er. His heart fought with his mind, the voic­es of Hime and every­one else echo­ing in his head as he con­sid­ered the un­think­able. He fought against him­self un­til his bro­ken fin­ger­nails cut into his palms and he shook from the ef­fort.

He hat­ed him­self when he stood up. Look­ing into the dark sky, he whis­pered an­gri­ly. “Fuck you, Brid­get.”

Turn­ing around, he walked back up the line, to­ward the palace and his be­tray­al. Every­thing about him ached, from his heart to his joints. In­ward­ly, he screamed at him­self with imag­ined pun­ish­ments, but he knew that it was love that urged him for­ward.

He had no words for it. He just stepped over and picked it up. In­ert, it just set­tled into his hand as he padded back up the wire. “What the hell are you?”

In a flash, an­oth­er vi­sion slammed into him. A sense of time long past crashed into him. He stood in a clear­ing of a for­est. A tiny Copir sil­fae, his elfin fig­ure bare­ly a me­ter in height and as old as the trees, stood in front of a young man, hand­some but un­fa­mil­iar to De­rik. His face was a mask of de­ter­mi­na­tion and sor­row as he agreed with the sil­fae about some­thing. Some­how, De­rik knew the young man had agreed to some ter­ri­ble oath, but noth­ing could pre­pare him to see the man gouge out his own eye us­ing noth­ing but his fin­gers. De­rik want­ed to scream as the man held out his bloody orb and the Copir elf whis­pered over it. Strange sym­bols float­ed around it, en­cas­ing it as the el­dritch mag­ics so­lid­i­fied into a per­fect, flaw­less sap­phire sphere.

The Eye of Hamel. The lit­er­al eye of Hamel.

The point of view for the vi­sion changed. He looked up at the man who mu­ti­lat­ed him­self. De­rik’s heart skipped as he rec­og­nized the man as his lover.

The baron.

Hamel.

The vi­sion end­ed with a crash and De­rik froze at the very top of the line, one foot rest­ing on the roof.

“Y-You,” he gasped, “you re­al­ly are his eye!?”

The sphere did noth­ing, but he knew it was true.

Any chance of turn­ing back evap­o­rat­ed with the idea of steal­ing part of the baron him­self. Silent­ly, De­rik steeled him­self and walked back into the palace. His heart ached as he took the hall­way the last time, wind­ing his way around the harem and to­ward the main hall. He could feel, through the Eye, Hamel stand­ing in his den. Tears ran down his cheeks as he walked up to the door and knocked.

“Come in.”

The rum­bling voice of the baron didn’t give him com­fort as he pushed open the door. In­side, two guards stood along the walls.

The baron looked up from his desk, then a slow smile crossed his lips. “Black­bird!” Madre had ap­par­ent­ly not told him yet.

“H-Hel­lo, baron.”

He came around and swept De­rik up in a hug.

De­rik held the Eye in his palm but the baron hadn’t no­ticed. He leaned against the baron for a mo­ment, then pushed him­self away.

Hamel frowned, his one eye nar­row­ing.

A sob rose up as De­rik imag­ined the baron with two eyes, and shook his head.

“What’s wrong, Black­bird?”

“A-About,” he had trou­ble say­ing the word, “your eye.”

The baron’s face fell.

“I just found out. We caught the group you told us about. They didn’t have my Eye, in­stead it was a glass sphere. Right size and col­or. In fact, it was quite frac­tured from heat and stress, but they gave up their lives to de­fend it. I think they thought it was real. But, it wasn’t my Eye.”

There was no way to avoid it.

De­rik’s chest ached from his sor­row. He shook vi­o­lent­ly as he strug­gled with his own will. Slow­ly, he lift­ed his hand and held out the Eye of Hamel.

It ig­nit­ed from the in­side, a flick­er­ing flame that burned warm­ly in his palm. Slow­ly, it rose in the air as the baron gasped in sur­prise.

“I know,” sobbed De­rik. He swal­lowed hard and said the words that would im­plode his en­tire world, “I’m sor­ry.”
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        De­rik brushed the hair from his face and tucked it be­hind his head. He looked around at the dun­geon cell and sighed un­hap­pi­ly. Lean­ing back, he rapped his head against the smooth cut stones that made up the wall and re­gard­ed the sol­id steel bars in front of him.

He said, “Well, this sucks.”

He wore only a sim­ple shift, un­com­fort­ably sim­i­lar to the one he saw his moth­er in the Eye’s vi­sion. Look­ing down, he won­dered why his nip­ples were hard from the tex­ture of the fab­ric when the rest of his world con­tin­ued to plum­met into the depths of hell with no es­cape.

Reach­ing over, he grabbed his shack­les and swung them from his fin­ger. They were on him less than a few min­utes be­fore he man­aged to pick the lock and cast them aside. Now, they were the only source of en­ter­tain­ment as the long night stretched into the morn­ing.

Not like he could sleep.

Groan­ing, he leaned back again and tapped the back of his head against the stone.

The cool stone was com­fort­ing, de­spite the flick­er­ing pain, and it was some­thing. Some­how, re­veal­ing his last and fi­nal se­cret brought re­lief. No one told him they al­ready knew… well, Hime did, but the priest­ess re­al­ly didn’t think about any­thing. He chuck­led bit­ter­ly and rapped his head again.

“You know, De­rik, you could hurt your­self do­ing that.”

He looked up to see Teri sad­ly watch­ing him. She wore her robe tight around her body.

The sight of her red-rimmed eyes sent his heart in a lurch.

He closed his eyes tight­ly. “Go away.”

“No,” came the choked re­ply.

“Why not?”

“Be­cause, I want, um, need to know some­thing.”

De­rik sighed and opened his eyes.

Teri leaned against the bars and held her arms tight­ly around her stom­ach.

He sighed, still feel­ing the sen­sa­tions of be­ing dropped into a pit. “Sor­ry, Teri, I think I’m a bit stressed.”

She chuck­led dry­ly. “Can’t imag­ine why, Madre tore into you pret­ty well, I’m sur­prised you are still stand­ing.”

Teri stroked the bars of the cell. “I’m also sur­prised you went to the baron.”

De­rik said noth­ing about the Eye pro­tect­ing him.

Teri looked un­com­fort­able in the si­lence, then she whis­pered. “Why you do it?”

“I owed Rick—”

“No, I know why you stole it. I mean, why did you re­turn? Why did you go to the baron? That was the worse thing you could have done.”

He said noth­ing.

Teri wiped a tear from her eyes. “I mean, Madre sent you out by your­self. Y-You are a thief, you could have just run away. Could have tak­en the Eye with you, and we… we would have nev­er seen you again.”

De­rik slumped his head for­ward, feel­ing the same pain in his heart. Look­ing down, he flexed his fin­gers and set them pur­pose­ful­ly down on his slen­der thighs. “Love, I think.”

Teri sniffed. “I don’t un­der­stand.”

Tears rose as he spoke, “I love the baron and Tornsin… and you and Sher­rel,” he sighed, “damn it, I love even Madre. You have,” he sniffed him­self, “you have all be so won­der­ful to me. And…”

His voice trailed off as he lost him­self in though. The tears dripped down his face as the world im­plod­ed a bit more.

Teri banged her head against the bars and clutched them. “Fuck you, De­rik. Why did you have to ruin this?”

“Be­cause of love?”

She banged on the bars. “Love doesn’t get you thrown in prison!”

Her shrill voice echoed in the hall of the prison cell.

De­rik looked away as he strug­gled with the tears and sor­row. “I-I, I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t have that Eye hang­ing over me with every­one trust­ing me. My date with Tornsin, it-it was per­fect and so sweet. He con­fessed to things, but then he said I was a good per­son. And I know I’m not, I did ter­ri­ble things.”

“You are a good per­son.”

De­rik snapped loud­ly, “I’m a fuck­ing thief, Teri!”

“You… you tried to re­turn it!”

“Yes, and that is why I’m here! I can’t live with­out you! I don’t want to leave, but every choice I made tore me away.”

“Then, just take the Eye and run, that way you wouldn’t—” Her voice stopped sud­den­ly.

The si­lence cut De­rik like a knife in his gut. There was fear in her face and he could see her avoid­ing some top­ic. Mor­bid­ly, he had to know what it was. “I… I what?”

Teri sniffed, the tears stream­ing down her face. “Then, I wouldn’t see you on the auc­tion block. Not like the oth­er girls.”

Pushed over the abyss into Obliv­ion, he swal­lowed against the sud­den tight­ness in his throat. “Is… is that was the baron is go­ing to do?”

Teri sobbed and nod­ded. “Storn, um, some­one said that they saw the no­tice this morn­ing. A-And Madre said that you had to suf­fer oth­er­wise the baron would lie. S-So, you go on the block tonight.”

De­rik whis­pered as the dark­ness formed over him. “Oh, fuck me, Brid­get.”

“A-And Rick,” she sniffed and looked away, “Rick is bid­ding on you. He’s gath­er­ing up the deeds to most of the, um, places he owns. Word on the street is that he’s go­ing to buy you at any cost.”

Mem­o­ries of that hor­ri­ble tow­er and his tor­ture crashed into him. De­rik opened his mouth to say some­thing, then all the strength flood­ed out of him. He sobbed and buried his face in his hands.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck…” he swore soft­ly. The dread that filled him pooled in his stom­ach, like a sol­id block of icy lead. For a mo­ment, throw­ing him­self on the near­est knife or dag­ger seemed like a vi­able op­tion. He pushed it aside, he couldn’t in­flict that on his friends. Sniff­ing, he strug­gled to con­trol his emo­tions. “I-I can’t go back there.”

This time, Teri said noth­ing and they re­mained in si­lence, with noth­ing but their tears for sound.

De­rik shud­dered at the re­mem­bered pain and agony, the haunt­ed look on Rick’s face. Even as his cock twitched to life from the hunger of abuse, he strug­gled to breath.

Teri broke the si­lence. “I-I’m sor­ry, De­rik.”

De­rik let out a soft whim­per, then smiled bit­ter­ly. “I know, kit­ten.”

He heard her turn on her feet and start up the stairs. As she hit the sec­ond stairs, a tiny prick of some­thing caught his mem­o­ry. “Teri!”

Teri froze and padded down. “De­rik?”

He looked up, pained at her ex­pres­sion.

“How do you know Storn?”

Pan­ic filled her eyes, “Um, who?”

De­rik rolled his eyes, “Damn it, how do you know Storn or the word on the street?”

She strug­gled with her words, then glanced up the stairs. For a mo­ment, he thought she would flee, but Teri leaned against the bars. “Aw, fuck it. Can’t be any worse than you telling the truth.” She took a deep breath, “I’ve been moon­light­ing as a thief.”

“What!?”

Teri flinched and mo­tioned him to be qui­et. “You know my date, the old schol­ar?”

“Yeah?”

“He can only get it up every few months. So, I told Madre that I was go­ing out when I was ac­tu­al­ly, um, steal­ing things.”

De­rik stared at her in stunned si­lence. His mind spun fu­ri­ous­ly, then he re­mem­bered a con­ver­sa­tion with Storn in a dif­fer­ent life. “Shad­ow Wasp?”

Her face turned bright red, telling him every­thing. For a mo­ment, De­rik just sput­tered, then he start­ed to laugh. A bit­ter and an­gry laugh, that nonethe­less broke some of the sor­row in­side him. “Well, fuck, you were the one who stole all my jobs. I had to go af­ter the Eye be­cause there was noth­ing else.”

Teri whim­pered. Her face paled and she gripped the bars tight­ly. “You mean, this is my fault?”

De­rik thought for just a sec­ond, then he stood up and padded over to the bars. His shift clung to his legs as he reached out to stroke his hand along her back. “Yes, it is.”

Teri’s low­er lip trem­bled.

De­rik strug­gled for the words and the ef­fort to crawl out of the dark­ness fill­ing him. “Its your fault that I’m a slut.”

It took her a heart­beat to un­der­stand his words. “What!?”

De­rik rolled his eyes, “If it wasn’t for you steal­ing my jobs, I would have nev­er been in that harem. I wouldn’t have found out where I re­al­ly be­long and I wouldn’t have found love. I also wouldn’t have ever known that my moth­er was part of the harem her­self. So, that part is your fault. But, me steal­ing the Eye, that wasn’t your fault.”

She reached through the bars to hug him and De­rik leaned into it. He breathed in her smells, feel­ing that he would miss them soon enough. For as long as he could miss some­thing.

“Trap,” she mut­tered sul­len­ly.

“Bitch,” he smiled back.

They held each oth­er for a long mo­ment be­fore De­rik whis­pered.

“Teri-cat, can you do me a fa­vor?”

“What?”

“Tell Storn some­thing? Or ask him some­thing?”

“Any­thing.”

“I have a safe in the old bell tow­er, right off Gla­d­ius and Dove, where I kept ran­dom stuff I nev­er fenced. C-Could you ask him to sell it off and, maybe, buy me? There might be enough to out-bid Rick.”

“What’s the com­bi­na­tion?”

“Its a key lock and I heard you’re the mas­ter box­er.”

Teri sniffed and looked up at him with a quizzi­cal look.

De­rik grinned sheep­ish­ly. “I lost the key years ago, but it has my old stuff in it. I liked the box, so I just picked it every time.”

She nod­ded, “I-I’ll do that. I have a bit my­self, just in case, I’ll add it.”

“I can nev­er pay you back.”

She sniffed and gig­gled through the tears. “I’ll take it out of your ass. Your… sweet ass.”

He an­swered by kiss­ing her. It was soft and ten­der as their lips touched. She stole his breath and he stole hers and they both were cry­ing as they part­ed.

Teri ran her hands down his chest, sweep­ing around his breasts to tease him. “I love you, De­rik. Be safe, please? No mat­ter what.”

“I love you, Teri, but you know that I love the baron too, right?”

Teri smiled sad­ly, “I know, and Tornsin and Sher­rel and every­one else. That is one of those things I like so much about you, you have so much love in your heart. I guess I can see why you came back. Even if you are an id­iot.”

When she left, he could still feel her lips against his. He smiled sad­ly and ca­ressed his fin­ger­tips along the tin­gling be­fore re­turn­ing back to his seat. Set­tling down, he took a long deep breath.

“Well, this sucks,” he re­peat­ed.

The faint hope of Storn and Teri res­cu­ing him helped push back the black cloud of Rick. He shiv­ered at the mem­o­ry of his abuse and clamped one hand down on his crotch in hopes that it wouldn’t rise. Clutch­ing him­self, he curled up into a ball and let him­self drift to sleep.

He slept un­easi­ly, with night­mares of the Eye’s vi­sion and the baron’s be­trayed look as he held his eye. When it grew too dark, De­rik whim­pered and clawed him­self into wake­ful­ness.

A hand rest­ed on his shoul­der.

Yelp­ing, he sat bolt up. He blinked and then saw Tornsin wak­ing up next to him. Sur­prised, De­rik cried out. “Tornsin!?”

The guard scram­bled to his feet and blushed. It was the al­ley again, even more so when Tornsin picked him off the bench and swept him into a tight hug. De­rik hes­i­tat­ed, then he wrapped his arms around the pow­er­ful man and rest­ed his head on Tornsin’s shoul­der.

“Do you hate me?”

Tornsin shook his head.

De­rik sniffed, “Why?”

“Be­cause Hime is very good at calm­ing peo­ple down.”

De­rik froze, “Hime?”

“Af­ter you were thrown in prison, I was pulled from guard duty into a con­fer­ence with baron and Madre. They were talk­ing about what to do. Then, Hime came sweep­ing in and made a mess of every­thing. Madre al­most killed her but then it was over, just like that.”

“You mean, I won’t go on the block?”

When Tornsin said noth­ing and just held him tighter, De­rik knew he wouldn’t es­cape Rick. Numb and ter­ri­fied, De­rik forced him­self to en­joy every sec­ond he had with Tornsin. He shift­ed his head and brought his lips to his lover’s.

Tornsin whis­pered soft­ly and sad­ly. “I’m sor­ry.”

“Its okay, Hime said so. Or I think that is what she told me.”

Tornsin start­ed to say some­thing, but De­rik just kissed him. Even with every­thing hap­pen­ing, their pas­sion still rose up and the guard’s love for him washed over his aching heart. De­rik want­ed to melt in his arms and held him tight­ly. They broke with a soft gasp.

“Don’t wor­ry, Tornsin, I would nev­er ask you to choose be­tween me and the baron.”

“I-I don’t want to.”

“I know, which is why I did this.”

Tornsin nod­ded, “Hime said that. She asked the baron for for­give­ness.”

“Are you it? My for­give­ness?”

Tornsin chuck­led, “No, I’m just go­ing to be in trou­ble for be­ing in here, but I had to see you one more time.”

De­rik sniffed, “I may nev­er come back.”

“I don’t care, you are the only women I loved.”

Some­how, those soft words brought tears to his eyes. De­rik hugged him again, his lips seek­ing Tornsin’s. Pow­er­ful hands stroked up his flanks, push­ing him back the stone wall pressed against his back. De­rik whim­pered, lift­ing his feet to hook be­hind Tornsin’s leg, but the guard pushed him away. De­rik whim­pered and looked up with plead­ing eyes.

“I, um, got you some­thing.”

Frown­ing, De­rik looked around as Tornsin picked up some fold­ed cloth. De­rik’s world bright­ened as the guard un­fold­ed it, re­veal­ing one of his shirts. The same shirt De­rik slept in for the last three months.

“It, it isn’t much, but please take this.”

De­rik couldn’t speak as Tornsin set it down and gath­ered up De­rik’s shift. Pulling it over his head, he ex­posed De­rik’s nude form be­fore slip­ping the shirt on him. The smells of Tornsin and ap­ple per­fume sur­round­ed De­rik but the thief could only stare at his lover and cry.

Tornsin smiled sad­ly and start­ed to but­ton the shirt, his fin­gers teas­ing along De­rik’s breasts. “Look, I know that I can’t af­ford you. Even if I want­ed to, but keep this with you as long as you can. And… if you ever need to, send word and I’ll give you an­oth­er. And an­oth­er. No mat­ter what, no mat­ter where.”

The thief’s low­er lip trem­bled as Tornsin fin­ished the but­tons.

The guard clasped De­rik by his hips. “I can’t say I’m hap­py about this, but if you trust Hime, then I will. Some­day I hope… some­day I’ll be your knight in shirts again.”

De­rik fi­nal­ly found the words. “Y-You’ll al­ways be my knight. Al­ways.”
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        De­rik shiv­ered as he stood in the cen­ter of a hur­ri­cane. Ac­tiv­i­ty swirled around en­er­get­i­cal­ly as ser­vants arranged dozens of chairs in a fan pat­tern, all aimed di­rect­ly at his vul­ner­a­ble body. His feet rocked back and forth on a wood­en plat­form which raised him above the floor. More ser­vants set up ta­bles of food and wine while a pair arranged a large ta­ble in front of De­rik. He watched with a dread feel­ing in his gut, but hung on to the warmth of Tornsin’s love and the hope that Storn could save him.

Tak­ing a deep, shud­der­ing breath, he wrapped his arms around his breasts and hugged him­self. The fab­ric of his fa­vorite shirt ca­ressed his naked skin, re­mind­ing him that he wore noth­ing un­der the but­ton-down shirt smelling of ap­ple and man. The feel­ing of vul­ner­a­bil­i­ty in­creased as he looked out at the rest of the room, where dozens of guards stared at him im­pas­sive­ly. Shiv­er­ing with grow­ing dis­com­fort, he looked up at the Eye of Hamel sit­u­at­ed right above his head.

“I hate you,” he whis­pered in a voice only he could hear, “I hate you so much.”

He could al­most imag­ine what the Eye saw, the silent vi­sion look­ing down and a dim in­tel­li­gence see­ing him and his moth­er as the same per­son. Wor­ry­ing the bot­tom of his lip, he took an­oth­er breath.

“You are an id­iot,” said Madre as she hopped up on the wood­en plat­form that raised him above the chairs.

De­rik stepped back at her glare un­til his bare feet ca­ressed the edge.

Madre reached out for him, but she only grabbed his waist and pulled him back to the cen­ter of the plat­form. Her eyes looked sad, De­rik de­cid­ed, as she spoke soft­ly. “And I see Tornsin vi­o­lat­ed the ban on vis­it­ing you.”

De­rik warmed up at the mem­o­ry of his lover. He cleared his throat. “I’m sor­ry. I’m sor­ry for every­thing.”

“You should be, de­spite every­thing you do, every­one seems to still love you.”

Her eyes were glit­ter­ing. She reached out and straight­ened down his shirt, smooth­ing it over his breasts and tuck­ing it along his nar­row waist and broad­er hips. He blushed at the touch­es, his nip­ples grow­ing hard, as cot­ton ca­ressed his body.

“E-Even you?” he asked with a bit of hope.

Madre smiled sad­ly, “Yeah, I love you too. But, you bet­ter re­mem­ber, I re­spond poor­ly to sur­pris­es of this na­ture. I al­most killed you, if it wasn’t for the…”

Her eyes flicked up and De­rik fol­lowed the gaze to look at the Eye. Af­ter a sec­ond, he looked down to match her gaze.

“And now?”

“Well, you are damn lucky you got that fuck­ing blonde priest­ess on your side. She can be most con­vinc­ing when she cares about some­thing. Though, I al­most hit her as hard as you.”

He thought back to the de­stroyed columns and laughed curt­ly. “Point made, next time, I’ll find a way of telling you when I stole a price­less ar­ti­fact.”

Madre’s lip curled into a smile, then dropped in­stant­ly. “Hime told me about For­bis’ com­pul­sion.”

De­rik said noth­ing.

Madre fin­ished and brushed her fin­ger­tips along his thigh be­fore she stepped back to the edge of the plat­form to ad­mire him. “I’ve made too many mis­takes with you, De­rik.”

“It isn’t your fault,” he said qui­et­ly.

“No, it is my fault. I am your Madre and I should be the one tak­ing care of you.”

“You do fuck me rather hard,”

She grinned, “You are still the hottest sub­mis­sive I had ever met. And,” she paused for a mo­ment, “I don’t re­gret a sin­gle sec­ond I spent with you; ex­cept maybe los­ing my Nightin­gale.”

“I nev­er meant for all of this.”

“I know,” she reached up and kissed him on the lips, “but Hime is right, this is where you are now.”

De­rik fought the urge to whim­per. “What is go­ing to hap­pen?”

“In about a half hour, every­one will come in. They’ll poke and prod you, prob­a­bly grope you a bit, then they’ll start bid­ding. He is chang­ing one thing, but oth­er­wise it will be the same bid­ding as Nightin­gale, Raven, and every­one else who left the harem this way.”

“I-I nev­er been to an auc­tion.”

“Well, the baron runs things dif­fer­ent­ly than most of them. See that ta­ble in front of you?”

He nod­ded but didn’t look at it.

“They’ll bid on you by throw­ing some­thing on the ta­ble. How­ev­er, once its on the ta­ble, it stays there.”

“Which means?”

“Ba­si­cal­ly if some­one puts a thou­sand down, even if they lose, the baron keeps the thou­sand.”

“Why?”

Madre shrugged, “I don’t know, its one of those things I don’t un­der­stand about Hamel. Prob­a­bly cuts down on peo­ple dri­ving up prices or some­thing.”

He let out a long breath. “Damn it.”

She kissed him again.

“De­rik,” he looked at her and saw tears in her eyes, “I re­al­ly mean it. If there was some way to save you from this, I would.”

“I know. And… it isn’t Hime’s fault.”

Madre snort­ed with harsh amuse­ment. “That bitch doesn’t think enough about her ac­tions. Of course it is her fault, but we all have some guilt in this. De­spite how close I came to killing you, I also felt re­lief that we have no more se­crets be­tween us.”

Her eyes nar­rowed, “Right?”

De­rik held up his man­a­cled hands. “I swear, you know every se­cret I held. Not that any­thing can beat steal­ing the Eye.”

Madre gave him a hug. “The baron is com­ing soon, so I’m go­ing to go. Just re­mem­ber, no mat­ter what he says, He was cry­ing when I walked into that of­fice. He won’t say it, but I think he loves you as much as you love him.”

“I wish—” The im­age the eye had gave him came back and he knew that she was right. The baron no doubt loved him but he was bound by re­stric­tions that De­rik could not es­cape.

“Don’t. It will only hurt you more. Right now, just fo­cus on your fu­ture. This harem,” a sin­gle tear fi­nal­ly ran down her cheek and she balled her hands into fists, “I’m sor­ry, but the harem will nev­er be your home again.”

De­rik sniffed, “I love you, Madre.”

Madre sniffed and wiped her tears away. He could see her steel­ing her­self against her emo­tions, and her face grew tight as she took a deep breath. Her hands stroked against his arms, smooth­ing the fab­ric. “Write, if you can. Don’t ever for­get us.”

De­rik leaned for­ward, reach­ing up.

Guards around him stepped for­ward in con­cern, but he just rest­ed his bound wrists be­hind her head and hugged her as best he could. Clos­ing his eyes, he rest­ed his head on her shoul­der, then kissed her on the cheek. “Thank you for show­ing me my true self, Rachi.”

Her body stiff­ened for a mo­ment, then a sob es­caped her throat. She fought it down and hugged him tight­ly. They held each oth­er for a long time be­fore she slipped away. With­out look­ing back, she hopped off the plat­form and quick­ly padded out of the room.

He straight­ened up and stood tall. It was only a lit­tle thing, but he had to sur­vive through this. Even if he knew only one path re­mained be­fore him.

Rick.

He breathed slow­ly to calm his beat­ing heart. When he looked up, he saw the man who held his life in his hands. The cru­el smile and pow­er­ful frame sent a con­flict­ed shiv­er of fear, ter­ror, and hunger through him. The world spun as De­rik watched the crime lord ca­su­al­ly drift­ed across the room, cir­cling like a shark.

Be­hind him, De­rik spot­ted the thin form of Kerlis and three guards. They held two large leather cas­es. Kerlis smiled hap­pi­ly, a lit­tle wave of his fin­gers, and plopped him­self down in one chair. The guards re­mained with Kerlis, but Rick just drew clos­er un­til he was look­ing up at De­rik.

De­rik’s heart screamed out in agony, and his body trem­bled at the pres­ence of the man. He couldn’t help re­mem­ber the tor­ture and abuse, the rape that haunt­ed his dreams. He hat­ed how the flush rose in his cheeks and his man­hood twitched to life, de­sir­ing the hu­mil­i­a­tion and help­less that stood be­fore him.

Rick said with a deep growl, “Hel­lo, De­rik.”

De­rik shiv­ered, and he clamped down on his mus­cles to fight the sud­den weak­ness that slammed into his knees. His body trem­bled, but he man­aged to say noth­ing.

Rick chuck­led.

“You’ll make plen­ty of noise lat­er. I knew you would be on this block. I have al­most my en­tire per­son­al for­tune in Kerlis’ hands. Noth­ing will save you from me and you will be worth every mark I drop down.”

He leaned for­ward, his face twitch­ing into a snarl. The dark eyes caught De­rik’s, and he couldn’t tear his gaze away. “I will make you an ex­am­ple, I promise you this.”

De­rik closed his eyes tight­ly and tears ran down his cheeks. He could feel his breasts heav­ing from the tight­ness in his chest. It hurt to breath and hurt to swal­low.

At the touch of Rick’s hand slid­ing up his thigh, to cup his cock and balls, he fi­nal­ly broke and let out a whim­per as rough fin­gers ca­ressed his al­ready hard shaft. “You re­al­ly are a fuck­ing whore.”

One fin­ger wormed be­tween his thighs, and de­spite De­rik’s ef­fort to clamp down, he cir­cled the wrin­kled open­ing of his anus. “And there is only one use I have for a whore. I’m go­ing to rape you un­til you suf­fo­cate on my cock, then I’m go­ing to take you down to my butch­er room and—”

“Rick.” The baron’s hard voice in­ter­rupt­ed the ter­ri­fy­ing speech.

Rick pulled his fin­gers away and turned to face the baron.

De­rik’s eyes rose. The tight­ness in his chest in­creased from the pain of see­ing the baron up close. His love didn’t even look at him. In­stead, he fo­cused on Rick.

“Don’t tor­ture the boy.”

“He’s mine, you know.”

“Only the bid­ding will tell.”

Rick chuck­led dry­ly. “You al­ready know I’m go­ing to win.”

The baron’s voice vi­brat­ed with frus­trat­ed sor­row. “I know, but there are rules and we fol­low them.”

Rick just grunt­ed, but he did walk away leav­ing De­rik alone with Hamel.

Hamel turned to watch him and De­rik could only look down. He was too ter­ri­fied to speak to him and even more ter­ri­fied that the baron would just walk away. For a long mo­ment, nei­ther moved.

Then, the baron turned around and looked up at De­rik. Even with this height, the an­gle of look­ing down gave De­rik a strange sense of be­ing the Eye it­self, watch­ing the world from above.

The baron’s eye shone the bright­est blue as he stared at De­rik. Then, the deep rum­bling voice spoke up, fill­ing De­rik with both hope and de­spair at the same time. “Damn you.”

All the strength drained from De­rik in a rush. Hope blow away, he col­lapsed to his knees from just two words. His body shud­dered with the im­pact of the plat­form, and he let out a long wail of re­jec­tion and sor­row. He tried to fight, to be strong, but sobs tore out of him with the force of a ham­mer. He col­lapsed for­ward, his head smack­ing against the wood as he made only the fee­blest ef­fort to catch him­self. Noth­ing could stop his tears.

He could hear Rick laugh­ing in the dis­tance, and his world im­plod­ed com­plete­ly. His heart ached with the ter­ri­ble­ness of a knife be­ing jabbed into his gut. Help­less­ness tore through him. Every­thing he want­ed, every­thing he didn’t re­al­ize he need­ed, ripped away from his life be­cause he fi­nal­ly told the truth.

Months too late.

Gasp­ing for breath, he could do noth­ing as the baron walked away from his life. In that mo­ment, De­rik fi­nal­ly lost every­thing he loved.

The tears kept on com­ing.

Sob­bing, he crouched on the ta­ble for the longest time, un­til one of the guards poked him with the hilt of his sword. He didn’t want to re­spond, but the pok­ing grew more in­sis­tent. Fi­nal­ly, De­rik lift­ed his head to see the hall had filled in his sor­row.

The baron watched from the back of the room, his gaze hard against the skin. Mer­chants, am­bas­sadors, and the rich ar­rayed them­selves out on chairs, watch­ing him with amuse­ment and greed.

De­rik slow­ly rose him­self to his feet, but he couldn’t take his eyes away from the man right be­fore him.

Rick Thran­tas.

The auc­tion was a joke. He knew who would win the auc­tion. The baron knew it, Rick knew it, and De­rik knew it. It was just a dance, a de­ci­sion al­ready passed and the con­se­quences laid out be­fore him.

He stood up straight. It felt like when he will­ing­ly went with Rick for those three nights, but this time, there wasn’t some truth that would save him. Fight­ing back the ris­ing ter­ror, he stood up straight and took a deep breath. His breasts rose up against the shirt and he wait­ed.

A priest of some sort walked up and looked at him. De­rik didn’t know the sym­bol that he wore, but there was some­thing about the man’s dis­tract­ed gaze that sent a shiv­er down his spine. He turned around and stood in place. An­oth­er guard joined him, stand­ing next to the ta­ble.

To his sur­prise, there was al­ready a small amount of mon­ey set­ting in the cen­ter of the ta­ble be­fore him.

The room grew hush as Madre stepped in front of De­rik. She looked stun­ning in a for­mal dress and with a hard look on her face. De­rik opened his mouth to say some­thing, but she just gave him a de­ter­mined shake. He stepped back and fought back a sob.

She al­ready said good­bye. He didn’t re­al­ize that she would still be there.

He sniffed and forced him­self to stare for­ward at the baron who glared back at him. Match­ing his gaze was ter­ri­ble but bet­ter than look­ing down at Rick.

“Good evening. This is the auc­tion for De­rik, a for­mer mem­ber of the Baron Hamel’s harem. Due to the crimes of steal­ing the Eye of Hamel, which has been now re­cov­ered, de­cep­tions against the no­bil­i­ty, and all oth­er crimes, he has been par­doned by the grace of Baron Hamel.” Her near­ly mo­not­o­ne voice that cut like a knife.

De­rik couldn’t close his eyes. In­stead, he trem­bled and held his arms over his breasts, wait­ing.

“He has been banned from the harem and the palace, bar­ing a par­don of the Roy­al Court of Fra­nome. He will now be sold as a slave to the high­est bid­der.”

She went on to ex­plain the bid­ding process, in­clud­ing the rules of leav­ing every­thing on the ta­ble.

De­rik shook at the words. His eyes flick­ered down, and found Rick grin­ning dark­ly.

Madre paused for a sec­ond. “There is one dif­fer­ence from pri­or auc­tions. Due to a con­flict of in­ter­est with the baron’s au­di­tor,” De­rik saw Rick’s eyes widen, then nar­row with anger, “the baron has agreed to use the ser­vices of the Col­lege of Gal­ifray for cal­cu­lat­ing worth of any non-mon­e­tary bid­ding.”

The priest next to Madre stepped for­ward and bowed. De­rik couldn’t see his face, but Rick’s face turned stormy, a snarl form­ing on the edge of his lip. The priest cleared his throat. “Good evening. My name is Broth­er Jil­im, and I am part of the ex­tend­ed re­search net­work of the col­lege. Gal­ifray is a re­li­gion of knowl­edge and col­lect­ing in­for­ma­tion in at­tempt to un­der­stand the true na­ture of the world around us. Our broth­ers and sis­ters spend the first thir­ty years of their lives in the world, trav­el­ing con­stant­ly and record­ing their ex­pe­ri­ences. Once this jour­ney­man pe­ri­od is over, they spend the rest of their life study­ing their find­ings and in­te­grat­ing them into the li­braries of our col­leges. They find con­nec­tions be­tween all as­pects of life and so­ci­ety. This also gives us the abil­i­ty to iden­ti­fy the true val­ue of some­thing, not only in terms of phys­i­cal cost but in the worth to an in­di­vid­ual.”

Rick snarled, “So, what? A spy net­work?”

The broth­er an­swered smooth­ly. “Our priests do not hide them­selves, Mas­ter Thran­tas. We use no dis­guis­es, and we make no de­cep­tions. We are pub­lic and hon­est about our goals. Most of our in­for­ma­tion comes from pub­lic sources, ver­i­fied from mul­ti­ple sources and rat­ed ac­cord­ing to our doc­u­ment­ed stan­dards.”

Rick got more ag­i­tat­ed as he asked a se­ries of ques­tions. De­rik winced at the anger burn­ing in his voice, but the priest an­swered each one calm­ly. Oc­ca­sion­al­ly, an­oth­er bid­der would ask a ques­tion. Nei­ther Hamel nor Madre asked any­thing or stopped the ques­tion­ing.

Fi­nal­ly, it end­ed as the priest bowed again. “If we have no oth­er ques­tions, I as­sume we can be­gin. And re­mem­ber, as I men­tioned in the ques­tion­ing pe­ri­od, if you wish to have writ­ten proof of any as­sess­ment, any priest can pro­vide it for a small fee.”

He bowed again and stepped back.

Madre took a deep breath and stepped for­ward. De­rik’s eyes low­ered to watch the short, curvy woman stand in front of him, her blood-red dress swirling be­fore set­tling into price.

“The bid­ding for this slave will now start. One bid has al­ready been placed on the ta­ble for a hun­dred thou­sand marks.”

“Whose?” Rick asked.

Af­ter a short hes­i­ta­tion, Madre an­swered smooth­ly. “From the per­son who re­cov­ered the Eye and brought De­rik to jus­tice.”

De­rik frowned, sud­den­ly con­fused.

Rick opened his mouth, but Madre in­ter­ject­ed. “And it is for his free­dom.”

Rick chuck­led, “That’s easy. One fifty.”

One of the guards reached into a bag and pulled out a sheaf of marks. An­oth­er guard took it and de­liv­ered it to the ta­ble.

De­rik shook vi­o­lent­ly his body as the bid­ding start­ed and the pile on the ta­ble grew.

Rick matched every bid with a snarl.

De­rik’s eyes fo­cused on him, like a whore in the car­riage, and he couldn’t take his eyes from the dark, an­gry look. The bid­ding in­creased quick­ly. The ca­su­al way the num­bers were thrown around re­mind­ed De­rik that he had be­come less than a liv­ing be­ing. He was prop­er­ty, some­thing to be sold.

When­ev­er De­rik shift­ed in po­si­tion, the guards around the room would twitch. Two al­ready had their swords out, hold­ing them ca­su­al­ly but with an im­plied threat. He looked at them, strug­gling with the fear that stormed in­side him. But, as his gaze wan­dered, it would re­turn back to Rick’s, and he would lose him­self in the ter­ri­ble anger.

The bid­ding slowed down as it reached al­most two mil­lion marks, an un­heard of amount for any­one, much less a thief such as De­rik. He closed his eyes tight­ly at the tri­umphant grin on De­rik’s face.

“H-Hold on!”

His eyes snapped open as Teri ran into the room. She pant­ed for a mo­ment be­fore rac­ing up to Madre. Madre looked con­fused for a mo­ment, but Teri just hand­ed her a sin­gle piece of pa­per a writ of funds, guar­an­teed funds from one of the many banks in the city.

De­rik could see Madre’s eyes nar­row as she read it.

“We’ll talk lat­er, Teri,” she whis­pered with a curt voice.

De­rik could see a few strands of Madre’s hair start­ing to rise up with the woman’s emo­tion­al state.

“Yes, Madre.” Teri glanced up at De­rik and gave him a hope­ful grin be­fore back­ing up.

Madre hand­ed the check over to the priest who closed his eyes for a mo­ment, then nod­ded. He set it down on the ta­ble care­ful­ly. “The bid for De­rik’s free­dom is now set at five mil­lion eight.”

De­rik near­ly col­lapsed again as he stared in shock at Teri’s re­treat­ing back. She gave him an­oth­er grin, then jumped as the baron called her. Turn­ing away from De­rik, the harem kit­ten ran to her mas­ter. De­rik’s eyes dropped down to Rick and stepped back at the mot­tled red that burned in his face. He start­ed to say some­thing, but then closed his mouth. The arm of the chair he sat in creaked as his knuck­les turned white, then he snarled. His head snapped over to Kerlis, and he whis­pered fran­ti­cal­ly at him.

Watch­ing them, De­rik let him­self a tiny smile, sud­den­ly thank­ful for an ap­par­ent res­cue from the crime lord.

Kerlis flipped through the oth­er bag and pulled out a short stack of larg­er pieces of pa­per. One of the guard de­liv­ered it di­rect­ly to the priest who paged through it for a mo­ment. He stepped over to Madre while set­ting them on the ta­ble.

Af­ter a whis­pered con­ver­sa­tion, the priest gave De­rik a brief look.

Madre cleared her throat.

“Rick Thran­tas. Twelve prop­er­ties with an es­ti­mat­ed val­ue of four mil­lion twelve. This brings his bid up to six mil­lion forty-one.”

De­rik couldn’t breath. He stared help­less­ly as Rick grinned at him fierce­ly.

“I told you, De­rik, I won’t lose you.”

Whim­per­ing, De­rik looked up at Teri who stared back with shock. Then a tear ran down her cheek and she turned away from him to press her face into the baron’s shoul­der.

The baron stroked her hair, talk­ing qui­et­ly to her, but there was noth­ing left for him at the throne.

“Any oth­er bids?”

Si­lence.

A ter­ri­ble si­lence.

“In that case—” Madre’s voice stopped in­stant­ly and her body ig­nit­ed into flames as two shad­ows dropped down from the ceil­ing. A rip­ple of sur­prise filled the room as the guards drew their weapons and ran to­ward the shad­ows. The in­trud­ers picked them­selves up from the floor, mov­ing smooth­ly as they stood up.

Clad from head to toe in black, De­rik could see one was male and the oth­er fe­male. They wore stealth suits but drew no weapons. The only sym­bol on their pitch-black out­fits was a spi­der im­paled by a sword.

Spi­ders of Steel.

As­sas­sins.

De­rik found it a lot hard­er to breath as the guards sur­round­ed the two killers. They took a de­fen­sive po­si­tion but made no at­tack. They stood just be­hind the chairs, be­tween the bid­ders and the baron.

Hamel stood up and yelled out an­gri­ly. “What is the mean­ing of this!?”

The as­sas­sins said noth­ing and didn’t move.

The baron re­peat­ed him­self, his rum­bling voice echo­ing against the walls of the hall.

The as­sas­sins sud­den­ly turned to face him, stand­ing up straight in al­most a salute. Be­tween them, the world be­gan to warp. Tiny cracks formed in the air, black as death and drip­ping some foul liq­uid.

Madre stormed for­ward, her body flam­ing bright as she stood be­tween the bid­ders and the as­sas­sins.

The cracks stretched to­geth­er, form­ing a cir­cu­lar rent in re­al­i­ty. Dark­ness poured out of it, the black mist spread­ing out across the floor. A sick­en­ing scent of death choked De­rik as he whim­pered, un­able to flee the plat­form.

Two fig­ures stepped through the dark­ness, the mist cling­ing to their faces and bod­ies for a mo­ment. Be­hind him, the tear in the uni­verse quick­ly sealed up and the mist evap­o­rat­ed to re­veal—

“Storn!?”

De­rik’s voice echoed in the hall, shrill and fran­tic. Storn, the bar­tender and his life-long friend, didn’t look at De­rik. In­stead, he turned to ori­ent him­self and faced the baron. Next to him, De­rik fo­cused on the sight of the first woman he be­trayed: Wen­di.

Her body vi­brat­ed with rage as she clenched her hands into tight fists. Tiny motes of wa­ter formed around her, hov­er­ing like a cloud, and Madre stopped in front of her. The air crack­led as the two bat­tle mages faced each oth­er.

The baron raised his voice, the pow­er of it clutch­ing De­rik’s heart. “What is go­ing on!?”

Storn smooth­ly spoke, “Please for­give me, my lord baron.”

“Who are you?”

“I am Storn Ana­sai and this is my sis­ter, Wen­di.”

“What is the mean­ing of this?”

Storn bowed again. “I’m sor­ry for the dra­mat­ics, but moth­er’s as­sas­sins are far more ef­fec­tive at in­ter­rupt­ing than my fa­ther’s tele­por­ta­tion spells.”

Hamel said noth­ing, but De­rik no­ticed his eye flash­ing up to the Eye above De­rik, then back down.

“I am here to bid for the life of,” he ges­tured at De­rik, “that slave.”

De­rik shiv­ered at the sud­den­ly hard voice of Storn.

The baron’s eye nar­rowed. “As a friend?”

At Storn’s bit­ter laugh, De­rik won­dered what had hap­pened to his friend. “No. I want to kill him.”

De­rik’s heart stopped.

“And then I want my fa­ther to bring him back to life and do it again.”

The sud­den si­lence that filled the room brought a new ter­ror to De­rik. He whim­pered, his eyes mov­ing from per­son to per­son and he sud­den­ly found him­self in dan­ger from more than one per­son.

“Why? If you don’t mind.”

“De­rik,” Storn strug­gled with his words and anger, “was once en­gaged to my sis­ter in mar­riage. Due to poor de­ci­sions on his and my moth­er’s part, the mar­riage was called off. When he fled, the bas­tard stole our fam­i­ly sil­ver.”

Hamel nod­ded, “I heard some of this. But, I re­mem­ber De­rik say­ing you were a friend.”

Storn’s hands tight­ened into fists. “That sil­ver was im­por­tant to us. Made from the re­mains of our fam­i­ly founder, it has been in our blood line for cen­turies. It is price­less… to us.”

“And?” prompt­ed the baron.

“I could for­give De­rik if I thought he just sold it be­fore he re­al­ized its worth. I held back the as­sas­sins be­cause I was con­vinced he didn’t have it. Our friend­ship re­mained be­cause it nev­er showed on the mar­ket.”

De­rik re­al­ized what was hap­pen­ing. He had kept the sil­ver in the chest that Teri had just opened. His knews grew weak and he strug­gled to re­main stand­ing.

Storn’s voice broke and he turned to glare at De­rik. “But, when open­ing his cache in the old tow­er, I found that he didn’t. In­stead, he kept it there, know­ing its full worth, and nev­er gave it back. The cow­ard knew and re­fused to do any­thing. There are some things that are for­giv­able,” growled Storn, “and there are oth­ers that we’ll use necro­man­cy to keep mak­ing a point for the rest of the pa­thet­ic ex­is­tence of his soul.”

With a rush, De­rik sud­den­ly re­mem­bered shov­ing the sil­ver into the safe, un­sure what to do with it. He lied to his friend and just pre­tend­ed it didn’t ex­ist. An­oth­er lie. It had ru­ined his life once again. He col­lapsed to the plat­form, hit­ting the wood hard as his last hope crum­bled.

“Fuck,” he whis­pered. He looked up to see Madre and Teri star­ing at him, ask­ing a ques­tion with their eyes. It hurt him more than any­thing else to nod.

Madre closed her eyes and shook her head.

Teri start­ed to cry and ran from the room.

Blood rush­ing in his ears, De­rik forced him­self to stand up. Breath­ing hard and bleed­ing from his heart, he strug­gled to stand up.

“I’m sor­ry,” he said qui­et­ly.

Storn spun around to face the baron. “Can I bid?”

Emo­tions burned across the baron’s face. He nod­ded curt­ly and sat down.

Madre swal­lowed and re­turned to her po­si­tion. Her bat­tle aura fad­ed as she stood in front of De­rik and re­fused to look at him. Her fin­gers ran through her hair to straight­en it.

In front of him, Storn and Wen­di re­mained stand­ing, but the two as­sas­sins were gone.

“T-The bid is Rick Thran­tas at six mil­lion forty-one,” said Madre.

Storn’s voice cut across the rip­ples of noise and whis­pers. “I bid my sis­ter’s life in servi­tude.”

Si­lence stran­gled the room.

De­rik near­ly col­lapsed again.

Madre froze.

“Y-You do re­al­ize that once you bid, it can­not be tak­en off the ta­ble,” asked Hamel.

The broth­er and sis­ter nod­ded.

Madre looked at the priest who held up a fin­ger, his eyes grow­ing dis­tant as he queried the tele­path­ic net­work of his peers.

As the si­lence stretched into min­utes, the baron fi­nal­ly spoke up. “Is that sil­ver this im­por­tant?”

Wen­di spoke up, “Yes, your lord. I would take on the en­tire guild to earn the right to kill him­self. When we win, I only need four sec­onds and then you can have me for­ev­er.”

The baron fo­cused on her with his sap­phire eye. “And you’d give up your life for re­venge?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Be­cause your rep­u­ta­tion pre­cedes you. You are a good war­rior and tac­ti­cian. I am a bat­tle mage and I’ll will­ing­ly let you use me as one of your weapons.”

“Come here.”

Wen­di gave her broth­er a sin­gle, un­read­able look and padded up to the throne.

De­rik watched as they spoke for a mo­ment, but his thoughts were in­ter­rupt­ed when the priest spoke up.

“Twen­ty-two mil­lion, in­clud­ing tac­ti­cal and mil­i­tary uses, syn­er­gy and cross-train­ing with the baron’s oth­er bat­tle mage.”

De­rik and the oth­ers gasped, but Rick just snarled. The crime lord turned to speak to Kerlis and their con­ver­sa­tion grew more heat­ed for a long mo­ment.

De­rik couldn’t tear his eyes away from them as the broth­el own­er and crime lord ar­gued.

Then Kerlis stood up sharply, point­ed to the priest, and spoke.

“You, how much is my busi­ness worth if Rick bids it?”

The priest thought for a mo­ment, then spoke. “Thir­ty-one mil­lion.”

Kerlis ges­tured to the guards who pulled out a third bag and flipped through it.

Rick stared in con­fu­sion as Kerlis dug into the bag and be­gan to shuf­fle through it. The con­fu­sion turned to anger. “What are you do­ing, Kerlis?”

“Buy­ing my palace, Rick.”

“You what!?”

Kerlis’ eyes shone as he glared at the crim lord. “This is not good busi­ness, Rick. I will not lose every­thing be­cause you are ob­sessed with that boy. No pret­ty face is worth good busi­ness.”

He yanked out a large hand­ful of pa­pers and slapped them into Rick’s hand. He grabbed a sin­gle piece of pa­per from Rick’s bag and shoved it into his own bag.

“Here, forty mil­lion marks, and I’m tak­ing my deed.”

Rick stood up straight, hold­ing the pa­pers tight­ly. His face turned pur­ple with rage. “I’ll kill you!”

Kerlis stood up to his nar­row height and stared at one of the most pow­er­ful men in the city. “This is bad busi­ness, and I am a busi­ness­man. All I care about is mon­ey, and De­rik isn’t worth more than ten mil­lion, even in the best of days. Any­thing above that is just pride and anger. Nei­ther of which pays me marks. You are al­ready a fool but I refuse to join you be­yond this point.”

Then, De­rik saw the man who abused and pimped his moth­er, the man with no morals or com­pas­sion, shove his way past Rick and leave the room.

The three guards hand­ed Rick his two bags and fol­lowed af­ter their true own­er.

Rick screamed out in rage. He start­ed af­ter Kerlis, then turned to face De­rik. Some­thing bor­der­ing on in­san­i­ty seared through the gaze and chilled De­rik to the bone. Storm­ing for­ward, Rick threw the stack of marks on the ta­ble. “Forty fuck­ing mil­lion.”

Storn spoke from the back. “Ten as­sas­si­na­tions by the Spi­ders in the next two years, no lim­i­ta­tions.”

The priest spoke up, “Fifty-eight mil­lion which bring—”

Rick didn’t wait for the num­ber to be called out as he grabbed a hand­ful of deeds and threw them on.

Storn coun­tered with necro­man­tic ser­vices.

As Rick threw more of his re­sources on the ta­ble, De­rik couldn’t help but feel that he was be­ing torn apart by two ir­re­sistible forces. Tears ran down his cheeks as he watched Rick and Storn bid­ding for him. On one side, he knew he would have a short, painful life of tor­ture and rape be­fore be­ing dragged to the slaugh­ter room of the tow­er. On the oth­er, it would be an even short­er life, but a nev­er end­ing un-life.

He couldn’t take it, and he trem­bled vi­o­lent­ly. Tear­ing his eyes away from the two, he looked up to the baron.

And saw some­thing that hurt even more.

Wen­di, on her knees and wor­ship­ing the baron’s cock, legs spread as she knelt. She had her back to him, but there was no hid­ing the hard­ness in her hands. The baron didn’t look at him. He looked down at her as she did every­thing De­rik wished he could be do­ing.

And, for the first time in De­rik’s life, a new emo­tion rose up: jeal­ousy.

He saw how she sucked on his balls. He watched as Hamel pulled open her front, heft­ing her large breasts and hold­ing them as she bobbed up and down to take his cock head into her mouth. He saw the flick­ers of pow­er ris­ing up around her as he moaned, echo­ing pow­er­ful­ly across De­rik’s sens­es as he wished des­per­ate­ly to be in her place.

The tears that came were not from the fear of his life. They didn’t come from the threat of pain and tor­ture. He would have eas­i­ly ac­cept­ed ei­ther to nev­er see Wen­di hav­ing what he once loved.

“Fuck this!” bel­lowed Rick.

De­rik’s sor­row tore away from the ter­ri­ble sight of Wen­di and Hamel to look down at the crime lord.

Rick flung open his bag, grabbed three pieces of pa­per, and then threw them at the priest.

Madre’s hand flashed out to catch it in mid-air. Ca­su­al­ly, she hand­ed it to the fright­ened man.

The priest swal­lowed and paged through it, his eyes un­fo­cused as he spoke with the oth­ers in his col­lege. “Two hun­dred, sev­en­ty-six busi­ness­es. Um, four thou­sand, three hun­dred, eighty-nine res­i­den­cies. In­clud­ing sec­ondary ser­vices of Mas­ter Thran­tas’ spy and crim­i­nal net­works, fenc­ing op­er­a­tions, and every­thing else, this comes out to sev­en hun­dred, fifty-three mil­lion marks.”

De­rik tried to swal­low, his body freez­ing.

Rick glared up at him, breath­ing heav­i­ly. Every ex­ha­la­tion, he heard the en­raged crime lord growl­ing and his hands twitch­ing with his thoughts.

As one, they looked at Storn. The bar­tender’s face looked like stone as he pulled out a list from his pock­et. With a pen, he ca­su­al­ly marked off a few lines. Then, he raised his eyes to look at Rick. “That’s past my lim­it and the fam­i­ly hon­or.”

His eyes rose up to De­rik in the stunned si­lence. There were tears of anger and frus­tra­tion in his gaze. “Good­bye, De­rik. I wish you the longest, most painful agony of your ex­is­tence. I’m only sad­dened I have lost a sis­ter for the chance to kill you my­self but nei­ther of us will ever re­gret this.”

Turn­ing around, he sim­ply walked out of the hall. He had sold his sis­ter into the harem and gave away half a mil­lion marks work of ser­vices only to walk away.

Rick barked out a laugh, pant­i­ng and growl­ing, then he did it again. His laugh­ter boomed in the room, bal­anc­ing right on the edge of mad­ness.

“Any­one else!?”

Every­one re­mained silent as Rick growled, turn­ing in a slow cir­cle to chal­lenge every­one. “Any­one? Any­one!?”

De­rik couldn’t tear his eyes away from his dark gaze. He could see the same shad­ows un­der his eyes, the same rage and vi­o­lence as Rick point­ed at him. De­rik’s stom­ach lurched vi­o­lent as he strug­gled to breath. Still laugh­ing, the crime lord growled with all the tri­umph in the world. “You are mine, De­rik. For the rest of your life. And I will take out every Shad­ow-damned mark I spent from your hide!”
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        De­rik whim­pered, shak­ing like a leaf, as Rick reached out for him. He tried to pull away, but the pow­er­ful hand grabbed him by the shirt. For a mo­ment, De­rik pulled back, but the sound of the rip­ping shirt ter­ri­fied him and he let him­self be pulled off the plat­form.

Stum­bling for­ward, he yelped as Rick grabbed his shoul­der and shoved him down to his knees. Snarling, Rick shoved his face into De­rik’s. “You thought you could es­cape,” he growled.

De­rik whim­pered, tears in his eyes

“You thought you could win, didn’t you?”

He couldn’t re­spond, he couldn’t even breath as rage poured into him. De­rik tried to move, but the hand squeezed down on his shoul­der, send­ing bolts of pain through his sys­tem.

“I al­most broke you, whore. I al­most had you beg­ging for your life. But, then you called on that god, that fuck­ing whore of yours. Af­ter that, you had that god-damned hope and I couldn’t break you. But this time, this time, I will, break you. And you will beg. And no faith will ever save you.”

De­rik’s lips start­ed to re­peat the name, but Rick slapped him hard. The force of the blow threw him across the room and he crashed into some chairs, shat­ter­ing them.

De­rik man­aged to get to his knees, look­ing around for help.

He saw Madre. The bat­tle mage had a look of hor­ror on her face, but she just closed her eyes as tears ran down her cheeks.

De­rik sobbed. He turned to Hamel, hop­ing to find some mer­cy. He start­ed to fo­cus on the baron when Rick grabbed his long black hair and yanked him back. He screamed from the pain that ex­plod­ed in his world, then he hit the ground hard and lost his breath.

Rick loomed over him. “I didn’t give every­thing away, cock whore. I still have my tow­er and that is all I need for you. And I still have my fam­i­ly farm. It doesn’t mat­ter if I have no more mon­ey left, I’ll re­build.”

His own­er pant­ed as he growled, his eyes dark­en­ing.

“But you’ll suf­fer. You’ll take the blows, you have noth­ing else. And, right now, I have noth­ing to do but to break you. I will shat­ter that will of yours, I will,” he screamed out, “shat­ter that hope you have in your Shad­ows-damed god!”

The larg­er man screamed at the top of his lungs.

De­rik scram­bled back, but Rick wrapped his hair twice around his hand and yanked him back.

“I’ll fuck­ing break you and make sure they’ll talk about you for­ev­er!”

De­rik screamed as Rick yanked him up by his hair. A pow­er­ful hand clamped around his throat as Rick heft­ed him above the ground. Scream­ing and flail­ing, De­rik hoped he would be die quick­ly.

“I said ‘Oi!’” A new voice broke through his strug­gles a heart­beat be­fore a wine bot­tle ex­plod­ed into the side of Rick’s face.

Rick paused, his hands squeez­ing down on De­rik’s throat.

De­rik, gasp­ing for breath, man­aged to look over Rick’s shad­ow at a slen­der woman throw­ing two more bot­tles of wine. Each one tum­bled in the air be­fore slam­ming into the back of Rick’s head. The blows stag­gered the man for­ward.

Rick snarled and spun around in time to catch the fourth bot­tle of wine in his face. It shat­tered, al­co­hol and glass fly­ing in all di­rec­tions. He dropped De­rik to wipe the re­mains from his face.

“WHAT THE FUCK DO YOU WANT!?” Rick’s roar echoed against the walls.

“I said ‘Oi’ you fuck­ing bas­tard!”

The voice sound­ed fa­mil­iar, but De­rik could bare­ly hear it over the pound­ing in his ears. He stag­gered to his feet and wiped his face, see­ing a bit of blood where the glass shards cut him. Wip­ing his face clear, he man­aged to fo­cus on Rick’s at­tack­er.

“Look, psy­cho, I was ask­ing da baron if I could bid on the pussy boy, and he say yes. So, stop fuck­ing with the pussy un­til I buy him!”

It took De­rik a mo­ment to re­al­ize who was speak­ing. It was Shiel, the boun­ty hunter. She stepped for­ward as she snatched an­oth­er two bot­tles from the ta­ble of wines. Pop­ping off, she stag­gered for­ward. “Now, shut the hell up and let me bid!”

Rick strug­gled to con­tain him­self. Growl­ing, he let out a long strug­gling breath. “You can’t af­ford it.”

He al­most sound­ed sane as he spoke.

“Like I fuck­ing care what you say, thrib­an-fuck­er, but that pussy,” she point­ed at De­rik with a glare at a bot­tle, “is the only bas­tard who ever es­caped me. And I’m gonna get my due and you’ll fuck­ing wait for me to bid!” Her voice was slurred with drink but her body didn’t even have a hint of sway or dizzi­ness.

De­rik whim­pered and stepped away from Rick, thank­ful for a few more sec­onds of life be­fore he was tak­en away. He looked around to see Madre, the baron, and even Wen­di star­ing at the tiny boun­ty hunter with sur­prise.

The priest of Gal­ifray stood be­hind Madre, ob­vi­ous­ly fright­ened but stay­ing his ground.

Ex­cept for the guards, the rest of the room was emp­ty.

Rick took an­oth­er deep breath, then a third. His eyes fo­cused on De­rik. “What­ev­er. You can’t af­ford it.”

Shiel shoved past him and stalked right up to Madre and the priest of knowl­edge. “Ya, know­er, you know things?”

The priest stood up, “I’m a priest of Gal­ifray. We are part—”

“I don’t fuck­ing care if you are sleep­ing with your sis­ter and bang­ing her horse. What is the most ex­pen­sive thing I got?”

The priest start­ed to say some­thing, but Shiel just snapped off the neck of a bot­tle of wine and chugged it.

He swal­lowed in fright, then walked around her.

Madre fol­lowed, her eyes nev­er leav­ing the boun­ty hunter. There was fear and war­ri­ness in her gaze.

It took the priest a mo­ment.

“Um, your dag­ger and its sheath. The one on your back.”

Shiel shrugged and yanked it off her back. It was a harm­less-look­ing dag­ger with rust drip­ping off it. She heft­ed it one hand and made to toss it on the ta­ble when the priest spoke up. “I can give you an ap­praisal, for a fee.”

Shiel fa­vored him with a dirty look. “You damn well know that the price is, ass­hole. I’ve been pick­ing my nose and shav­ing my cunt hairs with it, don’t give a fly­ing fuck what he does with it.”

With that, she just tossed it on the ta­ble.

De­rik couldn’t de­cide if he was hon­ored or in­sult­ed by her valu­ing his life with a rusty dag­ger.

Rick start­ed for­ward, then laughed. “A dag­ger!? That’s all you think he’s worth.”

Shiel snarled, “Well, at least I ain’t giv­ing up the en­tire fuck­ing crim­i­nal un­der­ground for a pussy boy!”

Rick snarled, then calmed him­self again. “I didn’t give up every­thing. I have enough to re­cov­er and I will. Prop­er­ty isn’t the only thing of worth. I still have loy­al­ty and I still have fear. I own this city and there is noth­ing that can stop me.”

“Yeah, I heard you got a sack and a limp dick too, bet that would make a pret­ty pen­ny at the sausage fac­to­ry,” came the crude re­ply.

Shiel drained the bot­tle and tossed it aside. De­rik flinched as it shat­tered on the floor. She stormed around him to grab three more bot­tles from the ta­ble, pop­ping off the top of two of them and drain­ing each one in turn. She swayed as she fin­ished. “Oh, fuck, da baron got good wine.”

Rick growled and spun around. “Move it, priest, I want my fuck­ing slave!”

The priest jumped, his eyes un­fo­cused. “P-Please wait, we are dis­cussing the val­ue.”

“It’s a fuck­ing dag­ger! How much can it be worth?” He stepped for­ward an­gri­ly, “I can get ten of them for two—”

“Two bil­lion, three hun­dred twen­ty-one mil­lion, eight thou­sand marks,” in­ter­rupt­ed the priest as his eyes snapped into fo­cus.

The si­lence that filled the hall was deaf­en­ing. De­rik re­al­ized part of it was his heart and plas­tered a hand against his chest un­til he could feel it pound­ing against his ribs.

Rick stum­bled as he stopped, then he stared. “What. Did. You. Say?”

The priest swal­lowed, step­ping back in the sud­den­ly an­gry voice. “I-I said: two b-bil­lion, three hun­dred twen­ty-one mil­lion, eight thou­sand marks.”

Rick’s face grew dark and mot­tled.

The baron stood up. “Ex­plain, please.”

The priest kept his eyes fo­cused on the en­raged crime lord. He was pale as a ghost as he stam­mered. “T-The dag­ger was the only known pos­ses­sion of Prince Vis­so­lis when he dis­ap­peared thir­ty years ago. Since no item of his has ever been found, this is the only known ob­ject that could be used to lo­cate him or his corpse for the Roy­al Fam­i­ly of Fra­nome. There is a ten mil­lion mark re­ward for such a thing. How­ev­er, the po­lit­i­cal pow­er alone from that fa­vor, cou­pled with the baron’s doc­u­ment­ed mas­tery of court pol­i­tics, could be used to el­e­vate his po­si­tion to a count or duke. The val­ue comes from the es­ti­mat­ed tax­es over the next hun­dred years of rea­son­able life by the baron as a count over this ter­ri­to­ry.”

More si­lence.

The priest cleared his throat. “And the Tem­ple of Gal­ifray will waive the as­sess­ment fee for the dag­ger in ex­change for the right to in­spect it for a month,” he fin­ished soft­ly.

Shiel in­ter­rupt­ed the un­com­fort­able quiet­ness in the hall. “Fuck­ing dag­ger was dull. I used it to scratch my ass.”

“Yes,” the priest said with dis­taste, “we ex­clud­ed that from the as­sess­ment.”

Rick blinked and looked around. “W-What? I lost? I can’t lose! I can’t fuck­ing lose that whore!”

His voice roared loud­ly and he lunged for De­rik.

De­rik flung him­self back, but two forms ap­peared in front of him, block­ing De­rik.

Madre and Wen­di. Wen­di had her blouse off and cum drip­ping down her breasts and thighs, but both mages were glow­ing with fire as they stood in front of him. Madre snapped the heels of her shoes to stand on the ground and De­rik watched sliv­ers from the bro­ken chairs start­ed to shake.

Rick snarled and tried to storm around them, but they both blocked him again.

“Rick,” came the baron’s voice.

Rick spun on the baron, his face pur­ple with rage. “NO! I can’t lose him! I can’t give him up. Not af­ter all this. I gave every­thing! Every­thing! Give me a chance! I’ll get more!” His voice bounced from rage to plead­ing and back to a bit­ter, fes­ter­ing anger.

The baron stood up tall in front of Rick. “Rick, you lost him.”

“Nev­er!”

“Rick,” Hamel re­peat­ed him­self and spoke care­ful­ly, “you have been a stain for far too long. I promised Black­bird I would break you and I think it is time for me to ful­fill that promise. Rick Thran­tas, I’m plac­ing you un­der ar­rest for the crimes you have com­mit­ted in my town and my barony. I am seiz­ing every prop­er­ty, build­ing, and busi­ness you have re­main­ing with­in my con­trol. Not that you have much left.”

“Y-You? Nev­er!”

The baron fold­ed his pow­er­ful arms over his chest. “In­clud­ing your fam­i­ly farm.”

A dozen more guards ap­peared be­hind him. Wen­di’s form blurred and reap­peared next to Hamel. De­rik could see the flush on her cheeks and the cum that coursed down her thighs.

The jeal­ousy rose, but then Shiel stood in front of him, block­ing his vi­sion. “Pick your­self up, pussy.”

She didn’t of­fer him help up.

De­rik winced at the bruis­es and aches cov­er­ing his body. Stand­ing up, he took a deep breath. The baron and every­one’s at­ten­tion fo­cused on Rick. With a flash of in­sight, De­rik re­al­ized he was tru­ly no longer part of the baron’s hall.

Shiel shoved him to­ward the hall en­trance. She was stronger than he could imag­ine, and he al­most fell a few times.

There was no ques­tion who owned him now. As he left, the last he heard of Rick was bel­low­ing. “This isn’t over, whore!”

Shiel rolled her eyes, “Yeah, yeah, I got a big old cock too. Got it stuffed on my man­tle.” She grum­bled, “Stu­pid thrib­an.”

De­rik frowned, half con­fused as she pushed him rough­ly to­ward the door. “W-What? What’s hap­pen­ing?”

“What do you think, pussy? I bought you, and now I want to go back to sleep!”

He strug­gled, but she eas­i­ly shoved him along the hall­way and to­ward the en­trance of the palace. Af­ter a few mo­ments, he turned around and let her rough­ly shove him out the front door. He could feel her blue and green eyes glit­ter­ing with an­noy­ance, cou­pled with the cloud of wine-fla­vored breath that sur­round­ed him.

Out­side, she left him to stalk to­ward one of the guards. He stepped back, but she just snatched a filthy bag from his hand and turn around. Dig­ging in­side, she pulled out a thick iron ring and bran­dished it at De­rik.

His whim­pers grew loud­er as he saw the ring. Some­thing about it fright­ened him, and he turned on his heels and ran back for the door. His bare feet slapped against the skin, but he didn’t even make it two me­ters be­fore she tack­led him and threw him to the ground.

Scream­ing, he tried to fight back, but she grabbed his hair, rapped his head hard against the ground, then snapped the iron ring around his throat as he strug­gled to clear the stars from his vi­sion.

Shiel knelt on his chest, crush­ing his breasts as she looked down im­pas­sive­ly in your face. “You run, I kill you, ‘kay?”

When he didn’t an­swer, she said some word that he didn’t catch be­cause his body ig­nit­ed into white-hot pain. He had ex­pe­ri­enced the same, over­whelm­ing pain, but Madre’s spank­ing spell was noth­ing more than a mem­o­ry now.

“‘kay?”

“Y-Yes.”

“Good, now get up, I’m go­ing home.”

Six guards ran into the palace as De­rik scram­bled to his feet. In the cool wind blow­ing out­side, he shiv­ered with just Tornsin’s shirt wrapped around his body. A few rents tore the fab­ric and he dis­tinct­ly felt every blast of wind.

Shiel didn’t have a car­riage. She didn’t have a horse. De­rik found out the hard way as the bare-foot­ed sil­fae just start­ed walk­ing down the dri­ve of the palace.

He fol­lowed, winc­ing at the sharp grav­el cut­ting into his feet. He strug­gled and she called to him. He tried to keep up, but she didn’t even slow down.

An­oth­er spark of pain slammed into him and he dropped to his knees with a scream. The grav­el crunched as she re­turned and knelt in front of him.

“Keep up, pussy.”

Spin­ning around, she kicked some grav­el into his face.

He got up and tried to fol­low, whim­per­ing in pain as he hur­ried to keep up.

She kept a bru­tal pace as she strode out of the palace and right down the cob­ble­stones. No words were ex­changed.

He just limped af­ter her. When he fell too far be­hind, pant­i­ng from the ef­fort and strug­gling against the agony in his del­i­cate feet, she ac­ti­vat­ed the col­lar, and he found him­self writhing in pain in an ice-cold pud­dle.

Grin­ning, she wait­ed for him to stand up and ac­ti­vat­ed it again in spite.

An hour lat­er, he could bare­ly keep up. They made it al­most half way through town and a fall storm picked up the wind. It yanked at his clothes, pulling them up to re­veal his naked­ness to any­one watch­ing. He could feel the eyes of peo­ple watch­ing, the shock and sur­prise. He clutched him­self, one hand hold­ing down the shirt.

Shiel didn’t seem to care about her dis­com­fort as she took a long swig from a bot­tle she bought along the way.

Stum­bling, he hit a sign when his un­bound hair whipped around. He yelped as he fell to the ground, his shirt rid­ing up so his bare ass slapped against the street.

The col­lar ig­nit­ed in pain and he screamed, spas­ming on the ground. When his vi­sion cleared, he saw Shiel look­ing down.

“You are a pa­thet­ic lit­tle fuck, aren’t you?”

Strug­gling with the words, frus­tra­tion and anger built in­side him. “No.”

“Oh re­al­ly?”

She grinned as she whis­pered the ac­ti­va­tion words and the col­lar shocked him again.

He thrashed on the ground, claw­ing at the stones un­til it passed.

“Now, I be­lieve I have your at­ten­tion.”

De­rik shiv­ered from the cold. “Sor­ry.”

“Not yet. You are noth­ing but a pussy. I don’t know how you man­aged to change your scent to throw me off, but it prob­a­bly has to do with those tits, huh?”

She stabbed his breasts with one hard fin­ger.

He winched and cov­ered them pro­tec­tive­ly. “Only pussies want tits. Pussy boys have lit­tle cocks, big tits, and whim­per be­cause they can’t walk.”

De­rik’s lips trem­bled, and he shiv­ered.

She rolled her eyes. “Don’t know why I both­er. Come on, get up.”

He got to his feet, feel­ing the aches and pains of the night be­fore.

“Give me your hair.”

Her sharp com­mand sent a bolt of some­thing. He pulled his hair down, gath­er­ing it in his hand be­fore hand­ing her the thick bun­dle.

De­rik’s world burst into white as Shiel grabbed his hair and slammed his face against the sign he had hit.

A mo­ment lat­er, she re­leased him and he pushed him­self away.

In a brief mo­ment of dis­ori­en­ta­tion, he tried to iden­ti­fy the strange sen­sa­tions that sur­prised him. He strug­gled for a mo­ment, then he saw her re­leas­ing hair, the sev­ered strands plum­met­ing to the ground in a thick cur­tain of black and blow­ing across the street.

The cloud of hair hit the face of a meat ven­dor, and he swore at them, shak­ing his fist.

When Shiel glared back, the swear­ing stopped in­stant­ly.

Trem­bling, De­rik lift­ed both hands up to his head. When his touch only found short, ragged hairs, tears blurred his vi­sion. The trem­bling grew into sob­bing shakes as he fell to the ground, clutch­ing at the re­mains of his hair.

Shiel just flipped her dag­ger back around and shoved it into the sheath along her fore­arm. “There, now you can see where you’re go­ing!”

De­rik wailed.

Shiel gave him a mo­ment, then grabbed the col­lar around his neck. Twist­ing, she forced him to look up at her. “Long hair is for whores and harems. You aren’t ei­ther now, so get on your damn feet and get over it! I’m tired, and if I get cranky, more than your feet will be bleed­ing!”

Bro­ken, he stood up. Head held low, he limped af­ter Shiel as she walked quick­ly down the street. Be­hind him, he could imag­ine the re­mains of his long, beau­ti­ful hair blow­ing in the wind, a life that he had fi­nal­ly left be­hind.

It took two more hours to make it to the small man­sion Shiel called home. The wood­en sid­ing was des­per­ate­ly in need of paint. The long dri­ve­way had grass­es and this­tles that cut De­rik’s bare feet. He left bloody foot­prints be­hind him as he fol­lowed her up the stairs. Shiel just kicked at the door, which swung open, and he got a look at his new home.

A pig sty. There were more emp­ty bot­tles than he thought pos­si­ble on every flat sur­face. Shields, weapons, and ar­ti­facts laid scat­tered every­where, cov­ered in more bot­tles. A bro­ken win­dow let in the breeze, which shuf­fled through a stack of scrolls held down by a thick made. Which had a bot­tle on it.

“I’d say wel­come, but fuck if I know what to do with you.”

De­rik just shiv­ered, star­ing around at the room. Trick­les of blood ran down his thighs and he didn’t try to think about the bone-deep cold that had blast­ed them dur­ing the en­tire walk.

Shiel hummed for a mo­ment, then mo­tioned for him to fol­low.

He did, limp­ing as he did.

She took him into a musty base­ment, tap­ping on a mag­i­cal light to cause it to glow.

He hes­i­tat­ed on the splin­tered wood­en steps, but fol­lowed, winc­ing at the pain that coursed up his legs.

Shiel had packed her base­ment al­most sol­id. Crates and box­es, most­ly emp­ty wine racks, and even the re­mains of weapons were stacked every­where. She took him through a nar­row path be­fore stop­ping in front of a cage the size of a large dog. “Strip and get in.”

De­rik’s eyes widened as he stared at her.

Shiel’s face dark­ened. “Look, ei­ther you strip or I tear it off you.”

Fran­ti­cal­ly, De­rik un­but­toned the shirt as fast as he could. He shiv­ered as he stood naked at her but Shiel just made a face.

“Hate the tits, and your dick is re­al­ly small.”

He blushed hot­ly as she snatched the shirt from his hand.

“Get in.”

Whim­per­ing, he hes­i­tat­ed and she ac­ti­vat­ed the col­lar.

He curled up in a ball for a mo­ment, then she ac­ti­vat­ed it again.

“Get in.”

This time, he crawled into the cage with his face burn­ing with shame and hu­mil­i­a­tion. It was tight but Shiel didn’t seem to care as she slammed it shut. A lock clicked into place and De­rik shud­dered at the sound. Turn­ing around, he could bare­ly stay on his hands and knees as he looked up from the claus­tro­pho­bic con­fine­ment.

Shiel sniffed at his shirt and made an­oth­er face. She made to throw it away and De­rik whim­pered.

Her eyes fixed on him, then she cleared her throat. “Look, pussy. You be­have and do what I say, and you can keep the shirt. You piss me off, and I’ll piss on it, then burn it, k?”

He fo­cused on the shirt, the last shred of his hap­py life. “Y-Yes. I-I’ll do any­thing.”

For a mo­ment, Shiel glared at him, then she threw the shirt on a stack of Melkuth trib­al masks and stormed out.

De­rik shiv­ered with fear, feel­ing hor­ri­bly naked and ex­posed. His eyes locked on Tornsin’s shirt, and he ran his fin­gers through his trimmed hair.

Then the base­ment plunged into dark­ness.

He yelped at the sud­den­ness, then curled up on the floor of his cage. His body shook as he stared through the inky void to where his lover’s shirt hung. He couldn’t see it, but he just imag­ined he could.

It helped as he drift­ed to sleep, to dream of night­mares and to try to puz­zle out how fast his life changed.
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        De­rik couldn’t get com­fort­able. The bar pressed into his spine no mat­ter which side he rolled on. Every time he shift­ed, it pressed against his thighs or the back of his head be­fore he could curl him­self into a tighter ball and try not to think about his sit­u­a­tion.

Only four days had passed since he ad­mit­ted his be­tray­al, and the baron auc­tioned him off. He could still re­mem­ber the ter­ror that sung through his veins when he watched Rick con­tin­ue to out­bid every­one. The man had snapped in his ob­ses­sion with De­rik, a fury that drove him to aban­don every­thing to get his hands on De­rik’s body.

De­rik shiv­ered at the mem­o­ries and hat­ed how his cock grew hot­ter. If Rick had one, De­rik would be in a much dif­fer­ent place at the mo­ment. In­stead of be­ing trapped in a met­al cage, Rick would no doubt be rap­ing his ass or beat­ing him with a cane. Be­tween the agony, there would be the brief mo­ments of plea­sure as Rick stuffed his cock deep into De­rik’s ass or choked him on the length.

He hat­ed how his body grew hot with the idea of sub­mis­sion. At the same time, he craved how he sur­ren­dered to Hamel, Madre, and even Teri over the last won­der­ful months.

Fresh tears threat­ened to leak from his eyes. He sniffed and wiped them clear be­fore rolling over. His naked body shiv­ered in the cool air of the base­ment.

He fin­ished turn­ing over and rest­ed his knees against the bars as long as he could. The cage wasn’t quite big enough for him, but it wasn’t im­pos­si­ble.

Shiel had con­tin­ued to cru­el­ly shove him into it every night. The rest of the time she had him clean­ing the house or shov­el­ing out the in­cred­i­ble num­ber of emp­ty bot­tles that lit­tered every sur­face and fur­ni­ture.

With a sigh, he rolled on his back and lift­ed his soles up to the top of the cage. That forced his ass to stick out, mil­lime­ters from the end of the cage, but it re­lieved the pres­sure in a dif­fer­ent way.

It also made him think of be­ing bent in half by a lover with his sen­si­tive sphinc­ter ex­posed to be pen­e­trat­ed.

His cock twitched and grew along his bel­ly. He ig­nored it at first but his mind kept mov­ing back to Hamel’s im­mense cock and the many strap-ons that were used on him. This was Teri’s fa­vorite po­si­tion, on his back and ex­posed, be­cause she said it let her see his eyes.

De­rik smiled and reached down to stroke his length. His hard­ness jumped at the touch. He traced the tip of his cock, run­ning his fin­ger un­der­neath the ridge of his glans. It didn’t take long for the head to grow swollen un­der­neath his touch, the wrin­kled head smooth­ing out into a slick hard­ness.

He breathed hard as he trailed his man­i­cured fin­ger­nails down his length. He had to pull three cracked nails away, but the re­main­ing fin­gers were enough to bring more plea­sure prick­ling along his skin.

Be­low, his balls con­tract­ed against his body. It was cool enough, but it also gave them a strange sen­sa­tion as he delved his oth­er hand be­tween his legs to fon­dle them.

De­rik moaned soft­ly and con­tin­ued to tease his cock and balls. Slow­ly, he moved fur­ther down un­til he rest­ed one hand against his ass­hole and the oth­er along his length. Grab­bing the hard­ness light­ly, he jacked it while play­ing with his ass.

Plea­sure sparked along his sens­es, teas­ing. He wasn’t horny, but the idea of an or­gasm ap­pealed to him. Maybe it would help re­lieve the anx­i­ety he felt for be­ing caged night­ly and be­ing bound to a woman who was a cru­el and mean drunk.

His cock be­gan to drool pre-cum. He smeared it on his shaft and used it to lu­bri­cate his fist to move faster. Soon, his fin­gers car­ressed every cen­time­ter of his length as lit­tle bursts of plea­sure danced across his vi­sion.

In the dark­ness, it was his only fo­cus.

His shaft con­tin­ued to ooze pre-cum and soon it splat­tered against his bel­ly. He used his low­er hand to scoop it up and trans­fer it to the ring of his sphinc­ter; it wasn’t tight af­ter Hamel’s cock, but it still felt good when he start­ed to slide one fin­ger in and out of with firm strokes.

The plea­sure in­creased, and his shaft grew rock-hard in his grip. He pant­ed and braced him­self on the ceil­ing of the cage to thrust hard­er, rock­ing his hips as much as he moved his hands. The wet slurps of his mas­tur­ba­tion filled the base­ment. He didn’t care.

Moan­ing, he pound­ing his fist on his cock, thrust­ing clear to the base. He could al­most imag­ine it slid­ing Sher­rel’s pussy or Teri’s ass. The heat and warmth of his mem­o­ries pushed him clos­er, and he grunt­ed with the last few mo­ments be­fore his or­gasm ex­plod­ed.

De­rik shoved three fin­gers into his ass and thrust hard. It was tight and sen­si­tive with just a lit­tle lu­bri­ca­tion from his dry­ing pre-cum. It didn’t mat­ter, the pres­sure pushed him into an or­gasm.

With a long sigh, he came hard against his bel­ly. Hot ropes of cum splat­tered his breasts, stom­ach, and even his face. It burned with the in­ten­si­ty of his or­gasm, but he kept squeez­ing and pump­ing un­til his shaft fin­ished drib­bling across his bel­ly.

De­rik slumped back with a moan. The or­gasm re­laxed some of his fear, and he en­joyed the pulse of an af­ter­glow seep­ing through his nerves.

It didn’t last long, but then he was cool and sticky from his own cum.

With a grin, he reached down and scooped some of it up off his bel­ly. Clos­ing his eyes, he brought it to his mouth and sucked it clean. It wasn’t any dif­fer­ent than lick­ing it off the ground and he could al­most imag­ine Madre or­der­ing him to clean him­self up.

It took al­most as long to clean up as it did to mas­tur­bate, but soon every part of his body was slick with his sali­va and his stom­ach gur­gled from swal­low­ing his seed.

He smiled and closed his eyes. He could feel ex­haus­tion reach­ing up for him, beck­on­ing for him to sleep away the night.

The light turned on.

De­rik groaned, the re­lax­ation snap­ping in­stant­ly.

“Oi,” Shiel said as she stum­bled down the stairs. She shoved some box­es aside to reach his cage.

De­rik looked up at her and cringed.

“You got­ta get dressed.” She kicked the lock on the cage and then shoved it open. “Come on, ya pussy. Get dressed and hur­ry up.”

“W-Where are we go­ing?” He rolled on his knees and eased out of the cage. He missed en­joy­ing his af­ter­glow, and his cock hung half-hard from his hips as he got to his feet.

“I got a job.”

He didn’t know how to an­swer nor what she had in mind.

“You can­not be stay­ing here. It will be a week at least and you’d prob­a­bly starve.”

De­rik blanched. “A week?”

“I can’t get a sit­ter, no one can find this house un­less I let them. So, get dressed, you are com­ing with me.” She reached into a box and pulled out half a dozen bot­tles of wine. Snap­ping the end off one, she drained it in five gulps be­fore toss­ing it aside.

The bot­tle rang out as it land­ed on the cage. A few droplets of wine poured onto the floor of the cage. It mixed with a small pud­dle of cum that De­rik had missed.

He gulped. “What are you go­ing to make me do?”

Shiel shrugged and head­ed up the stairs. “I don’t know, sit in the room and look like a fuck­ing pussy? I’ll find some way to make you use­ful. Ap­par­ent­ly your ass is worth some­thing.”

With a feel­ing of dread, De­rik fol­lowed af­ter her.
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        His True Calling


        

        Walk­ing down the side street of some small city, De­rik held him­self tight­ly. His heels rapped against the wood­en board­walk through the few motes of snow that dust­ed the ground be­fore melt­ing. More drift­ed around him, but the wind storm that took the city passed a few hours be­fore, just as the sun dipped be­low, and the shad­owed streets were silent.

For once.

De­spite the weath­er, he wore a short miniskirt that did noth­ing to help the wind blow­ing against the thong that rode up be­tween his legs. His top, a skimpy thing of gar­ish pink, hurt his eyes but it was the only pro­tec­tion he had from the com­ing win­ter winds. His short hair stuck out in all di­rec­tions, cour­tesy of Shiel’s in­del­i­cate fash­ion sense.

He stopped at one of the stores and glared at his re­flec­tion. Snow caught on fake eye­lash­es and he could see where she slathered make­up on his face. He sighed and al­most drew away, but stopped. In­stead, he dried his fin­gers on the shawl he wore around his neck and start­ed to smooth out the lines. It re­mind­ed him of Teri’s ex­pert ap­pli­ca­tion of make­up and the mem­o­ry of it choked him.

De­ter­mined not to cry, he smoothed out the col­or un­til he didn’t quite look like a cheap whore. The blend­ing al­most ac­cent­ed his face prop­er­ly and gave him a bit more class.

“Yeah, just a mid­dle-priced whore,” he mut­tered.

He heard some­one walk­ing to­ward him and turned around to see a city guard pa­trolling the streets.

He looked bored, but see­ing De­rik in his skimpy out­fit, a slow smile crossed his lips. “Haven’t seen a crotch dig­ger out on the streets for a cou­ple days. Des­per­ate for mon­ey?”

De­rik nod­ded, ter­ri­fied out of his wits as his heart beat pow­er­ful­ly against his chest. His bare­ly cov­ered breasts heaved in the cold light of the night. “Y-Yes, sir.”

The guard stopped in front of him with a grin. He was slight­ly over­weight, a ca­reer guard from the looks of it, but he held the sword eas­i­ly and his eyes were ad­mir­ing as they scanned up De­rik’s ex­posed legs to fo­cus on the breasts.

De­rik flushed, feel­ing like meat to him, and arched his back to thrust them high­er up.

The guard chuck­led hap­pi­ly. “‘Sir’, I like that. Been a while since the street walk­ers had re­spect.”

De­rik blushed bash­ful­ly and looked over the guard. He wasn’t Tornsin but his old lover still brought a pang of long­ing to his heart. How­ev­er, it also brought his man­hood to life and a flush to his cheeks, so he fo­cused on the feel of hard mus­cles against his skin as he watched the guard.

The man watched him for a mo­ment. “How much for a quick blow job?”

De­rik smiled and rocked on his heels, “N-Nor­mal­ly I’d charge fifty, but since you are keep­ing me safe, how about forty?”

The guard nod­ded in ap­proval, then ges­tured to­ward an al­ley. His eyes scanned the street be­fore slip­ping his arm around De­rik’s waist and pulling him close.

“You bet­ter be­lieve it. There is a mon­ster out here that is pick­ing off women. Must be hard on a girl like you.”

“Yes, sir,” De­rik breathed soft­ly. His heart pound­ed as he forced him­self to re­lax. His heels rapped against the walk, then along the stones of the al­ley as the guard let him into the shad­ows.

When he reached far enough in, he turned De­rik around. In his hand, he held half the marks for the fa­vor and De­rik pock­et­ed it be­fore low­er­ing him­self to his knees.

The guard let out a gut­tur­al moan as De­rik worked his fly open, pulling out his rea­son­able size shaft and rolling it in his fin­ger­tips.

“Oh, be gen­tle.”

De­rik looked up and smiled, his paint­ed lips part­ing with the flush of hu­mil­i­a­tion and ex­cite­ment ris­ing. “Yes, sir.”

The cock grew in his hand. Keep­ing his eyes on the man’s face, he low­ered his lips and part­ed them for the tip of the shaft. It was musky and warm, the smell of man and ex­cite­ment. De­rik let out a soft moan as his body heat­ed up quick­ly at the thought. The taste of pre-cum flood­ed his mouth, and he bobbed down, en­joy­ing the feel of silky hard­ness against his lips while an­oth­er man filled him. One hand dipped be­tween his own legs to stroke his grow­ing hard­ness.

Lan­guish­ing­ly at first, then faster, De­rik slid down the hard shaft, tak­ing it clear to the base and bury­ing his face into the tiny curls of the guard. The man let out a loud moan of his own, shud­der­ing with the sen­sa­tions. De­rik slid the full length a few times be­fore pulling off the hard­ness. He looked up with a smile, a hunger burn­ing in­side him.

“Fuck my face, please?”

Above him, the man looked sur­prise, so De­rik reached up with his hands, took him by the wrists and pressed his fin­gers into De­rik’s short hair. Af­ter a sec­ond of smil­ing, De­rik re­turned his mouth to the guard’s cock, slid­ing it into the hot depths of his mouth.

The guard groaned and fucked De­rik’s face, shov­ing his shaft into the base and plung­ing it deep in­side him.

De­rik stroked his cus­tomer’s hairy balls, moan­ing as he felt the won­der­ful feel­ing of be­ing de­based and used cou­pled with the hard­ness that im­paled his mouth.

The man came hard and fast in his mouth, and De­rik gulped at it, swal­low­ing and en­joy­ing the sparkle of plea­sure as it slid down his throat. He bobbed up and down on the shaft, feel­ing the spent en­er­gies of the guard, be­fore slid­ing up and leav­ing it glis­ten­ing.

Pant­i­ng, the guard gasped. “Damn, you… wow, you are a great cock-suck­er.”

De­rik blushed hap­pi­ly, “Thank you, sir.”

Pulling out his wal­let, the guard tugged out a few more marks.

“Here,” he grinned, “an ex­tra thir­ty. If you are still work­ing in three hours, come find me down at the Dove’s Cafe, I’ll pay for a warm bed, if you know what I mean.”

Still on his knees, De­rik en­joyed how the flush of lust sank into his groin be­fore suf­fus­ing across the rest of his body.

Which sen­sa­tion evap­o­rat­ed in­stant­ly when a shad­ow crossed over him. The guard caught it too and they both looked up to see the sky blot­ted out by some­thing strad­dling the build­ings on each side of the al­ley.

“Tom’s Shield!” swore the guard as he yanked on his pants and reached for his sword.

A ten­ta­cle slashed through the air, catch­ing the guard in the chest and throw­ing him ten me­ters out of the al­ley.

He hit the ground hard. Rolling over, the guard tried to scram­ble to his feet.

De­rik watched the guard from the cor­ner of his eyes but his at­ten­tion was on the ten­ta­cles. His heart pound­ed faster as he stood up, his eyes wide as he saw more ten­ta­cles reach­ing down for him. They dripped with slime and the very tips had round­ed ends pul­sat­ing with in­ner mus­cles.

Two of them coiled up, and De­rik tensed. As the ten­ta­cles shot out, he dove to the side and sprint­ed to­ward the end of the al­ley.

“Shiel! Move your ass!” echoed his shrill voice. Two ten­ta­cles slammed down at the en­trance of the al­ley and De­rik slid hard against the ground be­fore kick­ing down on the ground. Flip­ping up, he man­aged to avoid an­oth­er one that shot at waist lev­el and bounced off one side of the al­ley to the oth­er. An­oth­er leap and he cleared the top of the al­ley and got his first look at the mon­ster that preyed on whores.

It looked like a horse, ex­cept it had two ten­ta­cles for each leg and its tail. It howled at him, the sound of a fog horn mixed with a neigh. He could see a thick ten­dril writhing un­der­neath the horse crea­ture; it was near­ly a me­ter in length and thick­er than De­rik’s thigh. He stag­gered, then two ten­ta­cles burst out from the al­ley to spear at him.

Tap­ping on the edge of the build­ing, De­rik sprint­ed across the rooftops. His heels snapped, and he let them slip off as he dodged through the garbage and nails, jump­ing from edge to gut­ter. He heard the crea­ture fol­low­ing him, spear­ing the ground just be­hind him with ten­ta­cles that punched through tile and tar.

Heart beat­ing, he raced along the side street to­ward the near­est park. It was a ter­ri­fy­ing race, and the cold wind that snapped at him was noth­ing com­pared to the thick ten­ta­cles that reached out, ca­ress­ing his back with the threat of some­thing far worse.

He al­most made it.

Be­tween one build­ing and an­oth­er, he jumped the width of the street. The wind whis­tled in the air, but he jerked vi­o­lent­ly as the crea­ture caught his leg.

Two more ten­ta­cles speared out, wrap­ping around his oth­er leg and waist, yank­ing him back to the roof.

He let out a scream of sur­prise be­fore he hit the tile.

The ten­ta­cles lift­ed him up and spread apart his legs. He tried to force them to­geth­er, but the pow­er­ful limbs eas­i­ly held him as more ten­drils wrapped around his arms and wrists. They slid un­der his clothes, then bulged out. The fab­ric around his chest tight­ened for a minute, then tore through his shirt as eas­i­ly as wrap­ping pa­per.

“Shiel! Fuck­ing help—”

He was si­lenced by a thick ten­ta­cle dri­ving into his mouth, stuff­ing it. He tried to bite down, but it shoved deep into his mouth, bury­ing its length into his throat. His body ig­nit­ed into heat­ed flames of sex­u­al fire as more ten­ta­cles wrapped around his breasts, coat­ing them in the sticky slime and stroking them.

A pres­sure ground against his ass­hole.

He moaned as his body ac­cept­ed the slick, round­ed end of the in­hu­man mem­ber. It thrust deep, fill­ing him to the brim. His man­hood burst to full life, hard and aching as it thrust into him bru­tal­ly fast.

The ten­ta­cle in­side him plunged deep, fol­low­ing the curves of his in­ner or­gans and pump­ing with me­ter-long strokes that left him feel­ing dizzy with eu­pho­ria. The ten­ta­cle in his throat start­ed the same long strokes, bare­ly giv­ing him a chance to draw in air as it raped his throat, plung­ing deep into his gut with every stroke.

The horse crea­ture loomed over him as the im­mense cock, the one that killed so many women aimed up be­tween his legs.

He want­ed to scream out as tears burned in his eyes.

The crea­ture thrust, and he jerked vi­o­lent as the tip of the im­mense cock slammed against his balls. It slid hot­ly down the length of his shaft to touch the bot­tom of his ribs. The horse crea­ture drew back and thrust again, but De­rik had no more open­ings for him to rape.

A pow­er­ful feel­ing of be­ing help­less and filled at the same time set off an in­tense or­gasm to rav­age De­rik’s body and mind. His cum splat­tered hot­ly against his chest.

The horse crea­ture paused. A cu­ri­ous growl­ing neigh filled the world as De­rik was pulled in front of the slob­ber­ing mouth of the en­chant­ed beast.

De­rik spasmed again, com­ing against the crea­ture’s face un­til splat­ters of cum cov­ered it.

It sniffed loud­ly, then growled with im­po­tent rage. Its jaw cracked open and teeth pushed out of its mouth. The low­er jaw gaped open and long stream­ers of drool steamed in the air.

De­rik tried to scream, but the ten­ta­cle that con­tin­ued to rape his throat, stop­ping him from mak­ing any noise.

With a flash of light, the horse’s head fell to the ground heav­i­ly.

De­rik came as the ten­ta­cles spasmed in­side him, and white-hot light­ing burst around him. He hit the ground in a pud­dle of slime and shud­der­ing ten­ta­cles. He shook as he pulled the in­vad­er from his throat and took in deep, icy breaths.

Shiel stood be­fore him, cack­ling hap­pi­ly as she sliced the horse crea­ture in half, eas­i­ly de­fend­ing against its ten­ta­cles and teeth. In a mat­ter of sec­onds, it slumped to the ground—dead. Sev­ered ten­ta­cles, slime, and blood show­ered down around them as she turned around.

De­rik ig­nored her as he rolled over on his hands and feet, the one ten­ta­cle still buried deep in his rec­tum and bow­els. He fought against the af­ter­glow of his or­gasm and the hu­mil­i­at­ing sit­u­a­tion of his res­cue.

She laughed as she jumped to him, splat­ter­ing him with the vis­cera of the crea­ture. “Why is it that every sin­gle damn crea­ture wants to fuck you? You are a fuck­ing pussy trap to mon­sters, aren’t you?”

De­rik glared at her, shud­der­ing as he caught his breath.

Shiel grabbed his hair to hold him still and then caught the ten­ta­cle em­bed­ded in his body. Wrap­ping it twice, she pre­pared to pull.

He shook his head fran­ti­cal­ly. “No, give me—”

Mus­cles flexed, and the en­tire length of the ten­ta­cle slid out of him in a sin­gle heart­beat. Every sense of his body, hy­per­sen­si­tive from his or­gasm, burst into stars, and he came again, slump­ing into the pud­dle of slime.

She threw it aside and chuck­led glee­ful­ly. “You are the best bait I’ve ever had, pussy. I’ve caught so many fuck­ing horny mon­sters be­cause of your ass.”
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        The Final Mark


        

        Months passed in a whirl­wind of fight­ing, fuck­ing, and abuse.

Sweat on his brow, Der­rik car­ried an­oth­er hand­ful of bot­tles to the kitchen. His stom­ach twist­ed sharply, and he stum­bled, al­most drop­ping his load. He man­aged to make it to the sink and dumped the bot­tles in, flinch­ing at the loud sound they made.

The pain in his stom­ach dou­bled and he bent over the edge, wish­ing he could throw up and re­lieve the agony. Af­ter a few mo­ments, the pain sub­sided and he stood up.

Au­to­mat­i­cal­ly, he pulled the fab­ric of his shirt to his nose and drew in a deep breath. He wore Tornsin’s shirt around his body and smiled as the mut­ed smells of his lover rose to his sens­es. It melt­ed away some of the ex­haus­tion and he picked up the near­est bot­tle and up­end­ed it, drain­ing the last cen­time­ter from the bot­tom be­fore toss­ing it into a large crate. It crashed against the hun­dreds of bot­tles al­ready in­side. Grab­bing an­oth­er bot­tle, he turned it on the side, then felt a wave of nau­sea slam into him.

Clutch­ing the side of the sink, he fought against the wave of dizzi­ness and strug­gled to re­main stand­ing. Con­cern slammed into him as he re­al­ized he had some­thing more se­ri­ous than a cold brought on by the win­ter.

When the sec­ond wave crashed into him, he leaned over the sink and vom­it­ed loud­ly. It splashed against dis­card­ed bot­tles, and he slumped to the floor.

Shiel grum­bled as she got up from the oth­er room.

De­rik tried to stand up but his legs felt weak, and he slumped against the ground.

“What’s your prob­lem, you fuck­ing cunt?”

De­rik moaned and reached out for her, but Shiel made no ef­fort to help him. He man­aged to scram­ble to his feet, then he felt his body twist painful­ly from the in­side. He col­lapsed and start­ed claw­ing at the pain in his chest. It felt like bees were sting­ing him from the in­side out and his hips were be­ing crushed. He spasmed on the ground, writhing in agony for the end­less time. He felt his body be­ing torn away.

As fast as it hit him, the pain passed be­tween heart­beats. De­rik gasped for breath but re­mained on the floor, blink­ing back the tears as he stared up at the ceil­ing. A sob tore through him and he cried as the af­ter­shock of agony coursed through him.

Shiel just grunt­ed.

Rolling over on his back, he gasped for breath. “W-What is hap­pen­ing?”

“Lost your tits,” came the bored an­swer. Shiel drained her bot­tle and tossed it into the crate with the oth­ers.

De­rik’s eyes snapped wide open, and he sat up quick­ly. Slam­ming his head against the bot­tom of the ta­ble, he yelped and crawled out from un­der the ta­ble.

He clutched his chest. In­stead of the soft, round­ed breasts he had grown used to, he only found the smooth chest. Whim­per­ing, he looked at Shiel plead­ing­ly as he rubbed against his nip­ples. He didn’t get the in­tense bolts of plea­sure, and his pant­i­ng grew loud­er.

Trem­bling, his hands reached down to his hips and he felt where the bones re­shaped them­selves back into his own boy­ish ones. Hy­per­ven­ti­lat­ing, he rushed to a mir­ror in the kitchen and stared at him­self. Only the short-haired man looked back, the body he had when he first fell into the harem.

It was like a stranger look­ing back.

Shiel shrugged and walked to him as he be­gan to pan­ic. She grabbed De­rik’s and forced his wrists apart to stare at his body.

He blushed at the hard gaze she gave him from head to toe.

With a grunt, she re­leased his hands. “No, still ugly as shit.”

De­rik gasped, but she smacked him hard across the face, shock­ing him back to his sens­es.

He gulped the air, strug­gling to move, then did a dou­ble-take. “What!?”

Shiel shrugged and took an­oth­er swig. “I was hop­ing when that damn shap­ing spell wore off, you’d ac­tu­al­ly be good-look­ing. But all I see now is a soft pussy boy with­out tits.”

Used to be­ing at­trac­tive to every­one, he wrapped his arms around his chest and winced as the arms slid down be­fore he caught him­self.

Shiel ca­su­al­ly sat down on the end of the ta­ble, her weapons clink­ing as she set­tled into place. Even in the house, she re­mained armed. She even wore weapons to bed, hurt­ing De­rik more than once when he tried to wake her.

She glared at him. “I hate shap­ing spells. You nev­er know how some­one looks with­out it. I mean, you look a lot bet­ter with­out tits but that isn’t say­ing much. Could we hope your dick got big­ger?”

He blushed hot­ly. She ges­tured to her tiny breasts un­der­neath her leather top and band of dag­gers. “I mean, I can’t stand any­one with big­ger boobs that me. Looks un­nat­ur­al.”

She glared at De­rik, “And on a pussy boy, well, that is just fucked up. Who­ev­er did that had some se­ri­ous is­sues in their head.”

“S-She was a trans­ves­tite.”

“Okay, see? There is some fucked up prob­lems.”

“Hime is not fucked up!”

“A trans­ves­tite and she wasn’t fucked up? Pussy, look, every­one is screwed up. Your bitch, that lady with all the mag­ic? Oh yeah, she’s got prob­lems. Thinks she’s all hot stuff but hasn’t killed any­one in years. Just uses her mag­ic to spank her girls. Bah, that’s a waste of skills. Da baron? He’s got prob­lems up the ka­zoo and has that shap­ing spell on him and that big old mag­i­cal sphere in his room. He’s fucked up more than you and me to­geth­er.”

De­rik start­ed to say some­thing, but Shiel wasn’t done.

“And you? You are a lit­tle pan­sy-assed pussy who wants some­thing shoved up his butt and to beat­en him un­til he comes. You are as sub­mis­sive as they come. One rea­son I’m us­ing you as bait. You smell like slut.”

He flushed hot­ly be­cause she wasn’t en­tire­ly wrong. “I’m not a slut!”

“What about that drag­on-kin?”

“He tried to rape me!”

“And the dwarf clan?”

“You told me to get them out­side, I did.”

“With an orgy? Don’t tell me you didn’t en­joy get­ting reamed out. I found your face in that skanky lady’s cunt!”

De­rik blushed again and looked away. “I’m not bait.”

“You are bait, the ul­ti­mate­ly fuck­able mon­ster bait, and every­thing in this damn coun­ty seems to want to get into your pants. If it isn’t your ass, then they want to fuck that face of yours.”

De­rik pout­ed, “Ex­cept you.”

She chuck­led hap­pi­ly and opened a new bot­tle by rip­ping off the top. “Well, yeah, you’re a pussy and I have stan­dards.”

He grabbed the bot­tle from her hand and took a swig him­self. The wine burned down his throat and he hand­ed it back. “Why are you dif­fer­ent?”

Shiel shrugged, “You ain’t my type.”

“What is your type?”

“Oh,” she grinned and rocked back and forth, “some­one with lots of mus­cles and pow­er. And a re­al­ly, re­al­ly big sword. You know what I mean, some­thing that hurts when he shoves it in. You know, the type of bas­tard who can throw you up against the wall and bang you so hard you can make cheese with your cunt juices.”

She sighed hap­pi­ly. “I want a guy who con­sid­ered a bloody fight to be fore­play, where re­al­ly good sex means that five or six peo­ple die, and you just go at it, right in the mid­dle of the blood and gore. I want him to use a fuck­ing arm as one of those… those things you shove in your cunt?”

“Dil­do.”

Her smile bright­ened. “Yeah, I want a fuck­ing bloody dil­do shoved into my snatch as fuck­ing fore­play.”

De­rik felt nau­seous.

Shiel prac­ti­cal­ly purred as her large ears twitched. “Oh, I want a man who takes me. You know, re­al­ly takes me, even if I fight back. And isn’t afraid if I bite, kick, or stab him a few times in the process. Oh, that would be…”

Her voice trailed off, and she squirmed on the chair.

“You scare me, Shiel.”

She beamed hap­pi­ly. “Thank you… De­rik.”

It took him a sec­ond to re­al­ize she had used his real name for the first time.
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        De­rik shoved open the door to Kerlis’ Palace with a snarl on his lips.

Be­hind him, Shiel trailed be­hind with a red mark on her face from where he slapped her.

She grum­bled as she kicked the door shut be­hind her. “I said I was fuck­ing sor­ry!”

One of the guards reached out for Shiel’s weapons.

Shiel stopped and looked him over with scathing glance. Her shoul­ders turned to face him and a slow smile crossed her lips. “I will rip your fuck­ing balls off.”

The guard gulped, and his hand shook.

Shiel stepped to­ward him with a grin. “Go on, I’m in a pis­sy mood. Bet I can get off by beat­ing your skull into the wall?”

Sud­den­ly de­cid­ing that life was en­joy­able, the guard stepped back.

Shiel grinned and hopped af­ter De­rik as the for­mer thief made his way to the bar.

He sat down on the stool and tapped the counter. “Give me some­thing red… no, white.”

Shiel grunt­ed, “Give me… um… that row,” and point­ed to an en­tire row of bot­tles.

The bar­tender’s eyes grew wide, and De­rik felt a blush ris­ing as he watched the bar­tender’s eyes drift down his face, to fo­cus on his neck. Bash­ful­ly, he pulled up the shirt over the two punc­ture marks on the side of his neck and glared at Shiel.

The boun­ty hunter beamed hap­pi­ly and grabbed the near­est bot­tle from some­one sit­ting next to her. When the bar­tender held out a glass, she snort­ed and just chugged it di­rect­ly from the bot­tle.

De­rik sul­len­ly chuck­led. “Don’t wor­ry, a few years ago a necro­mancer grant­ed her liv­er im­mor­tal­i­ty.”

The world grew dizzy, and he slumped against the bar for a mo­ment. Groan­ing, he held out his hand and the bar­tender gave him a glass. Mak­ing a face, he drained it.

As he set down the bot­tle, some­one ran a bony palm up his spine while an­oth­er palm curled down the curve of his ass to cup his balls.

De­rik jumped with a yelp.

“My dear De­rik! I thought you were dead.”

Squirm­ing from Kerlis’ grip, De­rik point­ed­ly looked away.

Kerlis reached up to ca­ress De­rik’s col­lar be­fore kiss­ing his ear.

Met­al scraped against met­al, and Kerlis jumped back as Shiel shoved her sword be­tween them. The mas­sive blade hummed loud­ly as en­chant­ments warped the air around it. In her oth­er hand, she drained the bot­tle be­fore look­ing over at the pimp. “Gonna pay for that ass, old man?”

Kerlis shook his hands, then shooed away the guards that ap­peared around them. He shook his head. “No, not me. As love­ly as De­rik is, I have no sex­u­al in­ter­ests in him. I just miss him, its been over a year since he was last here.”

De­rik perked up, frown­ing. Its al­ready been a year? He looked out the win­dow of the broth­el and into the late sum­mer morn­ing. His mind spun for a bit, then he shrugged. Tak­ing a deep breath, he set down his glass.

Shiel, on the oth­er hand, didn’t even pause as she snapped back. “Why you grab­bing his jew­els?”

He smiled, “Call it a bad habit, check­ing up on for­mer em­ploy­ees.”

“Yeah, right. De­rik nev­er one of yours.”

“One could hope.”

“One could hope that this turns into a bloody slaugh­ter,” sup­plied the cheer­ful boun­ty hunter. “Bring those guards back, I’ll show you what I mean. I mean this is a plea­sure place right? A good mur­der would please me.”

She held up a fin­ger and chugged an­oth­er bot­tle. She slammed the emp­ty bot­tle on the counter. “Okay, now bring them back.”

Kerlis blinked and turned his at­ten­tion back to De­rik. He frowned and reached out for him, then stopped as Shiel kept her huge blade be­tween them.

“You look pale, Der­rie.”

De­rik sighed and looked away again. “Had a bit of trou­ble, mak­ing my head fuzzy.”

“Trou­ble?”

For a mo­ment, Kerlis sound­ed con­cerned, but it passed as he looked around at the boom­ing busi­ness.

Shiel chuck­led, “Yeah, found a nest of vam­pires just now. Staked them out in the sun re­al­ly good too.”

“You mean,” De­rik snapped, “you cut them up into tiny pieces, then re­mem­bered you left the stakes at home.”

Shiel beamed, “And De­rik here help­ful­ly sup­plied me with a few and we killed them. Neat and pie!”

Kerlis beamed, “Oh! I put out that re­quest. Six, you said?”

In re­sponse, Shiel yanked up a large sack and emp­ties out the six still bleed­ing vam­pire hearts out on the bar.

The bar­tender’s eyes grew very wide, then rolled back into her head be­fore she col­lapsed.

Kerlis swal­lowed and ges­tured for some­one. “Very, um, un­couth.”

With a groan, De­rik shook his head and pushed one of the hearts away from him, it was still beat­ing. “You should be glad I talked her out of keep­ing the lungs at­tached.”

Shiel chuck­led. When Kerlis looked at her, she shrugged. “You didn’t pay me to be pret­ty.”

“No, no, I didn’t. I take it poor De­rik here was bit­ten?”

“Yeah, yeah, I made sure he wouldn’t turn into one. Gar­lic and blessed sil­ver, I know that rule.”

“Yes, but blood loss might cause some prob­lems. Did you lose any blood, De­rik?”

De­rik chuck­led. “Shiel man­aged to get all six to feed on me at the same time. Used it to line them up for the kill.”

“Oh dear… six? All six?”

He could feel the pimp’s eyes scan­ning over him. De­rik pulled the shirt down to show the mark on his neck. In the grow­ing si­lence of the bar, he un­but­toned Tornsin’s shirt, blood­stained and with jagged rent in it, to show an­oth­er on his shoul­der and a third on his nip­ple. Kerlis looked im­pressed.

“And the oth­er three?”

“Both legs, right at the crotch, and the base of my dick.”

Shiel gig­gled, “He is good bait. Every­one loves him.”

Kerlis shook his head. “You should take care of your boys, young lady. They last longer.”

“Blow me.”

Click­ing his tongue, Kerlis ges­tured for one of the ser­vants to clear the hearts from the bar and or­dered cheese and crack­ers. He pushed it in front of De­rik. “Eat, it will help re­cov­er the blood. A good show­er would help too.”

De­rik looked at Shiel for per­mis­sions and then re­al­ized he didn’t need it. He bowed his head to Kerlis. “Thanks.”

“No prob­lem, I have to thank you for get­ting my palace back from that hor­ri­ble man, Rick. That was bad busi­ness, you know.”

De­rik shiv­ered at the mem­o­ry.

Next to him, Shiel gig­gled at her own mem­o­ries of the night.

Draw­ing his thoughts away, De­rik looked around the room. Just as he re­mem­bered it as a child, but for one thing–when he looked up, he saw half a dozen naked women hang­ing from rings with gags in their mouths. Their arms and legs were stretched out in a cross. The six rings spun around lazi­ly but it didn’t look com­fort­able.

“New?”

“Oh yeah, I thought it set the mood much bet­ter. The girls who don’t be­have get sent up there for a few hours. I made a game about it. If some­thing drips in your drink, you get an hour with her when she is pulled off. But, some­times clients pay to have a girl hung up there for a few hours to soft­en them up. Breaks the spir­it, they say.”

“You’re a bas­tard.” De­rik didn’t have the en­er­gy to be of­fend­ed.

“But a rich one, my boy. Life has been good with not hav­ing to pay a per­cent­age to crim­i­nals. Well, small­er per­cent­ages.”

The thin man pat­ted De­rik on the shoul­der, stroked his chin, and dis­ap­peared into the crowds.

The cheese and crack­ers helped De­rik’s head. He re­laxed and start­ed to en­joy him­self. Fa­mil­iar­i­ty made the Palace strange­ly com­fort­able. Also, De­rik felt more re­laxed any time he wasn’t be­ing used as bait. He turned around to see Shiel bal­anc­ing her emp­ty bot­tles on top of each oth­er. He grinned and set one on top of hers.

Her eyes glit­tered as she grabbed the bot­tom one; De­rik plucked his from the air be­fore set­ting it neat­ly down on the bot­tom. She set hers on top and let go; a sec­ond lat­er, De­rik grabbed his from the bot­tom and pulled it out. It went on for a few min­utes be­fore Shiel fi­nal­ly dropped one.

“Damn it. Beat me again.”

“You are slow.”

“And you are still a pussy with­out tits.”

“Yeah, it seems like that. But, no more vam­pires, please?”

Shiel chuck­led, “For a hun­dred thou, we’ll hunt any­thing. For a quar­ter mil, I’ll kill any­thing.” It was her fa­vorite thing to say.

De­rik chuck­led.

Shiel turned around and looked over the near­ly naked men and women strolling in the en­try area of the broth­el. “You know what? I want to get laid.”

De­rik raised an eye, “Kerlis will steal back every mark you get on this job.”

“So?”

“We made a lot on the job.”

“So?”

“Don’t care?”

“Didn’t care about los­ing bil­lions on a dag­ger, why would I care about a lousy thir­ty thou? I have a scratch, and I want a big old dick in it.”

At the men­tion of mon­ey, Kerlis ap­peared with a smile. “Any­thing I can do to help?”

Shiel yawned, “Yeah, I wan­na get laid.”

“Oh, I can be very help­ful there. What in­ter­ests you?”

“Some­one rough.”

“I have some ex­cel­lent mas­ters, would they work? Or do you wish to dom­i­nate some­one sub­mis­sive?”

“I guess, but no bitch­es. Can’t stand cunt.”

“Well, we have a great se­lec­tion—”

“Kerlis,” De­rik in­ter­rupt­ed.

Kerlis looked up.

De­rik chuck­led and leaned over Shiel rest­ing his hand on her arm. “Look, give her two all-night spe­cials. Grab two of your guards, you know the ones you use to col­lect on debts. Dress them up in ar­mor, give them swords. Then, tell them to go into her room and rape and kill her.”

Kerlis looked con­cerned. “De­rik, are you sure?”

“Oh yeah, I bet she’d give up her weapons for that. But, you bet­ter put some re­gen­er­a­tion spells on them and keep your heal­er on call, she’s prob­a­bly go­ing to break both of them.”

“Two bru­tal men vers­es an un­armed woman, that seems…”

Kerlis voice trailed off as he looked up to Shiel, who had a blush on her cheeks and fin­gers plung­ing be­tween her legs. Soft coos of plea­sure echoed as she looked out with un­see­ing eyes. The broad smile on her face an­swered Kerlis ques­tion.

The pimp swal­lowed care­ful­ly. “Is she go­ing to kill them?”

De­rik shrugged, “Might want to add more, but she is only pay­ing for two. And the spe­cial is ‘no ques­tions asked of the whore’, re­mem­ber?”

Kerlis looked away from the mas­tur­bat­ing Shiel. “Two all-night spe­cials? That is two rooms for the night. I’m not go­ing to let her drench one room in blood.”

“Yeah… she’s go­ing to ruin the room any­ways but prob­a­bly sleep on the bod­ies. The oth­er is for me. I just want a show­er and a soft bed that doesn’t have bars.”

“You could have just asked for a room.”

De­rik grinned, “And you would have charged me dou­ble for it. This way, we all win. Be­sides, the spe­cials in­clude the food.”

“True, true, even for you, I can’t re­sist. Come, let me show you to your room and make arrange­ments for your… mas­ter? Mis­tress?”

De­rik fin­gered the iron col­lar and nod­ded. His re­ala­tion­ship with Shiel had be­come com­pli­cat­ed. She used him as bait, but he fought next to her as of­ten as she abused him. The col­lar was just a re­minder of his pre­vi­ous life. A dark cloud draped over his thoughts.

Kerlis ges­tured for De­rik, who fol­lowed. They left Shiel at the bar, and Kerlis slipped his arm around De­rik’s waist. Rest­ing his head on the thief’s shoul­der, they head­ed into the depths of the broth­el. “Are you hap­py, De­rik?”

De­rik thought for a long mo­ment, watch­ing as they head­ed to­ward his moth­er’s hall­way. “No, not re­al­ly. Well, maybe? I was hap­pi­er in the harem.”

“You seemed very hap­py there. Why don’t you go back?”

He shiv­ered at the mem­o­ry. “No, I can’t ever go back.”

“Do you think about it?”

“Every night when I pray.”

“You pray? I thought you didn’t be­lieve in gods.”

De­rik smiled sad­ly, “Brid­get has plans for me.”

“Nev­er had a love for gods.”

“Mon­ey is your god.”

“Yeah, maybe. But, you are… stronger now. Not as frag­ile but still as beau­ti­ful.”

“Shiel is a harsh mis­tress.”

“What is it like, be­ing a slave to that… thing?”

“Shiel’s a bitch, but she’s okay. I mean, it’s like liv­ing with a drunk berserk­er who thinks the fun­ni­est thing in the world is see­ing an or­phan­age col­lapse.”

“And you with her?”

De­rik sighed and worked his arm around Kerlis’ waist. “You know what? She still throws me in a cage every night, but she means well. Man­ners of an al­ley cat, morals of a sew­er rat, but in the end, she takes care of me. This last few months, I’m al­most her com­pan­ion in­stead of a slave.”

“Sex?”

He shook his head, “I just told you to send two men in to rape her, know­ing that she will prob­a­bly break them and have the or­gasm of her life at the same time. Can you see me sur­viv­ing that?”

Kerlis chuck­led. “I guess not. Well, I have two guards who are cur­rent­ly in trou­ble for rough­ing some­one up too much. This would be a good les­son in hu­mil­i­ty, and she’ll pay well.”

“Give her thir­ty thou worth, okay?”

Kerlis froze and De­rik turned around.

The thin man frowned. “She is blow­ing her en­tire re­ward on tonight? For one night of sex?”

De­rik nod­ded, “Shiel re­al­ly isn’t into mon­ey, fame, or for­tune. She is just… Shiel.”

They en­tered a fa­mil­iar hall­way. To his sur­prise, Kerlis stopped in front of his moth­er’s room.

De­rik’s eyes looked up to the num­ber, but no sym­bol or neck­lace hung from the door.

Kerlis cleared his throat and dug into his pock­ets. “Look, I know you’ll nev­er be one of my whores. But,” he held out some­thing, “I don’t have the words to say this. I-It isn’t my na­ture, look, en­joy the night, and I’ll take care of your mis­tress.”

The thin man shoved some­thing into De­rik’s hands and walked quick­ly away.

De­rik frowned and looked down, un­wrap­ping his fin­gers around a raven neck­lace. His mouth gaped open as he stared at his moth­er’s neck­lace, then up at the re­treat­ing back of the pimp. “Kerlis!”

The old man came to a halt. De­rik could see his knuck­les turn white as he clutched the wall.

“Thank you, you bas­tard.”

Kerlis didn’t look back. He just hur­ried around the cor­ner and was gone.

Tears burned in De­rik’s eyes as he reached up and wrapped the neck­lace around the hook, just as he re­mem­bered it as a child. Open­ing the door, he en­tered his moth­er’s room one last time.
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        Hot Shower


        

        Turn­ing both han­dles com­plete­ly around, De­rik stepped into the steam­ing hot show­er and let out a soft moan of re­lief and plea­sure. Mud, blood, and grime sheet­ed off him as he just stood there, head bowed. His short, black hair had been soaked and the slop­py mess dripped down his front. The tiny, liq­uid ca­ress­es ran down his skin brought life to his man­hood and a soft smile to his lips. He rest­ed one hand against the tiled wall of the show­er and rubbed at the vam­pir­ic wounds on his neck.

Shiel’s heal­ing po­tion, even mixed with red wine, did its job, and the se­duc­tive vam­pires had only in­flict­ed shal­low cuts in­stead of deep punc­tures .

He chuck­led dry­ly and let his hand trail down his tight bel­ly to wrap his fin­gers around his hair­less cock.

His chuck­le turned into a smirk as he teased his length, feel­ing it grow­ing in his palm. Madre nev­er told him that the cream they used was per­ma­nent. Even af­ter a year, he was as smooth as a harem kit­ten.

Lips part­ed, he let his mem­o­ries drift back to the harem. Most of the girls fad­ed, but he man­aged to hold the im­age of Teri, Madre, and Sher­rel tight in his thoughts. He couldn’t re­mem­ber their taste, but he stroked him­self as he fo­cused on one scene af­ter the oth­er.

He came in the show­er. It was a brief or­gasm that left him hap­py but wouldn’t ease the pain of los­ing his loves.

Turn­ing off the wa­ter, he let it cas­cade down his skin and closed his eyes so he could pre­tend he had breasts again. But the wa­ter dripped in the wrong di­rec­tion, and af­ter a year, those mem­o­ries had start­ed to fade. With­out open­ing his eyes, he brought his left wrist up to his lips and kissed it be­fore whis­per­ing Hime’s prayer to Brid­get.

He just stood there for a mo­ment, then opened his eyes. Grab­bing a tow­el, he dried him­self and wrapped it around his waist. Bare­foot­ed, he padded back into the tiny room that his moth­er used to work in.

And froze at the sight of some­one else stand­ing at the door.

She stood slight­ly taller than him and had a deep red tan across her en­tire body. Her tawny hair near­ly reached the ground ex­cept for two braids loop­ing back up to the top. Feath­ers and leather peeked out of her hair as she looked around cu­ri­ous­ly. De­rik’s eyes scanned down her, both look­ing for weapons and ad­mir­ing the soft curves of her breasts and hips and the trim lines of her thighs. She wore moc­casins, and he rec­og­nized the leather and scale pat­tern as be­ing from a young thorny fire drake.

He cleared his throat.

She turned and looked at him with eyes like liq­uid wood, shift­ing in a strange whorl that seemed to move when he didn’t fo­cus on them. “Sor­ry, I didn’t know this was your room.”

She looked around a bit more be­fore smil­ing at him. “Isn’t it yours?”

The stranger had an Em­berkan ac­cent, soft and se­duc­tive in the clear tones. It was the voice of a singer, one that prick­led his mem­o­ry.

“No, well, yes, but only for the night.”

She smiled, “I didn’t think this type of place would have guest em­ploy­ees.”

De­rik blushed, “No, no, not that. I’m not a who—”, the word froze in his throat so he found a dif­fer­ent way, “I don’t work for Kerlis.”

Glid­ing up to him, she lift­ed a hand to cup his chin.

He shiv­ered at her ca­ress, a touch he could nev­er re­sist.

Her eyes probed him for a mo­ment. “No doubt. You are far too beau­ti­ful for this hum­ble place.”

“Thank you. But, um, I’m not for sale.”

Laugh­ing mu­si­cal­ly, she re­leased his chin. “Every­one is for sale.”

De­rik shiv­ered and fin­gered his iron col­lar. “I’m al­ready owned.”

“I can imag­ine, but I’m in­ter­est­ed in spend­ing the night with you any­ways.”

De­rik shook his head, “I can’t, sor­ry, you are beau­ti­ful and I’d be hon­ored, but not here, not in my moth… not here.”

The cul­tured bar­bar­ian turned away from him and drift­ed to the door. As her hand brushed the han­dle, she turned back. “Are you sure? I can pay.”

“I don’t need the mon­ey.”

“I wasn’t talk­ing about cash, Raven.”

De­rik froze for a mo­ment, star­ing at the calm, un­read­able face of the woman. The world spun for a mo­ment from a wave of some­thing dif­fer­ent about the world. He shook his head and looked away. “I-I’m not Raven.”

“Short black hair, in­com­pa­ra­ble beau­ty, and a shin­ing spir­it. And the raven neck­lace out­side. Seems like the Raven I heard about.”

He shook his head. “Raven is my moth­er, she… died.”

She walked back and then hooked her fin­ger on his chin. He want­ed to keep look­ing away, but she turned his head to­ward her. Her touch seemed in­tense, like a build­ing or­gasm from the very bot­tom of his soul. “Then who are you?”

“I-I’m,” he strug­gled with the words. His many names flashed by but only one passed his lips, “Black­bird.”

“Ah, the thief.”

“Not any­more,” he mut­tered. Every­one in town knew about the Black­bird who be­trayed the baron.

She smiled, “Oh, I think you stole some­thing.”

De­rik opened his mouth to say some­thing, but she leaned into him and kissed him on the lips. It was soft and del­i­cate, some­thing he had missed for so long. His voice turned into a moan as he shud­dered with the plea­sure of it. Her hands rest­ed against his chest, one palm against his sud­den­ly pound­ing heart. Her hands felt hot against his skin as she turned him around, push­ing him back un­til he caught the edge of the bed with his knees. Sit­ting down, he broke the kiss and she smiled warm­ly.

“Just one night.”

“I can’t take your mon­ey,” he whis­pered.

“I won’t give it.”

“Why?”

“Be­cause you need some­thing far more than cash.”

“What?”

She strad­dled his legs and sat down. She was soft and warm. The feel­ing of the trim legs and del­i­cate fea­tures stole his breath away. His body grew hot with de­sire and his hard­ness pushed up against the tow­el. Her eyes trailed down be­fore she wrapped her fin­gers around his shaft through the tow­el.

She spoke soft­ly, “Love, of course.”

He breathed against her. “Love is hard to find here.”

“Your moth­er was here. Didn’t she love you?”

“Yes.”

“You must have grown up here. Would you say Kerlis loved you?”

De­rik start­ed to laugh, but re­mem­bered the look on his face as the thin man pressed the neck­lace in his hands. He frowned for a mo­ment, then sighed. “Yeah, as much as he can.”

“So, what is wrong with me lov­ing you tonight?”

“Noth­ing, noth­ing I guess.”

The woman grinned, “Then, let us love the night away and in the morn­ing, drift away like the mist on the plains.”

De­rik hes­i­tat­ed, but she drew him into a kiss, grind­ing her breasts against his naked chest as they em­braced. He moaned and trailed his fin­ger­tips along her smooth skin, cup­ping the soft mounds. Her tongue teased his lips apart, slid­ing in and he ex­plored her mouth. His fin­gers worked their way un­der the leather top to tease the hot nip­ples and roll them in his fin­gers. Her body shud­dered with plea­sure, and he re­moved her top, set­ting it aside. She broke the kiss with a smile, and he ducked his head to suck on her nip­ples.

The throaty moan that vi­brat­ed through her body spurred him on. She leaned back and he held her with one arm and stroked against her skin, work­ing the per­fect nip­ple in his mouth. His fin­ger­tips caught un­der the hem of her short skirt and ran up her thigh, teas­ing one side than the oth­er. Then, he switched to the oth­er nip­ple as his hand slid up be­tween her legs ca­ress­ing…

He found hard­ness where he ex­pect­ed soft­ness. His body tensed up for a mere mo­ment as he re­al­ized she had a cock, then he just smiled with the mem­o­ries of his own body and stroked her length.

“You don’t mind?” came the soft ques­tion, dis­tract­ed with plea­sure.

“No,” he breathed. “I like cocks.”

When she smiled, he pulled her clothes open. He ran his fin­ger­tips from the tip of her shaft to the dim­ple of her open­ing. It was hard and slick, and he lost him­self in plea­sur­ing her with his fin­ger­tips. As she be­gan to shud­der, he re­moved the rest of her clothes and let them fall to the ground.

Look­ing down, he be­held the most beau­ti­ful man­hood he had ever seen. It was thick and long with a dust­ing of hair at the base. He al­most purred as he ran his hand down it, stroking as he worked his mouth down her skin.

In the mid­dle, they man­aged to switch places so he was kneel­ing be­tween her legs and her hard­ness rest­ed on his throat. Teas­ing it, he kissed it and ca­ressed it, teased it un­til it swelled thick­ly. Then, he took it in his mouth.

She let out a gut­tur­al whim­per of her own as he bobbed down. He tast­ed cin­na­mon and musk in his throat and near­ly came from the ex­quis­ite fla­vor. Fin­gers danced on his hair, and he looked up into her liq­uid eyes.

“Trust me?” she asked.

He nod­ded.

She gripped his hair and gen­tly pulled him down.

He re­laxed and closed his eyes, let­ting the mem­o­ries of every­one ris­ing as she pumped into his mouth.

Her cock slid down his throat, block­ing his breath, and she held it there. A mere heart­beat be­fore it grew un­com­fort­able, she gave him a breath, then pulled him down. Plea­sure grew in­side him, fill­ing up from the very bot­tom of his feet as she fucked his face, mas­ter­ful­ly read­ing him to keep him right on the edge of help­less plea­sure and grow­ing ec­sta­sy.

The world dis­ap­peared around him. His eyes gazed into hers, and she smiled as she con­tin­ued to dri­ve him hard­er and faster on her cock un­til he thought he would ex­plode. Noth­ing else ex­ist­ed ex­cept his sub­mis­sion, and he burned with the ache to come. His hands dropped down be­tween his legs, toss­ing off the tow­el, but she shook her head.

“I want you to come in­side me, Black­bird.”

He near­ly came at her words, but man­aged to con­trol him­self.

She just pulled him down, her fin­gers run­ning through his ragged black hair with every stroke.

Her shaft swelled in his mouth, teas­ing the back of his throat. He whim­pered at the stuffed feel­ing, a hunger danc­ing on the edge of eu­pho­ria. The silky hard­ness that im­paled him brought to life the old plea­sures of serv­ing Hamel, and he strug­gled to con­tain him­self.

Then, she came. She drew back to come in his mouth, fill­ing it with the sear­ing hot seed. He al­most swal­lowed, then de­cid­ed to hold it there, like Rick taught him. She let out a long, shud­der­ing sigh as she came, then pulled out her glis­ten­ing shaft. Her smile broad­ened.

“Show me?”

Lean­ing back, he opened his mouth to show her his filled mouth.

She cooed soft­ly and closed his mouth. “Don’t swal­low, Black­bird.”

He obeyed, the flush of be­ing com­mand­ed bring­ing the edge of an or­gasm to a knife’s edge.

She leaned back and spread her legs. “Don’t come un­til I come in you again.”

He frowned for a mo­ment, look­ing down as she pulled her legs up, ex­pos­ing the tight ring of her ass­hole. She grinned. “Me first.”

Grin­ning, he said noth­ing as he stood up more. His cock bobbed and drooled pre-cum on the floor. A stream­er of it waved back and forth as he aimed the an­gry red tip against the ring of her be­ing.

His lover let out low moan of plea­sure as he slid into her, feel­ing the in­cred­i­ble tight­ness and smooth in­sides milk­ing his length. He had to strug­gle to avoid com­ing in­stant­ly, but it was dif­fi­cult to re­sist the heav­i­ly tight­ness of her body as he worked his mem­ber deep­er into her. He stroked her length as he slid in.

When he bot­tomed out in­side her, she shud­dered.

“Fuck me,” came the com­mand. He was all too will­ing to do so. His hips rocked back and forth, and he pumped in­side her, silent­ly fight­ing the or­gasm that raced up in­side him. She moaned and teased her nip­ples. He used his free hand to grab one breast, pump­ing and stroking as he made love to her.

Af­ter a year of only his hand, he couldn’t last long. He let out a muf­fled groan of plea­sure as he came, fill­ing her in­sides with hot cum and shud­der­ing to breath. It was an in­tense re­lease and stars float­ed across his vi­sion as the or­gasm crashed into him.

He slipped out of her and near­ly swal­lowed.

She purred as a droplet oozed out of her rose­bud.

“My turn,” she said. “Please?”

De­rik crawled up on the bed, on his hands and knees. She po­si­tioned her­self be­hind him and her swollen mem­ber en­tered him. The strokes were gen­tle as first, then hard­er and faster un­til her flesh slapped against his. He kept his eyes closed, imag­in­ing the days when he was in the harem, hands on his breasts and gasp­ing from the plea­sure.

A hand cracked down on his ass, and he jerked for­ward. His body spasmed and he came again.

She spanked him again, then reached up to grab his hair. With a sharp tug, she forced him to arch his back. De­rik came hard a third time, his body swamped with plea­sure and mem­o­ries. They seared through his mind and body, and he just kept com­ing.

She pulled him back un­til he was bal­anced on the thrust­ing shaft, plung­ing deep into his body with every stroke. Hot and wet, he couldn’t es­cape it. He didn’t want to es­cape, he craved every­thing more than he could imag­ine. The hunger of sub­mis­sion, the feel of a spanked ass, and even the com­fort of be­ing in the harem.

He start­ed to cry. Soft sobs, mut­ed by his filled mouth, but she just drove into him again and again, her hard­ness im­pal­ing him and send­ing off more or­gasms cours­ing through his body. One hand still hold­ing his hair, her oth­er slid around to press against his chest, cup­ping his nip­ples. He could feel her hot breath against his ear and the feel of her breasts on his back.

Grunts of plea­sure filled his sens­es as her shaft swelled.

He kept on com­ing, splat­ter­ing the sheets as his body shook. He couldn’t move, he couldn’t scream, he couldn’t do any­thing but let her dom­i­nate him. All that mat­ter was that hard­ness that im­paled him with noth­ing but plea­sure, the feel­ing of be­ing filled and emp­tied in wet, hot strokes.

“I’m com­ing,” she whis­pered be­tween the grunts.

De­rik tried to feel every part of his body, cling­ing to that in­tense plea­sure.

Then, she came in­side him. At the first hot jet of plea­sure, he swal­lowed her seed.

It felt like light pour­ing down his throat. Bril­liant light fill­ing him from the in­side. Her cock sprayed deep in his bow­els.

The dual stars of flame and lust filled him set off an in­tense or­gasm that tore through his sens­es and scram­bled his thoughts. He let out a scream of plea­sure as the ec­sta­sy grew and grew, fill­ing him with a sense of some­thing far be­yond and then push­ing his lim­its fur­ther. He shook vi­o­lent­ly with the lim­its of his plea­sure, then crashed through them to find new lim­its. It matched Rick’s tor­ture in in­ten­si­ty, but it was just… plea­sure.

When he re­cov­ered, he was sprawled out on the bed, and she was dress­ing silent­ly.

With her back to him, he could ad­mire the fem­i­nine ta­per of her waist and the hair that plas­tered against her back.

“W-Who are you?” The rough­ness of the last year had burned away, leav­ing his voice soft and del­i­cate.

She looked at him over her shoul­der. “Are you sure you want to know?”

“Why?”

“Be­cause, the an­swer to that ques­tion changes every­thing.”

“How? Its just a name.”

She just smiled for a mo­ment. “You are at a junc­tion of your life, De­rik. You have two paths be­fore you, the fi­nal two paths I have for you. And it comes down to that ques­tion.”

Weak from his or­gasm, he man­aged to push him­self up to a sit­ting po­si­tion. His eyes scanned across her, con­fused and feel­ing that the words she said were true. “What will hap­pen?”

“If I re­main name­less, you will keep on mov­ing for­ward. Your time with Shiel with con­tin­ue, and you will grow to love her as a sis­ter and a friend. You will… be hap­py.”

De­rik gaped, “How do you know our names?”

She gig­gled and fin­ished ty­ing her top back on. Stand­ing up, he saw her cock bob­bing for a mo­ment be­fore she pulled up her skirt. “And if I an­swer you, then some­thing will change. I can’t tell you how it ends, but I can promise you this, it will change.”

“How, how do you know this?”

She smiled, “I used to sing for a band called Phoenix Falling. About a year ago. I re­mem­ber you, I re­mem­ber that black-haired girl learn­ing how to dance on the floor. Lat­er, she learned how to love on the dance floor and found her­self. When I saw you tonight, see­ing your strength to be be your­self, de­spite every­thing you ex­pe­ri­enced. It was then, I re­al­ized that you were fi­nal­ly ready. And maybe its time for you to go back?”

Tears ran down his cheeks. He didn’t know why, but the idea of re­turn­ing to the harem broke the sor­row. “I-I can’t go back, ever.”

She tugged up her skirt and then pulled on her un­der­wear. Tuck­ing in her man­hood, she smoothed it down. “Nev­er is a long time.”

“It feels like that.”

“Who am I to change your mind?”

He looked up, balling his hands into fists of frus­tra­tion. “Who are you?”

“Are you sure? You may lose every­thing.”

He nod­ded.

She smiled sweet­ly and reached down to wipe the tears from his face. He trem­bled as the world spun around him, but she just took him by his left wrist and turned it so his palm faced up. With a smile, she reached down and kissed him on the wrist, just as Hime did.

His heart thumped loud­ly as she looked up and whis­pered, “You are the shad­ows be­tween man and women. You are the lover of my life and the keep­ers of my pas­sion. You are my blessed, and I love you, De­rik.”

It hit him with the force of a bat to the head. The world spun around him, and he clutched the bed for bal­ance. “Oh, fuck me, Brid­get.”

“I just did.”

He start­ed to laugh but it turned into a bawl. His body shook as he sobbed loud­ly, feel­ing a ter­ri­ble re­lease of so much at once.

She took him up in her arms, and De­rik buried his head on the shoul­der of his god. She just stroked his hair and held him as he cried. He clutched at her, hold­ing her tight­ly in fear she would fade away like a bad dream. But, she didn’t go. She didn’t leave. She was there, and he could feel her love in his heart.

The tears slowed, then stopped. He looked up with red-rimmed eyes and she smiled. Ten­der­ly, she kissed him on the lips.

His voice bro­ken, he whis­pered, “Why?”

“Be­cause you need­ed it.”

“I did? I need­ed Rick? I need­ed to lose,” he sniffed and she wiped away the tears, “why did I need to lose them all?”

Brid­get smiled, “If you knew you were to mar­ry Wen­di, would you have slept with her moth­er?”

He shook his head, “No.”

“And, if you knew that you would fall into the harem and turned into a woman, would you have gone?”

It took him a mo­ment, “No, prob­a­bly not.”

“But, it was Madre’s spank­ing and your time with the baron that helped you sur­vive Rick’s tor­ture.”

“Why?”

She kissed him again. “Be­cause, I need you to be strong for what comes next. I need to you to know that pain, I need you to be able to fight for all those you love.”

“I don’t un­der­stand.”

“And I can’t tell you. Know­ing the goal doesn’t help, know­ing how I want it to end won’t help you. I can’t tell you the path to take be­cause that is your choice. You have free will, I can only help you along it. But, if you trust me, then you will find love again. I won’t tell you who, I won’t tell you where. You just have to trust.”

He sniffed, “I trust you, I re­al­ly do. This last year… I couldn’t have done it with­out my faith in you.”

She smiled, “I know, and that is why you have a beau­ti­ful soul, De­rik.”

Brid­get stood up and tugged on her shirt. “How do I look?”

The idea of a god ask­ing De­rik about ap­pear­ances made him laugh and she joined him. He man­aged to gasp out. “You look beau­ti­ful.”

She beamed hap­pi­ly, and his en­tire body flut­tered in her smile. Turn­ing on her heels, the di­vine singer opened the door.

“Brid­get?”

Turn­ing around, he could al­most feel that she knew the ques­tion he want­ed to ask. His mouth opened, then closed.

She smiled. “It won’t be to­mor­row, my love, in fact it will be years. I won’t tell you how many or what hap­pens un­til then. But, just trust me. In the end, you’ll do the right thing and I will be so, so proud of you.”

She reached around the door and pulled the neck­lace off the hook. Toss­ing it to him, she smiled. “You have only one real mas­ter now.”

Brid­get smiled bright­ly. “And you have done your moth­er proud.”

De­rik looked down at the neck­lace, star­ing at the carved raven. In his hand, the stone melt­ed and flowed, work­ing on the will of the god and re­formed into a black­bird. Near­ly iden­ti­cal but some­how dif­fer­ent. Be­low the neck­lace, he saw the im­print of Brid­get’s lips against his wrist. A mark that would nev­er fade. With tears in his eyes, he slipped the neck­lace on. He looked up to thank her, but she was gone.

Some­how, he knew she would be.

He dressed back into his out­fit of Tornsin’s shirt and the black skirt he pre­ferred. Padding out of the room, he left his moth­er’s room be­hind and sought out Kerlis.

He found him in one of the ob­ser­va­tion rooms. The thin man sat alone in a padded chair, watch­ing the scene through the trans­par­ent wall. De­rik slipped in­side and closed the door. His eyes sparkled as he saw a dozen men: three of them un­con­scious against the wall and the oth­ers piled on top of a strug­gling body. He spot­ted Shiel’s legs lash­ing out as they strug­gled to hold her down.

She was laugh­ing and scream­ing and had bruis­es and cuts every­where.

Four swords were buried in the ceil­ing, an­oth­er lay in pieces on the ground, and one blade was bent com­plete­ly around the bed post. Most of the guards were heav­i­ly in­jured, with cuts and scratch­es of their own, but there was no mis­tak­ing the two cocks that drove into his friend’s pussy and ass, split­ting her open as she fought and came and fought some more.

De­rik chuck­led and slipped into the chair, worm­ing un­der Kerlis.

The old man jumped, then lift­ed him­self to set­tle on De­rik’s lap. “She is a mon­ster, Der­rie. I have three heal­ers just try­ing to keep up with her. I need­ed two more from the hos­pi­tal to keep one of them alive. That poor, poor man.”

He sound­ed shocked and sur­prised. Kerlis ges­tured to the cen­ter of the trans­par­ent wall, where a crack snaked up the en­tire length. “She broke my wall. That’s half a me­ter of en­chant­ed rock.”

De­rik smiled and nod­ded with ap­proval. “Looks like she’s hap­py. I see you gave her thir­ty thou­sand dol­lars’ worth of plea­sure.”

“I have to. I’m afraid that if she doesn’t come enough, she’ll tear apart my busi­ness.”

De­rik laughed cheer­ful­ly. “She’s a good friend. Rough but good.”

Old eyes looked at him, ad­mir­ing and in­spect­ing. “You seem hap­py. A show­er help?”

For a mo­ment, they looked at each oth­er. Then De­rik reached over and kissed him on the cheek.

Kerlis frowned and pressed his fin­gers against the kiss. “What was that?”

“I found some­thing, and I want­ed to give you your share. You al­ways get a cut, re­mem­ber?”
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        Blooming Flowers


        

        Kneel­ing in the dirt of a late spring morn­ing, De­rik frowned as he read the di­rec­tions on a pack­et of seeds. He didn’t know why, but while he could still climb to the third sto­ry of a build­ing in a few sec­onds, he couldn’t un­der­stand how to make things grow. Grum­bling, he jammed one of Shiel’s dag­gers into the dirt and carved out a hole. Pick­ing a few seeds, he dropped them in and shoved it back into place. Noth­ing hap­pened, so he did it again and again, drilling a neat line across a patch of over­turned dirt.

He chuck­led and looked over to Shiel’s en­chant­ed sword. She had dug up the ground for him, us­ing the mas­sive blade to slice huge chunks of earth and sod, toss­ing it into the air, and oblit­er­at­ing the clods un­til they rained down in a fine show­er of dirt.

He smiled and dug a few more holes to plant the rest of the seeds. He fin­ished the pack­et and frowned; his ef­forts only cov­ered a quar­ter of the up­turned earth.

Shrug­ging, he hopped to his feet. He let out a sigh as his bare feet sank into the cool earth. Brush­ing out the deep blue skirt he wore, he twirled around for a mo­ment, then hopped light­ly out of the gar­den. His shirt, a thick flan­nel one clung to his body.

He couldn’t wear Tornsin’s any­more. Af­ter three years, it had be­come so thread-bare and torn that Shiel for­bade him to wear it. She didn’t want to see his naked skin through the rents. In­stead, he just used it as his pil­low in his cage—mem­o­ries of an old life he re­fused to aban­don.

Half-re­mem­bered fan­tasties bub­bled up and waft­ed across his mind. Then, as they al­ways did, he found his mind head­ing to­ward his new life. He turned his wrist to look at the kiss mark still on his wrist. Two years passed, and it still shim­mered against his skin. He reached down and kissed it light­ly. It was a prayer, of sorts. He knew some­thing would hap­pen, he just need­ed pa­tience un­til Brid­get called him.

Flip­ping the dag­ger, he threw it into the earth next to the en­chant­ed sword. It thun­ked into the ground point first, sink­ing to the hilt. He sat ad­mir­ing the fresh­ly made gar­den.

From in­side the house came the sounds of Shiel sleep­ing off her lat­est round of binge drink­ing. This time, she downed an en­tire a cask of Drag­on Gut, and the snores rat­tled the walls.

He rolled his eyes and played with a strand of grass. He tensed as he heard some­one walk­ing up the path lead­ing up to the house. With­out look­ing back, he tapped the ground and lis­tened to the hes­i­tat­ing move­ments.

Then, a fa­mil­iar voice spoke up. “I’m no ex­pert, but I don’t think it will grow if you watch.”

De­rik chuck­led as Storn sat down next to him. It had been years since they had seen each oth­er. The last time was the night of the auc­tion.

The old man looked ner­vous and un­com­fort­able.

De­rik nod­ded to him. He didn’t know what he was sup­posed to feel, but there was no anger or rage left. “Hey.”

Storn grunt­ed but still looked ner­vous.

De­rik sighed and ges­tured to the gar­den. “I nev­er tried to grow some­thing, you know.”

“Won’t grow if you watch it. Takes weeks. Wen­di liked to grow flow­ers.”

“Yeah, I re­mem­ber. She al­ways made it look easy.”

“Not re­al­ly, fa­ther helped.”

Storn stared at him.

De­rik said noth­ing but the fence even­tu­al­ly spoke.

“You seem, um, do­mes­tic.”

De­rik chuck­led, “Not re­al­ly. Shiel is sleep­ing off some booze and to­mor­row we leave for the coast. Got a job to hunt a riv­er drag­on caus­ing trou­ble with some boats. I, I just felt like plant­i­ng a gar­den last night.”

“Go­ing to be dif­fi­cult? The drag­on?”

“Prob­a­bly not. I’ll prob­a­bly end up naked and ei­ther swal­lowed or fucked, then Shiel will hop up and kill it. I’d rather get a drag­on cock up my ass than swal­lowed. Di­ges­tive juices ruin more of my clothes than any­thing else.”

“Okay, that sounds just wrong.”

De­rik laughed hap­pi­ly. “Yeah, but its where I need to be.”

“That sounds worse.”

Nei­ther said any­thing for a long mo­ment, then Storn cleared his throat. “Don’t you miss it?”

“Steal­ing?”

“Yeah, be­ing a thief.”

“Not re­al­ly.”

“What about the rest of it?”

“Not re­al­ly. Last week, I got to climb a twelve sto­ry tow­er in the rain, swing down and dis­tract a wiz­ard while Shiel fought her way up the stairs.”

“I heard about that one, heard you got hurt pret­ty bad­ly.”

De­rik shiv­ered at the mem­o­ry of the acidic spell that peeled back his flesh. And then the pain of it be­ing healed while Shiel bitched him out. “Yeah, but I heal.”

Storn strug­gled with his words and De­rik just looked at the gar­den. He al­ready knew it would fail, but he need­ed to try some­thing new. He fin­ished paint­ing the house right be­fore win­ter the year be­fore, and he need­ed some­thing to do with his hands.

“Look, about, you know, the auc­tion. We were so damn an­gry at you.”

De­rik closed his eyes, but said noth­ing.

Storn cleared his throat. “I heard you got it pret­ty bad, with Shiel and Rick and every­thing. And, well—”

“I wrong you, Storn. You were my friend and I be­trayed you. I’m sur­prised you even con­sid­ered com­ing back af­ter all that.”

“…I would kind of– What?”

De­rik smiled at his old friend. “I fucked up. At this point, I’m not go­ing to pre­tend I did any­thing else. Your fam­i­ly was an­gry. And, well, I can’t say I shouldn’t have done it, but I will say I’m sor­ry that I hurt you.”

Frown­ing, Storn ripped up some grass and stared at him. “What hap­pened to you?”

“Well, af­ter a few years of be­ing used as bait, I had enough time to think about things. I’m here and, at the mo­ment, this is where I am sup­pose to be.”

“You seem…” He hes­i­tat­ed. “…so con­fi­dent now. Most peo­ple would be ter­ri­fied to be the slave of Shiel. I heard she broke Mas­ton’s leg last month.”

“Both ac­tu­al­ly, and a pair of ribs, and his hand. Bas­tard shouldn’t have tried to stab me.”

Storn swal­lowed hard. “I also heard she dressed you up as a nun for that one.”

De­rik grinned, “Yeah, she did. But, it was my idea. Got a bunch of out­fits in the base­ment now. Shiel thinks its great fun to dress me up in­ap­pro­pri­ate­ly for our jobs. I just like be­ing pret­ty.” He lift­ed his blue skirt and let it drape over his bare thigh.

“You are fucked up.”

Lean­ing back, De­rik looked up at the sky. He grinned, re­mem­ber­ing Shiel’s words. “We’re all fucked up, Storn. Some of us are just hap­py about it.”

“Yeah, well I couldn’t do it.”

Storn set down a heavy pack­et on the ground. “Look, I didn’t know where to find you, then when I did, I kind of sat on it, but this came for you about a year ago. From my sis­ter and the harem.”

De­rik turned to look at him cu­ri­ous­ly. “Me?”

“Yeah, sor­ry it took so long. At first I thought she was be­ing iron­ic, still mad at you for steal­ing the sil­ver.”

Sur­prised, De­rik looked at the pa­per-wrapped pack­age. He reached out to stroke the edge of it.

Storn watched him, then spoke cau­tious­ly. “Do you miss the harem?”

“More than you can imag­ine, Storn.”

“Ever thought about go­ing back? Even with Wen­di there?”

“Every day and every night.”

“Why don’t you? You are prob­a­bly the best thief in the coun­try now. I’m sure you’ll find a way in.”

“It isn’t time.”

“How will you know?”

De­rik turned his wrist to bring the kiss mark to the sun­light. “Faith.”

Storn grunt­ed. Af­ter a few min­utes of si­lence, he scram­bled to his feet.

De­rik hopped up light­ly, leav­ing the pack­age on the grass.

Storn looked around at the neat­ly trimmed walk, the paint­ed house, and the fresh gar­den that would fail. “Look, I know you say you for­gave me, but… well, I felt like com­ing out here to­day. I-I’m not an­gry at you any­more. We got the sil­ver and you, well, you got what came to you. It wasn’t death, but I heard the sto­ries and I think you got more than you prob­a­bly de­served.”

“I wasn’t go­ing to sell it, you know.”

“Yeah, but you didn’t re­turn it ei­ther. But… as you said, for­give­ness, right?”

De­rik smiled and nod­ded.

“You have best damned luck to make the worst per­son in the world your friend.”

He thought about Rick and shiv­ered. “Not the worst. Not even close.”

“Yeah, sor­ry. Speak­ing of that, watch out. I heard Rick is back in the area and asked about you.”

De­rik’s heart beat faster. “Is he still in charge?”

“No, he re­treat­ed to his fam­i­ly home af­ter the duke sprung him from prison. Haven’t seen him in a few years, but the word is that he’s back.”

“I’ll stay near Shiel then.”

“Yeah,” his friend dis­tract­ed­ly, “you should do that.”

To­geth­er, they walked down the path to­ward the house and on the road. De­rik’s eyes scanned around, but Storn was hon­est­ly alone.

At the in­ter­sec­tion, the fence turned to him. “Oh, one more thing. As the guild mas­ter of the thieves now, I’m here to give you a new rank.”

“I’m not a thief. Oh, and con­grat­u­la­tions.”

Storn chuck­led, “You’ll al­ways be a thief, De­rik.”

“What rank?”

“We cre­at­ed a new cat­e­go­ry for you. Um, ‘bait’.”

De­rik’s eye­brow rose with a ques­tion.

“I’m now a bait?”

“Ac­tu­al­ly, a mas­ter bait. Also, af­ter the thing with the baron and that bit with steal­ing the princess from the mer­chant’s guild, you are also now a mas­ter box­er, bait, and face. Adding to your of­fi­cial ti­tles as mas­ter ac­ro­bat, wolf, and clover you are tied for the most ranks in this en­tire re­gion. You are get­ting pret­ty fa­mous, de­spite the fact, peo­ple can’t seem to find this place.”

De­rik’s lip quirked as Storn said it like “mas­tur­bate.” “Got a lot of time to think, now that you are guild mas­ter?”

Storn grinned, “Yeah, but main­ly I want­ed to see if there could be a friend­ship be­tween us again.”

De­rik nod­ded and pat­ted his shoul­der. “No more anger, but no promise that Shiel won’t be drag­ging me to be bait.”

“Good, you have no clue how hard it was to come here like this.”

“You are al­ways wel­comed, just bring a cask to dis­tract Shiel.”

Storn held out his hand. “You are al­ways wel­comed in my bar, De­rik, day or night.”

De­rik took the hand and shook it. “As a friend?”

“As a broth­er.”

With a smile, De­rik dragged Storn into a tight hug. Storn re­sist­ed for a mo­ment, his stom­ach clench­ing, but De­rik just squeezed him once and re­leased him.

Af­ter a few short words, Storn head­ed back up the road and De­rik watched him dis­ap­pear into the dis­tance. Feel­ing light, he padded across the grass and looked down at the pack­age on the ground. Pick­ing it up with his feet, he flipped it up and car­ried it into the house.

In the kitchen, he picked up a bot­tle of mead, which Shiel re­fused to touch, and popped it open as he sat at the ta­ble. The pack­age sat in front of him, and he se­ri­ous­ly con­sid­ered just leav­ing it wrapped. Af­ter a few min­utes, he pulled it to him and ripped it open.

He found two let­ters, both per­fumed, and set them aside. His fin­gers trem­bled as she pulled open the pa­per and picked up his corset, the one from Tiv’s. Tears sparkled in his eyes as he brought it to his nose and breathed in the smells of the harem. The mem­o­ries that slammed into him brought the tears down on his face.

Shak­ing, he set it aside and picked up the long blue cord he used to tie up his hair. He fin­gered it be­fore set­ting it aside.

The third and fi­nal item stole his breath away. It was a sim­ple white shirt, but he al­ready knew who gave it to him as the tears streamed down his face. Pick­ing it up, he buried his face in it and lost him­self in the smells of Tornsin and ap­ple per­fume. It was fad­ed, but his heart hurt to be re­mind­ed of so much. He was cry­ing be­fore he re­al­ized it, his sobs mut­ed by the soft fab­ric of a lover.

Still cry­ing, he set down the shirt long enough to re­move his flan­nel one and slip into his gift. An­tic­i­pa­tion set his body on fire and his man­hood came to life. It pulsed with every but­ton he closed on the shirt. As he fum­bled with the last but­ton, he was pant­i­ng for air and cry­ing at the same time.

Fin­ished, he buried his face in the fab­ric and stroked his shaft. He was hot and hard and burn­ing with lust, the mem­o­ries crashed into him as he soaked the shirt with his tears. His hands fum­bled with his skirt, yank­ing it up and free­ing his man­hood. Stroking it with both hands, he bent over the ta­ble and pumped him­self, his eyes closed tight as he imag­ined Tornsin com­ing be­hind him, fill­ing him as only a true lover could.

Frus­trat­ing­ly, he couldn’t reach his or­gasm. His fin­gers dripped with his juices, but his mind re­fused to give him the re­lease he craved. Let­ting out a gasp of lust, he plas­tered his face against the ta­ble and bit his lip, beg­ging his own body to come.

“Oi! What the fuck?”

De­rik froze and blushed. He opened his eyes to see Shiel stand­ing in the door, rub­bing her eyes. She gath­ered her en­chant­ed sword but she stared at him with an ex­pres­sion of dis­gust and sur­prise.

De­rik’s blush grew hot­ter as he re­leased his drip­ping shaft and stood up, tug­ging the skirt down over his ex­posed but­tocks.

Shiel sniffed. “Yuck, you got more of that ap­ple crap?”

Bash­ful­ly, he plas­tered his hands over his hard­ness and nod­ded.

Shiel stag­gered into the room and dropped the wood­en cask into the crate near the door. Grab­bing a nar­row bot­tle, she leaned against the kitchen and looked at him. “Get­ting all hot and both­ered think­ing about your boyfriend?”

“I, um, Shiel—”

She snapped her fin­gers. “Come here.”

He hes­i­tat­ed for a mo­ment, then blush­ing hot­ly, he walked over to her, his hand still cov­er­ing the hard­ness be­low his skirt. Shiel looked at him, her blue and green eyes pierc­ing. Then she grinned evil­ly. He swal­lowed, know­ing she was about to do some­thing he didn’t like.

She grabbed him and spun him around. Be­fore he could re­sponse, she bent him over the ta­ble and kicked apart his legs.

“Shiel!”

“Ya, shut up. Look, you ain’t that pret­ty, but you need this.”

“What!?”

In an­swer, she yanked up his skirt to ex­pose his ass. He tried to pull away, but she shoved his head down on the ta­ble. At the touch of some­thing smooth slid­ing up his thigh, he let out a whim­per. Glanc­ing over, he re­al­ized it was the thick end of the bot­tle in her hand.

Shiel worked it be­tween his ass cheeks and pressed it right against his hole. “You know you can’t get off un­less some­one is do­ing da pump­ing.”

He whim­pered, but the strength flew out of him as her ro­tat­ed the smooth glass against his anal ring.

Shiel grunt­ed as she mut­tered. “Pre­tend I’m da baron or some­thing. Got a big old glass cock.”

A moan es­caped De­rik’s lips as he plas­tered his hands against the sur­face of the ta­ble. His body burned with hunger, and he heard pre-cum drip­ping to the ground. The thick end cir­cled around, eas­ing him open, then she jammed it into him. With the stretch­ing came mem­o­ries and then he al­most lost con­trol.

As she pumped it, the or­gasm built up quick­ly. De­rik closed his eyes and imag­ined it was Tornsin or the baron tak­ing him, and the heat flushed even hot­ter. He gasped and opened his mouth, his bot­tom lip ca­ress­ing the ta­ble as he pushed back on the bot­tle. It was so thick and hard as it drove into him.

Shiel said noth­ing as she gripped it tight­ly, dri­ving it in and out with hard, pow­er­ful strokes. It wasn’t love-mak­ing, she was fuck­ing him. Hard and bru­tal, at first it didn’t seem like it was for his plea­sure, but Shiel knew him as well as he did and the feel­ings of help­less­ness, be­ing pinned to the ta­ble and al­most raped sent him over the edge.

He let out a scream of plea­sure as he came. He shud­dered vi­o­lent­ly as Shiel con­tin­ued to dri­ve into him, the glass slick against his in­sides and set­ting off every tiny mote of plea­sure to course through his sys­tem. He whim­pered and wailed, beg­ging for more and she gave it him. He lost him­self in his fan­tasies and in the scents of his gifts as she buried the en­tire length into his rec­tum and forced out an­oth­er mind-blow­ing or­gasm.

When she was fin­ished, she pulled out the bot­tle from his body and tossed it in the air.

De­rik slid off the ta­ble and slumped to the ground, a smile on his lips and his body shiv­er­ing with plea­sure.

He looked up to see Shiel wash­ing off the bot­tle. Then, she broke the end off and drank half of its con­tents. Gasp­ing for breath, she wiped her mouth and point­ed at him. “We ain’t do­ing this again, we ain’t lovers, and I don’t like you.”

He let out a hap­py, shud­der­ing breath. “Thank you, Shiel.”

Her eyes drift­ed to the ta­ble, then she grinned. Reach­ing over, she grabbed the corset. “Oh, this would be per­fect. Mine.”

De­rik chuck­led, then nod­ded. “Might as well, I don’t have breasts.”

“Damn right. And it’s mag­i­cal. So is the cord.”

“Lo­cater sen­sor on the cord, and I think the corset is pro­tec­tive. It’s from Tiv’s.”

“Nev­er heard of it.”

“Store for mages.”

Shiel purred as she looked at the corset. “Fair enough, you keep the cord, the corset is mine.”

She growled play­ful­ly and De­rik just laughed.

Shiel hopped over the ta­ble and ran out of the room to try it on.

De­rik reached up and grabbed the cord and let­ters. “Shiel?”

From up­stairs, his mis­tress and friend yelled back.

“Yeah?”

“I’m grow­ing my hair long again.”

“Yeah, what­ev­er.”

Winc­ing as he got up, De­rik head­ed to his own room, the area around his cage, to read the let­ters in peace.
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        “Hey, De­rik?” It was Shiel.

De­rik’s eyes snapped open as he stared out into the dark­ness of the base­ment. His body trem­bled with the sud­den wak­ing, but it took him a few sec­onds to find his voice. “Yeah?”

“I can’t get off. I can’t come.”

De­rik frowned in the dark­ness and shift­ed his po­si­tion, his hands claw­ing at the bars of the cage as he flipped on his back. Tornsin’s shirt tugged as he arched his back to re­lease the pres­sure. He ran his fin­gers through his hair to stall as he strug­gled with the con­cept of Shiel mas­tur­bat­ing. “Um, what?”

“You know, what you do all the damn time when I’m not watch­ing.”

De­rik blushed and reached up. He smiled as he pulled out a pin and re­moved the latch in the dark­ness. His hands moved with the fa­mil­iar­i­ty of pick­ing the lock every morn­ing for over three years. A faint click shot through the dark­ness and he rolled out of his cage.

He crawled out and stretched. “Any­thing I can do?”

She didn’t re­sponse for a long time, and he be­gan to think Shiel had gone back up­stairs. He sighed and start­ed back to­ward his cage when Shiel spoke soft­ly.

“No, sor­ry, nev­er mind. Cage.”

De­rik frowned as he lis­tened to Shiel climb the stairs, her bare feet slap­ping against the steps and fad­ed into the dis­tance. He lis­tened to the dark­ness for a long time, then con­sid­ered crawl­ing back into the cage as she com­mand­ed.

Tap­ping the ground with he toes, he made a de­ci­sion. Padding through the dark­ness, he wound his way around the piles of weapons and ar­ti­facts be­fore reach­ing the stairs. Mov­ing silent­ly, he mount­ed up the stairs and looked out in the shad­ows of the man­sion. His eyes fo­cused on the win­dows, half-cov­ered with snow and ice. More drifts piled up against the side of the house and he didn’t want to think about shov­el­ing off the porch.

Reach­ing up, he pulled his hair back and bound it with the dark blue cord from Madre. He smiled at the feel of it and padded up the stairs. At the top, he could hear Shiel grunt­ing in frus­trat­ing. Silent­ly, he cov­ered the last few me­ters and peered through the cracked open door to her bed­room.

Shiel slept in a mas­sive bed that filled the en­tire room. Vel­vet com­forters piled up in moun­tains of blan­kets. A dozen pil­lows—each one larg­er than both of them—were bal­anced on the edges of the moun­tains. De­rik could bare­ly see her body, but there was no mis­tak­ing Shiel’s naked form as she plunged both hands be­tween her legs, fin­ger­ing her pussy with a des­per­ate speed. He could see her weapons thrown around the best, a land mine field of mag­ic and blades.

De­rik watched her as she screamed out with frus­tra­tion and slumped back.

Stretch­ing out, she snarled into the ceil­ing. “Fuck.”

He chuck­led silent for a mo­ment, then pushed open the door.

She snapped up into po­si­tion, her long ears twitch­ing. “What the fuck?”

De­rik didn’t say any­thing as he crawled up on the bed.

Shiel glared at him and crossed her hands over her small breasts. “Go away.”

He stopped and let a ghost of a smile cross his lips. Back­ing up, he slid off the bed and worked his way back to the bed. Shut­ting it be­hind him, he slow­ly walked down the hall to­ward the stairs. In his head, he could al­most count the sec­onds.

“Hey, De­rik?”

Re­turn­ing to her room, he peeked in­side. “Yes?”

She blushed as she knelt up on her bed, peek­ing over the moun­tains of blan­kets. “Um, you re­mem­ber that time, a few months ago? In the kitchen with the bot­tle.”

He al­ready knew the an­swer. At a strange urg­ing, he un­but­toned his shirt.

She gasped and watched him with bright eyes.

The shirt pud­dled to the ground and he re­moved the blue cord and let it join the floor. A few sec­onds lat­er, he was naked in front of her, wear­ing noth­ing but an iron col­lar.

Shiel blushed hot­ly, “Look, that isn’t it. You know what?” She ges­tured vi­o­lent­ly, “Just go back.”

De­rik chuck­led and crawled up on the bed.

Shiel pulled back, her blush crawl­ing down the front of her body and bring­ing heat along the cleav­age of her bare breasts. “W-What are you do­ing?”

See­ing her bash­ful sur­prised him, but De­rik pushed it aside. He whis­pered, “Re­turn­ing the fa­vor, ob­vi­ous­ly.”

“Hey, I didn’t ask you.”

He reached out and caught one wrist. She could have shat­tered his bone with a twist, but she made no ef­fort to free her­self as he brought her fin­gers to his mouth. He could smell her juices on the tips, a sour mix­ture of wine and woman. His eyes glit­ter­ing, he sucked on her fin­gers and she trem­bled at the touch.

For the briefest of mo­ments, a soft look crossed her face. Then she dredged up some of her anger. “Oi!”

De­rik grinned, his body warm­ing as he sucked on her fin­gers, clean­ing each dig­it one by one.

“I don’t like you,” she said.

“I know,” he purred and sucked on her thumb. Re­leas­ing her wrist, he caught her oth­er wrist.

Shiel let out a soft, girl­ish whim­per as his lips ca­ressed her fin­ger, tast­ing the slick juices dry­ing on her tips. She moaned, shud­der­ing as he slipped his lips around her fin­ger, bob­bing down to the sec­ond knuck­le. “I don’t like pussies.”

“I don’t have one,” he whis­pered.

He sucked on the next fin­ger, tast­ing wine. It some­how fit with every­thing he knew about her. As he moved to the third, she stam­mered.

“I-I don’t like sub­mis­sives pussies.”

He said noth­ing for a mo­ment, “I know.”

She blushed hot­ly as he sucked on her fourth fin­ger.

“I, um, I don’t like you.”

De­rik cleaned off her thumb, then crawled for­ward. Shiel tight­ened her jaw as she leaned back and he brought his lips down to kiss her right be­tween the breasts.

“You don’t have to like me, Shiel.”

“I don’t.”

“Good,” he chuck­led, then kissed her right along the ster­num. His lips ca­ressed her skin, tap­ping tiny kiss­es down her tight, mus­cu­lar stom­ach and around her naval.

He heard her fight­ing back moans, her body trem­bling as she pant­ed for air. De­rik chuck­led and kissed her right along the pu­bic bone and she shud­dered al­most vi­o­lent.

“This doesn’t mean any­thing.”

De­rik looked up at the emo­tion-filled eyes of his friend. “I know, this is just a friend help­ing an­oth­er friend. Some­times, Shiel, you just need it sweet.”

She bris­tled, “No, I don’t—”

He si­lenced her by press­ing his lips against the swollen lips be­tween her legs. At his touch, her mus­cles tight­ened un­til they were as hard as rock. He dart­ed his tongue out, delv­ing be­tween the slick wine-fla­vored folds to curl around her cli­toris. He buried his nose in the sparse hairs that sprout­ed along her lips, drink­ing in her heady smell and lap­ping her from the base to the tip with his tongue.

Shiel gasped, her back arch­ing as she let out a whim­per. It sound­ed like a mix of pain and con­fu­sion, but De­rik just lapped against her again, part­ing her and drink­ing from the juices that clung to her petals. He pressed his hands on her knees and spread her legs apart. She re­sist­ed, but he man­aged to ease her apart, delv­ing deep­er into the wet depths un­til the boun­ty hunter let out tiny gasps of plea­sure.

Her body vi­brat­ed. Un­der his hands, she lift­ed her­self off the blan­kets us­ing noth­ing but her feet and head. She arched her body while grip­ping his hair tight­ly. Her pussy ground against his mouth.

De­rik just lapped hard­er, suck­ing on her cli­toris and her open­ing. He re­leased one hand to ease a fin­ger into her tight chan­nel.

At the first touch of her slick tun­nel, Shiel let out a high-pitched shriek and locked into po­si­tion, her body vi­brat­ing in­tense­ly.

He al­most suf­fo­cat­ed against her pussy, her hands grind­ing him down un­til the af­ter­glow of her plea­sure died down. As fast as she came, Shiel slumped to the bed and re­leased him.

De­rik chuck­led and wiped the juices from his face.

Shiel glared at him, the flush hot on her cheeks and breasts. “When the fuck did you stop be­ing my slave?”

De­rik sat up on his heels and shrugged. “No idea, ac­tu­al­ly. A while ago, I think.”

“Cocky bas­tard.”

He looked down at his hard­ness, “Well, yeah.”

“Well, um, thanks.”

Her eyes looked away from him, “We’re even now, k?”

De­rik bowed and crawled off the bed. Gath­er­ing his shirt and hair cord, he slipped out of the room and closed the door be­hind him. Feel­ing the flush, he head­ed down the stairs for a well-de­served mas­tur­ba­tion and sleep.

“De­rik?”

He froze half-way down the stairs. His head cocked at the small voice that echoed down. Look­ing up, he called out. “Yeah?”

“Come back?”

Turn­ing around, he padded back up the stairs and set the shirt and cord out­side her door be­fore open­ing her bed­room door.

Shiel sat in the mid­dle of her blan­kets, look­ing un­com­fort­able. Her hair leaned to one side, messier than usu­al.

“Yes, Shiel?”

“We’re friends, right? Not slave and mas­ter?”

“Yeah, Shiel, we’re friends.”

She wor­ried the bot­tom of her lip. “Um, about that…” her voice trailed off.

De­rik slipped through the door and shut it be­hind him. His bare feet stepped care­ful­ly around the mur­der­ous weapons and emp­ty wine bot­tles to crawl back up on the bed.

Shiel watched him and clamped her hands be­tween his knees. She looked ner­vous for a mo­ment and reached over to grab a bot­tle. Rock­ing it to hear the lev­el, she took a deep swig and hand­ed it to De­rik.

De­rik, as naked as her, curled up his feet and took it. Swal­low­ing the burn­ing liq­uid, he hand­ed it back silent­ly.

To­geth­er, they fin­ished the bot­tle be­fore Shiel found the courage to speak.

“I-If you are a friend, y-you re­al­ly should… um, you shouldn’t be sleep­ing in the cage.” She blushed hot­ly and flung up a hand be­tween them. “But, we ain’t fuck­ing!”

De­rik laughed loud­ly, and Shiel joined him, grab­bing an­oth­er bot­tle to share. They fin­ished it off, feel­ing a bit of buzz as they threw it aside.

De­rik looked around. “Um, Shiel, where am I sleep­ing then?”

She ges­tured to the large bed. “Here works.”

“Are you sure?”

Swal­low­ing, she nod­ded, “Yeah, just as friends though.”

“Of course.”

“And… I’m tired now.”

De­rik nod­ded and found a com­fort­able spot on the bed, slip­ping un­der the blan­kets as his heart pound­ed against his chest.

Shiel bur­rowed un­der the largest pile of blan­kets un­til only her toes and head peeked out. With a curt word, she com­mand­ed the lights and the room plunged in dark­ness.

He wait­ed for a long mo­ment, get­ting used to the soft blan­kets hold­ing him and the soft, ir­reg­u­lar breath­ing of an­oth­er woman in bed. It was like the harem and he smiled, feel­ing the be­gin­nings of some­thing new chang­ing in his life.

Af­ter a hour, he heard Shiel sigh and roll over. “Damn it, I can’t sleep,” she mut­tered.

De­rik chuck­led, still awake him­self. “Why?”

“I keep feel­ing like you gonna at­tack. Then we’ll fight, I’ll kill you and I’ll feel bad since I don’t know how to grow flow­ers.”

He grinned. “I won’t at­tack.”

“Yeah, I know. You’re a pussy.”

“See, noth­ing to wor­ry about.”

“Not used to this. I nev­er slept with some­one.”

De­rik thought for a mo­ment. “If it makes you feel bet­ter, just think me as some­one to kick while you are sleep­ing.”

There was a brief mo­ment, then his world ex­plod­ed in pain as Shiel kicked him in the gut.

He groaned and curled up un­der the blan­kets, in time for her foot to catch him right un­der the chin. “I said while you sleep.”

Shiel said, “I’m sleep­ing.”

De­rik scram­bled un­der the blan­kets. They flew up and he lunged for Shiel.

She grinned, the in­sane berserk­er com­ing back to life. There was a brief strug­gle and he found him­self pinned to the blan­kets and Shiel strad­dling him. “I win.”

“I thought you were sleep­ing,” he grinned.

Then, he saw Shiel re­al­ize her po­si­tion. Her eyes drift­ed down as she leaned on his wrists, see­ing his hard­ness pressed against the cleft of her pussy. “Um.”

De­rik looked up with hood­ed eyes. “We’re just friends, right?” His heart beat in his chest as his cock grew hard­er.

Shiel sighed, “Yeah.”

She lift­ed her body and De­rik held his breath.

She trem­bled as she knelt up, then looked down with a hunger that burned in her eyes.

“D-De­rik?” her voice cracked.

“Go ahead.”

“I don’t like you.”

“Prove it.”

She im­paled her­self on him, her pussy crush­ing De­rik’s cock. They moaned to­geth­er at the pen­e­tra­tion. She ground down, forc­ing him deep­er into her painful­ly tight sheath. He tried to move his hands, but she pinned him down as his aching length slid up. Her nether lips clung to his mem­ber and his cock dis­ap­pear­ing into the hot liq­uid depths.

De­rik thrust up with his hips, bury­ing the last of his cock into her pussy. She let out a tiny whim­per and pulled up with her body. He let out a soft moan and she ground down, slam­ming down and dri­ving him into the blan­kets.

Ex­cept for the whim­pers, they were silent. Their bod­ies mov­ing in time, rock­ing up and down, her hips slid­ing the shaft up and down in­side her. Un­like every­thing else they did in three years to­geth­er, there was no fight­ing, no ar­gu­ing, no play­ing. Just two friends mov­ing to the beat of some­thing only they could hear.

Sweat sheened against their skins as she moved. He could feel her strug­gling with un­fa­mil­iar emo­tions and sen­sa­tions. Her body twitched with the re­flex­es of a war­rior not a lover. He just lift­ed him­self. Her arms seemed to lose her strength and he freed him­self. Sit­ting up, he wrapped his arms around her waist, pulling him­self up against her sweat-slicked breasts.

She seemed to jerk, her blue and green eyes wide as she stared at him. Gasp­ing, she said, “I still don’t like you.”

“I know,” he whis­pered and kissed her.

They came to­geth­er, his cum splat­ter­ing her in­sides as she squeezed down on him un­til his bones ground to­geth­er. In her eyes, he saw her strug­gling with a sob, then she closed her eyes tight­ly and buried her face on his shoul­der. They held each oth­er and said noth­ing.

Hours lat­er, they lay in the bed. Shiel slept away from him, with just their hands touch­ing.

He smiled with a strange sense of con­tent­ment. Stretch­ing out, he kept his fin­ger­tips against her palm and let out a soft sigh of plea­sure. His eyes closed slow­ly and he drift­ed to­ward sleep.

He dreamed of the harem but there was some­thing dark in­side. A mon­ster or beast hid­ing in the dark­ness. The sor­row and fear rose up as he paced through the still fa­mil­iar walls. It had been years since he had ex­pe­ri­enced such a long­ing to go back, and even then, it was nev­er as clear as in his dream.

With a start, he had an epiphany.

He was ready to go home.

And some­one was com­ing.

His ex­haus­tion peeled away, and he was ut­ter­ly awake. Every tiny part of his body vi­brat­ed with a pow­er­ful burst of en­er­gy and he sat up.

Shiel grum­bled and curled away from him, wrap­ping her body around an emp­ty bot­tle of wine.

De­rik slipped out of the bed, care­ful­ly work­ing his way around the weapons and gath­er­ing his shirt and cord out­side the door. Shut­ting the door, he held still. Some­thing tugged him down the stairs. Fol­low­ing the pull and cu­ri­ous of its des­ti­na­tion, he dressed and wrapped his hair in the cord.

In­tu­ition drew him to the front door. With steady fin­gers, he un­latched it and opened it. His eyes peered through the door into the win­ter night. Out­side, the snow piled deep across the porch but his eyes were drawn to one thing.

Teri stood shiv­er­ing in the snow. She whim­pered as she reached out for him, her hand shak­ing vi­o­lent­ly. Un­der­neath a cloak, she wore only her harem out­fit and heavy boots. “D-De­rik? Is-is that you?”

“Teri!”

She flung him­self into his arms and he caught her, pulling her into the warmth of the house. She kissed him fran­ti­cal­ly, clutch­ing to him as she shook vi­o­lent­ly. Her teeth chat­tered as she swooned.

“Teri!”

Her body col­lapsed in his arms, and he knelt to slow her fall. Her eyes flicked open as she clutched at him, fear burn­ing in her eyes.

“R-Rick, he’s at­tack­ing the baron!”
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        De­spite wait­ing three years for this point, pan­ic grip­ping his heart. He clutched Teri tight­ly.

Her eyes rolled back into her head. The slen­der girl shiv­ered vi­o­lent­ly and he grabbed her hands. They were icy.

Whim­per­ing, he rubbed them to warm them.

“Don’t,” said Shiel be­hind him. “If you move her, the cold blood will flow into her heart. She’ll be dead be­fore you can blow her again.”

He looked up as sil­fae came down the stairs, ful­ly dressed and armed. She had a se­ri­ous look on her face as she re­gard­ed Teri and De­rik. She ges­tured up the stairs. “Throw her in the show­er, I’ll get the heal­ing po­tions.”

“What about those warmth po­tions you made when you made me se­duce the ice mon­ster?”

“Good idea.”

De­rik nod­ded and picked up Teri. He eas­i­ly car­ried her body up the stairs. Strip­ping off their clothes, he didn’t give him­self a chance to think un­til he set her in the show­er and ac­ti­vat­ed the mag­i­cal­ly heat­ed wa­ter. He wasn’t sure how hot, so he set it to right above his own tem­per­a­ture, warm but not sear­ing.

As the wa­ter sheet­ed over them, he held her up and gave him­self a chance to look at her. Three years were kind to her. She had the same soft look to her face and her body kept its youth­ful trim, but he could see that her breasts hung down a bit more, and she had a few lines in her face. Her toes and fin­gers were dusky, and he found scorch marks on her right hand.

He also re­al­ized he still loved her.

Clutch­ing her to his body, he held her un­til she start­ed to stir. “T-Teri?”

Moan­ing, her eyes rolled for a mo­ment be­fore she fo­cused on him. A pained smile crossed her lips. “De­rik? Is it re­al­ly you?”

He lift­ed his hand to her cheek, hold­ing her. Tears mixed with wa­ter as he pulled her into a kiss. He could feel the sor­row in her, but she flung her arms around him as they em­braced, their lips seek­ing each oth­er out. He couldn’t stop kiss­ing, even if he tried.

She clung to him tight­ly, their bod­ies in­ter­twined and clutch­ing, but not fuck­ing.

“Oi!”

De­rik jumped and pulled apart.

Shiel glared at him. “Plow­ing her won’t help ei­ther!”

She jammed two wine bot­tles into the show­er with them. Iden­ti­cal to the end­less oth­er bot­tles in the house, the tips were paint­ed a bright red to re­mind Shiel not to drink them. She added an­oth­er bot­tle of the thick flu­id that warmed De­rik be­fore.

De­rik’s fin­gers fum­bled with the top of the warm­ing po­tion be­fore pulling out the cork and hand­ing it to Teri.

The young woman tore her eyes away from Shiel and looked at it.

“Drink this, its a po­tion to warm you,” said the killer and hand­ed her an open po­tion.

“And then chug this. It tastes hor­ri­ble but will help with your toes.”

Her body shak­ing from the frost­bite, she took it and held it with both hands. Rais­ing it to her lips, she took a long swig.

Then gagged.

“Mask of Shad­ows, fuck that hurts!”

De­rik gig­gled. He re­al­ized he was falling into his old ways at the harem in a mat­ter of min­utes. “Well, Shiel cuts it with vod­ka. Drink.”

She hes­i­tat­ed and he re­peat­ed him­self in a firm com­mand.

“Drink!”

Still shiv­er­ing, Teri made a face and drained the bot­tle as fast as she could. De­rik held her, wip­ing the wa­ter from her face as she stared at him. He smiled back and fought against the urge to kiss her again. To his sur­prise, his heart beat faster at the sight of her af­ter all those years.

A few min­utes lat­er, the shiv­er­ing slowed, and she clutched her­self.

De­rik pushed the soaked hair from her face. “What hap­pened?” he asked qui­et­ly.

“Rick, he in­vad­ed the palace. She… I… we…”

“Out with it!” snapped Shiel.

Teri jumped and stepped back.

De­rik glared at Shiel. “Be nice.”

“Blow me.”

De­rik chuck­led, “Teri?”

“We were danc­ing for the win­ter fes­ti­val. It… it was me, and the baron, and Sher.. Sher… Sher­rel.”

De­rik saw a flash of emo­tion, then Teri burst into tears. “He killed her! Rick just killed her!”

Shock slammed into him, but he man­aged to re­tain his wits long enough to hold Teri as the thief col­lapsed to the ground. Tears ran down his cheek as an icy numb­ness filled him.

Teri sobbed, clutch­ing him as they knelt in the show­er.

Shiel sighed and reached in to turn off the wa­ter. “What hap­pened?” she snapped. “De­tails, you lit­tle cunt! De­tails!”

De­rik stared out into noth­ing, his mind crushed by the mem­o­ries of Sher­rel. He wal­lowed in them un­til a new emo­tion rose to erase them: rage.

Teri sobbed loud­ly, clutch­ing to him.

Shiel reached in and grabbed her by the hair, yank­ing her up to a stand­ing po­si­tion.

De­rik looked up at the an­noyed boun­ty hunter, his eyes flick­ing past the shaved slit of the harem kit­ten be­fore he stood up.

“What. The. Fuck. Hap­pened?”

“We were danc­ing and Sher­rel was laugh­ing. Then, she stopped. I looked over as saw her… her just stand­ing there, a sword stick­ing out of her chest. R-Rick twist­ed it and yanked it out. S-She was cry­ing when she col­lapsed and t-then the baron told me to run. And I ran. I ran so hard I hurt my­self. T-They al­ready sur­round­ed the harem and I could hear Madre and Wen­di fight­ing; there were bod­ies every­where, but I crawled through the ven­ti­la­tion.”

She sobbed, and De­rik pulled her from the show­er. Grab­bing a tow­el, he wrapped it around her and start­ed to dry her hair, lis­ten­ing as the tears ran down his cheeks. He could feel an in­cred­i­ble de­sire to crawl back in his cage, but there was no es­cap­ing his fate. In­stead, he just dried Teri as she fin­ished.

“M-Madre saw me and shoved t-this com­pass thing in my hand. And she told me to find help. I-I didn’t want to leave, I didn’t! Oh, De­rik, please for­give me!”

She wrapped her arms around him, hug­ging him un­til it hurt. De­rik held her and walked her back­wards into Shiel’s bed­room be­fore he sat her down on the bed.

“How did you find us?”

Shiel grunt­ed, “Yeah, this place is pro­tect­ed against strangers.”

Shak­ing vi­o­lent­ly, Teri held up her burnt hand. “I-I fol­lowed the com­pass. U-Un­til it ex­plod­ed in my hand. Then I just kept on walk­ing in the same di­rec­tion. My hands and feet hurt for a long time, it was so cold, but then it stopped hurt­ing and I was get­ting wor­ried. I-I saw this house and thought I would find some blan­kets to warm up or some­thing.”

She sniffed, the tears still stream­ing down her face, “A-And then you were there. It was like an an­gel came down, with your black hair fan­ning out be­hind you. I-I thought I died.”

De­rik smiled sad­ly and wiped at the tears.

Shiel grunt­ed. “How many?”

“I-I don’t know. They had at least a thou­sand in the palace and I saw some fires in town. And there were some strange robed guys com­ing into the hall when I ran along the roof.”

De­rik looked up at Shiel. “I have to go there.”

Teri whim­pered and clutched at him. “Take me!”

Shiel shook her head curt­ly. “Like fuck you are! You are in­jured and weak. You’ll make a mis­take and some­one will die.”

“No, please, I have to go,” Teri screamed out, stand­ing up.

Shiel took a step for­ward and punched her hard across the chin.

De­rik just stared as Teri col­lapsed to the ground. He glared at her. “Shiel!”

“What! She’s gonna fuck you up, and you know it.”

De­rik picked up Teri and set her on the bed. He shook from the in­side, feel­ing emo­tions burn­ing through him. His hand trem­bled as he wrapped her in blan­kets. “She’ll be okay?”

“Yeah, yeah, I’ll watch her.”

De­rik froze. “Shiel?”

The boun­ty hunter shook her head. “Not this time, De­rik. This isn’t a job. This isn’t for fun.” She swal­lowed hard, “Look, we’re friends, right?”

De­rik nod­ded numbly.

“I have a bad feel­ing about this. This isn’t a good fight and peo­ple are go­ing to die tonight.”

“I thought that is what you do?”

“Well, yeah, but some­thing is wrong. There is nasty mag­ic go­ing on and… well, I won’t do this.”

He turned to her and looked at the blue and green eyes that stared back at him. He re­fused to pull away from the path Brid­get gave him. “I still have to go. That is my… my fam­i­ly. They are in trou­ble.”

“I know.”

Sweep­ing her up in a hug, he held her tight­ly while man­ag­ing to avoid be­ing cut by her end­less weapons. “You are more than a friend, Shiel.”

Leav­ing her be­hind, he quick­ly dressed in his win­ter gear: a long leather duster, Tornsin’s shirt, and his pants. He ran to the base­ment to grab the black­bird neck­lace and wrap it around his neck, set­tling the cord un­der the iron col­lar that sud­den­ly weighed heav­i­ly on his shoul­der. Grab­bing the blue cord, he looked back into the house he lived in for three years.

Shiel grabbed two bot­tles of wine and dis­ap­peared back into her bed­room.

De­rik shook his head for a mo­ment, then closed the door.

The win­ter night burned his skin. A storm was build­ing up, but he had a long way to run. Jump­ing, he sprint­ed across the snow and ice to­ward the lovers who need­ed him.

It only took him an hour to reach the city lim­its, and he smelled smoke long be­fore he saw it. Part of the south­ern quar­ter burned bright­ly in the night. Pa­trols of men, all heav­i­ly ar­mored, walked around the walls but De­rik eas­i­ly scaled the icy bar­ri­er and jumped down into the shad­ows. A few leaps lat­er, he was sprint­ing across the rooftops.

He al­most made it.

Jump­ing across the street, he caught a patch of black ice and his an­kle twist­ed painful­ly. Bit­ing back a yelp, he scram­bled to re­gain his foot­ing, but his fin­gers missed a ledge and he plum­met­ed to the street.

For­tu­nate­ly, he land­ed on the cool­ing body of a peas­ant, break­ing the im­pact of his fall and dri­ving the air from his lungs. As he scram­bled to his feet, he heard some­one chuck­ling.

“Well, looks like we got our­selves an­oth­er one.”

De­rik’s head snapped up to re­gard six war­riors stand­ing in front of him. They wore white and black. Up close, he saw they also had a sym­bol–a tow­er with skulls around it. At the very top, the row of heads had a miss­ing spot. There was no ques­tion in his mind for whom the space was re­served.

“Rick,” he whis­pered.

The lead war­rior stepped for­ward and held up his blade. Fresh blood steamed as it ran down the length. “No sur­vivors. That’s the rules.”

De­rik’s heart pound­ed painful­ly as he watched the mur­der­ers spread out. His eyes flick­ered to the leader’s bloody blade, then back to all six. Blood rush­ing in his ears, he low­ered him­self into a crouch. Years of be­ing bait taught him some com­bat skills, even if he still re­fused to kill, he could de­fend him­self.

As one, all six charged. De­rik snapped for­ward, duck­ing un­der the lead war­rior’s slash and stole his dag­ger. He rolled into the ground and spun around. See­ing a flash of move­ment, he dove back as two ar­rows slammed into the ground at his feet. Sur­prised, he looked up to see an archer re­load­ing from a sec­ond-sto­ry win­dow.

“Fuck!”

With a snap, he threw the dag­ger at the archer’s bow. It snapped the string but he was jump­ing away from two swords that slashed out at him. Kick­ing off an icy wall, he winced at the pain of his aching an­kle and slid past his at­tack­ers. Two kicks against the back of their knees and they dropped and he ac­cel­er­at­ed across the ice. As he passed the third, who snapped the tip off his blade against the ground, he grabbed his sword belt and yanked hard. The buck­le snapped from the force and the fight­er spun into the wall, hit­ting it with a sick­en­ing crunch. Rolling back­wards, he kicked him­self off the ground and jump over the fourth and land on the fifth war­rior’s head long enough to kick up again to the sec­ond sto­ry. He caught sight of a sec­ond archer and land­ed next to him, wrap­ping the belt around his bow, wrist, and the rail­ing be­fore pulling it tight.

The archer strug­gled for a mo­ment, then lashed out.

De­rik’s an­kle twinged painful­ly. He fell back to­ward the ground and land­ed heav­i­ly on his knees. As he start­ed to get up, he saw a sword cen­time­ters away from his throat.

“Pret­ty jump­ing, pret­ty face, but my boss says kill the pret­ty boys. And he said if I want to fuck a guy, kill him even faster. I don’t know about you, but I want to re­al­ly fuck your skull now.”

De­rik swal­lowed, a snarl on his lips.

Then, a flash of light lit up the street.

De­rik jumped back as Shiel came down, her sword slic­ing the man in half and splat­ter­ing the street with blood. The runes of pow­er on her blade hummed vi­o­lent­ly as the gore show­ered down around her. She had an in­sane look on her face, a look of rap­ture. “Why the fuck is the paci­fist fight­ing!?” she yelled.

With­out wait­ing for an an­swer, she spun on her bare feet and punched the sword into one man’s chest, shat­ter­ing bone. With a twist, she ripped off the top of his body and threw it at the last war­rior who screamed in agony. His scream cut off as Shiel cov­ered the dis­tance and slammed her sword down. It cut through the man and the wall be­hind him as eas­i­ly as but­ter.

“S-Shiel!?”

She wore the same out­fit as she al­ways did. Thin leather across her breasts and hips and cov­ered in weapons. The blood that splat­tered her steamed as it cooled, but she glared at De­rik be­fore help­ing him up. Look­ing him over, she shoved a heal­ing wine at him. “Look, I lied.”

De­rik drained it, feel­ing the burn of the vod­ka and the flush of heal­ing cours­ing through his veins. “Lied?”

“Yeah, I like you more than a friend too.”

He laughed with re­lief.

She snapped back. “But there bet­ter be some fuck­ing mon­ey in this! I mean it, I want to get paid. Then I’m go­ing back to Kerlis and get­ting prop­er­ly laid by some­one who isn’t a pussy! All the fuck­ing mus­cle guys for me to beat up!”

De­rik laughed as the pain in his an­kle fad­ed. Tak­ing a deep breath, he thought fu­ri­ous­ly for a mo­ment. Then, he had a flash of in­sight. A grin crossed his face. “I know some­one will­ing to give you a quar­ter mil.”

“Well, let’s go see him.”

To­geth­er, they raced back into the south­ern quar­ter. They en­coun­tered more bands of war­riors, but this time the thief and the war­rior did what they did best: bait and slaugh­ter.

The Bug­gered Uni­corn was un­der siege. Fifty men pound­ed on the doors and win­dows. Corpses were piled three deep around the blood-stained snow and ice. De­rik spot­ted two cap­tains and a mage di­rect­ing the at­tack against the bar.

“T-This? A bar?” Shiel seemed unim­pressed.

“Yeah, this bar. It is im­por­tant.”

Shiel grum­bled, “Fine, any oth­er ways in?”

“There is a small trap door near the back gut­ter. Its very small though.”

“Won’t fit, mind if I go through the front door? Aw, fuck it,” Shiel snapped for­ward, her blade hum­ming as she charged fifty men by her­self.

De­rik watched her cut the mage in half and bury her blade in the leader. He chuck­led grim­ly and scram­bled up the side of the al­ley, hop­ping light­ly on the top and sprint­ing to­ward the bar. Find­ing two archers over­look­ing the bar, he grabbed their bows and used them as a vault to leap across the street. The bows snapped but he man­aged to hit the roof and slide up it. Mov­ing quick­ly, he slid down the oth­er side, but he was ready. Catch­ing the gut­ter, he prayed they didn’t move it and swung blind­ly un­der the gut­ter and into the Bug­gered Uni­corn’s at­tic.

Whis­per qui­et, De­rik dropped to roll along the rafters. His heart pound­ed hard as he heard the screams out­side and the in­sane cack­le of Shiel, laugh­ing as she slaugh­tered men un­pre­pared for her berserk­er as­sault. He fo­cused on the task at hand and looked for the trap door lead­ing into the bar. Crack­ing it open, he looked in­side to see Storn be­low him and be­hind the bar, a short sword in his hand as he stared at the door. A dozen oth­er thieves, as­sas­sins, and rogues stood in the room, look­ing ner­vous as they wait­ed.

De­rik slipped through the open­ing and land­ed light­ly be­hind Storn. For a mo­ment, he re­sist­ed his need to show off, but a smirk crossed his lips, and he leaned over the guild mas­ter’s back. “Boo.”

Storn screamed and spun around.

The oth­er thieves charged, but then slowed as De­rik laughed.

“Sor­ry!”

“De­rik!” Storn grabbed him in a tight hug. “Why the fuck are you here?”

“The baron.”

Storn’s face was pale as he took a deep breath. “The baron is fur­ther to the north, you know.”

“Yeah, but I have to bribe a friend to help.”

“Shiel?”

“Yeah, I need a quar­ter mil.”

“I can’t af­ford her, don’t have that cash.”

De­rik’s lips tight­ened, then the room shud­dered as some­one pound­ed on the door. “Oi! Let me in, its cold! My tits are snap­ping off!”

The mem­bers of the thief guild stared at the door in shock. One crossed his heart while an­oth­er cir­cled hers, two signs of pray­ing for a god.

Then Shiel pound­ed on it again. “Oi!”

“Let her in,” said De­rik.

One of the brutes turned him. “Are you fuck­ing nuts? There are fifty out there!”

“There is one, and she’s pis­sy. Open the damn door!”

The brute looked at Storn who nod­ded cau­tious­ly. Shak­ing, the brute inched up to the door and flung it open.

Shiel, coat­ed from head to toe in blood, stepped into the bar and shook her­self like a dog. De­rik man­aged to duck un­der the bar in time to avoid be­ing splat­tered, but every­one else made var­i­ous nois­es of dis­gust un­til she stopped. Be­hind her, the street was a slaugh­ter house of bod­ies, blood, and gore.

Bounc­ing hap­pi­ly, Shiel stepped fur­ther into the bar, then her eyes grew wide. A squeal es­caped her lips as she ges­tured to the bar. “Wine!”

De­rik stood up and turned Storn to­ward him. The old­er man looked ner­vous as he glanced back at Shiel.

“Look, Storn, you re­mem­ber three years ago, when all that shit went down?”

Storn nod­ded and stepped back to lean against the counter. “Yeah?”

“You said there were two ways for me to make some mon­ey. One of them was the Eye of Hamel. The oth­er was avoid­ing Shiel for a month,” De­rik winced as Shiel cracked the top off an ex­pen­sive bot­tle. He didn’t look at her.

Storn swal­lowed hard, sweat drip­ping down his brow. “Yeah?”

“I think it was two hun­dred?”

Storn frowned, then swal­lowed again. “Two-twen­ty, for the two months. No, please not the Ruf­fo 56.”

He winced as Shiel shat­tered an­oth­er three bot­tles.

De­rik let him­self fol­low the gaze and groaned.

Shiel stood with one foot on the bar and the oth­er on a shelf, pluck­ing bot­tles from the top shelf with a glee­ful look. She glared at him and tossed a bot­tle aside. In her hands, she held a dozen bot­tles eas­i­ly as she con­tin­ued to in­spect the ex­pen­sive, dust-cov­ered wines.

Storn groaned and turned away, there was a tear in his eyes. “Yeah, I re­mem­ber that bet.”

“Who put out that job?”

“Why?”

“I told you, I need a quar­ter mil.”

Storn frowned. “Why are you do­ing this?”

“Trust me, please?”

He nod­ded, “I did say any time, didn’t I? Fine.”

Storn turned around and looked up at the steal­ing sil­fae. “Ex­cuse me?”

“Yeah? What the fuck do you want?”

“Mon­ey?” Storn held out his hand.

Shiel glared at him, then at De­rik. Then, she shrugged. “Didn’t think I’d need it, he nev­er asked for it.”

De­rik froze, then glared at his friend. “You put up that boun­ty?”

She grinned, “Yeah, want­ed the chal­lenge. Fig­ures a cross-dress­ing pussy was the only one to make it.”

“Fine, then write an IOU.”

“Yeah, what­ev­er, I owe you.”

Storn turned back. “What is this about?”

De­rik tapped his fin­gers against the bar. “Say, Storn, can I bor­row some mon­ey?”

“Let me guess, forty thou?”

“Um…”

Storn chuck­led, “I do get ten per­cent of your boun­ties, you know that.”

De­rik strug­gled for a mo­ment, but then nod­ded. “Yeah, I’ll pay you back. I promise. Forty. Hur­ry?”

“Fine, that I have on me.” He dug be­hind the bar and pulled out a thick bun­dle of marks. Some of the bills were stained with blood.

De­rik hugged him tight­ly. “Thank you.”

“Go­ing to ex­plain this?”

“Yeah, re­al­ly easy.”

De­rik slipped around the guild mas­ter and walked up to Shiel.

She dropped a bot­tle at his feet, which shat­tered and splat­tered him with wine. “Crap­py stuff.”

“Shiel?”

“Yeah?” she said dis­tract­ed­ly.

He held up the mon­ey from Storn.

She tucked a bot­tle in her mouth and grabbed it. Look­ing down, she mut­tered around the glass. “What for?”

“With your IOU, that is a quar­ter mil.”

“Yeah, so?”

“Shiel, I want to con­tract you to kill Rick Thran­tas.”

Shiel’s head slow­ly turned to look down at him as the thieves gasped in sur­prise.

A bot­tle fell from her hand, splat­ter­ing De­rik with wine.

Then an­oth­er.

And a third.

Then, he heard a tiny, fa­mil­iar squeal of plea­sure as Shiel or­gasmed.
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        “So, got a plan, De­rik?”

They raced along the rooftops, him and Shiel. His led the way, his hair stream­ing be­hind him, find­ing the safe spots for the slight­ly less ag­ile Shiel to land. “Not re­al­ly.”

Shiel said noth­ing for a few build­ings, then they came up to the palace walls. A dozen men guard­ed the gate, with weapons drawn and torch­es to push back the win­ter dark­ness.

Both Shiel and Dark stopped in the shad­ows, nei­ther of them breath­ing hard from their ef­forts.

Shiel dripped blood on the snow, stain­ing it with the taint of death. None of it was hers, but he sus­pect­ed some of it was wine.

De­rik stared at the guards.

“Peo­ple are go­ing to die, De­rik.”

“I know, Shiel.”

“You will prob­a­bly die.”

He closed his eyes and nod­ded.

“Why do this?” she grum­bled.

“Love.”

“Heard of it, over­rat­ed emo­tion that turns your brains to shit.”

“And yet you are still here,” he grinned.

Shiel glared at him. “I don’t love you.”

De­rik smiled at her. “Prove it, you soft-heart­ed bitch.”

In the shocked si­lence, he ran to­ward the palace wall.

Shiel let out a growl and leaped high into the air. Her strength eas­i­ly car­ried her into the mid­sts of the guards and brought her en­chant­ed sword down hard on the heads of two of them. Be­fore she hit the ground, her dag­gers flew out to im­pale the throats of three more de­fend­ers.

De­rik fo­cused on his own task, jump­ing to the wall and scram­bling up. He spot­ted an archer in one of the tow­ers and slid be­hind him, grab­bing him and twist­ing his wrist hard. The man screamed as his hand broke and De­rik jumped out, plum­met­ing to the ground on the in­side of the walls.

Be­yond the heavy wood­en door, he heard the screams of agony and blood­shed. Then, the archer from the sec­ond crashed to the snow-cov­ered cob­ble­stones. De­rik swal­lowed at the sight of his bro­ken face and the helm next to him, with a sec­ond head stick­ing out of the open­ing. The look of hor­ror would have giv­en any­one night­mares but De­rik had seen Shiel fight be­fore.

He forced him­self to lurch for­ward and throw the gate lever. With a grum­ble and squeal of gears, the gate opened to re­veal the blood-drenched war­rior grin­ning hap­pi­ly. She cut the last man’s throat and stormed for­ward.

“I want a chal­lenge,” she de­clared. “These guys are pa­thet­ic.”

“Don’t wor­ry, Rick is in­side.”

“Fi­nal­ly, a real man to beat up. Then maybe we’ll hate fuck?”

It took them a few min­utes to reach the palace it­self. As they crest­ed a hill, their feet crunch­ing ice-cov­ered grav­el, they heard fight­ing. De­rik scanned the bat­tle­field and then froze.

Only four peo­ple were left stand­ing. Truk, looked on as Bruk and Gluk fought one of the baron’s guards. The lone war­rior fought with sur­pris­ing skill, but De­rik could tell that he was ex­haust­ed and los­ing.

From a thir­ty me­ters away, he rec­og­nized the war­rior as his lover: Tornsin.

De­rik’s breath came out in a fog of ice. He stum­bled for­ward.

Shiel let out a dis­gust­ed noise and charged for­ward, scream­ing at the top of her lungs as blood splat­tered in all di­rec­tions, leav­ing a trail of gore.

Gluk knocked Tornsin to the ground, and Bruk raised his bloody sword to strike, but Shiel slammed into him, throw­ing him ten me­ters.

De­rik’s heart stopped, but he raced for­ward as Tornsin scram­bled out of the way of Gluk and raised his shak­ing weapon.

Truk watched the fight for a mo­ment, then stepped back. As Tornsin and Shiel at­tacked her broth­ers, she raised her hands and be­gan to chant. Tiny sym­bols ap­peared in the air around her, form­ing a cir­cle of flick­er­ing flame. The air warped around her body as she chant­ed quick­ly, pow­er­ing some el­dritch spell. The snow melt­ed in a cir­cle around her, and he skit­tered to a halt.

He des­per­ate­ly looked for a way to dis­tract her, but he found only bod­ies and swords. Swal­low­ing, he con­sid­ered grab­bing one of them, but his body shook as his moth­er’s promise bound him far tighter than the fear of death.

Shiel cack­led hap­pi­ly, slam­ming her sword to­ward Bruk with bru­tal grace. The wall be­hind him shat­tered as he man­aged to par­ry most of her blows. A few lines streaked his dark skin.

Tornsin, on the oth­er hand, strug­gled to de­fend him­self against the oth­er broth­er, and De­rik wished he could help the des­per­ate, fight­ing man.

He made a de­ci­sion. Grab­bing a dead guard’s still-sheathed sword, he yanked the blade out. His body burned with con­vic­tion as he tossed the blade away. Snatch­ing the wire used to peace-bond the weapon, he twist­ed it. The wire bit into his fin­gers, draw­ing blood, but he ig­nored the pain and kept work­ing un­til it broke off. Work­ing des­per­ate­ly, he jammed it into the pin hole of his iron col­lar and start­ed to pick it.

Truk’s eyes fo­cused on him as she chant­ed, more of the cir­cle fill­ing in with the ar­cane sym­bols as pow­er rolled off her body.

De­rik, sweat drip­ping down his brow, worked fran­ti­cal­ly at the col­lar. He had an idea of how to stop her, but he wasn’t en­tire­ly sure it would work.

It be­came a race be­tween the two. As they worked, the melee cen­tered be­tween them, block­ing a di­rect route be­tween mage and thief.

When the lock clicked, he near­ly fell over. Yank­ing it off, a sense of re­lief flood­ed through him. He had for­got­ten what it was like not to have the weight around his col­lar.

Both thrib­an broth­ers blocked his route to Truk, but De­rik charged be­tween them. “Shiel!” he yelled.

The war­rior spun around and saw him run­ning into bat­tle. It only took her a sec­ond as she jumped straight up and slammed her sword down into the ground. It vi­brat­ed loud­ly as her hands left it. Leav­ing it be­hind, she spun around and punched Bruk hard in the gut. Met­al ar­mor peeled back from the blow, and she brought up her bloody fist with a grin.

He shud­dered as his feet scraped the grav­el.

She didn’t give him a chance to re­cov­er as she jerked for­ward and start­ed pound­ing him with hands and fists, cack­ling just as hap­pi­ly as her body blurred with her rapid-fire se­ries of at­tacks.

De­rik hopped on the hilt of the sword and jumped straight up. His body flipped as he leaped over the up­per edge ar­cane ring of pow­er. His duster caught fire as pow­er scorched him. Land­ing heav­i­ly be­hind Truk, he reached out and snapped the col­lar around her neck.

“Shiel, ac­ti­vate this!”

Truk spun around, her yel­lowed eyes wide with sur­prise.

The war­rior looked up, punched Bruk across the throat and screamed loud­ly. “Shock!”

The col­lar in De­rik’s hand ig­nit­ed into a ter­ri­ble force, throw­ing him back as Truk let out a ter­ri­ble scream. Her body shud­dered as she col­lapsed to the ground. Her spell wa­vered for a mo­ment, then tore it­self apart into a hell storm that brought more screams from the mage.

At the same time, Bruk and Gluk both let out ter­ri­fied screams of their own as they col­lapsed to the ground. A spi­der­web of en­er­gy con­nect­ed the triplets as the col­lar’s pow­er rip­pled through their tele­path­ic con­nec­tion.

Shiel stepped back, pant­i­ng. Then, she grinned.

“Shock!”

All three screamed out as the col­lar ac­ti­vat­ed and light­ing arced be­tween the three thrib­ans.

She bounced for a mo­ment, gig­gling as she clapped her hands like a lit­tle girl. Her mouth opened and she screamed out as loud­ly as she could. “Shock! Shock! Shock! Shock!”

The three thrib­an’s let out an in­hu­man scream as their con­nec­tion tore into them. The col­lar sparkled and burned, sear­ing Truk’s flesh and shar­ing the pain be­tween all three of them.

“Shiel!”

“Shock! Fuck, yes! Shock!”

“Shiel! Stop it!”

“Shock! Burn you bas­tards! Shock!”

De­rik snarled as he stormed for­ward. Jump­ing over the spas­ming form of Bruk, he slapped her hard across the face.

Shiel didn’t seem to no­tice the blow. She blinked and looked at him. “What?” she asked as if it was a nor­mal to have her face slapped.

De­rik spun around as Bruk tried to push him­self up. His face was bloody and bruised. Two ribs stuck out of his ar­mor, where Shiel had tore apart the met­al. Ig­nor­ing Shiel’s moan of plea­sure, he knelt down in the snow and blood. “Bruk.”

The thrib­an shud­dered, right on the edge of con­scious­ness.

“You were nice to me once. You showed me a bit of kind­ness. I’m re­turn­ing the fa­vor. Go home.”

“I—”

“Go home,” com­mand­ed De­rik, “or I’ll let Shiel kill you and your sib­lings right here and now.”

He nod­ded once, and Shiel glared at him dis­ap­point­ed­ly.

De­rik stood up, not look­ing at his friend. He spoke in a hard voice. “Shiel, Rick is in­side.”

In a flash, he saw her sprint­ing in­side, her en­chant­ed sword flash­ing be­hind her.

De­rik stood up painful­ly to watch Bruk crawl­ing to­ward his sis­ter.

Gluk groaned with pain.

De­rik turned and re­al­ized Tornsin was hold­ing the sword over the thrib­an back. “Tornsin!” he gasped, “Love? Please don’t.”

Tornsin looked over at De­rik, then did a dou­ble-take. “D-De­rik?”

Op­po­nent for­got­ten, Tornsin dropped the sword and ran to De­rik. De­rik let out a sob as he opened his arms to catch his lover in a tight hug.

“De­rik!”

Tears ran down their cheeks as they em­braced, hold­ing each oth­er tight­ly.

“I thought I would nev­er see you again.”

From in­side the palace came the sound of stone shat­ter­ing and a scream of rage drift­ed through the bro­ken win­dows.

De­rik shud­dered and squeezed his lover tight­ly. “Not now, we have to save the baron.”

Tornsin nod­ded and wiped the tears from his eyes. He opened his mouth, then ran his fin­ger down the side of De­rik’s chin. “You are still so beau­ti­ful. I missed you so much.”

De­rik’s heart float­ed into the heav­ens. He want­ed to kiss Tornsin, to strip him and fuck him right there. Three years of long­ing con­densed to a sin­gle mo­ment of re­lief with the pow­er of an or­gasm.

Then Shiel ru­ined it by fly­ing out of the palace door and slam­ming into them. Snarling, she screamed loud­ly as she scram­bled to her feet. “You don’t fuck­ing throw me!”

Blur­ring, she sprint­ed back into the palace. At the door, she grabbed her sword and yanked it out of the stone wall be­fore dis­ap­pear­ing in­side.

Alarmed, De­rik raced af­ter her.

Be­hind him, Tornsin snatched his weapon from the ground and fol­lowed.

In­side the hall, De­rik stum­bled. The first thing he saw was Sher­rel’s body, sprawled out on the floor in a pud­dle of blood. Grief crashed into him as he saw her torn open gut and the tears that still soaked her ter­ri­fied face. Then, his eyes be­held the ter­ri­ble bat­tle.

Shiel’s blade cut through the air, leav­ing glow­ing streaks of mag­ic. Rick’s blade left a burn­ing trail as it snapped up, catch­ing the blade and shov­ing her back. In that mo­ment be­tween strikes, De­rik could see dark flames along the blade and ghost­ly, scream­ing faces in the em­bers. The en­tire thing stank of death and mag­ic.

De­rik swal­lowed as Tornsin raced up to him. His eyes locked on Rick him­self. The for­mer crime lord looked both stronger and more en­raged than De­rik had ever seen him. His plate ar­mor glowed with the same necro­man­tic flames as his sword. Every strike against Shiel’s weapon brought ghost­ly flames in gouts of en­er­gy. De­spite the weight, he moved eas­i­ly as he jumped and bobbed around her at­tacks, match­ing her own with his own ter­ri­ble speed and force.

Be­hind the ter­ri­ble bat­tle, he saw Hamel stand­ing in the cen­ter of a ring of pow­er. Six men in dark robes chant­ed loud­ly, sur­round­ing him and hold­ing him in place.

De­rik’s heart leapt at the sight of the baron, but he hes­i­tat­ed when he saw Hamel’s skin rip­pling and boil­ing, like some ter­ri­ble crea­ture was try­ing to burst from the baron’s chest.

Fight­ing back the tears, he spun to look at Tornsin. “We have to stop them.”

Nod­ding curt­ly, the guard broke right around Shiel and Rick. De­rik sprint­ed around the left side. As he passed the fight­ers, he looked up to see the Eye of Hamel glow­ing above. The glass map was de­stroyed, and one stat­ue slumped against the wall. What re­mained care­ful­ly bal­anced on the oth­er stat­ues.

Shiel sheared through an­oth­er col­umn, and Rick left a bleed­ing line across her side. Scream­ing out in rage, she punched her sword clear through the me­ter-thick col­umn and slammed it into Rick’s side. Met­al screamed out in agony as the en­chant­ed blade cut deeply.

De­rik forced his at­ten­tion to the mages. They chant­ed loud­ly, their at­ten­tion fo­cused on the baron.

Hamel bel­lowed in anger and pain as he col­lapsed to his knees. Claws shoved from his chest, de­form­ing his body be­fore slid­ing back in­side. The bril­liant sap­phire eye glowed bright­ly, sear­ing­ly in­tense as the Eye above the bat­tle.

Even with his promise not to kill, De­rik still knew how to stop a mage. Padding up to the first one, he reared back and kicked with all his might into the back of the wiz­ard’s knee. The sound of snap­ping bone rang out loud­ly in the room and the mage col­lapsed to the ground, scream­ing in agony.

Rage burned in De­rik as he stormed to­ward the next mage.

The robed fig­ure glanced at him, then did a dou­ble take. Yank­ing him­self away from the spell, he spun to face De­rik.

Raw mag­ick burst around them as the spell shat­tered. Black light­ing, back­lash, shot out to a third mage. It lit her up from the in­side, her bones briefly vis­i­ble be­fore she burst into flames. The fourth mage ig­nit­ed at the same time, but the last two re­mained stand­ing.

One of the surving­ing mages, his body smok­ing, bel­lowed out a quick spell and three spheres of force slammed into De­rik.

De­rik stag­gered back and snarled as he re­cov­ered. “Shiel hits me hard­er than that!”

He sprint­ed for­ward as the mage backed away in fear. Grab­bing the mage’s arm, De­rik twist­ed hard and threw him over his shoul­der. As the body hit the ground, he wrenched with all his might un­til he heard the mut­ed pop of the limb be­ing dis­lo­cat­ed.

De­rik stepped back to kick him, but Tornsin blocked him and drove the sword into the man’s throat, killing him in­stant­ly.

See­ing death so close, from some­one so ten­der, brought a wave of nau­sea. He fought against it, pant­i­ng hard. “I al­ways hate that. Set­ting them up for the kill.”

His eyes drift­ed to­ward the baron as Tornsin looked around. Then, the guard shoved him rough­ly to the side as a body blew past them, slam­ming hard into the wall be­hind them.

De­rik spun around as Shiel slid to the ground, her body cov­ered in fresh blood. “Shiel!”

With­out look­ing to see what Tornsin would do, he raced to­ward his friend. At her body, he dropped to his knees in fear.

Shiel was hurt.

The boun­ty hunter opened one eye, her oth­er sealed shut from a cut that ran down her face. “Well, fuck, that stings.”

De­rik pat­ted her, look­ing for a heal­ing po­tion, but he couldn’t find any. “Shit, shit. Shiel, stay with me.”

The slen­der berserk­er coughed, and blood splat­tered against De­rik.

He whim­pered. “S-Shiel?”

“Fig­ures. I’d find the per­fect guy,” she coughed vi­o­lent­ly and tried to stand up. Her leg slipped and she slumped down to the ground, “and he ends up killing me.”

Tears burned at De­rik’s cheeks. “You aren’t dead yet.”

“Y-Yeah, I know,” she shud­dered, “but be­tween the death mag­ic, curs­es, poi­son, that damn dag­ger in my gut, and the bruis­es, I think I’m los­ing.”

She closed her eye as a shud­der slammed into her. “Oh yeah, the sword cuts hurt too.”

De­rik screamed loud­ly, “Damn it, don’t die on me!”

Her eye snapped open and she glared at him. “You’re such a fuck­ing pussy.”

“Yeah, I know,” he sniffed.

“I don’t like you.”

“You lie.”

He pressed his hands against her, try­ing to find some way of pick­ing her up but his hands just slipped off from her blood.

Shiel coughed vi­o­lent­ly and clutched her side. “Fuck, that hurts!”

“Shiel?”

Her green eye fo­cused on him. “Why the fuck did I fall for you?”

De­rik froze, “W-What?”

“You are a sub­mis­sive lit­tle pussy, why do I love you?”

“No, no,” he whis­pered, shak­ing his head in de­nial, “you don’t love me.”

“You lie,” she choked out.

“Shiel!”

He held her tight­ly as the tears burned hot­ly down his face. Sob­bing, he shook with the grief that plunged him into dark­ness.

Shiel coughed sud­den­ly, “You’re do­ing it wrong.”

“What?”

“Heal­ing.”

He pulled back, feel­ing her blood hot on his cheek. Look­ing down, he saw a flick­er­ing yel­low-green light form­ing around his hands. “Fuck­ing priest, can’t even heal right.”

Hope and shock stunned De­rik as he stared at his glow­ing hands. “W-What? How?”

“Oi, maybe. I-I heard they say you have to be a gate, to just let it,” she coughed vi­o­lent­ly, press­ing her slen­der, shak­ing body to his palms, “let it flow through you. Not that I know what heal­ers do. I just buy po­tions.”

De­rik whim­pered as he knelt in her blood, try­ing to re­lease him­self. When the heal­ing en­er­gies flowed and her wounds slow­ly knit­ted to­geth­er, he let out a sob of hope.

Shiel’s body shud­dered vi­o­lent­ly as she was jerked out of his hands.

He looked up to see Rick’s necro­man­tic blade buried in Shiel’s chest, right through her heart. His mouth opened as sur­prise, shock, and ter­ror wracked his body. Trem­bling, he fol­lowed the blade up to see Rick snarling above him. His body vi­brat­ed with rage. Rick’s face was coat­ed in blood, hun­dreds of cuts that scored clear to the bone. His jaw worked pow­er­ful­ly and the thief could hear teeth grind­ing to­geth­er as he pant­ed.

“O-Oi!”

De­rik’s head snapped back to look at Shiel. She glared up at Rick as she shook. “I-I was,” her voice start­ed to grow soft, “I was be­ing ten­der here… ass­hole.”

“I don’t care,” came Rick’s growl.

“W-Well, I do.” She swal­lowed. “S-so, fuck off!”

De­rik could only watch as Shiel wrenched her­self to the right, tear­ing open her own heart. With a grunt of rage and anger, she punched the side of his sword with the last of her strength. Her hand shat­tered on the blade but the weapon cracked from the im­pact. Flames hissed out of the frac­tures that formed along the steel. With a snarl, she drew back and punched it again. The force of the blow shat­tered the en­chant­ed sword, and De­rik’s world turned black as the necro­man­tic blade ex­plod­ed.
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        He couldn’t breathe.

He couldn’t speak.

He couldn’t see.

De­rik fum­bled in the af­ter­ef­fects of the ex­plo­sion: the acidic wind tore through his duster, mag­ic popped and hissed all around him, and his heart con­tin­ued to pound in his chest. He bit his tongue against the pain and forced him­self to rage against it. The tears of Shiel’s death ripped from his face but he man­aged to stand up.

Some­thing cold plunged into his chest.

He opened his eyes.

In the mael­strom of pow­er stream­ing out in all di­rec­tions, he saw ghost­ly faces rise from the shat­tered re­mains of the blade. Spec­tral hands reached out for him, the claws of the dy­ing sink­ing into his skin. De­rik shud­dered as the icy cold fin­gers dis­ap­pear into him.

He looked down but saw noth­ing as the dis­tinct sen­sa­tion of hav­ing a sword yanked out of his chest and then plunged into his stom­ach brand­ed across his sens­es. De­spite be­ing un­able to see it, his nerves re­port­ed with ter­ri­bly clar­i­ty the spilling of his or­gans out across his fin­gers and a weak­ness that sucked away his life.

Con­fused, he bent over in pain as the spec­tral blade cut into him again. Every blow was a fa­tal one, but only across his mind’s eye. Some­how, he man­aged to sur­vive each at­tack but his san­i­ty be­gan to crum­ble un­der the on­slaught.

A shift­ing bright­ness caught his at­ten­tion. He looked up, strain­ing with every move­ment, to see a translu­cent Sher­rel be­fore him.

She smiled at him, tears sparkling in her ethe­re­al body. Mov­ing in si­lence, she reached out to bring his lips to hers, kiss­ing him soft­ly as she grew more trans­par­ent with each pass­ing sec­ond.

“S-Sher­rel?” His voice choked.

Hands reached around to take her wrists. A kiss flared up along her left wrist as a body in­ter­posed it­self be­tween De­rik and the spir­it. He looked up to catch a brief sight of liq­uid eyes the col­or of the warmest wood, then Brid­get drew Sher­rel away to safe­ty.

De­rik reached out for them, the grief con­sum­ing him, and shud­dered as he felt an­oth­er sword pierce his body, tear­ing him in half. Look­ing down, he saw an­oth­er ghost pass­ing through them, then a sec­ond. Each one forced De­rik to re­live their own death be­fore they scat­tered to the five winds. In his mind’s eye, he saw the her­alds of the gods tak­ing the faith­ful away and those with­out gods just fad­ing into noth­ing.

Tears splashed down his cheeks as he watched them.

Then, one last ghost stood be­fore him.

Shiel glared at him for a mo­ment, her mouth work­ing as she tried to find the words. Then, she flicked him off. Reach­ing down, her ghost­ly fin­gers wrapped around the hilt of the shat­tered necro­man­tic sword. Pick­ing it up, hell­ish flames of red seared up the blade and col­ored her spir­it with the rage of a berserk­er. Her eyes glowed a blood red and she stepped for­ward, rais­ing the blade to strike at De­rik.

He tried to stum­ble back away from her. His body al­most col­lapsed with Shiel’s death sear­ing across his mind and mem­o­ries. There was no time or mem­o­ries to fade the star­tling clear feel­ing of her heart be­ing pierced, then torn in half.

Shiel spun on her heels and stalked away. Un­like the oth­ers, she didn’t fade into noth­ing­ness and no her­ald came for her spir­it. She just… walked away.

Sud­den­ly he couldn’t breathe again.

Re­al­i­ty rushed back to slam into him. Some­one had a bar across his throat and he strug­gled to breathe. His feet kicked against the ground.He kicked out and winced at the pain of his an­kle hit­ting sol­id met­al.

“Hamel!” roared Rick from be­hind De­rik. His ar­mor burned into De­rik’s skin.

De­rik’s eyes snapped open as Rick hauled him for­ward.

The baron looked up from where he crouched over Tornsin’s body.

When Tornsin rolled over, there was blood every­where. The sight of it ripped at De­rik’s heart and he choked loud­er as sor­row flood­ed his mind.

“Hamel!” re­peat­ed Rick.

Hamel stood up, a mask of rage burn­ing on his face. His one eye glowed bright­ly, a sear­ing light that no mor­tal could have.

“We end this, baron. We end this now.”

Hamel reached down and picked up Tornsin’s blade.

De­rik watched him with bright eyes, feel­ing the pres­sure grind­ing down on his neck, chok­ing off his breath.

Hamel cir­cled.

Then, the tip of a blade pressed against De­rik’s neck, right against the pound­ing artery in his throat. “Stop,” com­mand­ed Rick.

Hamel froze.

Rick grinned. “We aren’t fight­ing, Hamel. No, I’m not go­ing to risk it. I saw what a mon­ster you are.”

The baron’s face tight­ened as he squeezed the hilt of his blade un­til his knuck­les popped.

Rick just chuck­led. “I found the body of your wife too, or should I say your… mate. I saw what you did to her. I saw that corpse, and she gave me the blade that bitch just broke.”

De­rik whim­pered and looked up.

Rick glanced down and his face spasmed as he glared at De­rik. “To think I lost every­thing for you.”

He snarled and bore down on De­rik’s throat, threat­en­ing to crush it. “I will nev­er make that mis­take again.”

Rick’s eyes snapped back to Hamel. “No, she made me promise this. Hamel, kill your­self.”

“Nev­er!” roared the baron.

De­rik whim­pered as the blade jabbed him in the throat. “Yes, or you’ll see me cut the throat your lover. And you’ll see him bleed to death be­fore your eyes.”

Star­ing at the baron, De­rik tried to break free. His foot snaked around to catch Rick’s but the larg­er man just ground down on his throat un­til he gasped for breath. The fa­mil­iar burn in his lungs and tears in his eyes re­turned as he strug­gled for air.

“Now!”

“You’ll just kill him too, Rick.” Hamel’s voice was hoarse and wheez­ing.

“Do you want to see an­oth­er of your loves dy­ing? Do you want to see the sec­ond of your true loves die with their throat ripped out?”

Hamel snapped back, “He isn’t my true love!”

De­spair tore into De­rik. Rick wrenched him back, but then froze as Hamel let out a ter­ri­ble scream. His eye burst into sap­phire flames and his skin peeled back. Claw­ing at his face, the baron’s body swelled sud­den­ly, then peeled like a ba­nana. De­rik had the im­pres­sion of some ter­ri­ble crea­ture burst­ing out of the baron’s body, with shock­ing white fur and a large, curled horn in its fore­head.

The crea­ture stepped for­ward, swelling up to three me­ters in height, then four. Its head turned to growl down at Rick. One eye burned with sap­phire flames and the oth­er was a gap­ing wound. De­rik whim­pered as he stared up at the ter­ri­ble face, sud­den­ly re­al­iz­ing that the Eye of Hamel wasn’t a mag­i­cal­ly cre­at­ed sphere, but the ac­tu­al eye of the baron, the crea­ture who pre­tend­ed to be his lover.

The baron’s voice came from the beast, deep­er and rum­bling. “No!” His roar con­tained the same pow­er and pres­ence that made De­rik’s in­sides twist with lust and fear. He grew hot in­side, but in­stead of fo­cus­ing on his cock, it spread out to his limbs. Flames burst along De­rik’s body, not touch­ing his clothes but grow­ing rapid­ly hot­ter.

Rick swore and loos­ened his grip.

Kick­ing back vi­o­lent­ly, De­rik caught him in the knee and slipped out, sprint­ing away as the war­rior stared up at the pow­er­ful form of Hamel.

Huge claws, the col­or of the finest mar­ble, stretched out of mas­sive paws. De­rik stum­bled and fell, twist­ing back­wards to crawl away from Hamel as he stood up to his full height of five me­ters. His eyes glanced down to see the mas­sive shaft that hung be­tween his legs, swollen and half-hard.

Hamel stepped for­ward, and the en­tire room shook from the im­pact.

Rick laughed an­gri­ly. “All those fuck­ing mages, all those spells to find your true form, and all I had to do was make you lie!? If I knew that, I would have done it years ago! Every­one knows you love De­rik. Every­one knows you’ve pined over that cock whore ever since you kicked him out!”

He laughed, the same in­sane cack­le De­rik re­mem­bered from his auc­tion.

De­rik shiv­ered at the mem­o­ry of it and looked around. He didn’t know what to do.

Re­turn­ing his at­ten­tion to the cen­ter, he watched as Rick tossed aside his short sword and snatched Shiel’s blade from the ground. It hummed vi­o­lent­ly, but he twist­ed his hands around the hilt. “Now, I can kill you, Hamel. In this form, you are mor­tal.”

With a scream of rage, Rick at­tacked the crea­ture. The blade flashed and it cut deep.

Hamel roared, shak­ing the walls and ceil­ing. He slammed his hand down.

Rick par­ried it, but the force of the blow drove him to his knees. With a surge of strength, he threw off Hamel’s claws and punched for­ward, bury­ing the blade to the hilt in the crea­ture’s wrist. He twist­ed the blade and yanked it out. Blood, sap­phire and black, burst out from the wound, and Hamel stag­gered back.

De­rik couldn’t fo­cus on both fights. He looked back and forth rapid­ly un­til he caught sight of Tornsin. With his throat tight­en­ing, he ran to his lover and slid to his knees. He checked for a pulse. To his sur­prise and ut­ter re­lief Tornsin was alive and breath­ing ragged­ly. De­rik closed his eyes and opened him­self up to Brid­get, feel­ing the heal­ing en­er­gies ris­ing and flow­ing through his palms. His body grew hot as the en­er­gy sank into the guard, but as he thought about it, it sput­tered then stopped. Whim­per­ing, he looked down to see Tornsin re­lax­ing as he fell un­con­scious.

The bat­tle raged across the hall, shat­ter­ing columns and tear­ing apart the ceil­ing. The white crea­ture Hamel slammed down, slash­ing open Rick’s ar­mor, but Rick’s at­tack cut clear to the bone of the im­mense mon­ster.

As Rick jammed down into Hamel’s side, Hamel threw him up into the air. The blade left a streak of light be­hind it as Rick flipped over and land­ed heav­i­ly. How­ev­er, De­rik’s eyes fo­cused on the flick­er­ing light of the Eye of Hamel. He saw it vi­brat­ing an­gri­ly, burn­ing with flames in­side.

He didn’t know why he start­ed, but he raced for it. Climb­ing up the bro­ken stat­ue, he steeled him­self for when the acidic trap ac­ti­vat­ed, but lit­tle could shield him from liq­uid that burned his feet. He stag­gered as he found pur­chase, then jumped with all his strength to catch an­oth­er stat­ue, then a third, be­fore fling­ing him­self over the bat­tle to grab an arm. The green­ish-yel­low flash that coursed along the arm warned him of the trap, and he screamed as acid burned into his fin­gers. Gasp­ing for breath, he forced him­self to crawl up on the stat­ue’s arm. The acid burned at his legs, thighs and hands as he stag­gered to his feet. Fal­ter­ing and near­ly los­ing his bal­ance, he reached out for the Eye. It burned bright­ly, rock­ing back and forth as it screamed out in rage. The mag­i­cal light that speared through scat­tered every­where.

De­rik hes­i­tat­ed be­fore grab­bing it, feel­ing the burn­ing heat from the sphere and the acid eat­ing away at his soles. He snarled and grabbed it with both hands.

A mem­o­ry of him­self.

A silent im­age of him grab­bing the sphere, swing­ing across the room to re­place the Eye of Hamel. De­rik forced the sphere’s mem­o­ries away and then gasped as he lost his bal­ance.

Spin­ning in the air, he plum­met­ed to the ground. As the floor raced up to him, he saw a flash of black and flame as Rick knelt be­low him and jammed up with his sword.

De­rik screamed out as he saw the tip of the weapon right be­fore it punched into his stom­ach. Agony tore through him as he slid down the blade to land heav­i­ly at the hilt.

Im­ages of Shiel’s death ran through his mind as he fought against the pain, feel­ing the blade twist­ing in his gut. He sobbed as he tried to do some­thing.

Rick smiled grim­ly. “I told you I would end you, De­rik.”

His hand grabbed the burn­ing Eye of Hamel.

De­rik pulled it back de­spite the heat­ed crys­tal melt­ing flesh and bone. It was more pain than he had ever ex­pe­ri­enced, but he locked his hand tight­ly on the sphere.

Rick’s tri­umphant smile fal­tered as he tried to pry the Eye from De­rik.

De­rik glared at him, blood fleck­ing his lips. “Fuck off.”

Rick chuck­led, “Not from you.”

He twist­ed the blade in De­rik’s gut.

De­rik shud­dered from the pain, then forced him­self to work past it. It wasn’t much dif­fer­ent than be­ing caned by Rick or be­ing abused by mon­sters when Shiel used him as bait.

The Eye flashed. The mem­o­ries in his head grew hazy.

Sud­den­ly, Rick shud­dered. A flick­er of sur­prise crossed his face, and he twist­ed his back as if he was in sud­den pain. The mo­ment passed. He tight­ened his grip and tried to yank it out again.

De­rik’s blood poured out of his gap­ing wound. It sheet­ed down the blade be­fore splash­ing on the ground. He stared at it, dazed and con­fused.

A strange thought drift­ed through his mind, an in­ter­rup­tion of a hap­py mo­ment from Rick’s point of view as the man cheer­ful­ly planned the at­tack. He was about to draw some­thing on the map when he knocked over his soup. The hot liq­uid scald­ed his hand.

De­rik shud­dered as his own hand burned. He looked down to see a red mark ap­pear right where Rick had burned him­self in the mem­o­ries.

A wave of nau­sea and weak­ness crashed into him. He choked and blood poured out of his mouth, the cop­pery taste stick­ing to the back of his throat.

He thought about the im­age and won­dered if the Eye could trans­fer mem­o­ries and sen­sa­tions. His think­ing fell into a grove, as if the Eye was guid­ing his thoughts.

The Eye flashed and a new mem­o­ry came flow­ing from Rick and into De­rik. It was some night in an inn. Rick had just pen­e­trat­ed a whore’s cunt and his cock was firm­ly sheathed into her clench­ing pussy. Her cries turned him on as he grabbed her hips and pre­pared to thrust.

De­rik couldn’t tell that the mem­o­ries were any dif­fer­ent than his phys­i­cal body. His cock grew wet as if he was buried in­side her pussy. He could feel the curve of her ass and hips in his palm.

He smiled then coughed again. It could be the blood loss but he was will­ing to try. Tak­ing a deep breath and chok­ing on the cop­pery stench, he fo­cused on the most painful mem­o­ry he could re­call.

A mem­o­ry rose, the agony from the shock of Shiel’s col­lar. The echoes of her voice scream­ing “Shock!” burned through him.

A bolt of agony coursed through him.

Then Rick shud­dered from the same mem­o­ry. His body jerked vi­o­lent­ly as a black scorch line formed around his neck. He had nev­er worn Shiel’s col­lar, but De­rik could feel the elec­tric surge cours­ing through their bod­ies.

The mem­o­ry fad­ed but the dark line re­mained.

De­rik’s mouth gaped open as he stared at the an­gry eyes. He let a fierce smile cross his lips as he held on the sphere tight­ly with both hands and buried him­self into his mem­o­ries. The world grow­ing dim, De­rik fo­cused on the three days when Rick tor­tured him. Thanks to the Eye, he could re­call every blow of the cane and cut that scored his body. He sank into them, his body heat­ing up as he re­liv­ed the tor­ture.

The sphere grew brighter, the light spear­ing through both of their hands un­til their bones were vis­i­ble.

Rick shud­dered again as a line ap­peared on his fore­head, bleed­ing slug­gish­ly.

De­rik gasped with the ef­fort. He coughed up more blood and then snapped at Rick, “Fuck off.”

With all his willpow­er, he threw him­self into the night­mares. He forced him­self to re­live the pain of his rape, the con­stant beat­ings of the cane. Three days of agony as fast as he could han­dle it. As he did, lines of red ap­peared across Rick’s face and body. The war­rior shud­dered from the pain, and De­rik just dredg­ing up more mem­o­ries, the mem­o­ries of be­ing torn open and hav­ing his skin be­ing split open. He added bru­tal choke-fuck­ing and anal rape. He lay­ered the count­less mem­o­ries of his balls be­ing crushed, whipped, and beat­en.

Rick screamed out as De­rik let the flood­gates of suf­fer­ing rip open in his mind, and they both re­liv­ed every­thing that had hap­pened to De­rik over the years.

He didn’t fo­cus on the gen­tle touch or spank­ing, Madre’s at­tempts to fist him or even Teri’s fuck­ing him. He just went di­rect­ly into the pain and agony. He forced Rick to feel the hu­mil­i­a­tion and hunger of be­ing raped, tear­ing him from the in­side. Days of mem­o­ries com­pressed into a sin­gle sec­ond. As he passed through them, De­rik just found more. Pain of his time with Shiel, the fight­ing and the mon­sters. The sen­sa­tions of be­ing drained to an inch of his life by vam­pires and the acidic spells that burned his skin.

Rick’s body suf­fered the same wounds he did. Every pass­ing sec­ond, the Eye of Hamel grew brighter and De­rik just fed it more mem­o­ries.

Rick gasped at the pain, his face and body bleed­ing from the in­side. He start­ed to whis­per a spell, his in­cred­i­ble will keep­ing his voice steady as his in­sides tore. Hell­ish flames rose around his body.

De­rik drew up more mem­o­ries. Of Rick’s cock chok­ing him, tear­ing open his throat as he was raped. Tears splash­ing down his cheeks, De­rik held that mem­o­ry in his head and held his breath, hear­ing Rick chok­ing as his face turned to fear then blue with the need for air.

De­rik shud­dered from the in­ten­si­ty, but he could stand it. He could han­dle more pain than Rick.

Then, he let the new mem­o­ries dri­ve into him. The ex­act pain of Sher­rel’s death, the feel­ing of her gut be­ing ripped open by his sword. He tugged on the mem­o­ries of the ghosts, the peo­ple who Rick slaugh­tered, and shoved them into his rapist. Blood splashed down as Rick was torn apart, pour­ing out of the cracks of his ar­mor and hiss­ing as it hit the ground.

Just as the world grew dim, De­rik pulled on one fi­nal mem­o­ry. The mem­o­ry of Shiel’s death, the ter­ri­ble rec­ol­lec­tion of hav­ing her own heart torn out.

Rick froze, his mouth gap­ing in shock and pain. Blood bur­bled up from his lips and his eyes grew un­fo­cused. With painful slow­ness, De­rik’s rapist fell back to the ground, yank­ing the sword from the for­mer thief’s stom­ach as he died.

De­rik clutched his side as he stag­gered to his feet. He could feel the hot blood pour­ing down through his fin­gers. He strug­gled to force words from his bro­ken throat. “Damn my promise. Rick, I will nev­er wash your blood from my hands.”

He spat on Rick’s corpse. Then, his eyes rolled up into his head, and he crum­pled to the ground.
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        Curl­ing up in a fe­tal po­si­tion, De­rik gasped for life as it poured out of his stom­ach. The fierce joy of killing Rick passed quick­ly as he wor­ried about sur­viv­ing. Pant­i­ng, he forced him­self to push every­thing aside, ask­ing Brid­get silent­ly for heal­ing.

Warmth flood­ed through him, pool­ing in his torn stom­ach as he smelled the cin­na­mon and tast­ed Brid­get on his tongue. A song drift­ed right at the edge of his hear­ing, Phoenix Falling, and he smiled.

He was go­ing to live.

De­rik knew he wasn’t heal­ing him­self right. He could feel his or­gans twist­ing and seal­ing into place, a stuffed feel­ing that should have been and a pres­sure where the blood pooled in­side him. Flesh stitched back over his fin­gers, hid­ing away bone but he could feel scars form­ing as he healed him­self in­ex­pert­ly.

When Brid­get gave him enough strength, he shud­dered vi­o­lent­ly try­ing to straight­en. He could feel things tear­ing in­side him, healed in the wrong place, but he just let the yel­low-green glow fill him, re­pair­ing him­self as he strug­gled to his hands and knees.

Look­ing up, he saw Hamel scream­ing. Claws scraped against the ceil­ing and fists pound­ing against the walls. In­sane, the crea­ture slammed against the columns, shat­ter­ing one, then the oth­er. The burn­ing blue eye stared out into noth­ing as he grabbed one of the stat­ues. The flash of the acid trap ac­ti­vat­ed and smoke rose from the white fur, but the crea­ture just threw it down.

De­rik swal­lowed as it crashed less than a me­ter away from him. Dust and gore blew past him as it crushed Rick’s form, but he couldn’t move to avoid it.

Gasp­ing for breath and chok­ing on the dust, he saw the Eye of Hamel roll to­ward him. Reach­ing out with his hand, it bounced once and flew up into his palm.

Mem­o­ries.

A vi­sion slammed into him, and he found him­self in a deep for­est, star­ing into the end­less green with fu­ri­ous rage in his heart. This time, he heard the same anger-filled howl as­sult­ing his phys­i­cal ears in the present. The vi­sion turned around, look­ing at a path of de­struc­tion me­ters across. He could see shat­tered stones and the bod­ies of an­i­mals in Hamel’s wake.

The vi­sion blurred, mov­ing back rapid­ly in time un­til it fo­cused on Hamel again, this time rip­ping the throat out of a black-furred crea­ture just like him­self. They fought with fu­ri­ous rage, tearn­ing at each oth­er. The bat­tle in re­verse time was ter­ri­fy­ing, both in the sheer pow­er and also the sense­less de­struc­tion.

The mem­o­ries of the Eye blurred again, this time run­ning for­ward, year af­ter year, the sea­sons flash­ing by as Hamel raged across the earth. Then, the short Copir sil­fae from be­fore. The old man found him as Hamel perched on a moun­tain, sob­bing crys­talline tears. De­rik heard them speak­ing, some­how know­ing what they said but not un­der­stand­ing the words.

A promise.

For­give­ness.

Find­ing love again.

And a ter­ri­ble curse.

The Eye tried to bring De­rik into the mem­o­ry of be­ing plucked from Hamel’s eye sock­et, but the vi­sion snapped when pow­er­ful claws picked up De­rik like a rag, shak­ing him vi­o­lent­ly.

The pres­sure ground down, and De­rik opened him­self to Brid­get for heal­ing, re­gen­er­at­ing as fast as the crea­ture crushed him. His in­sides tore as the in­sane mon­ster drew back and threw him with all his might into the ceil­ing of the palace.

De­rik screamed shril­ly, ex­pect­ing his body to be noth­ing but bloody paste in a heart­beat. He threw his hands for­ward, and the Eye sliced air to hov­er in front of him. It flared bright­ly and a beam of light poured out of it, in­cin­er­at­ing the ceil­ing and clear­ing the path for De­rik. De­rik’s scream fad­ed, echo­ing painful­ly as he shot through the sear­ing tun­nel to burst out through the palace roof.

Win­ter wind cut at his naked body as he shot high into the air. He briefly spot­ted some­one in blue rac­ing in­side the palace, a mag­i­cal light fol­low­ing them as they dis­ap­peared in­side. Then, it was too late to see any­thing as the dark­ness en­veloped him.

He heard the wind scream­ing as some­thing loomed from be­low. He threw his hands in front of him, and the Eye of Hamel shield­ed him as a chunk of the ceil­ing hur­tled to­ward him. It shat­tered on the Eye, dust and shards of stone cut­ting his face, chest, and legs.

He pant­ed, un­able to hear him­self through the whistling wind.

A sec­ond, then a third hunk of ceil­ing flew at him, each one as large as a house. Each one shat­tered on the Eye as it blocked the blows. When De­rik held up his hand, the Eye re­spond­ed.

Grav­i­ty tugged on him, and his as­cent slowed. Then, came the ter­ri­ble sen­sa­tion of hang­ing in air, far above every­thing, blind and naked in the dark­ness.

He fell.

The Eye raced down af­ter him, turn­ing into a streak of blue as he plum­met­ed.

De­rik start­ed to curl up in a ball, to pro­tect his face from the wind slash­ing at him, but then just forced him­self to ig­nore the pain.

Some­thing he was get­ting good at.

As he ac­cel­er­at­ed, the wind cut across him and opened up his wound.

He crashed through the falling de­bris of the ceil­ing. He cov­ered his face, then screamed out loud­ly. “Brid­get!”

Time slowed for a brief mo­ment, then mus­cles in his back ripped and pulled away, a pain like noth­ing he ever ex­pe­ri­enced grabbed him and vi­o­lent­ly stopped him in mid-air. He gasped and shud­dered. Blood poured from his body.

The Eye of Hamel came to a rest be­fore him and bright­ened.

He felt his body mov­ing but with­out his con­scious thought. Every twitch and ges­ture brought a fresh agony. He could feel it as a burn­ing across his chest.

Rais­ing one shak­ing hand to his neck, he tried to find the source of the pain. His fin­gers brushed against his black­bird neck­lace as it melt­ed into his skin, briefly adding to his tor­ture.

De­rik caught move­ment in his pe­riph­ery, and turned. He gaped as he saw two huge black wings sprout from his back, glow­ing with di­vine en­er­gies of trans­for­ma­tion. Every beat rip­pled through his back. They were at­tached to him.

“F-Fuck me, Brid­get,” he gasped.

His mind filled with un­der­stand­ing: how to fly, how to move, and how long he had be­fore his en­er­gies ran out. He plum­met­ed again. He also got the feel­ing that some­one was in trou­ble, far be­low.

Bit­ing his lip, he breathed a prayer to Brid­get and dove. Sec­onds flew by as he ac­cel­er­at­ed, his new wings crash­ing against the air as wind and snow cut at his face.

As the light formed be­low, he could see Hamel tear­ing the en­tire ceil­ing off the great hall, throw­ing it aside as he de­mol­ished his palace. But now, he stood over a bright­ly glow­ing form. De­rik’s eyes fo­cused on it, and he whim­pered as he saw Hamel about to crush Hime as she healed Tornsin.

Her body shone from the in­side, her hair ris­ing on the waves of pow­er, and the en­tire hall re­flect­ed the light of her di­vine heal­ing.

De­rik flew faster, hold­ing out his hand as the Eye shift­ed in front of his palm. Curv­ing out, he strug­gled with the un­ac­cus­tomed limbs and flew in a low arc that brought him through the gap­ing en­trance of the hall.

As Hamel’s clawed fist came down, De­rik and the Eye hit him the chest, throw­ing him back with in­cred­i­ble force and shat­ter­ing the back wall of the hall with the im­pact. The crea­ture rolled to his feet and howled in anger.

De­rik snapped out his wings to stop and beat pow­er­ful­ly to keep him­self aloft.

The life drained from him, sucked out by the en­er­gies need­ed to main­tain his wings.

He re­leased it and fell to the ground, gasp­ing for breath as a wave of dizzi­ness crushed him. The ground shook un­der­neath him and he looked up to see Hamel charg­ing.

Fling­ing his hand up, he di­rect­ed the Eye of Hamel to block the com­ing blow. It did, but he and the sap­phire sphere were thrown back ten me­ters to crash into the re­mains of a col­umn. De­rik peeled him­self off, leav­ing more blood and skin on the stone.

He held out his hands, palms fac­ing Hamel. The Eye po­si­tioned it­self, glow­ing bright­ly as he pre­pared to de­fend him­self from the crea­ture who was once his lover.

Hamel jumped up, dis­ap­pear­ing into the dark­ness.

De­rik threw his hands up and braced him­self as the white furred fists slammed down. His knees buck­led, and he was dri­ven into the tiles of the floor. Mus­cles screamed out in agony as De­rik tried to re­call some mem­o­ry to stop him.

The pain of tor­ture was gone, drained by Rick’s death. The pain of the ghosts’ deaths and even Shiel’s fi­nal mo­ment had be­come emo­tion­less thoughts, there but with no more fire. As his knees be­gan to buck­le, De­rik screamed out and tried to find some mem­o­ry to use, the only weapons he had left.

He fo­cused his thoughts on the baron him­self. The man who he fell in love with. The not-in­sane lover that he fell for at first sight. He re­mem­bered that first night he saw him, the way his heart pound­ed fran­ti­cal­ly as he stood in front the baron. The shak­ing that con­sumed him as he lift­ed his eyes to look into that bril­liant blue eye.

The crea­ture froze in place.

With the last of his en­er­gy, De­rik plunged into his thoughts, plun­der­ing every feel­ing of wor­ship, awe, and lust for the baron. His body ig­nit­ed with des­per­ate de­sire as he re­called the club, be­ing thrown in the ta­ble. The feel­ings of hu­mil­i­a­tion and ex­cite­ment as the baron yanked up his dress, tak­ing him with­out a con­cern for any­thing. He re­liv­ed the time in the mas­sage room, when the baron stroked his shaft for the first time. His breath came out as a fog as De­rik closed his eyes and re­mem­bered.

The pres­sure of the crea­ture re­leased, and De­rik slumped for­ward. Look­ing up, he saw the mon­strous form shrink­ing.

It took all his en­er­gy to dredge up the mem­o­ries. They were al­ready worn thin from the years apart, the hunger fad­ing as he re­liv­ed them night af­ter night, mas­tur­bat­ing fran­ti­cal­ly in his cage. He gave the baron those mem­o­ries, the pang of lone­li­ness and the des­per­ate need to re­turn.

The baron’s form soft­ened as the fur fell off and the claws dis­ap­peared into his palm. The in­juries re­mained, bloody and an­gry, but it was the man he loved, not the crea­ture he feared.

As he watched, bare­ly able to stand, he saw the baron’s body seal back up over the mon­ster in­side.

De­rik ran out of thoughts. He just slumped for­ward, un­able to take his eye away from Hamel as he sobbed. The horn on the man’s head froze in place for a long time, then it with­drew as Hamel opened his eye and looked down at De­rik with­out anger or rage, with­out ha­tred or in­san­i­ty.

He knelt down in the rub­ble and gore to sweep De­rik into a tight hug. De­rik whim­pered from the pain. He pushed it back to wrapped his arms around his one true love. “I-I don’t want to leave.”

Hamel let out a shud­der­ing breath. “I don’t want you to, ever… B-Black­bird.”

“Promise me? Please?”

His lover only tensed for the slight­est of mo­ment. “I swear to you, Black­bird, I will nev­er stop lov­ing you. I love you, De­rik, and I al­ways have.”

They held each oth­er tight­ly de­spite the pain and agony. The feel­ing of be­ing loved and com­fort­ed filled De­rik. It was in­tense, a re­lief af­ter so many years of pain.

Only a sin­gle emo­tion re­mained in­side De­rik. It burned as bright as Brid­get’s love, and it burned with the sap­phire glow of his pas­sion, his love, his des­tiny.
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        As he laid in the soft, com­fort­able bed, De­rik de­cid­ed that while win­ning back the man he loved was more than won­der­ful, com­bat heal­ing should only be prac­ticed by some­one who ac­tu­al­ly knew how the body worked. He groaned in dis­com­fort, try­ing to move his body, but his spine and low­er mus­cles fused them­selves into a sin­gle block and he had to be car­ried to the bed in Hamel’s arms.

That part wasn’t so bad.

He smiled as he re­mem­bered the kiss the large man had placed on his lips, but du­ties pulled him away, and he was left alone for hours. He couldn’t move. He couldn’t even scratch the mad­den­ing itch on his nose.

Every ache and pain re­port­ing it­self against his sens­es, he peered into the room. It smelled new and old at the same time, like a room set aside and nev­er used. He frowned, feel­ing pret­ty use­less.

“Well, don’t you look com­fort­able.”

De­rik jumped and then winced as his body ex­plod­ed in pain again. He whim­pered and forced him­self to re­lax as Madre and Wen­di came into the room.

Both bat­tle mages were in­jured, with bruis­es and cuts, but they had a glow about them as they cir­cled the bed. Each one sat down next to him and De­rik looked back and forth.

He tried to smile. “Um, hi.”

Madre smiled warm­ly. She reached out to stroke his cheek. “I heard I have you to thank for all this.”

De­rik smiled up bash­ful­ly and scrunched his nose as the itch re­dou­bled.

Wen­di sur­prised him by reach­ing over and scratch­ing her nails against the itch.

He smiled at her thank­ful­ly. “I hurt.”

Madre chuck­led, “I can see. You have enough re­gen­er­a­tive dam­age go­ing on that I felt the glow out­side of the room.”

Wen­di rest­ed her hands in her lap be­fore she spoke in an un­ac­cus­tomed soft­ness. “Most bat­tle mages nev­er fig­ure out how to use com­bat heal­ing, I sure haven’t”

Madre grinned, “And the first and only time I used it, I end­ed up in a brace for a month un­til they could chip my knees apart again.”

De­rik’s eyes widened, “A-A month?”

Madre shook her head, “No, prob­a­bly not. I heard Hime is com­ing up. There is a world of a dif­fer­ence be­tween bat­tle mages and heal­ers. Just as you’ll find there is a uni­verse of dif­fer­ence be­tween mages like us and a priest like you.”

His mouth opened and Madre rolled her eyes be­fore reach­ing over to close it.

“Yes, you are a priest. Be­tween the Eye of Hamel float­ing out­side your bed­room door, try­ing to be let in, and the bless­ings cov­er­ing your body and the heal­ing mag­ic that you are still chan­nel­ing, there re­al­ly isn’t a doubt.”

“I-I, um, what?”

He looked over to Wen­di, who nod­ded.

“Who would imag­ine that shit­ty lit­tle thief would end up a priest of a cross-dress­ing god,” said his for­mer fi­nancée with a wry smile.

“Look, Wen­di, I’m—”

“For­giv­en. Storn told me you talked. I agree with what he said.”

He sighed, “I didn’t mean for any of this.”

Wen­di leaned over him and kissed him on the lips. “Yet, I’m ut­ter­ly thank­ful for every­thing you did. I’m falling for the baron as hard as you did, and once Rachi and I fig­ured out our dif­fer­ences, I found a friend who fi­nal­ly un­der­stands me.”

Madre rest­ed a hand on Wen­di’s thigh. “Yeah, and has the same size corset too.”

The two women shared a grin.

De­rik found him­self en­joy­ing the sense of be­long­ing. Then he looked up with a sur­prise. “Madre, what about Teri?”

“I had a lo­ca­tion sen­sor on her, and I sent some guards with a com­pass to find her.”

“Shiel’s home re­sists lo­ca­tion. Teri said the com­pass blew up and Teri burned her hand pret­ty bad­ly. She also al­most died of ex­po­sure.”

Madre looked sur­prise and got up. “I bet­ter get her my­self, is she okay?”

“Well, she got nasty frost­bite, healed, and then Shiel punched her out.”

She looked con­cerned as she hur­ried out of the room. She paused at the door, a smile quirk­ing her lip. “That’s ten.”

Wen­di fol­lowed ca­su­al­ly af­ter her, but she stopped halfway to the door. “Hey, De­rik?”

“Yeah?”

“Thanks.”

“For what?”

“For every­thing, I guess. I hat­ed you so much, and then every­thing just changed.”

“Yeah, I’m get­ting that a lot.”

She turned and padded over to him. Reach­ing down, she kissed him on the lips.

He gasped at the touch, and she stroked his chest. “Maybe lat­er, you and me will play again.”

“That would be nice,” he smiled.

She glared, “But if you fuck my moth­er again, baron or no baron, I will cas­trate you.”

He could tell by her tone, the threat was se­ri­ous. It didn’t mat­ter though, he has his baron. “Deal.”

He watched as his for­mer fi­ancée left him alone. As she closed the door, the Eye of Hamel swung into the room and hov­ered up to him. He groaned as he moved, pat­ting the bed next to him. It streaked over and land­ed next to him. Rolling around, it bumped against him and set­tled into place.

De­rik chuck­led as he re­gard­ed it.

It rolled back and bumped him again.

“Okay, I for­give you too.”

The flame in the sphere lit up for a sec­ond, then went dark.

“I nev­er saw it do that,” said Hamel from the door.

De­rik looked up and his heart soared. He want­ed to reach for him, but his joints locked up and he just con­tent­ed him­self with smil­ing. “Hel… hi.”

Hamel walked into the room, his pres­ence fill­ing De­rik with a hot warmth. “Good morn­ing. I only have a minute, but I had to see you.”

“How bad is it?”

“About a thou­sand dead, eight of the harem, and forty of my guards. Tornsin’s moth­er—the cap­tain of my es­tate guards—was killed in the bat­tle, so I just pro­mot­ed Tornsin in her place. He earned it.”

“Is he okay?”

Hamel nod­ded and leaned over to kiss De­rik.

The thief bent his head back, and then moaned from the elec­tric surge cours­ing through him. It filled him with such pas­sion and his body heat­ed up quick­ly at the thought.

The baron chuck­led in the kiss and rest­ed his hand along De­rik’s chin.

De­rik shiv­ered at the touch, help­less­ly ec­sta­t­ic that he couldn’t es­cape un­til the baron re­leased him.

When he did, De­rik let out a sigh of plea­sure and set­tled down.

Hamel pulled up a chair and sat down. “I, um, feel I owe you an ex­pla­na­tion.”

De­rik shook his head, “You don’t need to.”

“Yes, I do. You gave up your fi­nal se­cret all those years ago and I was so an­gry. It is time you knew my own se­cret.”

“The Eye?”

The Eye of Hamel rose, flick­er­ing for a mo­ment, then set­tled down.

Hamel shook his head. “More than that. You de­serve all my se­crets.”

De­rik said noth­ing, but he watched Hamel fight­ing with his own emo­tions.

“I-I don’t know our name. I don’t know what we were, but I’ve been around since be­fore Fra­nome was found­ed but long af­ter Car­i­um was born.”

Hamel sighed sad­ly.

“We were cursed, me and my mate, the last or only of our kinds. We were just filled with this… rage that wouldn’t go away. We pulled apart for so long, but came to­geth­er every few years in this at­tempt to have a child. One time…” his voice trailed off.

“I killed her. She tried to kill me, and I tried to kill her. We couldn’t re­al­ly stop our­selves, but when it was over, I was ut­ter­ly alone.”

De­rik sniffed with the tears rolling down his cheeks. He re­mem­bered the vi­sion he saw from the Eye. “I-I saw.”

Hamel looked up, a frown fur­row­ing his face. “How?”

De­rik ges­tured with his nose to the sphere next to him. “The Eye re­mem­bers.”

“I nev­er thought it would. I nev­er thought it was any­thing oth­er than my… eye.”

“I saw a Copir sil­fae, and y-you pluck­ing it out.”

Hamel chuck­led, “Sounds like you fig­ured out my se­cret be­fore me. Sounds fa­mil­iar. Deep se­crets don’t stay hid­den, do they?”

De­rik chuck­led, “Yeah, seems to hap­pen in this place.”

They start­ed laugh­ing un­til De­rik winced from the pain.

Hamel reached over to hold De­rik’s hand. “Hime will be here soon. She says that you’ll live.”

De­rik smiled, en­joy­ing the touch of his baron against his skin. “I-I have one ques­tion.”

“Any­thing, I will nev­er keep any­thing from you now.”

“Why did you take out your eye?”

Hamel chuck­led bit­ter­ly.

“That Copir. I asked if I would love again. He said the ‘un­fet­tered eye would find the maid woman.’ So, in my hot-head­ed des­per­ate­ly for some­one, I just ripped it out.”

De­rik made a face. “Seems… dras­tic.”

“Well, af­ter a few cen­turies, I agree. I was stu­pid then, but… I guess it worked out. I didn’t re­al­ize he meant ‘made’ not ‘maid.’ The prob­lem with in­sane prophets is that most of them don’t write down cru­cial spellings,” he said with a grin.

“D-Do you,” asked De­rik bash­ful­ly, “re­al­ly love me?”

“I nev­er stopped, Black­bird. Even when I saw you on the auc­tion block, when I had Storn look­ing for you, or even when I saw my­self through your mem­o­ries, I re­al­ized I al­ways loved you. From that very first day that very first time that trem­bling young man stood be­fore me.”

De­rik sniffed. “I wish I could kiss you.”

Hamel leaned over to kiss him, ten­der­ly and soft­ly.

De­rik gig­gled. “I wish I could fuck you now.”

From the door, Hime spoke sharply. “You do that and I’m not heal­ing you un­til next week.”

Hamel snapped into a stand­ing po­si­tion, a blush form­ing on his cheeks.

De­rik al­ready turned bright red as he looked at the amused priest­ess.

“Baron, out,” Hime com­mand­ed.

Hamel kissed De­rik again, slow­ly and lin­ger­ing­ly, then stood up. Walk­ing past Hime, his hand snapped out to spank her hard on the ass cheek.

She squeaked as she jumped for­ward, then glared play­ful­ly at him. “Hamel!”

“Good to see you, Hawk.”

He closed the door be­hind him.

Hime stroked her fin­gers against the frame, then turned around. “You,” she said, point­ing a fin­ger, “fucked a god. I can smell Brid­get on you.”

De­rik blushed even hot­ter.

Hime chuck­led and sat down on the edge of the bed. She pulled out a small roll of tools. “But, I think that is what you need­ed.”

“Thank you?”

“No thanks need­ed, my broth­er. You are tru­ly a priest now and my equal in every way.”

De­rik smiled and blushed. “Ex­cept for anato­my lessons. As you pre­pare for your mar­riage, you bet­ter come to me for lessons so… we… can teach… what?”

“M-Mar­riage?”

“Well yeah, you’re mar­ry­ing the baron, aren’t you?”

The room spun around him. “Um, what?”

“Damn, I thought he just pro­posed. Oops, well, pre­tend I didn’t say any­thing.”

“T-The baron is go­ing to pro­pose!?” De­rik’s voice rose shril­ly.

Hime rolled her eyes and shrugged. “I don’t think he knows it yet. Ac­tu­al­ly, I’m pret­ty sure he doesn’t know it, but he’s go­ing to. I think you’re too shy to ask the ques­tion, be­sides, you’re the girl in this re­la­tion­ship.”

De­rik’s heart flut­tered with ex­cite­ment. An­tic­i­pa­tion and de­sire swirled in­side his thoughts.

Hime’s eyes trailed down his body to stare at the tent his man­hood formed un­der the blan­kets. “Okay, put that down and stop think­ing about suck­ing off the baron. Heal­ing you is dif­fi­cult enough with­out the dis­trac­tion. You have a very pret­ty cock.”

De­rik yanked his thoughts away and re­gard­ed Hime.

The blond tucked some of her hair back and De­rik no­ticed a few white streaks be­tween the gold­en strands. She sighed and she turned back to him. “You re­al­ly dam­aged your back mus­cles and some of the bones; though it was an ex­cel­lent ex­am­ple of di­vine flight. I see you also man­aged to get your in­ner or­gans all messed up, so I’m go­ing to have to fix the dam­age you did.”

“I’m—”

“You say you’re sor­ry, and I’m smack­ing you.”

De­rik blushed.

Hime reached over and kissed his cheek. “You did what you thought was right, I’ll do what I think is right. And that is to ask you prob­a­bly the most im­por­tant ques­tion of your en­tire life.”

De­rik blinked, “I-I thought Brid­get said I only had two paths left.”

“Well, yeah, what does he know? So, the ques­tion you must de­cide now.”

She held up both of her hands. She had a sty­lus in each one. “Do you want to be the baron’s wife or the baron’s hus­band?”
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        The win­ter wind blew hard against the bare ground, kick­ing up clouds of snow and ice. Frozen dunes rolled across the grave­yard and piled up against an­cient tomb­stones and crypts.

De­rik watched as the snowflakes caught on his long black hair whip­ping in the breeze, a smile on his face as tears ran down his cheeks. He shiv­ered un­der his duster and curled his arms un­der­neath his breasts. He smiled and looked up at the baron next to him.

Hamel looked down and then wrapped his arm around De­rik’s waist, shield­ing his love from the cut­ting wind. On the oth­er side of De­rik, the Eye hov­ered bright­ly, flick­er­ing with an in­ter­nal fire as it bobbed and weaved to block in­di­vid­ual snowflakes.

The for­mer thief’s smile fad­ed as he looked across the eight graves in front of him.

Around them was the en­tire harem, cry­ing and shiv­er­ing. They were all bro­ken from their loss.

Madre and Wen­di stood in front, side by side. They knelt to­geth­er, set­ting a bright red rose on each mound of up­turned earth.

Sniff­ing, they stepped back, and one by one, the rest of the harem set down eight ros­es, one on each grave. Tears and sniff­ing drift­ed through the howl­ing wind.

De­rik’s heart sank as he watched dark-rimmed eyes of ru­ined mas­cara and the sor­row cross­ing their faces. Fight­ing the tears that burned in­side him, he turned away to watch the oth­er fu­ner­al for the es­tate guards who died. Tornsin stood as their com­man­der, giv­ing a speech as he laid his own moth­er to rest, right next to his un­cle.

A hot tear ran down his cheek.

Turn­ing back, he watched the last of the harem pay their re­spects. Then Hime walked up, wear­ing a black habit and hold­ing eight ros­es. She gave De­rik a sad smile and set down her own re­spects.

Stand­ing up, she sniffed. “Feels strange, you know, pay­ing re­spects for the dead in a life you left be­hind.”

Hamel held out his hand, and she took it to stand up.

“You can come back, Hawk.”

Hime shook her head and smiled.

“No, my dear baron, I gave my heart to Brid­get, and he isn’t plan­ning on giv­ing me up. I’m a one god woman now. Even if you could give Brid­get’s a chal­lenge in the bed.”

He chuck­led.

Hime ges­tured to­ward the line of car­riages out­side the grave­yard and cleared her throat.

Hamel rolled his eye. “You were al­ways bossy, Hawk.”

“Well, al­ways be­ing right does that. Now, shoo.”

Hamel kissed De­rik, then walked past Hime. She stepped aside to pro­tect her ass from be­ing spanked. Hamel’s eyes glit­tered with amuse­ment, then he swept her into hug, his lips kiss­ing hers pas­sion­ate­ly for just a sec­ond, then set­ting her back into po­si­tion.

“You… bas­tard,” she grinned and ad­just­ed her cock.

Hamel laughed as his boots crunched down the path. “Once a kit­ten, al­ways my kit­ten.”

De­rik gig­gled and shift­ed un­der his duster. His sen­si­tive nip­ples teased against the silk of his dress. He let out a tiny shiv­er; it took some time to ad­just to breasts again.

Hime held out her hand, and De­rik care­ful­ly walked for­ward, his heels bal­anc­ing eas­i­ly on the snow and ice. Reach­ing her, he slipped his arm around her waist as they looked down at Sher­rel’s tomb­stone. It gave her full name, the date of her birth and the day she died. And, carved be­low, a sym­bol of Brid­get and one ad­di­tion­al word: “Sis­ter.”

[Sigh­ing sad­ly, Hime sniffed. “Nev­er thought I’d see some­one else buried here.”

“Didn’t know there was a harem grave­yard.”

“I did, but that doesn’t mean I want­ed to re­mem­ber. Every­one lives, every­one dies. No rea­son to ar­gue with that.”

“One of those things I nev­er thought of.”

Hime sniffed again, rub­bing her hands against her tears. “Well, you are young, got a lot of life to live.”

De­rik turned to the priest­ess. “Thank you, Hime, for every­thing.”

She grinned, “Don’t for­get Brid­get.”

“I was go­ing to tell him in per­son.”

“Hey! You only get to fuck the god once, that’s the rules.”

De­rik quirked an eye, “No three­somes?”

Hime leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. “No three­somes, un­less its you, me, and Brid­get.”

“Deal.”

They stood in si­lence in front of Sher­rel’s grave. Tears ran down both of their cheeks, but there were no more words.

Fi­nal­ly, Hime stepped back and pulled her hands from De­rik. “Com­ing? There is al­ways an orgy for the dead af­ter these fu­ner­als.”

“I have plans, but I have one more grave to vis­it.”

“Don’t be long, they’ll miss you.”

“I’m not leav­ing,” he said with a smile.

As Hime walked down the path, De­rik jumped up along a snow bank and bal­anced on his heels, find­ing the spots where the ice could hold his slen­der form. His duster rip­pled in the wind and the Eye fol­lowed in si­lence.

In the fur­thest cor­ner of the harem grave­yard, be­hind a bare tree, he found the fi­nal grave. The earth steamed slight­ly from be­ing turned, and the tomb­stone said only one thing: Shiel.

No dates, no words, no sym­bols. She be­lieved in no gods and no one knew any­thing about her life. No one knew any­thing about her, so Hamel made her an hon­orary harem mem­ber to bury in the pri­vate grave.

It would have pissed her off to no end.

De­rik’s tears came faster as he pulled a wine bot­tle from un­der his coat. “Hey, you bitch. Sor­ry about hav­ing you buried in the harem grave­yard. Know you don’t like cunt, but some­one has to watch over us.”

He popped off the top and up­end­ed the bot­tle, pour­ing the blood red wine into the fresh earth. It steamed as it soaked into the ground.

“I can’t thank you for every­thing you’ve done for me. You al­ready knew that. We couldn’t re­al­ly speak, but you were prob­a­bly my best friend.”

De­rik shook the last few drops out, then just ca­su­al­ly dropped it in the earth. “I love you.”

Tears mixed with the wine. He sobbed for a long mo­ment be­fore wip­ing the tears away. “I’ll be back. Can’t keep up with your drink­ing, but I promise you, every year I’ll find the best bot­tle Storn can get me. Then I’m go­ing to chug it. I promise.”

He smiled sad­ly, then head­ed back to the car­riages. By the time he reached there, there were only two car­riages. The hors­es ex­haled icy clouds as they wait­ed. Next to them, shel­tered from the win­dow, she spot­ted her two men, Hamel and Tornsin. They were talk­ing to each oth­er as Madre, Wen­di, and Teri hugged each oth­er.

Feel­ing the com­fort of be­ing a fam­i­ly, he cov­ered the last short dis­tance and stood be­fore them.

Madre, fresh tears in her eyes, rushed over and hugged her tight­ly. “Con­grat­u­la­tions, he just told me.”

She sniffed and kissed De­rik on the lips.

He hugged her back tight­ly, en­joy­ing the em­brace.

When they broke, she sniffed sad­ly. “I’ve nev­er been so hap­py to lose some­one from the harem.”

“I’m not go­ing any­where.”

“Yeah, but you’re done be­ing one of my girls.”

De­rik grinned, “Maybe I’ll get my own.”

“And who would be in charge?”

A flash of an idea burst in his head. “Oh, I have an idea.”

“Not Teri, please not Teri.” Madre looked pained.

Teri perked up, “What?”

De­rik shook his head and fought a smile. He al­ready had a harem planned but they were still look­ing for the woman he want­ed to be his Madre. “I know some­one far bet­ter than Teri.”

Madre frowned and looked over at Wen­di.

De­rik chuck­led and shook his head.

Push­ing it aside, Madre turned to her. “Come on, you were my girl long enough to join us. A prayer for the dead, an orgy for the harem.”

“No, I got oth­er plans.”

“What oth­er—”

Hamel in­ter­rupt­ed, “Rachi and Wen­di with me.”

Con­fused, Madre turned from De­rik and fol­lowed the baron. Hamel got into the car­riage, smiled at De­rik, and then it rolled off.

Teri and Tornsin joined De­rik as it rolled over the hill.

Teri cleared her throat, “Um, not to be a spoiled sport, but what is go­ing on? I thought Madre and Wen­di were go­ing with you.”

“Well,” De­rik smiled at her, “I want to go some­where else.”

“Where?”

“My new sum­mer home, Shiel’s old house. Go­ing to spend a week there.”

“And…?”

“Go­ing to make you two do what­ev­er I want.”

He got into the car­riage and the oth­ers fol­lowed. As it rolled down the path, their eyes fo­cused on him. He smiled, hap­pi­er than he had been in a long time. The Eye rolled once, then lodged it­self into the roof of the car­riage, grow­ing dark as it went to sleep.

Teri and Tornsin sat stiffly, un­sure of what to do.

De­rik smiled at them, feel­ing his body trem­bling with warmth, ex­cite­ment, and hap­pi­ness. “Just trust me. I’ll be a won­der­ful baroness.”

Teri took a deep breath to re­lax, “You’ll al­ways be a trap to me.”

De­rik chuck­led. “Well, you know the rules, right? No tak­ing my vir­gin­i­ty, I’m sav­ing that for the baron. I’m only go­ing to have this one pussy and it is en­tire­ly his.”

“Are you sure? I could re­al­ly open you up,” came the grin­ning re­ply.

“No, I want to lose it like Sher­rel did. Just the baron and me.”

Teri pout­ed.

De­rik fo­cused his at­ten­tion on Tornsin.

The guard swal­lowed, his hands tight in his lap.

Tak­ing a deep breath, De­rik hiked up his dress and knelt for­ward, po­si­tion­ing him­self be­tween the man’s legs.

Tornsin gasped, then let out a soft moan as De­rik opened his pants, breath­ing hard as he pulled out the won­der­ful hard shaft.

With a smile, De­rik looked up. “Tornsin?”

“Y-Yes, madam.”

“I want you to do some­thing for me.”

“Of course.”

“I want you to grab my head and fuck my mouth.”

Tornsin’s shaft surged in his hands and De­rik low­ered him­self, slid­ing his soft lips around the swollen head and bob­bing down. Tornsin’s hands curled into De­rik’s long, black hair.

With a moan, De­rik said, “And I want you to be as rough as you want.”

“What about me?” whined Teri as she pulled up her dress.

De­rik just cocked his hips and wig­gled his ass.

Teri grinned. In a flash, she hopped to the oth­er side of the car­riage.

De­rik turned back to the cock in her hand, then gasped as Tornsin pulled him down, im­pal­ing his mouth and throat with his throb­bing hard­ness.

As the guard fucked De­rik’s mouth, Teri’s fin­gers slid up his thighs and pushed the dress up to ex­pose his but­tocks to the cool air of the car­riage.

Del­i­cate fin­gers ca­ressed his aching hard­ness, the long length of his cock al­ready wet with juices. Her fin­ger­tips cir­cled around his hair­less balls, then De­rik moaned loud­er as Teri ran her fin­gers along the seam of his be­ing, his wom­an­hood. New sen­sa­tions, ter­ri­ble and won­der­ful at the same time, flood­ed through him as she played with his sex­es.

He came from that first touch against the slick folds, soak­ing the in­sides of his thong and bring­ing a gig­gle from Teri.

She ca­ressed it again, a new toy for her to ad­mire and to tease.

It was a gift from Hime and a bless­ing of Brid­get. A shad­ow of man and woman, a priest of the cross-dress­ing god.

Teri called it his pussy.

Shiel would have called it his cunt.

The baron called it some­thing else: his luck.
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        Epilogue


        

        She had many ti­tles in her life: harem kit­ten, lover, slave, and whore. And, less than a day ago, she got a new one.

Mur­der­er.

Nightin­gale sobbed as she twist­ed in her bounds, feel­ing the bruis­es that cov­ered her body and the warm wind of sum­mer beat­ing against her skin.

They laid her out on a cross. Two heavy beams of wood in the shape of an “X” with locks and man­a­cles at each end. Her wrists bled from her ef­forts to es­cape and se­men dried on her thighs from the guards rap­ing her.

So much changed since the night be­fore. Af­ter all those years of strug­gle, fight­ing back the rage, she fi­nal­ly sur­ren­dered, not to the con­stant de­mands for her sub­mis­sion, she could crawl on the ground and suck dicks like the best of them. She had bal­anced on the edge of anger and ac­cep­tance since she stood on the auc­tion block. No, she had sur­ren­dered to her burn­ing rage.

She fi­nal­ly lost con­trol and killed some­one, stran­gling him with his own belt. Nightin­gale re­mem­bered pant­i­ng heav­i­ly when the guards came, skid­ding to a stop as they stared in shock.

She had looked up at them, her face a mask of rage.

It didn’t mat­ter if he tried to stran­gle her him­self. All that mat­tered was she killed the only son of a Shat­tered King­dom war­lord, the king of some tiny coun­try. He was, be­yond a doubt, pissed and sen­tenced her to death as soon as the sun touched her feet.

She sniffed bit­ter­ly as she watched a flock of black­birds pulling apart a roll of bread dropped by one of her rapists. They seemed so care­free as they chirped at each oth­er, and she was forced to re­mem­ber the hap­py days of the harem. She smiled, the tears drip­ping down her face.

She missed those days.

At first, she blamed Black­bird for every­thing. De­rik, the man who in­vad­ed her harem and stole her lover, an in­trud­er who was up to no good. But, Rachi and every­one else were blind­ed by his looks, that sweet in­no­cence, and those frag­ile, com­pas­sion­ate blue eyes. She shook her head, tear­ing her thoughts away.

De­rik hadn’t got­ten her trad­ed from that bas­tard Kerlis to the am­bas­sador. It was her fault for try­ing to kill him. She knew why she was giv­en to this king, her vic­tim’s fa­ther. It was some­thing far more mun­dane: Sher­rel.

Her eyes looked down the path be­fore her. She was on a cliff top, her cross mount­ed above a rag­ing riv­er that would be her body’s fi­nal home. A wind­ing path led down to the court­yard of the keep. It was Sher­rel’s old home, the cas­tle her fa­ther build and died de­fend­ing. She looked at it with sad­ness, find­ing a small shred of com­pas­sion for what her fel­low harem mem­ber went through.

The king couldn’t get Sher­rel, but he would get her.

Nightin­gale shook her head sad­ly.

She was fucked.

The black­birds shot into the air as a large shad­ow passed over her. She didn’t even look up. Through bleary eyes, she saw men run across the court, their voic­es just noise as they rushed to the gate.

She felt every bruise and ache as she pre­pared for the end.

The gate opened and some­one walked through. She stared at the stranger for a long time, con­fused at the col­ors. It looked like the baron’s col­ors. Blink­ing past the tears, she fo­cused on the face, re­mem­ber­ing him de­spite the years that part­ed them.

Tornsin.

The baron’s man stood in the cen­ter of the court­yard and yelled out. Lights flared to life in­side the cas­tle and soon the keep’s war­riors poured into the yard, sur­round­ing Tornsin as he stood there. He had a weapon but it re­mained sheathed. She watched as the king, the bas­tard who abused her as much as his son, came out with his hon­or guard. More men poured into the yard, tak­ing po­si­tion on the walls. Archers, cross­bow men, half of the war­lord’s army, over a thou­sand men, sur­round Tornsin as the baron’s man spoke curt­ly with the king. She shiv­ered as they both point­ed at her an­gri­ly.

Clos­ing her eyes, she gave up.

“Well, fuck me,” she whis­pered.

A shad­ow draped over her, but didn’t pass. As she opened her eyes, she found her­self star­ing at two bright blue eyes, like the purest sap­phire. In­hal­ing sharply, she stared at the up­side-down woman be­fore the new­com­er spoke.

“Let me guess. You’re won­der­ing which god hates you enough to put you here.” The speak­er had a soft, amused tone in her voice.

Nightin­gale frowned in con­fu­sion, then rec­og­nized the woman. The shock felt like some­one shoved a sword in her gut. “D-De­rik!?”

De­rik smiled warm­ly and kissed her on the nose. “Yeah, sor­ry for the ex­cite­ment.”

Nightin­gale looked up with sur­prise. He wore a dress with a slit up the side. His bare thighs were braced against the wood­en cross; she didn’t even feel him stand­ing there. Her eyes roamed across his body, re­mem­ber­ing the hips and the breasts, but not the bird tat­too that stretched above his breasts or the strange kiss mark on his left wrist.

De­rik flipped over and land­ed in front of her, his bare feet smack­ing the ground. Turn­ing around, he looked up at her sheep­ish­ly. “I have a fa­vor to ask you,” he said as he knelt down to her an­kle. Pulling out a thin length of wire, he be­gan to pick the lock.

Nightin­gale could only stare in shock as he moved quick­ly. Be­hind her, she heard some­one breath­ing hard and tum­bling rocks falling off the cliff.

“I-It isn’t fair, De­rik,” gasped Teri, “I can’t fly.”

De­rik grinned but didn’t take his eyes off the lock.

Nightin­gale tried to turn around, but Teri walked around and knelt to the oth­er man­a­cle around her an­kle. “Give me a Gebo Ten?”

De­rik hand­ed her a notched length of met­al and Teri be­gan to pick her own lock.

“T-Teri? What are you do­ing here?”

From be­low, Nightin­gale heard an an­gry cry. Snap­ping her head up, she saw a hun­dred men charg­ing up the path at them. On the near­est wall, archers spun around and pulled back their bows. “D-De­rik!”

“I see them,” said the dis­tract­ed thief. Her man­a­cle snapped open as the archers fired, a cloud of ar­rows ris­ing in the air to­ward them.

Nightin­gale whim­pered and shud­dered, try­ing to es­cape.

De­rik stood up smooth­ly and smiled at her. Then he held his hand out be­hind him. The air screamed as a sphere of blue shot from the sky to hov­er right be­fore his palm. De­rik’s eyes glit­tered with amuse­ment. A curved shield of sap­phire en­er­gy formed in front of his palm and the ar­rows sim­ply shat­tered against it.

“Sor­ry, kind of in a hur­ry,” he said with­out look­ing up.

Re­leas­ing his hand, he reached up for her right wrist and start­ed pick­ing the lock. As he did, he winked at her and said, “Nightin­gale, this might be com­ing as a sur­prise, but would you be will­ing to be Rachi’s date for my wed­ding cer­e­mo­ny?”

Nightin­gale looked away from the float­ing sphere that re­sem­bled the Eye of Hamel and stared at him in shock. “W-What!?”

De­rik smiled bash­ful­ly, “Well, Rachi is go­ing to be there, and she asked which girl I thought could be her date. And she only loves one woman. So, the baron sent me to buy you from the king.”

Teri chuck­led as she popped open the lock. “Yeah, ex­cept then we heard you killed some­one, so we rushed here to free you.”

Nightin­gale stam­mered, “I-I-I—”

De­rik opened the lock on her wrist and she slumped for­ward. His arm, sur­pris­ing­ly strong, caught her and pulled her into a hug as Teri worked on the fi­nal bind­ing.

Nightin­gale in­haled sharply. “R-Rachi?”

De­rik’s face was cen­time­ters from hers as he spoke soft­ly. “She loves you, you know.”

“I-I miss her,” came the bro­ken whis­per. “I’m so sor­ry.”

“Then, is that a yes?”

As Teri re­moved the fi­nal lock, she snapped at De­rik. “Of course, its a yes. Why the fuck would she want to be ex­e­cut­ed?”

De­rik rolled his eyes. “Give me a dra­mat­ic mo­ment, could you?”

“Stop be­ing a fuck­ing cunt and tell her.”

Nightin­gale ig­nor­ing their bick­er­ing as she looked out at the cas­tle. The hun­dred men charg­ing would be there in mo­ments, but her eyes caught the sight of a woman stand­ing on the bat­tle­ments, a fa­mil­iar flame burn­ing across her body.

A voice, one she thought lost for­ev­er, echoed pow­er­ful­ly across the cas­tle and the cliff. “Where is my Nightin­gale!?”

The mag­i­cal­ly en­hanced voice rum­bled like thun­der and Nightin­gale be­gan to cry.

De­rik chuck­led. “Madre is here.”

Rachi’s body ex­plod­ed into flame as she jumped into the court­yard. Her hands clamped to­geth­er as she hit the ground and the earth ex­plod­ed in all di­rec­tions. A cloud of dust rose up in the air, but Nightin­gale saw as her lover charged for­ward, her body a streak of flame and cut­ting through war­riors like but­ter.

A mo­ment lat­er, the en­tire front gate ex­plod­ed as an­oth­er mage stepped through the smok­ing re­mains. Fear lurched in Nightin­gale’s heart as the oth­er woman charged for­ward, spheres of wa­ter and dust shoot­ing out in all di­rec­tions and a flash of a dag­ger cut­ting a swath through the ar­mored men.

The ter­ri­fied woman stared at the flash­es of light as the two bat­tle mages tore into the army, killing dozens in sec­onds and spread­ing out to do the most dam­age.

Tornsin’s blade flashed twice and Nightin­gale fo­cused on it to see the king falling to the ground, drop­ping his weapon as he died.

“Um, De­rik?” asked Teri.

“Yes, Bitch?”

“We have com­pa­ny.”

Nightin­gale snapped her head down to see De­rik’s hand against her breast, glow­ing with a yel­low-green light as heal­ing en­er­gy poured into her. She saw move­ment and looked up to see a huge group of war­riors charg­ing up the path. One of them was in the lead, with the red plume of the com­man­der. She shiv­ered in fear, know­ing he would give her no mer­cy.

De­rik spoke dis­tract­ed­ly as he con­cen­trat­ed on heal­ing. “So?”

“You are a paci­fist, she is naked, and I’m a crap­py fight­er.”

“Noth­ing we four can’t han­dle.”

“There are a hun­dred… four?”

De­rik smiled as he pressed his hand against Nightin­gale’s stom­ach, heal­ing her from the in­side and send­ing un­com­fort­able sen­sa­tions through her skin. “Found an old friend last night. Had to bribe her though. Her price went up and a quar­ter mil­lion marks wasn’t enough.”

Nightin­gale screamed as the com­man­der slashed for­ward, his blade sparkling in the sum­mer morn­ing.

De­rik’s hands held her tight­ly, seem­ing­ly un­aware of the at­tack.

Then he ex­plod­ed in a show­er of blood and gore.

Hot liq­uid splat­tered across Nightin­gale’s face and she screamed.

“Oi!”

Blood boiled up from the ground. Droplets that flung into the air snapped down to form into a slen­der woman with long ears and short, ragged hair. Nightin­gale couldn’t see her face, but she could feel the stranger’s voice like fin­ger­nails scrap­ing against her spine. A blade ap­peared in the woman’s hand, black with hell­ish flames run­ning up the sur­face. Necro­man­tic runes glowed bright­ly along the sur­face of the blade and on the skin of the woman.

“Oi, I said, that’s my cunt lick­er!”

Teri whim­pered, “Oh fuck; it’s Shiel. I thought she’s dead!”

“Yeah, drunk on thir­ty thou worth of wines too.” De­rik smirked. “That bar will nev­er re­cov­er.”

“How is she here!? She’s dead!”

De­rik grinned. “It’s amaz­ing how an im­mor­tal liv­er can keep a ghost in this realm.”

Nightin­gale just stared as Shiel charged for­ward. She left a cloud of steam­ing red mist be­hind her be­fore slam­ming into the front ranks of the guards. Her blade flashed, and men died.

De­rik chuck­led as he pulled back his hand.

He looked up at Nightin­gale, then hooked his fin­ger un­der her chin to turn her to him. “I have one oth­er fa­vor,” said the man ig­nor­ing the slaugh­ter me­ters away.

Nightin­gale whim­pered, un­sure of how her life could change so fast, “W-What?”

“I’m start­ing a harem—”

Teri let out a squeak­ing noise.

“—and I need some­one to be in charge—”

Nightin­gale’s heart pound­ed in her chest, feel­ing the blood rush­ing in her veins.

“—and you came high­ly rec­om­mend­ed by the baron’s Madre. Are you in­ter­est­ed?”

Teri whim­pered, “What!?”

Nightin­gale shook her head in shock. “B-But, I don’t like you.”

De­rik just smiled. “You don’t have to like me. I just want you to be a bitch and keep the girls in line. And, you’ll have to work with Madre since you’ll be shar­ing the space for a while.”

“I-I… Madre?”

“Well, I fig­ured I’d call you Padre or some­thing, but yeah.”

Teri growled, “Why does she get to be in charge?”

De­rik’s eyes slid over to the oth­er woman. “Well, do you see the baron fuck­ing Rachi all the time?”

“No.”

“Do you fuck the baron?”

“Well, yeah.”

Nightin­gale couldn’t breathe. Her eyes rolled as she looked back and forth in grow­ing con­fu­sion and frus­tra­tion.

“And does Rachi get to have as much fun as you?” De­rik said with a grin.

“No,” came the sullen re­ply.

“And do you want to fuck me?”

Teri hes­i­tat­ed, then grinned. “Okay, Nightin­gale gets to be Padre, but I still get to spank you.”

“Deal,” grinned De­rik.

He turned back to Nightin­gale. “Gale?”

She couldn’t speak. Her eyes stared into the bat­tle.

Shiel sprint­ed down the path, carv­ing a trail of blood and death.

The grue­some sight was noth­ing com­pared to the woman walk­ing up the path. She could see the love in Rachi’s eyes as the bat­tle mage came clos­er and tears ran down her cheeks.

Nightin­gale sobbed as she stared at her lover. “Yes, fuck yes.”

Yank­ing her­self from De­rik’s grip, she ran to the woman she loved.
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In a love sto­ry span­ning cen­turies, The Mum­my’s Girl is an epic, erot­ic tale set in a land of pure fan­ta­sy. A cru­el mas­ter with a warm heart pun­ish­es a new slave in the tem­ple of a wolf-god, dis­cov­er­ing that it is more for her plea­sure than her pain, and grad­u­al­ly finds him­self falling in love with her. They are not des­tined to be to­geth­er when death by be­tray­al tears them apart. One sac­ri­fices her soul to bring her mas­ter to life, curs­ing him to walk the earth as a mum­my, a crea­ture of death, sex, and mag­ic. But, even as they are torn apart, the games of gods scheme to re­unite the star-crossed lovers.

The Mum­my’s Girl is ex­treme­ly and sex­u­al­ly ex­plic­it in na­ture, and this leads a height­ened sense of an­tic­i­pa­tion to the dra­ma of the plot. Many vari­a­tions of fan­tas­tic BDSM and sex­u­al­i­ty blend to­geth­er in the twist­ing rein­car­na­tions of two souls as they seek each oth­er. When they fi­nal­ly be­come one, it is only through di­vine sub­mis­sion and sac­ri­fice of mind and body that gives them that fi­nal chance to be re­unit­ed.
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The only crime Third Lieu­tenant Eliza com­mit­ted was steal­ing a few pre­cious min­utes of her pa­trol to plea­sure her­self. On the FCM Quan­tor Gen­er­a­tion Ship, where re­pro­duc­tion oc­curred in test tubes and an ac­tive li­bido was a crime, she was found guilty of trea­son. Her su­pe­ri­or of­fi­cer sen­tenced her to a life of hard la­bor in the mines with a threat of ex­e­cu­tion if she touched her­self even once more.

In the midst of her per­son­al hell, sal­va­tion came when they pulled her from the depths of the as­ter­oid ship and as­signed her to aid the new­ly en­coun­tered sen­tient di­nosaurs and their mas­sive fleet of war ships. Un­spo­ken was the hopes that she would die while spy­ing and the FCM would use her death to steal the fleet’s tech­nol­o­gy.

No one could ex­pect that Fleet Mas­ter Krak­en would see some­thing else in the for­mer pris­on­er. She not only ap­pealed to his joy of Machi­avel­lian plots, but also to his more pri­mal lusts. And Krak­en wasn’t op­posed to ex­plor­ing be­yond his own species and sat­is­fy­ing his own cu­rios­i­ty of what hu­mans did when they stole a few mo­ments of plea­sure.

Eliza and the Rap­tor is a sci-fi set in a rich uni­verse of pulp sci­ence, in­tel­lec­tu­al eroti­cism, and hope that there is al­ways a chance to dis­cov­er love.
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