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    1 
 
    Nightmares of Pleasure 
 
      
 
    Sophie Almodóvar climbed down the trellis and into the nighttime fragrance of her mother’s flower garden. Her bare feet pressed into the cool grass and the manicured blades tickled beneath the hem of her nightshirt.  
 
    Margaret landed beside her, more delicate and tentative. Her dark eyes full of innocent wonder as she caught her first glimpse of the moonlit garden. Sophie took her sister’s hand and they stepped into this lingering memory of their mother.  
 
    “They’ve kept it just as it was,” whispered Margaret. 
 
    “I told you!” Sophie squeezed Margaret’s hand. “The red and pink roses are just as mother planted them. Look, there are the carnations Aunt Selina gave mother here. And here, someone has planted even more lilies.” 
 
    “It’s incredible,” laughed Margaret. “Maybe it’s her ghost! Maybe she is watching over us still, Sophie! Tending to her garden and to her family as before!” 
 
    Margaret spun happily, letting her fingers drag across the petals of the roses.  
 
    “She may watch over us,” agreed Sophie, “but I think father is secretly paying Mateo and Hugo to care for the garden. I saw them carrying in sacks of earth last week and Hugo keeps a key to the courtyard gate around his neck.” 
 
    “Do you think he could give us the key so we can come here whenever we like?” asked Margaret, still spinning happily. 
 
    “No, we mustn’t let on that we know mother’s garden is still here. If Rowena discovers this place, she will burn the plants and salt the earth. She will send Mateo and Hugo away.” Sophie reached for her sister’s hand. “Now stop spinning like that, you are making me dizzy.” 
 
    She caught Margaret’s hand and stopped her spinning. The childlike nightdress that Margaret wore lost its frilly embellishments and became old, yellowed sackcloth. Margaret turned, six years older, paler, with her eyes ringed by dark circles and her cheeks sunken in her face. She was still beautiful, but her delicate frame was too skinny and her dark hair was stringy and uncombed.  
 
    “Margaret?” Sophie let go of her sister’s hand. “What… what has happened?” 
 
    She took a step back and hissed with pain as she stepped on rose thorns. The flowers of the garden began to writhe and wilt around them. Petals blackened. Stems twisted and turned brown. The walls of the courtyard grew taller and taller until they were the harsh stone walls of a prison. The four-columned steeple of a Pateric cathedral rose like a dagger against the moon.  
 
    “No,” moaned Sophie, taking another step back and feeling more thorns bite into the heels and arches of her feet. 
 
    “Sophie,” whispered Margaret. “Sophie… it’s better like this. It’s better… here…” 
 
    Two naked women stepped from the withering underbrush. Their bodies were obscene and naked. Breasts huge and pendulous. Limbs plump. Cunts thatched with thickets of dark hair. Upon their heads they wore the black and white habits of Brides of Mardoch. Their faces, save for their evil smiles, were hidden in shadow. 
 
    They took Margaret in their arms and their clawed fingers began to peel away her filthy nightshirt. They caressed her slender body. Pinched at her small, tan nipples. Rubbed fat fingers over Margaret’s bare mound. 
 
    “N-no,” gasped Sophie. “Margaret. Get away from them.” 
 
    A priest of Mardoch stepped from another thicket. His vestments smeared with filth. His body desiccated and eyes sunken. His head tilting to one side as a black tongue slid from his skeletal mouth and licked Margaret’s cheek. 
 
    Sophie was horrified as the nuns lifted Margaret in their arms and parted her thighs to present her to the priest. He approached with the shriveled brown length of his cock clutched in a bony hand. Margaret smiled. Her eyes were black and glassy as they stared at Sophie. 
 
    “Yes, Sophie,” moaned Margaret. “Ohhhhh… mmmmm… this is where we belong!” 
 
    Margaret parted her lips and her mouth invited the black tongue of the cleric. He took hold of her and kissed her as he thrust his shriveled brown cock into Margaret’s bare cunt. She moaned and clung to the two nuns holding her up for the priest. 
 
    Sophie backed away from her sister’s lusty moans. She could not look away from the carnal sight of the mummified priest pounding his cock into Margaret’s tight cunt. It brought back that night in the tower. Her sister on the accursed altar. Her sister… a sacrifice to some unnamable dark god worshipped by their stepmother.  
 
    “I will save you!” cried Sophie, still backing away. “I will save you Margaret!” 
 
    She stumbled back, her ankle catching on a dry vine and sending her pitching backwards. Instead of landing on the ground, she collided with something soft and warm. Arms that folded around her and lifted her back to her feet. Soft, cushioning breasts that squeezed against her head. 
 
    Rowena Almodóvar leaned her head over Sophie’s shoulder and pressed a kiss to Sophie’s neck. Her tongue teased up to Sophie’s ear and her breath tickled hotly against Sophie. 
 
    “Oh, my sweet Sophie, your sister is at peace in the embrace of the church, yet you struggle on, trying to appease their false god?” Rowena’s hand ran up Sophie’s hip and cradled Sophie’s left breast. Sophie’s nipple stiffened and when she let out a gasp Rowena’s hot mouth was there to catch it.  
 
    Sophie strained and arched against the woman. Rowena’s caressing hands tightened like Iron. Rowena’s tongue thrust into Sophie’s mouth and Sophie tasted ashes and honey. When her beautiful stepmother broke the kiss, she trailed golden ichor from the long tentacle of her tongue. Sophie moaned, feeling the sweet liquid coating her mouth and spilling down her throat. 
 
    “Do you think I do not love you because of what I did to you and your sister?” Rowena licked her lips with that long, inhuman tongue. “I love you, your sister, and even your father. Even your pitiful mother. I love you all, for you have bought me my place among the great priests and witches of the darkborne. Because of you, Sophie, and your sacrifice, I sit upon the Dread Court.” 
 
    Sophie did not understand. She shook her head even as Rowena’s hands peeled down the shoulders of Sophie’s nightshirt and dropped the flimsy cloth free of Sophie’s breasts and stiff nipples. Rowena turned Sophie in her arms and Sophie realized her unholy stepmother was naked, her huge breasts bare and thick, pink nipples jutting. Her pale skin seemed to glow with malevolent dark light. Her blonde pubic hair could not hide the blushing mound of her cunt. 
 
    “I have ascended beyond my humanity,” said Rowena, “but I shall always be your true mother, my sweet girl. Not of your birth, but the mother of your rebirth. The mother of your darkness. Drink. Drink the milk of your mother’s breast.” 
 
    Rowena cradled a breast in one hand and wrapped her other hand around the back of Sophie’s head. She drew Sophie’s face down to her ample breasts and fed the thick nipple into Sophie’s mouth. 
 
    “Mmmmmm,” moaned Sophie, her eyes rolling with contentment as she instinctively began to nurse from Rowena’s laden breast. Warm cream spurted across her tongue and filled her mouth. The ash and honey taste of corruption trickling down her throat with each greedy swallow. She embraced Rowena. Unable to think. Unable to deny her desire to suck the sweet cream of the witch’s bosom. 
 
    As Sophie drank, the mark on the back of Sophie’s neck pulsed with pleasure. The darkborne mark seemed to grow stronger the more that Sophie suckled. But she could not stop. In fact, as she sucked, she thrust a hand between her thighs, pulling up her nightshirt and pushing fingers into the hot folds of her cunt. 
 
    “Mmmmmmm,” moaned Sophie, looking up at the cruel face of her stepmother. Staring into those violet-tinged eyes. Drink her evil stepmother’s cream. 
 
    Beside her, Margaret cried out in ecstasy, bucking her hips and impaling herself on the glistening cock of the shriveled priest. The deathly cleric and the hooded nuns howled with demented pleasure of their own.  
 
    It was that howl, so like a scream of terror, that finally woke Sophie from her perverse nightmare. 
 
    It was her own hoarse cry of ecstasy, shuddering through her sweat-drenched body as she awoke thrusting three fingers desperately into her slick cunt. Her limbs quivered with the force of her orgasm and she felt some small tingle of relief. But it was gone just as quickly as it crashed inside her. A feverish dream-gasm rolling out like a receding wave from the shores of her guilty island.  
 
    She had cum again to perversions of her dark memories of Castilla Lorica. She knew Margaret was locked away safely in a convent, she knew not where, but surely not being molested and fucked by twisted versions of priests of Mardoch. Yet Sophie had pleasured herself to the idea of such depravity. Sophie had even allowed herself to be dominated and pleasured by Rowena. 
 
    “Not my mother,” whimpered Sophie, slowly sitting up in the lonely mountains of western Heraklion. The high desert was as unforgiving to a parched traveler as Sophie’s dreams were to her ravenous libido. She crawled to her feet, naked but for a grimy shift dress that blew and exposed her plump breasts and stiff nipples. The cool night air dried the sweat on Sophie’s body and sent a shiver through her ample curves. 
 
    The darkborne mark on the back of her neck crawled beneath the half-moon like a scorpion waiting to sting. She resisted the urge to touch it.  
 
    “Still awake, Alberto?” asked Sophie, walking over to the big brown stallion. He stomped his front hooves and swished his tail. She poured water from her waterskin into her cupped hand and let him drink. The buzz of night insects and the soft moan of the wind over the mountains were their only companions on this lonely length of road. “We still have a long way to go to reach Vinecio.”  
 
    She left their ultimate destination unspoken. The Blasted Cathedral. A cursed place beyond Vinecio where a great cathedral had fallen to unspeakable evil. A twisted church that had been taken over and destroyed.  
 
    The dark mark on her neck pulsed again, as if it did not want her to complete her latest quest. It tormented her with images of pleasures past and imagined. Trying to drive her into more acts of self-pleasure. Racking her mind with disturbing visions of what she might do with her trusty mount. 
 
    “No,” she said, staggering away from Alberto. That was a demented line she would never cross. Not even if it meant dying from a lack of sex. Was that even possible? 
 
    Four days. Four days without a man or woman. Four days on the lonely road through the mountains. 
 
    She staggered away from her horse and the dying embers of her fire and back towards the road. 
 
    “Please,” she moaned to Mardoch, looking skyward. “Please, show me a sign. One man. Any man. Deliver me from this torment so that I might prove myself worthy of your favor. Please! Any man!” 
 
    When she received no answer, Sophie fell to her knees alongside the dusty road. The wind painted the sheer shift dress across her body. A single tear trickled down Sophie’s cheek. 
 
    “Please,” whispered Sophie, feeling the urgent pulse of the mark on the back of her neck. Not knowing how much longer she could endure the hunger or what she might do if she couldn’t endure. 
 
    “Please,” she repeated one last time, another tear falling down her cheek.  
 
    Her prayer was answered by the distant creak of wagon wheels. 
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    The Mutilated and the Sick 
 
      
 
    Sophie fought back more tears as she staggered towards the wagon. It was unusually tall, with a peaked roof like a house built from sturdy wood and reinforced with bands of iron. The wagon was drawn by a pair of huge oxen. Above the wagon flew a banner of a single red pillar on a white field. Sophie knew that symbol well. The Order of the Red Pillar was known throughout Aropa for providing aid and comfort to the sick.  
 
    A lone man in the brown robe of a pateric monk rode atop the wagon. He was stooped, his head shaved in a tonsure, and his shoulders weary. He seemed scarcely awake.  
 
    Sophie stood in the road and waved as the wagon approached. That made the slumped monk sit up in his seat. He called the oxen to a stop and looked around warily, perhaps suspecting an ambush. Sophie started towards him again. 
 
    “I have nothing to offer you,” called the monk in a soft, high voice. “I bring sick men from the monastery of Ionoklos to Vinecio. You do not want to come near to my wagon. The men suffer from a terrible disease and its vapor is highly contagious.” 
 
    “Do you have the sickness?” asked Sophie, unable to stop herself from touching her breasts as she drew alongside the wagon. 
 
    She saw now that the wagon was sealed and locked from the outside with numerous small, circular doors no bigger than a hand that could be opened with a small latch. Perhaps to insert food or water or take out soiled things. “BEWARE! PLAGUE!” was painted in large words in several places on the wagon’s side.  
 
    “You come too near already, child,” hissed the monk. “Move aside and let us on our way.” 
 
    She was surprised by the way the old monk’s eyes looked at her without any apparent interest. Like she was no more than a doe that had wandered into his path. 
 
    “Are you not afraid of contracting their sickness?” asked Sophie, leaning on the seat of the wagon and letting her breasts squeeze together enticingly. 
 
    “The unfortunate souls I carry to the refuge are infected with darkpox. Few survive this curse, but by many prayers and by His blessing I endured it in my childhood.” The monk let go of the reins and rolled up the sleeves of his robe to show Sophie his arms. Both were marked with numerous puckered pink scars. “When one survives darkpox, they need not fear its mark again. It was for this reason that I knew I must devote myself completely to Mardoch and to serve his flock. I took the oath of the Red Pillar. 
 
    “Now, move aside, child. You are endangering yourself by pressing your body against my wagon. You must… what are you doing?” 
 
    Sophie was climbing onto the running board of the wagon, her ample curves jiggling and her long legs propelling her up onto the seat beside the surprised monk. He looked at her with wide, disbelieving eyes. 
 
    “I prayed to Mardoch as well,” said Sophie, running her hand over his dusty robe. “I asked him to send me a man, any man, so that I might know carnal pleasures. It was no accident that he sent one of his chosen to me.” 
 
    “No… no I took the vow,” said the monk. “I cannot be tempted.” 
 
    It was true, the monk seemed more annoyed than enticed by Sophie’s advances. She would not give up. She reached into the folds of his robes and felt for his trousers. 
 
    “I am Sophie,” she purred. “What is your name?” 
 
    “I am Brother Bierzo,” said the monk. “Please, Sophie, stop what you are doing. I cannot satisfy your sinful urges.” 
 
    “Sinful, yes,” admitted Sophie. “But I cannot survive without them. I am dying, Brother Bierzo. Dying… for your cock.” 
 
    She reached into the flap of his trousers and felt his shorn loins and his small, flaccid cock. She ran her fingers over his penis, and it did not stir. She stroked lower and felt the absence of his stones. 
 
    “You… you have been castrated?” she gasped. 
 
    “To show my devotion to Him when He saved me I wished to sing in Mardoch’s choir,” said Brother Bierzo, gently taking Sophie’s wrist and drawing her hand from beneath his robe. “Such flesh was of no use to me. I had devoted myself entirely to Mardoch when He saved me from the sickness and few were the boys, even among the faithful, who would give themselves in this way.” 
 
    “I am… I am sorry,” said Sophie. 
 
    It all sounded terrible to Sophie, but she did not feel like throwing such judgment in Brother Bierzo’s face.  
 
    A moan escaped the wagon. It was followed by several more. Male voices murmuring and calling out. 
 
    “Who is it? Who is there?”  
 
    “A woman!” 
 
    “A girl!” 
 
    “They can hear your voice,” said the monk. “It has been days since they have heard a woman’s voice. Even longer since they have seen a woman. It is best you get down now and go. I am not the man you seek and you are only agitating the sick.” 
 
    It came to Sophie as though Mardoch had given her the idea himself.  
 
    “You cannot be helped, but Mardoch sent me to you for a reason, Brother Bierzo. I can help them! I can give them the carnal pleasures they lack!” 
 
    Her words excited the plague victims within the wagon. She heard them begin to mutter and jostle the wagon as they moved to the front to better hear her conversation with the monk. 
 
    “Them?” The monk shook his head. “Even if you were immune, they are very sick. Their skin is like stone. Dead and unfeeling. You could give them no pleasure, my child. And I would not allow you to try.” 
 
    Before she could reply to him, shouts echoed from within the wagon. Fists beat against the walls. 
 
    “Let us out!” shouted some. 
 
    “Let her in!” shouted others. 
 
    “We will give the girl what she needs! Our flesh will work!” 
 
    “This is a grave danger,” said Brother Bierzo. “Calm yourselves. This girl is deluded. You must calm yourselves!” 
 
    But the men within the wagon only grew more agitated by the moment. They beat against the walls of the wagon and called out in desperate lust.  
 
    “Please! Give us the woman! Bring us the girl!” 
 
    Sophie felt the desire like heat emanating from within. She slid down from the seat and ran to the sideboard of the wagon. She climbed up as the sick inside pounded their hands against the small doors. They shook and clinked against their latches, each like the lid on a boiling kettle. 
 
    Inspiration struck. 
 
    “Brother,” cried Sophie. “I know what I must do! They will remain inside, and I will remain outside! But I will give them what they desire!” 
 
    “No!” shouted Brother Bierzo, clambering down from the seat. “You mustn’t! Stay back!” 
 
    The old monk was too slow. Sophie yanked the latch of one of the small doors and saw wild, red-rimmed eyes peering out at her from inside the wagon. She opened the small door next to it and saw more eyes staring out. 
 
    “Here,” said Sophie, lifting her sheer shift over her head, “see if this stiffens your flesh.” 
 
    She exposed herself to those eyes crowding around to see her. She ran her hands over her soft breasts, squeezing and shaping them, then brushing fingers against her stiff nipples. She let her hands travel down her hips and into the flat of her abdomen. She pressed lower, over the dark thatch of hair between her legs, then she turned slowly so they could see her luscious bottom and her toned thighs. 
 
    “God be praised! She’s a beauty!” cried one man. 
 
    “An angel sent to us!”  
 
    “Please, let us touch you!” 
 
    “No, do not let them touch you,” shouted Bierzo, hobbling over to the sideboard. “Get down from there. Please.” 
 
    Sophie did not listen to him. She turned despite his reaching hand and pressed herself to the wagon’s side. She opened more of the small hatches and hands began to reach through. Their skin was gray and purple pox bulged from their flesh. Sophie didn’t care. She was feverish with desire, moaning as their clammy fingers stroked her arms and shoulders. She pressed closer, until her soft breasts found two of the open hatches. Her plentiful mounds squeezed through the holes and into the darkness of the wagon. 
 
    The men inside fell upon those two gorgeous globes with the pent lust of convicts in a prison. Their clammy fingers squeezed and pinched. Their lusty tongues licked. Their parched mouths sucked. Pleasure shot through Sophie and she moaned as the men on the other side of the wagon’s wall surrounded her tits and smothered them with kisses, licks, and sucks. She had no fear of their sickness. She knew Mardoch would protect her.  
 
    Or maybe she would be protected by that pulsating mark on the back of her neck. It was hammering like a drum. Beating so hard she could feel it in her clit. 
 
    “Yessssssss,” she moaned. “Ohhhh, suck my breasts. That’s right. Ohhhhh, let me feel your stiff cocks.” 
 
    She did not have to wait long. The men stopped kissing and sucking at her breasts and soon she felt at least four cocks rubbing at her tits. Brushing and bending her nipples with their rubbing tips.  
 
    Two more cocks were pushed through the holes on either side of her. Sophie laughed, unsurprised to see and feel that all their cocks were very hard. The two cocks she could see were pink despite the unhealthy pallor of the surrounding flesh. As though her sudden arrival had rejuvenated them. 
 
    “That’s right,” giggled Sophie. “Ohhhhhh, the more, the better. Everyone will have a turn.” 
 
    “This is madness,” cried Brother Bierzo. “You will surely be infected!” 
 
    “Mardoch watches over his faithful,” moaned Sophie, pumping her hands on the two lumpy, poxy cocks in her grasp and feeling more rubbing all over her breasts. The dark mark on the back of her neck rewarded Sophie with hot pulses of pleasure. 
 
    Bierzo knelt nearby and lowered his head, praying to the amulet of the four pillars that he clasped in his hands. 
 
    “Oh, Holy Father Mardoch, forgive them for their sins. They are weak in the face of temptation and driven to profane acts. Watch over the sick and the misled…” His voice grew lower as his prayer continued.  
 
    Sophie was glad she didn’t have to hear him. She knew what Mardoch wanted. Why else had he presented her with this aching, throbbing feast of cocks to finally satisfy her urges? 
 
    “That’s right,” she gasped, feeling the first precum slicking her fingers and smearing her tits. “Doesn’t that feel nice? Don’t you love my body?” 
 
    “Ohhhh, yes,” groaned one. “The angel wants our cum!” 
 
    “That’s right,” cried Sophie, pumping her hands even more urgently on the two cocks. “Cum for me! Let me feel your pleasure! You deserve relief from your suffering! AHHH!” 
 
    She felt the warm, sticky shower commence. Hot splashes of cum hit her breasts and dripped from her stiff nipples. Spurt after spurt pouring out all over her glazed mounds. It was only a moment more before the two cocks in her hands erupted almost in unison. Long, glistening white ropes of spunk arced through the night air and splattered the roadside. As the flows of cum diminished, she made sure to milk out every pearly drop. 
 
    The pleasure Sophie felt was intense, a rejuvenating relief that washed over her, but she had only just begun.  
 
    “I have something better for you,” cried Sophie. “Right here. But you’ll each have to take a turn!” 
 
    She turned her plump bottom around and pressed her cheeks to the wooden wall of the wagon. With a shift of her hips she squeezed her hot, glistening cunt to the hole and offered it up to the men inside. 
 
    “Go on,” she gasped. “Fuck me! Each man can have a turn!” 
 
    “No, brothers!” cried Brother Bierzo. “Resist her! Resist this harlot’s temptation!” 
 
    “Oh, you’ve heard of my good works?” Sophie laughed, peering down at the kneeling monk as she wiggled her hips against the hole. “Yes, I am the Harlot Knight! Come on, lads. Give me those poxy pricks! Feed your lust into me!” 
 
    Sophie heard thumping and grunting from the other side as the plague victims grappled and fought to be the first to have a turn with Sophie. She thrust a cum-smeared hand between her legs, strumming herself and spreading her cuntlips apart to further entice the men inside the wagon. The invisible darkborne mark on her neck thrilled her with pleasure and fed the fires of her ravenous desire. 
 
    There was a brief outburst of strained shouting and a thump and then Sophie felt the hardness of a cock pressed against her fingers. She grasped the lumpy tip and fed it into the hot seam of her cunny.  
 
    “OOOOooooooo, yesss,” she cried. “Every man can have a turn! Fuck meee!” 
 
    The wagon began to rock as the afflicted man on the other side of the wall thrust his cock through and sawed it in and out of Sophie’s slick cunt. It felt incredible. If anything, the darkpox made his cock even harder and covered in thick nodules that beat against her clit. It was depraved and incredible. She was rewarded after only a few seconds with a loud groan and a hot surge of cum into her pussy. 
 
    “Yessss, give it all to me,” cried Sophie, feeling a thrilling rush of pleasure that dispelled her fatigue and slaked her thirst.  
 
    The cock slipped free of Sophie’s creamy pussy and after a bit more jostling another hard cock was fed into her cunt. This man lasted only three strokes before letting out a desperate moan and emptying his bollocks into Sophie’s tight cunt. The third man found her dripping with spunk and shoved his cock in anyway. He lasted a bit longer, long enough to make Sophie nearly cum, before drawing his cock out and spurting his spunk all over Sophie’s messy cunt. 
 
    “That’s it,” cried Sophie, rubbing at her clit as he squirted against her. “Every man… don’t stop… ohhhhh! How many are inside the wagon, Brother Bierzo?” 
 
    “Fourteen, damn you,” cried the priest. “You demonic harlot! Your sins will follow you into the afterlife!” 
 
    “That might be true,” laughed Sophie, rocking back against her latest lover and making the wagon shake, “but this hardly makes the list. I’m doing this… oooooohhh… to serve Mardoch!” 
 
    “No!” cried the monk, clapping his hands over his ears. “No! I will not listen to such lies!” 
 
    He turned his back on Sophie, which suited her just fine as one man after another thrust inside her and filled her frothing cunt with his load of cum. She counted seventeen, so at least three men must have managed to take a second turn. They were finally exhausted just before dawn and Sophie, filthy with their spunk, climbed down from the wagon’s sideboard with a smile on her face. 
 
    Brother Bierzo was kneeling nearby, chanting prayers to Mardoch with his back turned from the carnal sight of Sophie, her thighs dripping with cum.  
 
    “I am sorry I couldn’t offer the same to you, Bierzo,” she giggled. “But keep the faith. I’m sure Mardoch will repay your sacrifice eventually.” 
 
    She leaned down and planted a kiss on his bald head.  
 
    The poor monk moaned in horror and scrambled away from her, climbing back atop the wagon and whipping the oxen. The huge beasts bellowed and pulled at the yoke. The wagon’s wheels churned dusty tracks in the mountain road as Brother Bierzo and his collection of dying men rode away. Sophie waved to them as they disappeared around the bend. 
 
    She was well-rested and eager to resume her journey. Mardoch had shown her the way to the Blasted Cathedral and had provided her with a source of strength to serve Him. Maybe He was beginning to favor her after all. 
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    The Darkness Upon Vinecio 
 
      
 
    The Torra Bridge was an ancient aqueduct bridge built at the height of Trentino’s power. Centuries old now, it remained a wonder of stonework that crossed the wide expanse of the Rinn River’s floodplain from the westernmost mountains of Heraklion and into the green mountains of Trentino. Though Sophie had traveled the world in the years since her family’s downfall, she was still amazed by the incredible views the bridge afforded from such a height.  
 
    And the bridge was really high above the Rinn. 
 
    Alberto whinnied and stomped his hooves. A loose stone that skittered off the side of the bridge seemed to hang in the air for an eternity before splashing into the river. Sophie’s tummy twisted in knots as she led her reluctant horse across the bridge. They were so far above the river that the fishing launches in the water seemed no bigger than tiny pieces of flotsam. The river stretching as far as she could see to the north and south and the lesser mountains of Trentino arranged to the west like some rumpled bed of green velvet. Rains darkened the skies in that direction, and she knew it would be far from the baking daylight heat she had endured for most of her journey so far. 
 
    Across the bridge, Sophie and Alberto entered the ancient foothills of Trentino. Small villages clung to the green slopes of the lesser mountains. Forgotten places where life had little changed in the coming and going of a dozen empires in Trentino. Invaders had come, had been cast out, and had come again. The farmers still grew their olives and raised sheep and goats. 
 
    It was late in the afternoon, after passing several small villages, that Sophie caught her first glimpse of the city of Vinecio. Being the northernmost great city of Trentino, the dark spires, peaked roofs, and iron-girded walls of the huge city bore hints of Bravuran architecture. It was a dark place, smoggy and sooty, with a gloominess that seemed fitting for its position in the shadows of the high mountains. Snowcapped peaks rose behind it and more difficult terrain to the west. There lay the Blasted Cathedral. Hidden in some mountain redoubt, a place once blessed that had fallen to blasphemy and perversion.  
 
    Mardoch had directed her there with a ray of light, but the exact location of the cathedral remained to be discovered. 
 
    “Later,” said Sophie, squinting up at the snowcapped mountains that lay beyond Vinecio. She patted Alberto’s side. “First, we get some rest in the city. A stable for you and a warm man for me.” 
 
    Sophie found no welcome at the entrance of Vinecio. The closed gates were scrawled with a yellow painted sign reading POXBEARERS FORBIDDEN beneath a crude depiction of a skull. A guard in a pot metal helmet peered down from atop the city wall. 
 
    “The plague is about,” he shouted down. “You’d do best to move on. Unless you have medicine or meat to trade. Beef is best. No trade? No visitors.” 
 
    “I have business in the city,” said Sophie. “I have no pox.” 
 
    The guard paused and looked her over. Peering down from above he no doubt had a good view of Sophie’s breasts threatening to overflow her armored cups. 
 
    “Show me you ain’t got pox marks,” demanded the guard. “Hold up your arms and turn around.” 
 
    She held her arms up over her head, turning slowly and in a way that accentuated her voluptuous body. She could feel the guard weighing his chances with her against the possibility that she bore the darkpox.  
 
    “I don’t have a mark on me,” she called up to him. “But you can let me in and… check me all over. If you’d like.” 
 
    The guard leaned his head back over the wall, conferred with another guard, and then shouted down. 
 
    “Alright, woman, I will let you in.” He added with a grin, “But we’re gonna check you carefully.” 
 
    “That’s what I’m counting on, big boy,” muttered Sophie, smiling back at him and waving her agreement. 
 
    The guard opened a small door in the guardhouse and brought Sophie inside while the other guard brought Alberto into the lock between the inner and outer gates. Sophie was immediately set upon by the first guard. He was a very short, pale man with a drooping dark mustache covering a harelip. His head was even with Sophie’s ample breasts. That seemed to suit him just fine as he found the lever that opened the cups of her armored bodice and latched his hot mouth to a nipple without hesitation. 
 
    “Heyyy!” cried Sophie as he began sucking and squeezing her tits. “This doesn’t feel like much of… oooohhh… an inspection.” 
 
    “No worries, love,” said the other guard, returning from dealing with Alberto. He was even shorter, with a balding head of dark hair and a similar drooping mustache. “I’ll check the back and Givanno can check the front. Right?” 
 
    “That’s right Giuseppo,” agreed the half-sized guard slurping away on Sophie’s stiff nipples. 
 
    She was naked and being squeezed, prodded, licked, and sucked from both sides right there in the guardhouse. Giuseppo got down on his knees and began lewdly tonguing Sophie’s rump and fingering her slick cunt. Givanno grabbed Sophie by her slick nipples, yanking her lower and forcing her to bend over. When she did, Givanno began passionately kissing her and thrusting his tongue into her mouth. 
 
    “Mmmmmmmnnn!” objected Sophie. “You two have no charm!” 
 
    “Any sign of the pox?” asked Givanno before stuffing his tongue back into Sophie’s mouth. 
 
    Giuseppo lifted his face from Sophie’s plush bottom and replied, “No sign here. But I’ll have to get deeper. Perhaps… something other than my tongue. But she is delicious… mmmmnnnnnnnllmlmlmlmm.” 
 
    Sophie cried out as the guard wagged his tongue up her bum. She might have minded how deep that tongue was going if it weren’t for his skilled fingers frolicking on her clit. She found herself rocking her soft cheeks in his face and moaning loudly into Givanno’s overwhelming kiss. Pleasure rippled through her and with it a rejuvenating burst of strength. 
 
    She bucked, she gasped, and her tits swung as she moaned into Givanno’s lips. The more she came, her little asshole squeezing against Giuseppo’s tongue, the more she needed to be fucked. 
 
    “You’ll have to check me from the inside,” gasped Sophie, still shaking her hips. “With your cocks. Both of you.” 
 
    The two little guards were eager to answer Sophie’s call. She cried out with delight as Givanno pulled her astride his scrawny hips and dragged his cock out of his pantaloons. She felt it poking into her dangling breasts and she used her arms to press around him and massage him. Giuseppo finally had his fill of Sophie’s delectable ass and he stood behind her with a grunt of effort. He grabbed a hunk of butter from a dish and spread it on the red helmet of his prick.  
 
    “Oooh, yes, put that up my ass,” moaned Sophie, looking over her shoulder and reaching back to spread her cheeks for him.  
 
    “Brazen slut!” laughed Giuseppo and he shoved his buttered cock straight into Sophie’s tongue-lathered clench. 
 
    “Ahhhhh!” cried Sophie, feeling his slippery hardness slide past her tender ring. “That’s it. Don’t hold back, big boy. Pound my ass like you own it!” 
 
    “OooooooOOOOOhhhh! YESSsssSSS!” whined Giuseppo, grabbing Sophie’s round hips and hammering into her buttery backdoor. Sophie loved the feel of his hard cock sliding into her rear. She shook her plush bottom and pushed back against Giuseppo. She also put the momentum of each of his eager thrusts to good use as she rocked forward and massaged Givanno’s hard prick between the smothering weight of her tits.  
 
    A normal woman might have found it distracting trying to wank a man with her breasts and getting her ass fucked at the same time. Sophie was no normal woman. She was a powerhouse of carnal pleasure, deftly arching her back and riding her breasts along Givanno’s cock as the little soldier gasped and humped at her heavy hangers. His plentiful pre slicked his shaft and offered a slimy lubricant for the jiggling embrace of her breasts. 
 
    “That’s it,” panted Sophie, feeling their rising pleasure in the throbbing of her darkborne mark. “Use me from both ends. Oh, yes, I want to feel your cum. Don’t hold back. Teach me about the strong warriors of Vinecio.” 
 
    “You should… should be in the bawdy house,” groaned Givanno, humping furiously at Sophie’s soft mounds.  
 
    “Should be at a gloryhole! Put her in the barrel!” Giuseppo smacked Sophie’s luscious rear and drove deep into her sensitive hole.  
 
    “Too… too pretty for that,” cried Givanno. “Going to… going to cum!” 
 
    “Me too, brother!” shouted Giuseppo. “Her ass is begging for my spunk!” 
 
    “Yes, fill me! Cream me! Drench my tits!” Sophie felt their pleasure swelling through the mark. It burst and throbbed deep in her core as both men exploded with ecstasy. Each hot gush between her tits and each pumping spurt into her ass sent fresh pleasure and vitality pumping through Sophie’s body. She cried out in equal ecstasy to the men. Not orgasmic, not exactly, but just as good in its filthy way.  
 
    Their thrusts slowed. Givanno slumped back on the floor and Sophie lifted her cream-spattered breasts from his lap. Warm trickles of cum dripped from her dangling tits and the sensitive buds of her nipples. Giuseppo drew his cock from between Sophie’s jiggling cheeks. Sophie groaned as she felt a gush of cum pouring from her ass and spilling over her dripping cunt.  
 
    “Am I cleared to enter your fine city, boys?” she asked, standing like a conquering heroine above the two exhausted guards. 
 
    “Y-yes, you can go,” moaned Givanno. 
 
    “Come back for a daily check for pox,” moaned Giuseppo, his hair tangled and his face red and sweaty.  
 
    “Oh, you’re greedy,” giggled Sophie, smacking her ass so the exhausted guard could see it jiggle. She wiped herself clean and donned her armor as the two guards sprawled on the floor. They didn’t even rise to help her as she opened the inner gate to retrieve her horse. “By the way, where can a lady get a drink in Vinecio?”  
 
    “A lady?” scoffed Giuseppo. 
 
    Givanno elbowed his brother and answered, “The Dimmed Lantern is one of the few taverns still taking customers. Most everything else has shuttered.” 
 
    “On account of the pox,” said Giuseppo. “So why don’t you just stay here with us? Have some brandy from the cellar.” 
 
    “Sorry, boys,” said Sophie, giving them a salute and a swing of her hips. “I have a god to impress.” 
 
    She climbed onto the back of Alberto and went clopping into the shadowy city of Vinecio. Where danger and mystery seemed to lurk in the darkened mouth of every alleyway. If it wasn’t for the chimney smoke, Sophie might have imagined the buildings were abandoned. Curtains were closed and there was scarcely anyone about. Some buildings were boarded up entirely, their entrances marked with red X marks of paint. In a square, Sophie came across the remains of a huge funeral pyre in what had once been a fountain. The charred bones were still smoldering.  
 
    Those few citizens of Vinecio Sophie encountered were scurrying into or out of buildings. They cast furtive glances or stared at her from behind shutters. She was almost relieved when a stray dog limped across the street in front of her. 
 
    “I’d rather live with the lizardfolk up in the mountains,” muttered Sophie, surveying the grim city. The dark clouds finally began to weep and rain pattered against the cobblestones and tin roofs. It dripped from Sophie’s cloak. She was surprised by the cold, even in the mountains, and was relieved to see a single shaded light hanging beneath the sign for the Dimmed Lantern.  
 
    She dismounted and an anemic stableboy of eighteen or nineteen summers scuttled out to take some coppers and lead Alberto into the adjoining barn.  
 
    “Give him something better than rat feed,” said Sophie, tossing the boy a silver. He stared at her with wide, dark eyes and nodded slowly. She assumed he had not seen a healthy person in quite some time, let alone a ravishing beauty like Sophie dressed in little beneath her cloak.  
 
    “Watch out for the pox hunters, miss,” said the boy, taking Alberto into a stall. “They patrol after dark. They’re scary people.” 
 
    “Don’t they work for the church?” asked Sophie. 
 
    “Some of ‘em do,” said the boy as he pumped water into a bucket for Alberto. “But they take orders from the viscount. They grab people and take ‘em away and them people never come back.” 
 
    Sophie leaned over the railing to get a look into the paddock. The boy glanced at her and his dark eyes went wide as pie plates as he stared at the creamy bulges of Sophie’s overflowing breasts. 
 
    “Do you know where these pox hunters are taking people?” purred Sophie, well aware of his gaze. 
 
    “They keep their wagons at the convent,” said the boy. “I seen ‘em unloading people there. But then they take ‘em back out. Then… I don’t know. Some say up into the mountains. To the forbidden church.” 
 
    “The Blasted Cathedral?” Sophie asked hopefully. 
 
    The boy stared at her breasts. He wet his lips. Sophie smirked and reached for the release of her armor. 
 
    “Maybe this will help you remember,” she said as the cups of her cuirass dropped into the straw and her breasts spilled over the railing and dangled into the paddock. The stableboy just kept staring. “Alright, come over here. You can feel them if you tell me everything you know about the Blasted Cathedral.” 
 
    The boy lunged for her breasts, grabbing them in both hands and squeezing them like he was trying to test the fullness of a couple of wineskins. Sophie moaned, reaching over the railing and curling one hand around the back of the young man’s head. She grabbed his hair and yanked his head back to force him to look up at her. His hands dropped free of her breasts. 
 
    “Tell me first,” she commanded. 
 
    “Don’t know much. It’s up there in the mountains somewhere. They say the viscount has a group of people he takes up there to the mountain. They do things up there. Sick things. And some even say the pox is because of all those things they’re doing.” 
 
    “Things? You mean, like orgies?” 
 
    “Yeah,” said the boy. “Doin’ witchcraft maybe. He’s got a bunch of friends and the more they hang around the weird codger, the sicker they look. First their eyes get funny. Sorta yellow. Then they get hunchbacks and bumps on their faces. But it isn’t the darkpox. You can spot most of ‘em because there’s somethin’ wrong. Oh, please, miss… I told you what I know. Can I… can I touch them some more?” 
 
    “Hmmmmm.” Sophie held his head for a little longer. She leaned further over the paddock railing and gazed down at the bulge in the boy’s trousers. “Go on and take it out. Let me see your cock.” 
 
    “M-my… my… YES!” He grabbed for his trousers and yanked them open. The boy’s cock was long and slender and red with a thick vein up one side. The tip was already glistening with a smear of his precum just from a few seconds of groping Sophie’s breasts.  
 
    “Take hold of your cock with one hand,” said Sophie. “Mmmm. Yes, just like that. Stroke it slowly from root to tip. Smear that oily liquid all over the crown. Good boy. What are you called?” 
 
    “Tommaso, miss,” he gasped. 
 
    “Well, Tommaso, since you’ve been so helpful, I’m going to let you touch my breasts as much as—OH! Ha! What an eager young man you are! That’s right, be gentle now. No pinching. And while you feel them, you can work your hand on that nice cock of yours. Show me how you do it.” 
 
    “Ohhhh, miss,” moaned the young man, staring at Sophie’s breasts as he fondled them with one hand and wanked himself with the other.  
 
    “Sophie is my name,” she gasped and felt warmth spreading in her loins. It was more than just the pleasure of his hand squeezing or watching the stroking stableboy. She could feel the hunger heating her body and throbbing from the mark on her neck.  
 
    “That’s right,” gasped Sophie, letting the pleasure bubble through her. “Work your hips now, Tommaso. Oh, show me… show me how you would do it. Show me what you want.” 
 
    “Ohhhhh, Miss Sophie,” cried the lad. “I want… want to suck them.” 
 
    “Yessss, go on then,” she said, her hand still on his head as she brought him closer. “Suck my tits.” 
 
    His tongue sought a nipple and a moment later he was latched to her left breast, suckling, eyes rolling as he desperately fucked his hand. The poor lad didn’t last long. He popped his lips free of her nipple to gasp out, “Going to burst, miss!”  
 
    “Go on then, show me,” moaned Sophie. “Lean back and show me.” 
 
    He let his shoulders drop back, pumping his hand on his deep red cock. Pre slick on his fingers and each thrust of his hips causing his cock to slide wetly through his grasp. Sophie reached down into the paddock and cupped her hand before his cock just as Tommaso let loose with thick, milky spurts of his seed. He cried out desperately, filling her hand and smearing his tip against her wrist and fingers. 
 
    Vitality rushed through Sophie. Not as much as it might have if she had let the young man screw her or sucked him off, but it was still a delightful shudder of pleasure. She let him squeeze out every drop of his spunk and then lifted his cum so he could see it in her hand. 
 
    “What a big load, Tommaso,” she said, winking at him as she brought it up to her lips and tasted it with her tongue. Salty and fresh. Still warm from his throbbing bollocks. She brought her hand back down, smearing his cum across her breasts, kneading and smothering them in his stick spunk.  
 
    “Miss Sophie,” moaned Tommaso, staring in wonder at her glistening mounds. 
 
    “I think I shall be needing a bath,” she giggled, working the last of his cum into her heaving breasts. “A nice thick plug of soap.” 
 
    “Y-yes, miss,” he called, stumbling and pulling up his trousers. 
 
    Once inside the Dimmed Lantern, with her saddlebags stowed in a private room and her body floating in a steaming wash tub, Sophie had time to contemplate her next move. It seemed that the pox hunters and the viscount were using the Blasted Cathedral and the cover of darkpox for their own nefarious purposes.  
 
    But which was the cause and which the effect? Had the darkpox twisted the viscount and his followers in some way? Had some curse lurking about the cathedral infected their minds? Or was there a greater plan at work that sprung from the mind of the minor nobleman as he preyed upon Vinecio? 
 
    “Mmmmmm,” moaned Sophie, tracing her fingers slowly over her glistening breasts as they broke the soapy surface of the water. She teased her puffy nipples until they peaked. “I suppose I will just have to let the pox hunters catch me.” 
 
    She dipped below the surface as water overflowed the tub and splashed onto the floorboards. Sophie held her breath and let her thoughts drift back to Castilla Lorica and the night her stepmother Rowena summoned the darkness into her life. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    4 
 
    Wanderlust in a Cursed City 
 
      
 
      
 
    It felt good to be dressed as a whore again. It was the same long, faded red gown she had worn some nights at the tavern back at Cutthroat’s Refuge. It clung to her curves and showed off her shapely hips and plump bottom. Combined with a corseted bodice, it exaggerated her large breasts. She didn’t even bother lacing the corset up fully, which let her soft tits spill partly into view, her areolas peeking over the cups and her nipples pressing stiff against the liner. 
 
    She did not have her full collection of pots of makeup, but she had some lipstick and rouge hiding in her travel bag. Just enough to smear her lips with a messy daub of crimson and add a little more color to her cheeks.  
 
    The patrons at the crowded tavern eyed her warily when she emerged from her tiny rented room looking like a proper tart. The Dimmed Lantern was unwelcoming to an outsider and even the bartender seemed to live in fear of darkpox. She ignored them and sauntered out into the street. There were no lamp lights. No rows of restaurants and pubs that she might expect in a city the size of Vinecio. Every other store was closed, many of them boarded up, and the streets were illuminated only by the light of a waning moon. 
 
    “Perfect,” said Sophie, draping her shoulders in her cloak, but leaving it open so that her large breasts led the way as she prowled the streets. To anyone looking, she might seem the most misguided harlot in history, hunting for coins in a plague city. Dooming herself to a disease so dangerous that even the church locked victims up in wagons and drove them away to some plague colony. 
 
    The mark on the back of Sophie’s neck throbbed and she knew that the very thing that cursed her protected her from the sickness. In all her years at Cutthroat’s Refuge, riding sailors night after night, she’d never had so much as a sniffle. So long as she kept the mark fed with fresh pleasure. 
 
    Sophie’s bootheels clicked on the cobblestones as she moved from one shadow to the next. She could feel people watching her from boarded windows even if she could not see them. Lusting after her or just hating her for her audacity. She pulled back her cloak and flaunted her body for them. If the pox hunters had spies, it would not be long before they found her. 
 
    She crossed a bridge into a slightly tonier part of the city. The cobblestones were not loose and there was no refuse in the street. The houses were safe behind iron gates. She heard the pox hunters before she saw them. The creak of wagon wheels on a nearby street. The clop of hooves. Then hissed muttering. 
 
    They surprised her from an alleyway. Three big men, their heads covered in velvet hoods, emerged and grabbed her in gloved hands. They groped her tits and dragged her into the darkness. 
 
    “Let go of me!” cried Sophie, struggling in their arms. 
 
    “Easy now, love,” whispered one. “We’re just lookin’ out for ya. We’ll take ya somewhere safe. Get you a hot cup of tea.” 
 
    “Let gooooo!” she cried as they picked her up off the ground and carried her by her arms and legs. Her tits bounced free of her corset and the men snorted with laughter. Hardly the serious servants of public health. These were more like bandits as they felt her up repeatedly, one even slipping a gloved hand under her skirt to squeeze Sophie through her frilly shorts. “Ahhhh! Unhand me! Put me down!” 
 
    They did put her down, straight into the back of their wagon. They shoved her inside and slammed the door and she heard them laughing. Talking about how ripe she was and how she didn’t have a mark on her creamy thighs.  
 
    “Let me out of this!” shouted Sophie as the wagon lurched into motion. 
 
    “They won’t let us out,” moaned a woman slumped at the back of the wagon. 
 
    “They’re searchin’ for the sickness,” rasped another, hunched over on a bench seat. “They’ll grab any woman they can find.” 
 
    “Will they let us go?” asked Sophie. 
 
    The woman sitting on the bench leaned into the moonlight through the barred window, her face pale and her eyes ringed with dark circles.  
 
    “They’ll do with us as they please. Not many come back from the pox catchers. So say your prayers.” 
 
    “Won’t do any good,” moaned the woman slumped at the back. “Mardoch ain’t listenin’. The church is workin’ with the pox hunters.” 
 
    “So I’ve heard,” murmured Sophie, thinking back to her conversation with Tommaso. She hung onto the bars over the back window as the wagon rolled through the dark streets of Vinecio. 
 
    The Convent of the Sacred Maiden sat upon a low hill just beneath the city’s government district. The modest stone edifice was half swallowed up by broad-leafed vines. A statue of Saint Isolde stood before it, her head bowed and shoulders stooped, the stone depicting Isolde’s beautiful young face had been allowed to darken with mold.  The wagon clattered into the back courtyard of the convent and several sisters in white hospitaller habits approached.  
 
    The women were stern, but polite. The hooded men stood by with truncheons in their hands to make sure Sophie and the others did not try to escape. 
 
    “What are you going to do with us, miss?” asked Sophie, feigning fear.  
 
    “We are going to have a look at you,” said one of the sisters.  
 
    “You will be examined and sent on to where you belong,” added an older sister, her face lined and her blue eyes sparkling coldly. 
 
    “Wouldn’t mind bein’ there for her examination,” chuckled one of the hooded men. 
 
    “Quiet, Pez,” muttered another, jabbing his comrade in the side with the tip of his truncheon.  
 
    Sophie was led into the convent and brought to the second floor. Each of the three women captured by the pox hunters was separated into a cell with only a bed, a wash basin, and a lantern. Sophie still wasn’t afraid, not after some of the things she had experienced, but she was increasingly unsure of how she would escape. The convent seemed to be crawling with hooded men like the pox hunters. There was no window in the room where she was being kept. Only one door. 
 
    Sophie sat down on the bed, feeling the dull throb of the mark as if the dark evil was trying to reassure her.  
 
    “Even if Mardoch isn’t watching, I guess I still have you,” muttered Sophie. 
 
    She was made to wait a very long time. She could faintly hear what sounded like cries of pain and moans of pleasure echoing through the convent. Just as she was considering stretching out on the bed and trying to sleep, the door opened. 
 
    The sister with the cold blue eyes entered the cell. She had removed her wimple to reveal platinum blonde hair pulled back in a severe bun. Her habit failed to conceal the plentiful size of her bust. She smiled slightly and gestured for Sophie to stand.  
 
    Sophie obeyed and felt a strange shock as she realized the nun was wearing a pair of white rubber gum gloves of the type a surgeon might wear. 
 
    “W-what is happening now?” asked Sophie, real fear prickling at her arms and neck. 
 
    “My name is Sister Theresa,” said the nun. “I will examine you as I explained before. Please undress.” 
 
    “Undress?” Sophie hesitated, holding her arms against her chest. 
 
    “Yes, harlot,” snapped Theresa. “Do not pretend you are not used to stripping off your tattered gown. I must examine your body for signs of sickness. Undress, or I shall fetch two of the pox hunters to undress you for me.” 
 
    Theresa did not wait for Sophie to act. She took hold of Sophie’s cloak and yanked it from her shoulders. The stern nun tossed the garment aside. Sophie backed away from her. 
 
    “Yes, alright, sister,” said Sophie, reaching for the laces of her bodice. 
 
    Theresa stopped and crossed her arms as she watched impatiently. Sophie began to unlace her bodice, her lifted breasts settling and spilling free of her gown’s open top. The soft creamy weight of them lined red from the bones of the corset.  
 
    “My, my, you are an ample slut,” murmured Theresa, her eyes sparkling. “No mark of the pox yet. Go on, girl. Show me everything. Don’t play coy with me.” 
 
    Sophie felt a flare of anger at the way the woman was speaking. She had been talked down to by women many times in her career as a harlot, but they had never held such power over her and she had never been compelled, by her disguise, to restrain herself from punching their mouths. Instead of lashing out at Theresa, Sophie played the part of a frightened street walker and continued to undress. She bared her pale abdomen and the softness of her hips. She exposed the dark tufted mound of her cunt and the thickness of her thighs. Theresa seemed to drink in the sight of Sophie’s body with relish. 
 
    “A fit girl indeed,” murmured Theresa. “Turn around now, girl. Bend over the bed. Just like that. No need to try to hide anything from me. Spread your fat arse. Come on, let me see it all. That’s a good girl for once. I’m sure you’ve had more than your share of pricks stuffed in these pink holes. Nice and tight they look. And you’ve even bathed. That’s nice of you, my dear.” 
 
    Sophie’s face and shoulders and breasts were pressed down on the hard cot. Her feet still on the floor and her bottom raised as she reached back with both hands and spread her bottom wide. She’d been asked to do as much before by several men, but never a woman. Certainly never a nun looking her over like she was reading the folds of Sophie’s cunt and the wrinkles of her clenched asshole like the inscriptions on jewelry.  
 
    “No, no, not a pox mark at all,” murmured Theresa, stroking her gloved fingers over Sophie’s buttocks.  
 
    “Pleaaase, this is so humiliating,” moaned Sophie, which was true, but she could not deny the warmth throbbing in her cunt. 
 
    “Quiet,” said Theresa, giving Sophie’s right buttock a hard smack with her gloved hand. The smack turned into a squeeze. Theresa leaned closer. So close that Sophie could feel the nun’s warm breath caressing her steamy pussy. “Yes, you might just do. Pretty as a fresh dish of cream. Looks can be deceiving though, my plump harlot. Sometimes the darkpox can be… on the inside.” 
 
    “Inside?” Sophie had only a moment to realize what Theresa was saying before the nun thrust two fingers into the slick depths of Sophie’s cunt. The nun drew them back and thrust them in again. Over and over. Pumping her fingers in and out until they began to make lewd, wet sounds with each thrust.  
 
    “Humiliating?” scoffed Theresa. “You shameless slut. You are soaking wet. Like you’ve wanted this. Like you’ve been waiting for it. I bet you’d like a finger up that pretty pink arse. Wouldn’t you?” 
 
    “Noooo,” moaned Sophie, rocking forward with each thrust of Theresa’s fingers.  
 
    “Admit it,” scolded Theresa, giving Sophie’s left buttock a smack to match the other.  
 
    “No, please, this… this is too much. You’re going to make me… oohhhh…” 
 
    “Make you what?” laughed Theresa, adding a third finger to Sophie’s cunt and pounding a knuckle against Sophie’s clit with every thrust. “Make your shameless slutty snatch cum? Is that it?” 
 
    “Yesssss,” hissed Sophie, fingers squeezing her own ass, spreading it even wider for the nun. 
 
    “Ha! Look at your little pink star, clenching tighter!” Theresa loudly spit, her saliva splattering into Sophie’s crack and splashing warmly across Sophie’s sensitive asshole.  
 
    “Mmmmnnn,” whine Sophie, knowing what was coming a moment before she felt one of Theresa’s fingers at her tight ring. That first thrust into her tight hole took Sophie’s breath away. 
 
    “Oh, no darkpox there,” laughed Theresa. “Come on then, girl. Show me what you can do. There is no point for an incurable slut like you to fight it. Cum for me. Yesssss! That’s right. You sinful girl. Push back on my fingers.” 
 
    Sophie let out a pained cry as ecstasy gripped her body. Her pussy, her ass, and the mark on her neck pulsed with pleasure. Intense spasms wracked her and finally caused her to let go of her cheeks to claw at the coarse blanket beneath her. She rocked back, her hips working without a thought in her head save for the pleasure exploding through her body. Feeding it. Drinking it in. An ecstasy so intense that it left her trembling and panting. 
 
    She craved more. She eased off Theresa’s fingers and turned to face her. 
 
    “Oh, you liked that, did you?” Theresa stood up and set her hands on her hips. “Maybe you have what the viscount wants. But I don’t send him just any girl.” 
 
    “Mmmmm, to do what?” asked Sophie, spreading her legs and stroking her soaking cunt. 
 
    “This very sort of disgusting behavior,” said Theresa coldly. “He wants pretty girls for his special parties. He pays them very well. But I do not send him girls unless they know a few worthwhile tricks.”  
 
    “I know more than my share of those,” gasped Sophie, pumping her two middle fingers into her pussy as she gave Theresa a smoldering look.  
 
    A smile almost like a sneer curled Theresa’s thin lip. The nun reached down to her dark skirt and slowly began to slide it up her dark wool stockings, revealing plump thighs and a garter that framed a thicket of blonde hair.  
 
    “Show me, whore,” growled Theresa. “Show me what you can do for the viscount.” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know if he’s equipped like this,” giggled Sophie, sliding off the bed and onto her knees on the floor. “But I’ll show you what I can do for you, sister.” 
 
    Sophie started with the toes of Theresa’s patent leather shoes, kissing her way up the laces and to the wool stocking. As her lips traveled higher, her hands preceded her kiss, stroking the outside of Theresa’s legs up to her hips. Sophie met the nun’s icy glare as she kissed Theresa’s knee. Shove moved higher still, kissing the pale thigh of the nun as her hands grasped the firm globes of Theresa’s bottom.  
 
    “Look at you,” murmured Theresa. “A wanton harlot. Practically panting to taste my womanhood. Do you often serve women?” 
 
    “No, not often,” admitted Sophie, kissing Theresa’s inner thigh and nudging the tip of her nose to the silky hair of the nun’s cunt. “And never one like you, Sister Theresa.”  
 
    Sophie pressed a kiss to the warm, soft mound of Theresa’s fleshy cunt and tasted the dew that gathered upon the older woman’s folds. Theresa’s fingers twisted in Sophie’s hair, drawing her tighter and riding her cunt against Sophie’s tongue.  
 
    “Oohhhh, yessss,” hissed Theresa, her eyes rolling with pleasure. “Your talents… oohhh… are wasted on the streets, my little slut. You belong on your knees… oooohhhh… at one of the viscount’s parties.” 
 
    “Mmmmnnnhnnn,” agreed Sophie, tonguing obediently at the hot, fleshy lips of Theresa’s womanly cunt. Dragging slow licks over Theresa’s fat clit. Squeezing Theresa’s ass and urging the older woman on by moaning directly against her slick cunt. 
 
    Theresa’s pleasure ruled. The nun held Sophie’s head tightly, dominating her mouth with rough thrusts that smeared juices on Sophie’s face and spread Theresa’s cunt against her tongue. Theresa worked her hips faster and faster, her arm shaking with the tension of her peaking pleasure. A cruel smile on her face as she bit her lower lip.  
 
    “Nnnnnnn, taste it, whore,” rasped the nun. “Drink my cummmmmmm!”  
 
    She threw back her head, holding Sophie’s head tightly in both her hands as she fucked Sophie’s eager mouth. Sophie had one hand between her own thighs, fingers pumping into her cunt, bringing her to climax along with the cruel nun. She came sucking hard on the blonde’s clit, tasting the sour nectar of the older woman’s pulsing pussy as her own cunt gripped at her thrusting fingers.  
 
    Their mutual ecstasy reached its hot, shuddering bliss as the mark on Sophie’s neck heightened her pleasure. She cried out, her voice muffled by Theresa’s smothering cunt. The juice of Theresa’s pussy slicking her throat as she drank it down. 
 
    “You… you will do nicely,” said Theresa, stepping back. “I will send word to the viscount. You will be invited to his party.” 
 
    “Mmmmmm, thank you, sister,” said Sophie, flushed and smiling up at the nun as she wiped her mouth on the back of her hand. “Will you let me go so I can put on something nice?” 
 
    "Not yet," said Theresa coldly. "I want you to prove that you will not embarrass me before the viscount. I require another kiss. Here." 
 
    The nun turned slowly, lifting the back of her plain black skirt again and baring the round flesh of her dimpled bottom. Sophie stared at that luscious rear. Admiring it and reaching up to stroke it with both hands. She felt the faint outline of an unusual scar beneath her fingertips. Almost invisible to her gaze but tingling beneath her touch.  
 
    Theresa grabbed a handful of Sophie's hair and looked down at Sophie over her shoulder. 
 
    "Kiss it," said the nun. "Let me feel those whorish lips upon my bottom." 
 
    "Yessss," hissed Sophie, meeting the nun's stern gaze and leaning in to kiss the firm upper curves of her cheeks. Her tongue tasted the faint sweat of Theresa's ass. Her lips roaming and exploring as she moved obediently lower.  
 
    "Mmmmmm, there's a good girl," murmured Theresa, her fingers tightening in Sophie's hair. "Don't spare the tongue, trollop." 
 
    "Mmmmmnnnnnnnhnnn," agreed Sophie, running her tongue over the creamy flesh. She tasted the faint salt of sweat and felt the outline of the woman's scar. Something pulsed, warm and evil, beneath her licking tongue. Something in that scar.  
 
    "Yesss, that's a good slut," moaned Theresa, pushing her ass back against Sophie's face. 
 
    Sophie's tongue moved obediently, but her mind felt the evil thrill of the hidden mark on the woman's ass. It was a darkborne mark. A symbol of evil emblazoned like the curse upon Sophie's neck. This one was in the shape of a six-fingered hand with two thumbs. 
 
    Her suspicions had been confirmed. Theresa, and probably the viscount, were in league with the evil that had taken up residence at the Blasted Cathedral in the mountains. 
 
    "Don't stop," moaned Theresa, tightening her fingers in Sophie's hair and smothering Sophie with her round bottom. "Eat my ass, you pretty little whore." 
 
    "Mmmmm," moaned Sophie, cradling the nun's shapely hips and burying her face between the woman's plush cheeks as she began to wantonly lick Theresa's hot, velvety asshole. 
 
    

  

 
   
    5 
 
    The Party Favor 
 
      
 
    The mist parted before the carriage and revealed a house of gothic extravagance. Chandeliers glowed behind red stained-glass windows so that the dark house resembled the head of some horned demon glowering down at the arriving carriages with its red eyes. 
 
    The partygoers were arriving outside the house's main entrance. Men and women emerged from carriages wearing red robes over their suits and gowns and wearing masks to conceal their identities.  
 
    A footman approached the carriage carrying Sophie. She opened the window, and the stern man looked her over in her lacy black dress, her breasts lifted by the tightness of her corseted bodice. Her cleavage powdered. Her body perfumed. 
 
    "Entertainment to the side entrance." He growled. "You been before?" 
 
    "No, sir, this is my first party," said Sophie, trying not to sound too much like a veteran of whoring. 
 
    "Mmmm." The man looked at her like he could hardly believe a woman with such ample assets would have escaped the viscount's notice for so long. "Viscount will want to look you over. Go in through the black door on the side there and wait with the others. And don't mess with nothing else." 
 
    "No, sir, I'll be on my best behavior," pledged Sophie. 
 
    "Viscount won't like that either," said the footman, taking a step back and waving the carriage on. 
 
    The carriage rolled past the arriving guests and down a narrow drive to deposit Sophie outside the side entrance. She clambered down from the carriage and felt the mark on her neck begin to pulse warmth through her body to the drum of her heart. She approached the black door and seemed to feel the dangerous heat of the evil lurking beyond that door. Primal and forbidden. Lust unchained. 
 
    Sophie did not hesitate lest her doubts consume her. She reached for the door, threw it open, and stepped into the small parlor crowded with other girls waiting to be reviewed by the viscount.  
 
    There were six, in addition to Sophie. Pretty girls, to be sure, but their faces were caked with makeup to enhance their charms and their corsets were cinched tight with the desperate need to be chosen. One redheaded girl cast a harsh glance at Sophie. A pair of ample blondes leaned on one another and giggled as though already drunk. 
 
    "Don't mind none of them," said a young, freckled girl who might have been plucked from a farm. "I'm Polly. What are you called?" 
 
    "Sophie. Pleased to meet you, Polly. Were you sent her by Theresa?" 
 
    Sophie thought Polly was a pretty girl, for a farmer's daughter, but not quite up to the others gathered in the parlor. Polly's tanned breasts were heavily dusted with white powder and marked with a beauty spot to draw attention away from the girl's overly long neck and crooked teeth. 
 
    "We all was," said a willowy blonde wearing nothing but lingerie. "Captured under false pretenses, felt up by that slit-licking nun, and told to come here to work for the viscount." 
 
    "Most girls don't come back from here, I heard," said a raven-haired beauty, her pretty lips forming into a frown of worry. 
 
    Sophie began to ask if any of them knew what happened to the girls but was interrupted by the opening and closing of a door and the rustle of scarlet curtains. A tall, slender figure stepped through the curtains. He was dressed in trousers with polished silver buttons and a waistcoat and shirt that showed off his slender physique. He wore a long-nosed mask with a maniac's smile that hid his face but not his dark, dark eyes and oiled black hair. 
 
    "Well, hello, my dears," said the man, bowing slightly and making a dramatic gesture with his cane. "I am the viscount, lord of the manor, at your service. Tonight, a lucky few of you will be at the service of my guests. But which? Oh, yes, that is the question. Are we ready for some fun?"  
 
    A pair of house guards wearing enclosed silver helms with plumes of red feathers marched in behind the viscount. One carried a towel over his arm like a waiter at a posh tavern and the other carried lengths of red silk ribbons draped over his arm.  
 
    "Line up!" shouted one of the guards, his command echoing in his helm. 
 
    The girls rose and lined up beside one another, jostling for what each thought was the best position. Fluffing their hair and thrusting out their tits to impress the masked nobleman. Sophie felt the mark upon her neck throbbing aggressively, treating her like a pimp that wanted her to make it some coin. 
 
    Sophie stood in silence as the viscount walked up and down the line of girls. He stopped in front of a plump, busty blonde who barely met the viscount's eye as he ran his hand up her leg. He moved on to Polly, studying the shy-looking brunette and hooking a finger into her bodice to get a look at her powdered tits. 
 
    "Oh, yes," said the viscount, running his hands over Polly's breasts. "You'll be fun. Come here and show us your technique." 
 
    "My... my technique? Which one, sir?" She did her best to smile. 
 
    "Whichever you think will impress me," giggled the viscount, stepping back and placing his hands on his slender hips. He glanced at Sophie, looking her up and down as he waited to be entertained by Polly. The mark on the back of Sophie's neck seemed to squirm like a spider as the masked nobleman stared at her.  
 
    Polly drew his attention away as she began to move uncertainly, running her hands over her body and pressing her palms beneath her tits. She shook her hips from side-to-side, but it was more like a drunken dance than an erotic gesture. Sophie could sense the patience of the viscount evaporating. He folded his arms across his chest. 
 
    "Oh, viscount," purred Sophie, stepping towards Polly. "We work so much better as a pair." 
 
    "Mmmm? We do?" Polly looked over with surprise as Sophie embraced the farm girl and pressed a kiss to her lips. Polly stiffened against Sophie. She resisted the kiss for a moment, but no longer. Her lips parted and her warm, sweet mouth invited Sophie's probing tongue.  
 
    As Sophie kissed the girl, her hands roamed over Polly's corn-fed body. She groped Polly's hips and reached around to squeeze her plush bottom through her skirt. 
 
    "Yes, well, that's a start," said the viscount. "Why don't the both of you... show me what you can do with this?" 
 
    Sophie heard the fingers of the viscount on the buttons of his trousers. He let the tight, black velvet fall open and produced a large and ugly cock. Sophie parted from the kiss with Polly and turned to look at the viscount's malformed manhood. It was grotesquely thick and hung quite low. The foreskin completely covered the tip and the shaft was bulging unhealthily and discolored from purple almost to black in places. 
 
    Was it the dark pox or something else? Was his cock naturally so disgusting? 
 
    "Wh-what is that?" whispered Polly, her lip curling in revulsion. 
 
    "Shhhh," hissed Sophie in her ear. "We're going to have to show him we know how to entertain. Make it look good." 
 
    Sophie moved towards the viscount, not waiting to see if Polly followed her. She pressed herself against him, squishing her heaving breasts to his slender chest. She reached down and wrapped her hand around his cock. 
 
    "It's so big," she gasped. "I don't think I've ever seen one bigger." 
 
    "Yes, it is," chuckled the viscount, watching Sophie's delicate hand pump the length of his cock. "I use it quite a lot you know. Growing it like a muscle. Mahaha! Mmmm. That’s it. There’s a pretty dove with skilled fingers. Yes, my dear, there's something special about you. Do more. Do better. And I might just let you and your shy friend here into my menagerie for the night." 
 
    Sophie bent her head down and lapped her tongue over the fat head of the viscount's cock. She felt its heat and the texture of the thick fluid oozing from the livid plum of the tip. He laughed as she licked up the length, her tongue swiping over the discolored flesh and disgusting bulges. 
 
    "Your tongue is bold, but your friend is timid," said the viscount. 
 
    Sophie looked up from the viscount's cock. Polly was standing beside her, and the farm girl's hands were trembling by her side. She looked frightened as she watched Sophie stroking and licking the viscount’s obscene cock. 
 
    "Come on now, Polly," cooed Sophie, reaching out for the farm girl’s hand. “Don't be scared. Come here and have some fun." 
 
    Sophie tried to yank Polly down to her knees, but the freckled girl pulled her hand free and looked away from what Sophie was doing. It was maddening to Sophie. Why had Polly bothered to come at all? Wasn't this what she was supposed to do? Sophie was afraid for the girl. The viscount did not strike her as the sort to treat disappointment with kindness.  
 
    Sophie stood up, grabbed Polly by the arm, and pulled her towards the viscount. 
 
    "Ah, please," said the viscount. "What kind of performance is this? I'm waiting for you to delight me." 
 
    "Yes, my lord," said Sophie, falling back to her knees and taking the viscount's cock into her mouth. "I’ve never contended with such an… unmatched member. So big. Mmmmm. So… bumpy. Mmmmm.” 
 
    "It's strange," murmured Polly, staring at Sophie as the harlot knight bobbed and slurped on the viscount's fat cock. 
 
    Sophie was not enjoying it, the thing tasted foul and something about the way it pulsated in her mouth was revolting, but she knew she had to pleasure the masked nobleman to gain entrance to his party. She fondled his dangling balls in their smooth, hairless pouch. Oddly greasy beneath her fingers as she tongued the salty ooze from his cock. 
 
    "Enough," declared the viscount and he gestured for Sophie to get to her feet. "You have proven yourself, my dear. A red ribbon for you." 
 
    He plucked one of the red ribbons from the arm of his guard and tied it gingerly around Sophie's neck. 
 
    "Wear the ribbon with pride," said the viscount, caressing Sophie's cheek. His dark gaze seemed to bore into her. He suddenly yanked open the front of Sophie's gown, tearing the laces and exposing Sophie's large, creamy breasts. He tested them with both hands, thumbs working across her thick nipples. "Your breasts will remain bare. You will serve drinks along with every desire of my noble friends no matter how perverse. Your body offered to any who would like to use it. I promise you will be rewarded more handsomely than you can even imagine.  
 
    "Do you accept these terms?" 
 
    Sophie could feel the jealous gazes of the other women waiting to join the party. She glanced over at Polly and saw the farm girl shrinking away, still looking down at the viscount's misshapen cock. It was dripping with his cloudy precum.  
 
    "Yes, sir, but my friend," said Sophie, reaching out to Polly, "might she join me?" 
 
    "Your friend has not proven herself," said the viscount, his tone growing cold and his eyes flicking in the direction of Polly. "She might have pleased me with that innocent peasant face. I should have liked to decorate it with my seed. Instead... hmmmm... Fortunato." 
 
    "Yes, m'lord," said the guard holding the towel. 
 
    "Give this one some of the fortified brandy and see if that warms her up sufficiently to kneel before one of the glory holes. If not... take her to the kennel. She can entertain my beasts." 
 
    "What!?" cried Polly. "Sophie, don't let them take me- AH!" 
 
    Fortunato moved behind Polly, twisting her arm behind her back and shoving her through the door concealed behind the curtains. Sophie could hear Polly protesting frantically for a moment longer and then the door slammed shut. 
 
    The viscount tittered with cruel mirth. 
 
    "Now then," he said, gripping his cock in one gloved hand, "which of you will be next?" 
 
    The other women hurried to crowd around the viscount to shamelessly offer their bodies to him. The other guard took Sophie by her wrist and shoved her through the curtains and into a long hallway. The door slammed shut behind her.  
 
    Ahead, she could hear music and laughter, moans of pleasure, and faintly receding in the distance, a young woman screaming in terror. The party was spread among rooms where partygoers indulged in their every dark delight. Women with red ribbons tied around their necks were being used, molested, punished, and pleasured. Whips cracked. Huge phalluses thrust into stretched holes. Discordant music played. Water – or was it piss? – splashed onto a naked body. Somewhere, in the depths of the darkness, something was growling like a beast. 
 
    A hooded servant thrust a tray of drinks into Sophie’s hands and gave her a push into a parlor lit red with torches. There, upon a pile of cushions, men and women writhed in a contiguous heap of pleasure. There was no concern for whether a woman was with a woman or a man with a man, it was simply groping, thrusting, shuddering flesh. Though covered with incense, the stench of sex was thick in the air.  
 
    The heat of the bodies drew sweat from Sophie’s face. Hands reached out and grabbed at her legs. A tongue dragged across her toes. She stood over the scene with her tray of drinks, watching in the red light, torchlit shadows moving over thrusting bodies so that the motions were exaggerated. Sophie seemed to stand on the shore of a sea of writhing flesh. 
 
    A man came crawling out of the mass. Sagging and elderly. Sheened with sweat. He hauled himself to his feet, his torso marked with dark, bulging deformity. His cock seemingly split in two down its length and dripping with his seed. He smiled at Sophie and grabbed a drink from her tray. 
 
    “You’re a new one,” he said, caressing her face with a hand that stunk of semen. He gulped the drink and took another. “Why not join in?” 
 
    “The drinks,” said Sophie, smiling warily. 
 
    A hunchbacked man with one bulging eye appeared at Sophie’s side, his smile crooked and bucktoothed, his belly a taut ball, and his cock a massive, mottled thing that resembled the sort that might hang beneath a donkey.  
 
    “This one’s a fine one,” said the hunchback, reaching around Sophie and roughly groping her bare breasts.  
 
    “Yes, mm, pity about all these drinks,” said the sweaty old man, taking another from the tray and gulping it down so that it overflowed his mouth and splashed down his saggy body. His eyes sparkled with mischief as he took another drink. And another.  
 
    The hunchback was still squeezing and shaping Sophie’s fat tits. Pinching at her nipples as he began to chuckle and lick at her shoulder and back. She could feel his cock brushing against the backs of her thighs and the mark on the back of her neck pulsed with need.  
 
    “Please,” gasped Sophie, feeling a warm ache in her cunt. “Please… I must attend to more guests.” 
 
    Sophie knew just as well as these two disgusting men that her resistance was useless. They laughed and fondled her as they drank the cups from her tray and tossed them aside. Their naked bodies sandwiched her, and their hands went where they pleased on her body. Her skirt was torn away, and her panties ripped off in a single yank from the hunchback. 
 
    The old man with the split cock began loudly slurping and gumming at her tits. The hunchback began rubbing himself against her, gyrating his hips and smearing pre from his stiff cock all over her ass and the backs of her thighs. 
 
    “Fun time,” laughed the hunchback. “Celebration time.” 
 
    “Wh-what are we celebrating?” gasped Sophie, fighting the urge to push back against the hunchback’s fat cock as she watched the old man slurping at her tender tits.  
 
    “The moon!” laughed the old man, lifting his face from Sophie’s breasts. “The moon is almost right! Just two days now and we’ll be ready. Lady Perfetta is—” 
 
    “Shut it, Cowver!” growled the hunchback. “This one’s new. Don’t talk about that in front of her.” 
 
    Lady Perfetta? Sophie had no idea who that was, and she couldn’t much ask a follow-up question as the old man cackled gleefully and planted a kiss to her lips. His fat tongue thrust into her mouth and the hunchback, seizing the opportunity, plunged his donkey-sized cock into Sophie’s dripping snatch.  
 
    “Mmmmm!” cried Sophie, tasting the strong drink on the old man’s tongue as her slick cunt was plundered by the hunchback.  
 
    She was being fucked scarcely three paces from the orgy and could hear the cries of the women as the men thrust into them from every side. She could hear the rasp of cocks on flesh, the slap of skin on skin, and the wet sound of fucking. The unique musk of sex was thick in the air, and the heat of so many bodies pressed together started Sophie’s skin breaking out in sweat. She dug her fingernails into the old man’s back and ground her cunt back against the fat cock of the hunchback. 
 
    The old man pulled his mouth from Sophie’s, leaving a trail of saliva that glistened in the red torchlight. He grinned evilly and nodded at the hunchback. 
 
    Together, the old man and the hunchback dragged Sophie down to the floor. Onto her back. The donkey-dicked hunchback and the saggy old man having their way with her from both ends. The hunchback climbed between Sophie's thick thighs and his massive cock plunged in and out of her pussy and kept Sophie's tits bouncing with each thrust. The old man knelt beside her head and grabbed Sophie's hair. He shoved the split halves of his cock to her face, smearing her lips and chin with his precum.  
 
    "Ohhhhh," moaned Sophie, eyes rolling and the darkborne mark sending pulses of fiery lust through her body. She parted her lips and offered her mouth to the old man. He cackled with glee and thrust his bifurcated fuckmeat at Sophie's face. 
 
    Sophie worked her tongue around the ragged halves of the man's cockhead, licking at the droplets of precum that leaked from it. She sucked one half, the other, and then both into her mouth at once. Joining the halves with her eager sucking. She felt her pussy tightening around the fat cock invading it and moaned again as she tasted the old man's filthy, well-used cock.  
 
    "Mmmmmm, yes," moaned Sophie, bobbing her head on the old man's cock and lathering it in her spit as the hunchback thrust into her. The walls of her cunt squeezed the fat intruder.  
 
    "How does it feel, slut?" grunted the hunchback, fucking her faster and harder, his wet balls slapping against her ass as his cock stretched her cunt. 
 
    "Ohhhhh…" gasped Sophie, panting and moaning as she bobbed her head on the old man's cock. "Ohhhhh…" 
 
    The old man laughed and pulled his cock from Sophie's mouth. It left her lips smeared with his precum. Before she could lick it off, he slid his cock between her tits. He leaned forward and shoved her mounds together as the hunchback fucked harder, and Sophie's body flushed with heat. The old man’s drooping balls hung in Sophie’s face and she had no choice, thanks to the urgent throbbing of the mark, but to lick and suck at the old man’s swinging sack. 
 
    The old man cackled madly and tensed with pleasure. His grip on Sophie's tits tightened and he pulled his split cock from between her cleavage, jerking himself off with both hands as the hunchback continued to thrust into her. White-hot cum exploded from the old man's cock, firing in two directions at once, splattering Sophie's face and tits with thick, slimy spunk.  
 
    She gasped in pleasure at the sensation, feeling the warmth of his cum coating her body and dripping down her face. She tasted the saltiness of the man's cum on her lips and his dangling balls dragged across her tongue. 
 
    "Ohhhhhhhh," moaned Sophie, looking up with wild eyes, her shuddering tits glazed in spunk. 
 
    "Ahhhhh! I'm fuckin' cumming! Ohhhh, you perfect whore!" The hunchback threw back his head and hilted his huge cock inside Sophie. He howled with his release and Sophie came with him, her cunt gripping his pumping pillar as he drenched her depths in his warm seed. Hot, oily liquid trickled out around his balls as he collapsed atop Sophie. 
 
    The two men were exhausted and out of breath, but Sophie, invigorated by her darkborne mark, was ready and eager for more. Her lovers crawled off without offering a word of thanks. They left her smeared with cum and leaking it from her stretched cunt. She climbed to her feet, narrowly resisting the urge to surrender herself to the pulsing desire of her mark and join the thrusting, moaning pile of the orgy.  
 
    She needed to know more. Who was this Lady Perfetta and what did the moon have to do with the plans of the viscount and his cult? She found her tray, but her clothing was ruined. Wearing nothing but the red ribbon around her neck – not to mention a liberal coating of spunk – Sophie retreated from the orgy room and back out into the hall. She was determined to find answers about the cult’s plan and the Blasted Cathedral. 
 
    At least, that’s the excuse Sophie made to herself as she accepted another tray of drinks from a hooded servant and ventured deeper into the party. 
 
    There was no lack of possible sources to be interrogated. In the next room she met a trio of skinny older women who put Sophie to use as their footstool. They took turns making Sophie bathe their toes with her willing mouth as they drank the cups from her tray. She licked and sucked each foot presented to her.  
 
    “The Vulgar Prince awakens,” said one of the older women as she guided Sophie between her legs and fed Sophie her hot, red-tufted cunt. Sophie licked the woman obediently and listened closely.  
 
    “The viscount had best be right this time,” said the woman next to her. “After all the coin he squandered during the last moon, some of his benefactors are demanding results.” 
 
    “Oh, I hope the ritual fails,” said the third woman, idly rubbing her cunt and waiting for her turn with Sophie’s tongue. 
 
    “Do you not believe?” hissed the first woman.  
 
    “Of course,” the woman replied quickly, seeming to realize she had overstepped. “It’s just that… won’t these parties end once the Vulgar Prince arises? They are ever so much fun. Why, I haven’t been fucked this well since those orc slaves were brought in from—” 
 
    The woman seemed to notice that Sophie was watching her. 
 
    “Pay attention to what you are doing with your tongue,” snarled the woman. “These presumptuous whores. Thinking they are going to escape.” 
 
    The trio of women slapped Sophie and yanked her hair and seemed to take great pleasure forcing her to lick. One would twist her fingers into Sophie’s hair and rub Sophie’s face against the cunt of another woman, commanding her to lick and suck and spanking Sophie’s ass. Between the wine and Sophie’s well-practiced tongue, the women came several times each and were reduced to muttering puddles on the sofa they shared. 
 
    Sophie, invigorated by their pleasure, crawled away, and left the three cruel women exhausted. The party was still in full swing elsewhere. 
 
    Many of the partygoers suffered from grotesque deformities. Others seemed perfectly human. The only universal commonality Sophie noticed was that every one of the partygoers seemed to have the symbol of the six-fingered hand somewhere on their bodies. For some it was a tattoo, others a brand, and for others it seemed to have manifested naturally. Or supernaturally. Pustules, scars, moles, and birthmarks all depicted the six-fingered hand. On some bodies the symbol was precise and detailed, on others it was crude and irregular.  
 
    Each time Sophie looked, she found it.  
 
    “They say the viscount will ascend,” murmured one partygoer, petting Sophie’s head as he lazily fucked her in the ass.  
 
    “Mmmmmm,” replied the woman beneath Sophie suckling on her dangling tits.  
 
    “Yes, I agree,” said the other man, a scaly wretch with a single red eye and an empty eye socket as he fucked his little cock in and out of Sophie’s mouth and smacked his balls against her chin. “Lady Perfetta has no idea what she is in for. Ohhhhh… fuck!” 
 
    The man groaned and pumped his seed down Sophie’s throat. She swallowed obediently as she felt the man behind her squirting his seed up her plush bottom. The woman beneath Sophie bucked her hips and urgently fucked herself with a carved stone dildo, slurping at Sophie’s breast so hard that her nipple began to hurt. 
 
    Sophie fucked ten men. Twenty. Bucking atop them, writhing beneath them, stretched out between them like a bridge between its towers. Half a dozen men surrounded her and expected her to drain their cocks. She satisfied them with her hands, her mouth, and between her soft tits. A pair of fat ladies rode Sophie around in a courtyard and plugged her ass with a horse’s tail dildo. When they had their fun Sophie knelt between their thick, dimpled thighs and licked their shaved cunts to ecstasy.  
 
    Sophie was made to stroke men into a chalice and drink their seed while they cheered. She was spanked, whipped, and violated with dildos. Drizzled with hot wax. Her head was thrust into water as one man fucked her ass. He nearly drowned her, but her convulsing asshole drove him over the brink, and he let her up from the water. 
 
    She saw the other girls with red ribbons around their necks being carried out, exhausted, injured, or perhaps even worse, until she was alone with the last guests. Fucking a man who looked more like an ape than a man and had a huge six-fingered hand burned into his chest. 
 
    “This is the best you’ve ever found,” called the ape man, roughly spanking Sophie’s ass and bouncing her atop his cock. “She seems to grow more eager with each passing hour.” 
 
    “She has exhausted my entire guestlist,” chuckled the viscount, swinging a cane as he wandered about the room surveying the carnage. It was true. As dawn drew near, the last of the guests had gathered in a single lounge and Sophie had drained them of all their energy. Some were sleeping already; others were awake but slumped over wearily on cushions and couches.  
 
    Although Sophie was wide awake and gamely riding the ape man’s cock, her mind was on the evil ritual the viscount wanted to perform. She knew it was to be done in two days, when the moon was perfect, and involved somehow sacrificing a woman named Lady Perfetta to a god or demigod called the Vulgar Prince.  
 
    Sophie had also heard someone mutter the name “Astarkoth” which had sent a shudder through her body merely to hear spoken softly. She thought the Vulgar Prince and Astarkoth might be the same entity. Supposedly, the viscount would be rewarded for this sacrifice, gaining some boon or power of darkborne magic, although this part was not clear because the partygoers did not seem to understand it fully themselves. 
 
    The one thing Sophie had still not quite discovered was the precise location of the Blasted Cathedral. It was marked on her map, yes, but fumbling about in wooded mountains at night in search of ruins was another matter. There were no remaining roads to the Blasted Cathedral. No pilgrimage paths. 
 
    Will Mardoch show me the way when the time comes? wondered Sophie. I cannot rely on such miracles. I must find the way myself. 
 
    The ape man beneath Sophie suddenly let out a hooting cry of pleasure, grasping her bouncing ass in both his hairy hands and thrusting upward with such force he nearly threw her off his hips.  
 
    “OOOOOooooOOoo yessss!” cried Sophie, bucking hard atop the beastly man’s big cock. “Give it to me! Fill my pussy!” 
 
    “Listen to this one!” laughed the ape man, hips thrashing beneath Sophie and his huge cock pulsating in her wet cunt. “Begging for it… hhhhNNNNN! Well! Here it comes! HOOOO!!! OOOOOO!” 
 
    Sophie’s slick walls tightened around the massive pillar of the ape man’s cock as her pleasure crested with his. She arched her back, thrusting her heaving tits forward and riding him with all her unholy vigor. The dark mark on the back of her neck seemed to intensify her pleasure in crackling waves. Even some of the men and women she had pleasured nearly to unconsciousness woke up and took note of the climactic moment.  
 
    The ape man’s huge cock gave a sudden thrash and another and then Sophie felt the hot geyser of his cum erupt deep inside her. Spurt after drenching spurt emptied from his throbbing bollocks. She rode hard, her motions soon dominating his as her vitality overflowed and his ebbed with his climax. Her clenching cunt wrung the spunk from his cock and left a frothy mess upon his root and smearing her thighs. 
 
    “No more,” pleaded the ape man, suddenly and entirely exhausted.  
 
    “Soooo good,” moaned Sophie, slowing her ride and gently dismounting from the ape man’s wilting cock. She felt its thick hose slither from her creamy folds and heard it slap wetly against him. She could not help but spare a look at the monstrous cock and such was her feverish lust that she nearly fell upon it once more to stroke it between her tits and suck it back to life. The hairy brute lolled nearly unconscious on the floor, and she decided that the time had come at last for her to make her escape. 
 
    She wrapped herself in a sheet that someone had dragged among the cushions. The thin fabric was almost sheer against her sweaty curves. She sought an exit from the room. Any path out. Instead, Sophie found the viscount waiting for her. 
 
    The tall, slender man still wore the same fine waistcoat and trousers, the same maniacal mask. The only sign that he had indulged in the evening’s many pleasures was that his dark, oiled hair was slightly askew. Sophie imagined a lover had tangled her fingers in that hair and ruffled it as she cried out with pleasure.  
 
    “Well, well, it isn’t every party that sees one of my entertainers through to the end,” he murmured. Sophie smiled at him and froze as he reached a gloved hand to her throat and untied the ribbon around her neck. She gasped as though a hand had suddenly released its grip on her throat. “Brimming with such vitality. Ahhhh. Come, my dear, you have but one task remaining for the festivities.” 
 
    “What’s that?” asked Sophie warily. 
 
    “Why, you must entertain me, of course,” said the viscount with a cruel laugh. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    6 
 
    The Viscount’s Bed 
 
      
 
    They passed leaded windows hung with heavy curtains, thick but not quite thick enough to hide the light of dawn breaking. But Sophie’s hope that daybreak might save her was badly disappointed when they arrived at the dark, windowless prison of the viscount’s bedchamber. The flames of a hundred candles hardly quivered in the airless room. A cloying perfume hung in the air as the viscount led Sophie towards the four-poster bed carved of ebony wood.  
 
    “Perhaps, um, perhaps I should bathe first, my lord,” said Sophie, feeling unnerved by the smiling mask and the windowless chamber.  
 
    The voice that answered her was whisper soft and almost girlishly high. 
 
    “No. You have been baptized in the throes of pleasure. Given the sacrament for your sustenance. Come now, my dear. Show me what you have learned from this,” he tittered, “holy revelation.”  
 
    The viscount drew back the curtain and revealed an overstuffed terrain of red cushions edged with golden thread and a thick down comforter thrown back to expose silken sheets.  
 
    The viscount’s long, gloved fingers trembled as they peeled away the sheet that Sophie had wrapped around her body. He stood nearly a head taller than her and though quite lean she could feel the strength in him as he pried the sheet from her hand and exposed her naked, cum-stained flesh. Her creamy skin marred in a dozen places by scratches and the red splotches of soon-to-be bruises.  
 
    The viscount traced her minor injuries with the cool, silky caress of his gloved hands.  
 
    “Your flesh is a tapestry of sin,” he whispered, his leering mask brushing against her cheek. “Your body so impure that it almost seems suitable for… Him.” 
 
    “Suitable for who?” asked Sophie, daring to turn her face towards the viscount. 
 
    “Ah, but you are lost, child,” he said, cradling her cheek and gazing down into her eyes. “Let me show you the way to him.” 
 
    The viscount peeled back the mask and revealed a face that was momentarily so hideous that it nearly made Sophie scream. A wet, black, lipless, skeletal thing glistening in the candlelight. But then that image was gone, and she saw that he was handsome beneath his mask. With an arrogant face marked with a dueling scar and a thin mustache on his curling upper lip. His dark eyes seemed somehow crueler without the mask as he wrapped both hands around Sophie’s throat and began to squeeze. 
 
    She cried out, striking the iron hardness of his forearms as he pushed her back onto the bed. Choking her, but not strangulating the air from her. His kiss fell upon her lips. His slender body pushed apart Sophie’s sinful thighs. She moaned and struggled beneath him, his tongue long and deft as it plunged into her mouth and danced beyond her lips.  
 
    Against all instinct, she relaxed beneath him. She stopped struggling and let him have his desire. He released her throat as he kissed her. His long-fingered hands trailed down her body, gathering her breasts and thumbing the stiff buds of her nipples. She cried out against his lips before his kiss roamed lower.  
 
    He tongued her nipples. He sucked hard upon her straining flesh. She whimpered as his hands caressed her cunt. As he sucked greedily from her breasts. Lips wet and popping. Teeth nipping at her sensitive buds.  
 
    She gasped at the sensation as he moved lower still. His tongue hot against her abdomen. Her navel. Tickling against her thatch. Her folds. Her used cunt yielding to his tongue. The viscount heedless of the foul concoction brewed within her as he licked her, sucked her, and probed her with his fingers.  
 
    His touch was expert. His tongue was merciless. She cried out, one hand clasping the back of his oily head as she bucked against his mouth. For a moment, at the peak of her pleasure, the mark pulsating on the back of her neck, she saw that skeletal black face again. The dark pits of his eyes gazing up at her as an inhuman tongue drove into her cunt.  
 
    “AAAaaaaaa!” she cried, helpless at the peak of such pleasure, all she could think to do was look away from the sight. Her spasms shuddered through her, clutching at his fingers and tongue. 
 
    It was this act of looking away that gave Sophie the final insight she required. For the inner canopy of the viscount’s bed was decorated with an elaborate, detailed map of Vinecio and the surrounding mountains. There was the old trade bridge that crossed the chasm west of Vinecio. There was a great mountain called the Proud Lion. Another called the Mourners Three. And there, haloed by the artist in black, north and west of the city, stood a mountain called Storm Top and atop it a detailed image of the ruins of the Blasted Cathedral. An unmistakable red tracery curled from Vinecio along a hidden path over mountaintops and through valleys.  
 
    At the pulsating peak of her pleasure, Sophie committed this path to memory. She closed her eyes and slumped back onto the cushions, breathing heavily, but rejuvenated as much by her secret revelation as by cursed pleasure. The viscount, human again, smiling with lips that glistened with Sophie’s cum, climbed atop her. His deformed cock was in one hand, pre weeping from his misshapen glans as he pressed it to her entrance. 
 
    “Now, my sweet,” he whispered, “the truth is revealed to you! The pleasure I give you will never be found with another man! You will go to your death thinking of nothing more than this… moment!” 
 
    He sunk his huge cock into Sophie’s slick cunt and… it was fine.  
 
    Sophie, being the consummate professional harlot, cried out like it was the most amazing thing she had ever experienced. The truth was his cock was a little too big and pressed uncomfortably against her bladder. He also thrust into her with the fervor of a man seeking only his own pleasure. There was no more teasing. No more sweet words. He leaned over her, working his hips vigorously and pounding his bloated cock into her well-used cunt. 
 
    “Does it drive you mad with ecstasy?” grunted the viscount. “Do you crave the pleasure you cannot endure?” 
 
    “Oh, yes, your cock is so amazing,” cried Sophie, her acting never better. “I am chained in a dungeon of pleasure and your cock is my torturer! You brandish it as a knight with his lance! It’s so big and bumpy! Your bollocks so heavy! Fill me with your randy flesh!” 
 
    “Mmmmm, yes! Your cunt a vise of silk! How many have you exhausted tonight? Ohhhh, yes, squeezing me just like that! I shall fuck you all night long! Ten times! A hundred times! You will beg to be released from my bed and I shall not let you go!” 
 
    His words might have seemed like a threat, but Sophie knew the babbling of a man on the brink of spurting. She wrapped her legs around him, drawing him deeper and squeezing him against her jiggling bust. He buried kisses in her heaving tits as she looked over his slender shoulder at the map on his bed’s canopy. She made sure she had committed it to memory even as she noticed the illustrations around the margins depicting deformed bodies, six-fingered hands, and, at the center of these designs, a six-headed man with crowns upon each of his six heads and a smaller crown atop his cock.  
 
    “Hhuyuuuuhhhnnnngg!” groaned the viscount, his bollocks tight and his huge cock twitching. 
 
    “Cum for me, my lord,” cried Sophie, squeezing her cunt against his cock and her legs around his body. “Cum for me and break me upon your mighty pillar!” 
 
    The viscount whined girlishly as he hilted in Sophie’s clutching cunt. She felt his balls throb and his massive cock seem to inflate like a bladder before releasing a massive torrent of his spunk. It was an impressive quantity to be sure, but so oily and rancid that she felt repulsed by the sensation of it spurting again and again inside her. She felt as if it might have poisoned her were it not for the dark mark upon her neck.  
 
    “Your quim drinks… every drop,” gasped the viscount, thrusting one last time and then collapsing atop her. “You succubus. You whore queen. Ha! I have a gift for you.” 
 
    He rolled off her, his cock pulling free of her pussy with a slurp and trailing thick, gelatinous strands of his filth to her well-rutted cunt. He was out of breath and seemingly near exhaustion, but he managed to get to his feet and staggered for the door. 
 
    “Wait… wait here,” he said, pausing at the door to look back at her. “I will bring you something… you will never forget.” 
 
    “Oh, yes, my lord,” panted Sophie, lifting her sweaty head from the pillow. “You’ve pounded me to jelly. I can hardly move.” 
 
    “Ha! Just you wait, my lovely wench. Wait!” He staggered out of the bedroom and went limping down the hall. 
 
    Sophie waited, having feigned her exhaustion. Once she was certain she could no longer hear the viscount’s receding footsteps, she rolled out of bed, grabbing his trousers and squeezing her big bottom into them. She could not button his waistcoat over her breasts, but it was better than nothing.  
 
    Sophie crept back through the ruins of the party, avoiding house servants cleaning up and guards patrolling the exits. She waited for her chance at an unattended door. The viscount began shouting just as she fled into the night. 
 
    

  

 
   
    7 
 
    The Thing Beneath the Blasted Cathedral 
 
      
 
    Reaching the vicinity of the Blasted Cathedral was not as difficult or exhausting as Sophie had expected. Once she’d set Alberto onto the hidden path she had seen on the viscount’s map, the horse seemed to follow it without difficulty. Even when she could not see the markers, the sure-footed horse knew which way to turn and where pitfalls might be lurking in the underbrush. The horse seemed eager and grateful for being out of the dreary stables in Vinecio. 
 
    And it was a pleasant, daylight ride through the mountains. They traveled down one and up another, pausing to refresh themselves in a mountain stream before pressing on to the next mountain and the next valley. The heights afforded Sophie views of the surrounding mountains and soon she recognized the distant shape of the mountain from the viscount’s map. Storm Top.  
 
    A dark cloud seemed to hang above the otherwise unremarkable mountaintop. Whether this was because of weather patterns created by the mountainous terrain or some magical reason, Sophie could not be sure. The dark cloud drifted at its edges and yet most of it remained directly above Storm Top like some roosting sky beast. Lightning flashed within the ominous body of the cloud. 
 
    Alberto looked up at the mountain and whinnied nervously. 
 
    “Yeah, I know,” said Sophie. “I’ll leave you at the base of the mountain and climb up on foot.” 
 
    Alberto snorted appreciatively. She patted his neck and tapped him with her heels to urge him on. By afternoon, they had reached the base of Storm Top. She dismounted from Alberto alongside a stream. Looking up at the storm hooded mountain, she was filled with dread. She hoped that if she never made it back to the horse, he would follow the stream and find his way to a farmhouse to live out his days pulling a fruit cart or giving rides to children. 
 
    She could make out hints of the Blasted Cathedral from the mountain’s base, crumbling arches, and the shell of a chapel, but as the climb became increasingly steep, she realized she might not be able to reach it at all. The sparse pine forest gave way to cliffs of sheer dark rock. The summit of the mountain resembled an obelisk of black stone, and she could no longer see the ruin from these imposing walls. 
 
    It would take an expert mountaineer fully equipped with ropes and climbing spikes to reach the top. Sophie had no such equipment, just her armor and a fur-trimmed cloak that hardly kept her warm against the chilly wind. 
 
    “There has to be another way,” she murmured, searching the stone face of the cliffs. “All those old men and fat ladies in the viscount’s cult are not climbing up here for their ceremony.” 
 
    Speaking such thoughts aloud made her certain of their truth. Her spirits lifted and she searched the cliffs and, finding nothing, continued her search lower. She discovered the entrance to the mountain hidden behind a boulder. She had walked past it during her ascent. From a distance of a few paces the huge rock seemed to block the cave entrance entirely, but pressing close she found there was more than enough room for her to slip inside. 
 
    She sparked her lantern and stepped into what seemed to be a natural cave with a path well-worn by footsteps. A small antechamber gave way to winding tunnels and caverns so large that her lantern’s light revealed only the toothlike stalactites and not the roof of the cave. Her boots echoed on the stone and cave animals skittered beyond the light.  
 
    She was never in doubt of her path through the eerie darkness. She could almost see boot prints upon the stone and there was ever only one way for her to go. She reached an enormous chamber, so vast that it seemed the whole mountain was hollowed out above her head. She began to cross a narrow natural bridge that stirred a sense of vertigo inside her. When she shined her light over the side, she saw a pit heaped with glistening wet bones. Mostly animal bones, but there were several human skeletons broken apart among the pile. 
 
    Unlucky cultists? Perhaps, but what had picked the bones so thoroughly in this cave? The bones were scattered with bits of metal and scraps of clothing and yet not a trace of flesh remained on them.  
 
    “A trap?” She heard more skittering from within the pit. Little creatures moving excitedly as loose stone trickled from the underside of the bridge. “A pit full of flesh-eating rats? Arachnids?” 
 
    Sophie took careful steps, shuffling forward along the narrow stone path of the bridge with growing tension. She was watching for snares or pressure pads. Anything that might trip her up and cause her to plunge into the pit and be devoured by the vermin she could hear scuttling within the pile of bones. 
 
    She was so focused on keeping her feet steady and the skittering sounds in the bone pile that Sophie never thought danger might come from above. High above her, among the stalactites barely visible in the darkness, something stirred.  
 
    The predator was shaped and colored like a huge stalactite. It opened a single malevolent eye that rolled and turned to focus on Sophie on the bridge below. Its enormous mouth parted to reveal curving teeth and a long, pink tongue as wide as a shovel. If Sophie had noticed it at all, she might still have thought herself safe, or at least easily able to escape a creature without apparent limbs or ability to move. Then the creature began to silently unfurl its tentacles and drop them like ropes down towards its cautiously moving prey. 
 
    Sophie took another step on the bridge that sent tiny stones clattering down into the pit beneath her. Her heart hammered in her chest. She doubted the fall into the pit would seriously injure her, but it might knock the wind out of her and give a chance for the vermin teeming within to set upon her. 
 
    “Stay calm,” she whispered, looking across to the other side of the pit. “Over halfway now. Nothing to fear. Just some rats making a home of this bone pile. Nothing to…” 
 
    Something wet splattered onto the bridge scarcely a pace in front of her. Translucent and glistening like a huge wad of saliva. A moment later, she felt something splash against her shoulder and trickle down her arm. Warm and foul-smelling. She looked up slowly, her body frozen with fear.  
 
    “Roper!” she cried, recognizing the creature from myths and drawings a scant instant before its dangling tentacles found her. “Ahhhh! Nooo!”  
 
    She tipped over the side of the bridge, but was already caught in the slimy ropes of the predator. It let out an exultant bellow as its tentacles slid over Sophie’s body, tearing away her cloak and lifting her from her feet. 
 
    She struggled, realizing at once that her assumptions had been wrong about the nature of the bone pile. This was the thing stripping flesh from bones. The roper was the beast that had devoured countless animals and several unlucky humans. Grabbing prey in its tentacles. Swallowing them in that huge, yawning mouth lined with teeth that was opening wide to devour Sophie. 
 
    “Not much time,” she gasped as the monster drew her slowly towards the ceiling. Tentacles had wrapped her legs and were encircling her waist. One thick, slimy tentacle was already prying open Sophie’s breastplate. Another removed her boot and slithered over her bare foot and toes. The warm saliva of the roper acted as a sedative wherever it touched bare flesh, making her skin feel pleasantly warm and sapping Sophie of her urge to struggle.  
 
    But such a venom could not overcome the horror of that giant yellow eye staring down at her with such monstrous hunger. Nor the gruesome promise of that wide mouth, opening and quivering with anticipation, the roper’s tongue reaching towards her as she was drawn closer and closer to her doom. 
 
    “Feel… warm… all over,” gasped Sophie, hanging upside down as the thick brown tentacle finally popped open her cuirass. The armor dropped past her head and dangling hair. Her breasts flopped out almost to her chin. Two tentacles seized them at once, hefting them as if judging their weight and then tightening around them. Warmth melted into her heaving breasts. So relaxing and pleasant. Slime dripped over her pliable flesh and onto her face. She could feel another tentacle trying to work its way into her groin armor. 
 
    “So many tentacles,” moaned Sophie, struggling against the urge to submit. “Gotta… get my sword… before…” 
 
    Her fingers closed on the grip of Temptress. The feel of the textured leather bands and the weight of the sword as it slid free of its sheath gave Sophie a moment of hope. A hope that was dashed an instant later as two tentacles wrapped her arm and rolled along her bare skin, stripping the sword from her grasp and causing it to plummet to the pit full of bones below. 
 
    “Nooo!” cried Sophie, bucking her hips in a futile attempt to wriggle free and watching the sword crunch blade-first into the bones below her. 
 
    The roper drew her close at last, suspending her before its yellow eye to study her naked flesh. The tentacle squirming into Sophie’s groin plate finally tore it free and this dropped to the bones below her. 
 
    I will be among those bones soon enough, realized Sophie, a grim shudder running through her naked body as it was constricted and pulled by the roper’s many tentacles. 
 
    There was a certain dark purpose to what the roper was doing. Methodically slithering its tentacles over every part of her body as some animals might clean food before eating it. The sensation was increasingly pleasant. Sophie’s fears receded as she began to succumb to the intoxicating venom of the creature.  
 
    “Ohhhhh, please,” she moaned, her breath coming in hot gasps. Her powerful thighs tensing. A tentacle dragging seductively over the mound of her cunt. Another teasing between her buttocks. Two more seeming to flick at her nipples. 
 
    One tentacle encountered the darkborne mark on the back of Sophie’s neck and, for the briefest moment, the roper’s eye seemed to narrow. As if it recognized something of the mark. The symbol pulsed hot, stoking Sophie’s helpless arousal. The roper snarled, long strings of saliva dropping from its mouth and splattering against Sophie’s bound breasts and into her face.  
 
    She spit to keep the foul mucus from her mouth. She kicked and tried to move her arms, but her strength was fading. She was naked. Fondled. Squeezed. She could feel the heat of the roper’s fetid breath gusting over her jiggling body.  
 
    A thick brown tentacle rose between Sophie’s parted thighs and curled above her like a serpent poised to strike. The fleshy tip peeled back to reveal a bulging pink organ, bluntly crowned and with a small hole in the tip. The harlot knew a cock when she saw one. The roper’s organ throbbed lustfully and drooled a long stream of milky yellowish liquid that splashed against Sophie’s breasts.  
 
    “Yesssss,” she hissed as the darkborne mark beat against her mind. She opened her thighs wider and rocked her hips, offering her slime-smeared cunt to the roper’s cock.  
 
    Two more tentacles rose beside the first, peeling back skins from their bulging pink tips. A trio of cocks curving above her, bobbing slowly in midair as the roper seemed to study her reaction.  
 
    “Do you… do you do this to everyone?” gasped Sophie, a mad smile forming on her lips as she lifted her head to stare up at the tentacles. “Or am I special?”  
 
    The tentacles wriggled at her words and pulsed excitedly, spurting her breasts and belly with streams of lubricating pre. The roper’s three cocks drooled faster, the little holes at the tips pulsing as pre flowed more urgently from each. 
 
    It’s going to fuck me, realized Sophie. If I make this thing cum enough, maybe it will let me go. Or at least give me the strength to escape. 
 
    “Come on then, big boy,” she cried, jerking her hips in its binding tentacles. “Fuck me! Fuck my brains out!” 
 
    She moaned and arched her back, her mind awash with darkborne lust. Her body trembling, the roper’s cocks so close that she was certain she could flick her tongue out and taste their slime. It was intoxicating. A promise of the pleasure soon to come. 
 
    She yelped at the sudden pain of the roper’s cock plunging through the lips of her sex. But this was only a momentary pain and in only a few lewd, slurping thrusts, the pleasure was sweeter than she could have imagined. So much better than the cock of any man. It felt like a giant, greasy fist was plunging into her, stretching her cunt and forcing her body to accept the roper’s hot alien flesh. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” she gasped, feeling her tight channel stretch to accommodate the roper. The head of its cock pummeling her womb. Its pulsing shaft throbbing against her taut cuntlips. “Fuck meeee!” 
 
    The constricting tentacles tightened their grasp around her breasts and thighs like the hands of an excited lover. The roper spread her legs wider and plowed its cock into her trembling cunt, driving a climax into Sophie’s body. A climax that fed strength into her through her darkborne mark. The two remaining cocks rose above Sophie until they were directly over her head. Ropes of drool spilled from the tips of the tentacles and into Sophie’s face. 
 
    “Oh, yes!” she moaned in delight, working her body as much as the tentacles would allow, giving the roper more room to fuck her. “Oh, please!” 
 
    She closed her eyes, another orgasm shuddering through her as the roper’s cock began to pump furiously in and out of her trembling pussy. One of the tentacles dripping onto Sophie's face moved closer, spilling its monstrous pre across her lips and into her mouth. She tasted the salty slime and moaned, opening her mouth. Offering it to the monster's inhuman lust. Orgasms wracking her body as it relentlessly plundered her pussy. 
 
    The tentacle above Sophie's face drew closer and pushed its tip against her parted lips. She could not help herself, moaning lustily as she accepted its thrust and began to eagerly suck. The difference in texture and shape of the monster's organ was startling at first. Her jaw ached. An expert cocksucker, she still had to struggle not to gag as the tip plundered her throat. Despite the discomfort, she found herself savoring the foreign sensation of being filled, of being more filled, of being stretched to her absolute limit by the drooling cocks. 
 
    “MMmmmmmmm,” she gasped, sucking on the tentacle in her mouth, feeling the steady stream of pre leaking from the tip and coating her tongue and throat. Another orgasm shook her body and sent waves of strength flowing through her veins. 
 
    The tentacles tightened further, pulling Sophie’s body closer to the drooling monster. The huge yellow eye like a full moon glowing above her face. Her breasts smashed against the fleshy bulges of the roper’s tentacles. Her nipples, hard as pebbles, pressed against the warm flesh of the monster. She could feel its warm slime flowing over her naked flesh and mixing with her sweat. 
 
    The roper snarled, drool dripping from its fanged maw to splatter across her belly. Another tentacle rose between her suspended thighs and plunged into her sopping pussy. She was overfilled. Plundered past the point of comprehension. She shuddered with another mind-numbing climax and moaned, a single thought – I’m going to die here – flashing through her mind. 
 
    But she did not care. She sucked on the tentacle plundering her mouth. She gulped the vile potion of slime spurting from the monster’s cock. Her body jolting and spasming with rapture. Her muscles tensing and tightening as another monstrous cock squirmed between her cheeks and claimed her tight clench with a savage thrust. 
 
    The beast howled with pleasure, filling three holes at once, pumping into her, and letting loose with an eruption that gushed its hot seed into her spasming pussy. The roper emptied its four cocks into her with staggered eruptions, pumping and spurting its thick, oily semen down her throat, into her ass, and overflowing her pussy.  
 
    The roper was not satisfied. Its lust did not relent. It pounded into Sophie’s pussy, ass, and down her throat, unleashing a storm of pleasure in her body. It filled her with cum until her abdomen bulged and its putrid spunk flowed steadily out of her pussy and ass. The roper’s huge tongue reached out and dragged across the tops of her tits. She whimpered and bucked and came again. Those teeth so close. That massive mouth wide with deadly promise. 
 
    The moment came when the roper’s hunger overtook its lust. It snarled and began to pull its cock tentacles from Sophie’s well-used holes. She gasped as the cock left her throat, cum bubbling out of her nose and mouth. She moaned and shuddered as the slimy cocks left her pussy, stretched wide and pouring out the monster’s filthy load. At last, the cock tentacle popped free of Sophie’s ass, and cum drained shamefully out of her in long, greasy spurts.  
 
    The roper brought her closer and opened its mouth wide to devour her. Sophie hung limp in its tentacles. Seemingly defeated. Exhausted and helpless. It held her by only a single rope wrapped around her breasts and beneath her arms as it lifted her limp body headfirst towards its mouth. She felt its tongue rasping on her cheek and did not stir as it tasted her supple skin. 
 
    Only, Sophie was not exhausted at all. The darkborne mark had fed her with unholy strength. Each orgasm infusing her with more erotic energy. Her muscles bulged. Her head lifted and she gazed into the roper’s single yellow eye. 
 
    “Sorry,” she growled, her throat sore from being fucked, “gonna have to cancel our dinner date.” 
 
    She swung her body using the tentacle wrapped around her as a pivot point and brought her legs up with overwhelming force. Both feet met the roper’s eye and it blinked and jerked it entire conical body. The pain caused all its tentacles to spasm and flail and Sophie dropped from its grasp. She rolled into a tight ball, landing in the bone pit with a crunch of shattering bones. Thankfully, not her bones. 
 
    She rolled twice through the slimy remains of the roper’s past meals, sending the vermin she had been so worried about scattering away in terror. The roper, roaring with rage that echoed through the cavern, reached its slimy tentacles into the pit. Sophie burrowed into the stinking bones, gathering what she could feel of her equipment as she did. Her cuirass, her under-wrap, Temptress.  
 
    She came out on the far side of the pit, out of reach of the roper, but also back where she had started. She could not hope to cross the bridge with the creature staring at her with rage. Its tentacles writhed in the air with fury. It howled again, gnashing its teeth. 
 
    “Yeah, I know, you’re hungry,” said Sophie. She meant it in more ways than one. She had managed to make the beast cum but had hardly drained its ardor. Only enough to let its hunger take over. Were her powers capable of exhausting such a beast? Could she defeat it? She folded her arms across her slimy breasts, staring at the creature writhing in immobile anger. “I just need to find your weakness, conehead. For now, we’ll call this a draw.” 
 
    She took one last look across the bridge. The Blasted Cathedral would have to wait. She needed to learn how to defeat a roper to get past the viscount’s subterranean guardian. 
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    Lessons in Satisfying Ropers 
 
      
 
    Sophie’s small room at The Dimmed Lantern was full of books and the smoky smell of burning candles. She had spent every coin to her name to buy half a library’s worth of codices of creatures, folios of fiends, and manuals of the monstrous.  
 
    As she had quickly learned, the anatomy of a roper was simple. It was in essence a predatory barnacle with tentacles. It had a tiny brain, a huge mouth, and a single chambered stomach where the roper’s meals were reduced to a nutrient broth and some loose bones. After digesting, the roper would absorb the nutrients and expel the bones from its mouth. 
 
    “That explains the smell,” said Sophie, remembering the way the stench of her encounter had slung to her body. She was still wrapped in a towel from her third hot bath in a row. She turned the page of The Flesh and Fluids of Worldborne Monstrosities to the chapter about roper sexual habits and read aloud, “’Once the roper finds its feeding ground, it attaches itself permanently to the surface. Because the roper is unlikely to find mates of its own species, it relies upon females of other species to carry its young. The roper is not shy about such mating, using its grasping tentacles to immobilize prey and three to five breeding tentacles to inseminate the prey.’” 
 
    “Or four breeding tentacles,” noted Sophie, rubbing gingerly at her smarting snatch. She continued to read aloud, “’The roper’s seed is unusually potent, making successful breeding with females almost guaranteed, but the roper’s small brain is governed by its appetite for flesh. Almost without exception, ropers feed upon their prey rather than mating or after mating.’” 
 
    “Ewwwww.” Sophie wrinkled her nose. “Talk about sloppy seconds. This thing has them for supper. I’m lucky I managed to take myself off the menu. Let’s just hope the damned mark on my neck managed to keep the roper’s swimmers away from my womb.” 
 
    She pressed her fingers against her abdomen just above her mound and felt the purity of her womb throbbing deep within her. The roper had not claimed her. It would take something far more potent than a little monster spunk to defeat the protection of her darkborne mark. 
 
    She continued her reading, “’If the roper manages to fully satisfy its lust, it will sometimes enter a torpor like state of fatigue and release the prey back into its feeding grounds. This gives the prey time to escape. The roper’s offspring will quickly gestate and be birthed as larvae in only a few weeks. This process is generally painless but disturbing to sentient prey who—’ Ugh, that’s enough of that.” 
 
    She pushed the book of monstrous anatomy aside and picked up the summoner’s guidebook. Conjuring and Care of Unspeakable Evils had required most of her gold and a rather unpleasant fuck for a gray-bearded old freak selling illegal spell books out of his curio shop. She could still feel his gumming mouth and wet tongue on her tits. Getting the feel of those bony hands and that nasty old cock off her had been her second bath of the morning. Then she’d realized her hair still smelled like roper cum, so she’d gone for a third bath. 
 
    “Let’s see here if I can satisfy a roper’s lust without giving birth to a bunch of disgusting grub worms.” She flipped to the page detailing summoning methods for a roper. The process seemed simple. Just a circle of salt and a few candles. A little chanting, a little blood. Nothing that would get Mardoch too angry with her. She glanced around her tiny room. “Not enough room for a roper. Maybe I should go somewhere else to do this.” 
 
    She turned the page and found a “Roper, Pygmy” listing.  
 
    “Ah, now that’s more like it.” She read the description, “’This tiny version of a roper is anatomically identical to its full-sized cousin. Beware, it has similar appetites to a full-sized roper and may become amorous with an unwary summoner. Good for protecting safes or gardens. Will help keep rats from the larder. If properly tamed, might even be used to keep the summoner’s wife company if the summoner needs to go in search of spell ingredients. Roper pregnancies and addictive secretions might be a problem for some marriages.’” 
 
    “Well, I’m single,” said Sophie with a shrug. 
 
    This sounded like exactly what Sophie needed to do a little training. The summoning ritual was even simpler than summoning a full-sized roper, requiring only a basket to place the pygmy roper in and a single drop of blood. 
 
    She shoved aside books and her gear and made enough room on the floor to draw a circle of salt. Sophie followed the diagram in the book carefully and placed the basket at the center of the circle. She dragged her fingertip against the blade of Temptress and the edge bit into her skin. She pinched her thumb beneath the tiny cut and two drops of blood splashed into the basket.  
 
    The chant was in some elftongue that Sophie did not understand but the words were also spelled out phonetically in Bravuran. 
 
    “Garshkul nothkar surshak! Andono Fathkar hathak!” She chanted, repeating the words nine times as the salt lines began to pulse and glow with aetheric energy. Conjuring a worldborne monster was far easier than summoning a sinborne or darkborne demon. No veil of realms need be pierced. No dark spirits appeased. The ritual simply called the creature forth from another place in the world.  
 
    There was a final pulse of light from the circle and the pygmy roper materialized in the basket like a fleshy poppet. Its body was softer and pudgier than the roper she had encountered. The pygmy was the size of a human head with a wide frowning mouth and a bulging yellow eye that looked slowly up at her. It sported nine tentacles, each shorter and fatter in comparison to the pygmy’s size than the tentacles of a full-sized roper. They looked like long, limp cocks hanging from the blunted cone of the central body.  
 
    The pygmy roper blinked its singular eye as if surprised to suddenly be in the back bedroom of a tavern. 
 
    “RRaaaaaa?” The creature growled, looking up at Sophie from the basket. 
 
    She leaned over it, her breasts straining the tight wrap of the towel around her damp body.  
 
    “Awwwwww,” she said, looking down at the creature in the basket. “Aren’t you a cutie! You wouldn’t hurt anybody, would you?” 
 
    “RAAAA!” the roper replied, surprising her with its reach as four tentacles shot out at Sophie’s neck and shoulders. One slimy tentacle seized her neck. Two more grasped her shoulders and the fourth slithered into her cleavage and yanked free the towel that held back her bust. The roper snarled triumphantly and opened its fanged mouth wide. “RAAA!” 
 
    It dragged Sophie closer and latched its mouth onto one of her breasts. Despite its small size, the mouth was huge and was able to fully engulf the front of Sophie’s left breast. She cried out as its teeth bit at her soft skin. But the teeth were too small to pierce her flesh and they only pinched a bit. 
 
    “MMMMMMMM!” snarled the roper, his slobbering mouth full of Sophie’s breast. His tongue working beneath her soft mound and smearing his hot saliva onto the underside of her breast. His lipless mouth sucking like a hungry tot. Wet and eager. Popping and slurping away at her breast in rhythmic, hungry sucks.  
 
    “Ohhhhh! You awful little thing!” cried Sophie, prying loose the tentacle around her neck. “What are you doing!? Stop that! Hey!” 
 
    She reached for Temptress, almost ready to slice the evil overripe pumpkin in half. Then she began to feel the warming effects of the pygmy roper’s saliva. The way it was sucking at her breast was making the mark on the back of her neck pulsate with desire. The warmth oozed like the roper’s drool down her body and into her core. She grasped one of the roper tentacles and looked at it, using her thumb to peel back the brown hood and expose the bulbous pink cock beneath.  
 
    “There we are,” she said. “Let’s see… if I can… ooooo… wear you out, little guy.” 
 
    With the roper squeezing and slurping at her breasts, Sophie let the roper’s pink cock tentacle graze her lips. 
 
    “Mrrraa?” The beast growled against her breast, looking up curiously with its one huge eye as she opened her mouth and engulfed the roper’s cock.  
 
    “Mmmmmmmmm!” moaned Sophie, savoring the sweet sliminess of the roper’s cock as she began to slurp as eagerly as it was slurping at her breasts. 
 
    “Mmmmmmmrrrraaaa!” replied the roper, watching her bobbing and sucking on the pink tip of its tentacle. The hungry predator attached itself even more eagerly than before to Sophie’s breast. Its powerful tongue bending and teasing around her nipple and around the circumference of her breast.  
 
    The roper was not content to have only one of its tentacles sucked. It thrust another at Sophie’s face, waving it expectantly as two more sought out her hands as if fully aware of what she could do with them. 
 
    “Mmmmmmm, greedy boy, mmmphhhmm,” giggled Sophie, taking hold of two roper cocks and popping her lips around another. The roper growled with pleasure, slurping at her breast and nibbling around it with the wide rim of teeth in its mouth. Even the gnawing started to feel good the more of the roper’s sweet, oily pre she swallowed.  
 
    Her hands pumped his cocks. Her mouth served the ornery little beast’s dripping dicks. Her breasts became involved in pleasuring his pricks as he slid one shaft between her tits even while suckling from them. She felt that cock stiffening like steel between her heaving breasts. She could sense the growing hardness in her mouth. The iron of the cocks in her hands.  
 
    The roper gave a muffled roar of ecstasy and let loose with a five-cocked fusillade of fuckjuice. It splashed her shoulders, her arms, gushed into her cleavage, painted her right cheek, and pumped a hot mouthful between her lips. She swallowed without thinking, letting the spunk and the little roper’s energy flow through her. All five of his cock tentacles spurting again and again until she was fairly drenched in his seed.  
 
    Such a gigantic release might have drained the strength of a human or a goblin, but it only seemed to excite the wee roper. He detached from Sophie’s breast and flung himself upon her midsection.  
 
    “Ooooh! Hey!” she cried, sprawling back onto the floor. She wrestled with his tentacles and his nipping mouth. She was dripping with his cum. The warmth of it was still in her throat. His tentacles squirmed between her thighs and attempted to plunder her pussy and her back passage. Her five-cocked servicing had only stoked the pygmy roper’s need to breed. Sophie was his chosen mate. 
 
    For all the roper’s eagerness, it was still just a bodiless head with some very strong cock-tentacles thrashing around. Sophie wrapped her arms around it and pulled it onto the bed with her, letting the little beast have its way more than being overpowered. If the roper knew about consent, it did not notice, snarling and snapping its jaws as it pushed apart Sophie’s thick thighs and settled its weight atop her mound. With a rather arrogant looking furrow of its brow, the little brute plunged two cocks straight into Sophie’s slick cunt. 
 
    “Ooohhhh! You terror!” she cried, biting her lower lip to stifle a louder cry that might alert their neighbors at the tavern. 
 
    The roper wound tentacles tightly around Sophie’s thighs and began to pump the throbbing pistons of two cocks in and out of Sophie’s cunt with vigorous thrusts. The sensation was incredible. If anything, this miniature lover was even better than the full-sized fuckbeast. Sophie felt a blunt cockhead bulling at her backdoor. 
 
    “Yessss,” she moaned, reached down and spreading one round cheek to the side. “Fuck my ass with that naughty rope of yours.” 
 
    “Rraaaaarrrrr!” agreed the pygmy roper, gnashing its teeth and stuffing its cock deep into Sophie’s pink pucker. She cried out, triple filled and loving it, and reached for the roper’s two remaining cocks. He snarled excitedly as she began to wank his thick tentacles as he plundered her holes.  
 
    The plentiful slime oozing from the roper’s tentacles made each thrust sink easily into Sophie’s pussy and ass. She worked her hips, fucking against the little brute as her hands slid up and down its cocks. She was already filthy with its spunk, the heat of it pulsing in her body, and it did not take long for the roper to conjure an orgasm from Sophie’s depths. She cried out, arching upon the straw mattress and thrusting herself upon the warm, slippery tentacles. 
 
    “Yessss! Oh! You’re even better than the big boy! By Mardoch that feels gooooOOOOOODDD!” She wailed with the powerful spasms of her ecstasy and was answered by an annoyed thumping on the wall. 
 
    “Quiet down in there, whore!” shouted the tavern keeper. 
 
    “Mmmmmmm!” Sophie cried, muffling her cries of ecstasy with a hand across her mouth. It kept her quiet but could not silence the pulsating pleasure in her body. One orgasm rippled into another as the roper managed to turn Sophie over and mounted her like a beast from behind. It clung to her hips and rutted her holes with three cocks. She could no longer stroke the other two so it added them to her pussy and ass. Three tentacles in her cunt and two in her stretched backdoor. 
 
    She buried her face in the grimy pillow to keep quiet as her climax only grew more intense.  
 
    This beast is beating me more easily than its cousin, thought Sophie. There must be some trick to overcoming this creature. Some technique I— 
 
    “AAAHHHHH!” wailed Sophie, her thoughts interrupted as a new peak of pleasure was attained. The darkborne mark on her neck was proving to be a vulnerability. It might have fed strength into her body and guarded her against pregnancy, but it also addicted her more thoroughly to pleasure. She was shamelessly throwing her ass back against the roper, her pussy and ass drinking the beast’s slime as she howled with one climax after another. 
 
    The excited pygmy roper was not immune to pleasure. He let out a snarling, slobbering cry, his yellow eye bulging as he drove his tentacles deep into Sophie’s clutching holes. She felt the pulsating spasms of his pleasure and the hot rush of his seed as it gushed into her cunt. The roper’s hot release spattered out of her overflowing pussy and flooded deep into her ass. 
 
    “RRAAAAhhhhhRRRRRHH!” snarled the roper, thrashing against Sophie’s bountiful booty and urgently emptying five cocks worth of load into her stretched holes.  
 
    It was at that moment, at the very summit of such overwhelming pleasure, fed and amplified by the blasphemous mark on Sophie’s neck, that she at last saw the solution.  
 
    It was the sort of strange, precise answer that only a veteran harlot cursed with a darkborne mark could ever discover. For Sophie felt each orgasmic spurt inside her body with a rush of energy. A rush she felt grow stronger when more than one cock spurted in the same moment. She realized that by clenching the muscles of her ass or tightening her inner walls she could exert some control over the timing of the roper’s release. Three cocks erupted at once and energy poured into her body and left the roper momentarily stunned. 
 
    Her efforts were not quite enough to exhaust the little beast, but that was only her first try. The roper’s orgasms dwindled, and his cocks slithered free of her freshly creamed depths. His weight dropped from her ass onto the bed. Sophie seized the opportunity.  
 
    “Let’s try that again, you little beast!” she laughed, turning about and grasping two of the roper’s cock tentacles in her hands. He squawked in surprise as she climbed atop him, straddling his pumpkin body, and smiling down at his wide yellow eye and uncertain frown. 
 
    “Rrraaaaarrrr?” he questioned her. 
 
    “Feeling a little tired?” she chuckled. “That was just a taste. I’m going to milk you dry. This is going to be the fuck of your life.”  
 
    “Mmmmmaaaarr?” the roper growled wearily as Sophie began to rub her creamy cunt against its cocks. The poor little beast seemed to realize there was no escaping the prison of those powerful thighs. 
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    What’s a Harlot of to a God? 
 
      
 
    Torches: not great for stealth. 
 
    But they were great for Sophie when trying to follow a gathering of torch-wielding cultists to the Blasted Cathedral. She was able to keep her distance and still see the robed perverts making their way by torchlight towards the base of Storm Top. 
 
    The viscount led the way in full darkborne regalia. His black velvet cloak was draped with silver jewelry including a garish amulet depicting a six-fingered hand that hung beneath his oversized hood. The silver mask he wore resembled the leering mask he had worn at his party. He held a staff crowned with another symbol of a six-fingered hand, this time clutching a huge an enormous black crystal.  
 
    A shuffling procession of cultists trailed behind him, their torches flickering in the night forest and their chants forming an unsettling dirge. In their midst was a slender, fair-haired woman clad in a gauzy white gown that clung to her pert young body.  
 
    “Lady Perfetta,” said Sophie to herself. The young woman seemed drugged or hypnotized, sometimes swaying unsteadily and other times dancing and spinning in circles before being shoved by one of the cultists. Behind this group of cultists trailed a fat milk cow. The animal had to be prodded along as they neared the ominous mountain. 
 
    What were the cultist’s going to do with that? A blood sacrifice to Astarkoth? Something to whet their god’s dark appetite before they fed their human sacrifice to him? 
 
    “Do not dawdle, brothers and sisters,” called the viscount from the head of the procession. He gestured with his staff to the full moon above them. “The Vulgar Prince awaits his bride!” 
 
    The march up the mountainside betrayed the poor fitness of many of the cultists. They wheezed and staggered. Some sat down and lagged the viscount. Others took off their masks and pulled down their hoods to reveal flushed, sweaty, and grotesquely disfigured faces. Some were so covered in nodules and glistening protrusions that they hardly looked human.  
 
    One portly cultist collapsed grabbing his chest and went tumbling down the mountain to his doom. The other cultists glanced back as his body bounced down the rocks but made no effort to save him. The chanting procession continued. Lady Perfetta kept dancing. Sophie followed behind them at a safe distance. 
 
    The viscount and his cultists reached the secret entrance to the caves beneath the cathedral. Their torches lit the darkness and their chants echoed in the timeless caverns. Sophie crept closer to them as they approached the bridge.  
 
    There it is, she thought, her pussy aching with anticipation. She could just make out the roper stirring in the darkness above the bridge. Long brown ropes of flesh as thick as her wrist unfurled and dangled over the bridge. 
 
    The cultists hesitated. The viscount beckoned with his staff. 
 
    “Bring forward the sacrifice,” he commanded. 
 
    Sophie tensed, her hand tightening on the grip of Temptress as she prepared to leap out to save Lady Perfetta. 
 
    “MmmooooOOOooo!” protested the cow as she was shoved through the cultists and out onto the bridge. It took several more prods to get the cow moving over the charnel pit.  
 
    The cow clopped warily onto the bridge, its big head swinging back and forth and its udders swaying. The chanting grew louder. A sick sense of anticipation filled the air. The cow brushed against the roper’s dangling tentacles. The roper did not move, letting the hapless animal wander deeper into their midst. 
 
    The cow let out a startled bellow as it was suddenly grabbed in a half-dozen thick tentacles and lifted into the air. It struggled and kicked for a moment before the roper’s venom immobilized it and drew the poor animal towards its hungry mouth. 
 
    “Our sacrifice has been accepted,” declared the viscount. “The guardian shall let us past.” 
 
    The cultists began to cross the bridge. They avoided the splatters of slick slime as the roper messily slurped on the cow overhead.  
 
    It was as the last of the cultists began to cross, and Sophie crept to the start of the bridge, that she realized she had spent the better part of a day fucking a pygmy roper for no reason. She could still feel that grunting little gourd of a lover thrusting its fat cock tentacles into her pussy and ass. For what? The roper guarding the entrance to the cathedral would be occupied for hours. Maybe days. She could have fed it a goat or something. 
 
    “Why do I feel disappointed?” she murmured, trying to ignore a tremor that radiated from her darkborne mark.  
 
    The roper’s baleful eye watched her as she crossed the bridge beneath it. She wondered if it recognized her or if it thought she was one of the cultists. She remembered the diagram of the roper’s brain, no bigger than her big toe, and decided the overgrown barnacle lacked the intelligence to recall its lovers.  
 
    She was so distracted by the roper’s obscene feasting that she did not notice the cultists waiting for her on the far side of the bridge. As she stepped off, four armed cultists emerged from the stalagmites and surrounded her.  
 
    “Well, hello there,” she said, trying to remain calm. 
 
    These were not the fat old men or matronly women. These masked cultists were fit and brandished their silver blades with the ease of practiced swordsmen. She knew that to reach for Temptress would mean maiming or death. She held her hands raised out to her sides. 
 
    “I was only curious,” she offered.  
 
    “Take her weapon,” growled one of the cultists. The others quickly disarmed Sophie and one bent her arms behind her back and tied her wrists with a length of silk rope.  
 
    “You are just in time for the ceremony, meddling whore,” chuckled the leader of the group, teasing Sophie’s curves with the sharp tip of his sword. He played the blade at her cleavage. “Master knew you would come. Astarkoth shows him the truth of the future.” 
 
    “Oh, really?” said Sophie, trying not to let her fear show. “He must have shown your master what I am going to do to the viscount.” 
 
    “Yes, indeed,” said the man, playing the tip of his sword down Sophie’s body and to her thighs. “You are to be the vessel for Astarkoth the Corruptor. Our unholy god does not crave virgin flesh, you stupid slut. He craves a shameless harlot.” 
 
    “What!?” cried Sophie as the men laughed and dragged her towards the Blasted Cathedral. 
 
    She was brought up a crumbling staircase, through the defiled crypt, and into the blackened stone chapel of the Blasted Cathedral. A breathless, disquieting awe filled her as she saw the giant tumbled stones, the fractured arches, the Pillars of Mardoch like gnawed bones, and the altar black with soot. Bright moonlight was more than sufficient to illuminate the profane cathedral but there were also torches and burning braziers. The cultists were still singing their chant as the viscount and the blonde nymph in her flimsy garment stood beside the altar. 
 
    “Ah, you have come,” laughed the viscount, spreading his arms wide and gesturing with his staff. “The time is upon us, my Lady Perfetta! Come!” 
 
    “If I am ‘Lady Perfetta’ then who is this girl?” asked Sophie, gesturing with her head as she was shoved towards the altar. 
 
    “This? Oh, this is my daughter!” the viscount laughed. “Isn’t that right, Lucretia?” 
 
    “Yes, daddy,” giggled the girl, rubbing against the viscount like a pet cat.  
 
    “I thought you might be fooled by her presence,” he said, stroking the girl in an unfatherly way. “Astarkoth showed me the way in my dreams. I knew it was you when I sensed that mark upon your neck. Oh, that’s right, my lovely harlot. My eyes could not see it, but my fingers could feel it. The mark of another one of the ancients.” 
 
    Sophie suddenly remembered her sister Margaret bound by Rowena and she cried out in anger. She knocked the cultists aside and lunged for the viscount. The guards grabbed her before she could attack him and threw her down upon the altar. They untied her wrists from behind her back and, fighting with her the whole way, bound her wrists and ankles to stone sockets on the corners of the unholy slab. 
 
    The viscount stood over Sophie, his eyes shining arrogantly through the holes in his mask.  
 
    “You seem unhappy, for one who has been chosen twice by the old gods, my dear,” said the viscount softly. “Be not afraid. I have prepared a tonic to ease your transition from mere mortal to a higher realm. Lucretia! Give her a sip!” 
 
    The giggling blonde nymph danced closer, holding a small red bottle in her delicate hands. The viscount moved to Sophie’s head, immobilizing it with strong hands as Lucretia poured some of the liquid from the bottle into Sophie’s mouth and over her lips and chin. The strong taste was familiar. A soothing warmth that penetrated her flesh. She spit it out in a pink-tinted spray.   
 
    “How rude,” scolded the viscount, giving Sophie a light slap on her cheek. He held her head tighter in his wrapping arms.  
 
    “Roper venom?” gasped Sophie.  
 
    “Distilled and purified and concentrated,” giggled the viscount. “Go on, Lucretia. Be sure she takes her medicine. Use that little trick I taught you.” 
 
    “Oh, yes, daddy,” purred the nymph, pouring the liquid into her own mouth. She leaned over Sophie and pressed a kiss to Sophie’s lips. Sophie tightened her mouth and tried to refuse the kiss, but Lucretia’s devilish tongue thrust into Sophie’s mouth and brought with it a thick gush of the sickly-sweet potion.  
 
    “Mmmmmmm!” objected Sophie, the pink liquid trickling out of the corners of her mouth as Lucretia’s tongue stirred the concoction against Sophie’s tongue. 
 
    Sophie’s anger and reluctance were smothered by the wet, syrupy kiss. She could not resist such a potent potion. Her tongue began to move in reply to Lucretia. Sophie’s lips slid and popped against Lucretia’s. As the nymph pulled back from the kiss, Sophie leaned as much as her bonds would allow, trying to follow the young blonde’s glistening lips.  
 
    The viscount’s cruel bark of laughter was a momentary splash of cold water in Sophie’s face. She scowled at him, but her flushed face and heaving breasts betrayed her intense arousal. She could feel it like a fever gripping her flesh. She moaned softly and her head dropped back against the stone. 
 
    “Nothing to be ashamed of, my dear,” murmured the viscount, stroking Sophie’s face. “The moon has risen to its apex. The time has come to call forth the Vulgar Prince and for your body to unlock the door to my destiny.” 
 
    “You will… you will regret this,” moaned Sophie, her words undermined by her rolling, jerking hips as her body craved pleasure.  
 
    “I doubt that very much, my lovely trollop,” he laughed. The viscount stood at the head of the altar. He raised his staff and shouted, “Let the Feast of Astarkoth commence!”  
 
    The cultists crowded the altar and shed their robes, revealing bodies young and old wracked with unholy deformities. Eruptions of dark pox or other sores were the least of the disfigurements. There were hunchbacks, oozing nodules, malformed limbs, and some with extra fingers, slimy tendrils, or prehensile black tongues. Sophie could not resist them as their grubby hands pulled at her armor and tore away her loincloth.  
 
    “Ooohhhhhhhh,” she moaned, her body singing with pleasure as they squeezed, pinched, and leaned over her to run their tongues against her heaving body. She strained at the ropes as she felt one man begin to lick her cunt. Two women suckled from her breasts. Another man thrust his hooded cock at Sophie’s face. 
 
    She was consumed with lust. She took one cock into her mouth and it seemed in seconds was drinking the spurting broth of the man’s bollocks. She began to cum against the tongue lapping at her clit and bucked her hips wantonly. The viscount, standing over the proceedings, took over the chant as the cultists swarmed Sophie’s naked body. 
 
    She craved more. Her first orgasm only a taste of the pleasures to come. The foul cultists climbed atop her naked body and took their pleasure from her. Their bulging cocks claimed her again and again, spurting into her, onto her, and flooding her body with the unholy offering of their energy. It was a darkborne feast the likes of which Sophie had not felt since she had given her body to the goblins.  
 
    She tore free of her bindings but felt no urge to leave the altar. She rolled onto her hands and knees, craving more attention from the cultists. This surprised the viscount, but he continued to chant, raising the staff higher as a storm swirled overhead and lightning flashed in the clouds.  
 
    The lust of the cult was no match for Sophie. One by one, men and women exhausted themselves with her. Thrusting, cumming, licking, and collapsing beside the altar until their sweaty, quivering bodies were piled up around the black slab. Even the viscount’s daughter Lucretia was no match for Sophie. The slender nymph writhed and rode atop the harlot knight, cumming again and again, squealing with pleasure, but only feeding Sophie’s strength. Lucretia slid from Sophie’s arms with a last, weakened moan and fell to the floor. 
 
    Sophie, flushed and giddy with their energy, spread her legs wide as a light began to form at the foot of the altar. A darklight. A misty luminous blackness. 
 
    “Behold!” shouted the viscount, his voice trembling with fervor. “The Vulgar Prince comes!” 
 
    “Oh, yesssss,” moaned Sophie, sloshing fingers in her creamy cunt. “I hope he cums buckets!” 
 
    A silhouette appeared from the darkness. Sophie sat up, pumping fingers into her cum-flooded cunt and moaning with anticipation. She did not care if her next lover was handsome or even human, she just needed more cock. 
 
    But what appeared, and the dreadful, strange quiet that settled upon the cathedral, gave even the pleasure-mad harlot knight a moment’s pause. In that unholy silence, from that unholy darkness, emerged a translucent creature of formless horror. It glimmered and glistened and slid from the depths of the dark realm. A thing more ancient than Aropa. An intelligence so wholly inhuman that it barely regarded mankind as insects.  
 
    A living god that reached for Sophie with wet tentacles of translucent slime. Tentacles that parted to extrude shimmering cocks. A maddening, fractal pattern of undulating flesh that slithered and quivered closer to Sophie’s parted thighs. 
 
    “Behold,” muttered the viscount, his staff dropping and madness overwhelming his mind as he stammered out the last words, “Astarkoth… the Corruptor.” 
 
    Reality seemed to bend around the blacklight as the full, gelatinous body of Astarkoth emerged into the cursed temple. Its countless groping tentacles and questing pseudopodia found exhausted cultists and began to defile them anew. They were helpless before this maddening onslaught. They laughed and screamed and moaned with perverse ecstasy. 
 
    But Astarkoth cared little for these morsels. Its full attention was on Sophie and she could feel it. An alien intelligence gazing upon her through untold realities with unknowable senses. Reaching out like a lover to caress her trembling body. To taste the salt that glistened on her breasts. To writhe its bulk atop her human flesh. 
 
    Sophie alone was not driven mad by the presence of the darkborne entity. She embraced it and felt its cock at her well-fucked pussy. 
 
    “Yessssss,” she moaned, her body tingling as it moved atop her. “Fuck me. Ohhhhhh, yes, fuck meeeee!” 
 
    She felt a deeper connection with this perverse creature. As if the mark on her neck allowed her to commune with it in some strange and terrible way. 
 
    Oh, Mardoch, she thought as she felt gelatinous mouths slurping and tonguing her breasts, protect me against this evil. Give me the strength to endure its horror. 
 
    Astarkoth thrust its monstrous cock into Sophie’s cunt, stretching her and filling her like a spurting column of liquid. She felt it invade even her womb. It burst and pumped into her ass. Gushing forth from its body to spurt into her mouth. It rippled and retreated and gushed into her again. A liquid sort of lovemaking that she imagined only a slug could approximate. Tentacles wrapped her body and lifted her from the altar. She cried out, gurgling around the tingling tentacle thrusting deep into her throat. 
 
    Though overwhelmed, Sophie wasn’t helpless. She knew a horny boy when she felt one. Astarkoth, for all its mindbending undulating and tangling tentacles, was no different from a customer at Cutthroat’s Refuge looking to empty his bollocks.  
 
    And emptying bollocks happened to be Sophie’s calling in life. 
 
    Her hips began to roll, and her suckled breasts began to bounce and slap against her ribcage. Her fingers sunk into the cool flesh of the darkborne god. Her pussy clutched at its gushing cock. Her ass squeezed it pumping prick. Her throat massaged its throbbing fuckpole.  
 
    She embraced her darkborne mark and her lustful destiny and rode the thrusting cocks of Astarkoth. Though the creature’s translucent body could betray no emotion, Sophie could sense a bit of surprise. It fell back from the altar, carrying her with it as it seemed to let her take over. She rode its cocks. She sucked it. Her body soaked in cum and sweat and alien slime. 
 
    All around her, a chorus of moans and slurps and slapping flesh filled the Blasted Cathedral and soared into the moonlit night. The storm rumbled overhead. Even the viscount, his mask tossed aside, was being ravished by Astarkoth. 
 
    Only Sophie, possessed with inhuman strength and gaining more with each surge of pleasure, rode above it all. Her bucking hips and slapping ass sent ripples through the gelatinous body of Astarkoth. She could feel his pleasure building. She remembered what she had learned with the pygmy roper.  
 
    Squeezing her sugary walls. Tightening the velvet ring of her asshole. Bucking and riding and sucking until the unholy entity began to bulge and vibrate with pleasure. 
 
    “Mmmmmmmmm!” cried Sophie, her own pleasure rising to an unbearable peak. Astarkoth, boiling within, churning, suddenly erupted from all three of his cocks. All ten. Twenty. Every one of the cultists suddenly subjected to unholy forces that their human minds and bodies could not withstand.  
 
    Astarkoth feasted upon them in an instant, draining their life force but gushing it directly into Sophie. Waves of it flooding her body again and again in a tempest of pleasure. In that moment, a bolt of lightning, perhaps guided by Mardoch, struck the Blasted Cathedral. The force of the bolt sent Astarkoth reeling back into the blacklight. It drove the exhausted elder being back to the realm of darkness. 
 
    The storm dissipated. The last wind stirred Sophie’s wet hair. She smiled up as a ray of moonlight illuminated her naked, slime-covered body. For a moment, she felt the blessing of Mardoch upon her. 
 
    “I did it,” she said and never felt happier or more at peace. 
 
    The mark on the back of her neck throbbed to remind her that her curse had not yet been lifted.  
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 No Laurels, No Resting 
 
      
 
    Other than Sophie, only Lucretia survived the coming of the Vulgar Prince. The nymph babbled madly; her hair turned snow white by her experience with Astarkoth. Sophie had to tie the greasy young woman up and throw her over Alberto’s back to carry her to Vinecio. She would not shut up. 
 
    “He blessed me! I’m his chosen! All hail the Vulgar Prince! I need more of him inside me! More! Please! MMMMPPPHHMMM!”  
 
    Sophie finally crammed the girl’s gauzy panties into her mouth and tied them in place to shut her up. She gave Lucretia a good swat on her peachy bottom to spank a bit of sense into her. It didn’t work. The white-haired girl continued babbling into her gag the whole way back to the city. 
 
    Sophie deposited her at the gates of her father’s estate before riding back to The Dimmed Lantern to retrieve her belongings. That included the pygmy roper, which was snoring like a sleeping dog beneath a towel in its basket. She had thought about turning the creature loose, but her long experience with the little brute had left her feeling some sort of affection for it. She had even taken to calling it “Pumpkin.”  
 
    She was security her bundle of books next to Pumpkin’s basket on Alberto’s back when she heard the clop of an approaching horse. She reached instinctively for Temptress.  
 
    The horse was a huge white charger wearing an armored headpiece and barding. But it had no rider. Its reins hung loose beneath its chin.  
 
    She approached the horse curiously and froze when she saw four gilded pillars worked into its saddle. She wheeled around, swinging Temptress and bringing it up just in time to parry the massive broadsword of Sir Varlock of Jagdensburg. The armored Protector of the Word struck with such crushing force that sparks flew from their crossed blades and Sophie was knocked back a step. 
 
    “Sophia Almodóvar! Bend your knee and be spared! Or stand and fight me! I would prefer to strike down the likes of you!” He sniffed beneath his silver helm. “You consort with demons! I smell it upon your flesh, whore witch!” 
 
    Sophie smiled at his nasty words. If Sir Varlock was here, then the pater she had encountered and even Ornash Jeg were likely to be nearby. 
 
    Sophie was impressed at how quickly they had caught up to her, but this was not Pyrgos where they had caught her unprepared. Sophie had just consorted with a darkborne god and her body was flooded with Astarkoth’s borrowed might. She met Sir Varlock’s next swing with such force that Temptress cleaved through the knight’s sword and broke it in half.  
 
    “Oh! What unholy power is this!?” shouted Sir Varlock, falling back a step.  
 
    She backhanded him and knocked his leonine helm from his head. The force of her blow dented the metal and stunned the knight. 
 
    His blond hair spilled free about his shoulders. He was handsome, with a prominent jaw and the piercing blue eyes she had seen gazing out at her with hatred from behind that mask. He reeled from the blow, but steadied himself and raised his broken sword. 
 
    “You may strike me down, harlot, but you will not break my faith!” He charged at her again and Sophie caught his arms and bent them to his sides. She drove him back against the wall of the barn hard enough to make hay tumble down from the loft. 
 
    “I am not afraid of you!” snarled Sir Varlock. 
 
    “Are you sure about that?” chuckled Sophie. Before he could answer, she squeezed her bust against his tabard-covered cuirass and pressed a scorching hot kiss to the knight’s lips. 
 
    The huge knight seemed to wilt beneath Sophie’s luscious lips. He could not resist her probing tongue and replied with stunned desire. He regained his senses and shoved her away. 
 
    “Foul succubus!” he roared “You dare profane my lips with your whore’s kiss?” 
 
    “Perhaps I should kiss you somewhere else, brave knight,” she teased. 
 
    He snarled and took a step towards her, but Sophie pushed him back against the wall again. More hay tumbled down around him and draped Sir Varlock’s shoulders. He rocked back against the creaking wall of the barn. Sophie, her eyes aglow, fell to her knees before the knight. 
 
    Her fingers loosened his groin plate and tore open the laces of his trousers. She had her hand upon his cock before he could recover from the shove. He groaned and looked down in alarm as she wrapped her fingers around his shaft and stroked it free of his pants. It was quite thick and adequate in size. She looked up at Sir Varlock, despising him, but always a lover of a good cock. A smile curled her lips as her tongue reached out and tasted his fleshy crown. 
 
    “Mardoch,” he groaned, “give me strength! Protect me from this… OooOOOooooo!” 
 
    She knew that sound. As she wrapped her lips around Sir Varlock and began to suck, he was making the sounds of discovery. Of realization. Of understanding. This was a man that had never had his cock sucked before. Perhaps a man who had sworn himself to serving the Pateric Church at a young age and had thus never known the caress of any woman. 
 
    “Mmmmmmmhhhm,” laughed Sophie, bobbing slowly and savoring his stiffening cock. 
 
    “You devil,” gasped Sir Varlock. “She destroyer! Unsheath me… from your mouth!” 
 
    Sophie knew it was foolish to pleasure the knight there in the barn. The others were surely not far and might intrude upon them at any moment. But she could not resist such an opportunity. Perhaps he can even learn a lesson, she thought, flicking her tongue beneath Sir Varlock’s swollen cockhead. 
 
    “Release me from your lips,” groaned Sir Varlock, making no effort to escape. “I command you, demon-tainted woman! Let me go from this sorcery!” 
 
    She let her lips pop wetly from his tip, taking over with her hand upon his stiff shaft.  
 
    “I have other spells I could cast on you, self-righteous bully,” she said and flicked her tongue against him again. “How about something closer to my heart?”  
 
    She reached down to the hidden lever that held her clamshell cuirass in place and popped it free. The halves thumped away and Sir Varlock let out an astonished groan at the sight of Sophie’s heavy hanging breasts and thick pink nipples. She held the head of his cock between her lips and hefted her breasts with both hands, squeezing them around his straining shaft. 
 
    Sir Varlock might have shoved Sophie away or attempted to grapple with her, but he only groaned in further pleasure as her soft tits enveloped his cock and began to squeeze. She worked his spit-coated cock in the soft vise of her breasts and pleasured his tip with kisses and flicks of her tongue. 
 
    “My Lord,” gasped the knight, sagging back against the wall, unable to resist the pleasure. “Give me strength. Grant me your Will to resist this harlot’s… depraved... ahhhhh…” 
 
    “Mmmmmmhmmm,” agreed Sophie, wanking him faster. Tasting his salty precum with lashes of her tongue. “Come now, Sir Varlock. I know you feel it welling up like a geyser ready to release that pressure in your loins.” 
 
    “Never,” groaned the knight, his gauntleted hands falling to Sophie’s bare shoulders. “I will… resist you… to my dying… breath.” 
 
    Her soft tits bounced against him. The valley between them smeared with saliva and his drooling precum. She pressed tighter. She ravished his tip with her tongue.  
 
    “God! Forgive me! AHHHHH!” He threw back his head and roared with pleasure. Sophie’s lips tightened around his tip and she sucked hard as her tits wanked his slippery shaft. The mighty knight surrendered to the ecstasy and unleashed a hot flood of his oily spunk into Sophie’s mouth. She sucked and licked him as he shot again and again. She looked up at the terrible agony on the knight’s face as he came inside a woman for the first time.  
 
    “Mmmmmmm,” she moaned, letting his cum fill her mouth before releasing him from her lips. She opened her mouth and stood, sticking out her tongue and letting his cum slide over the tip and drizzle down onto her breasts. Just a little. The rest, she swallowed with a dramatic gulp and opened her mouth again to show it was empty. “Delicious. Nothing quite so sweet as a man’s first load. I will remember this, Sir Varlock.” 
 
    He pushed her away as she laughed at him. He leaned against the wall, seeming diminished and guarding himself with his hand upon his cock.  
 
    “Your treachery has only sealed your fate,” he said. “I will be forgiven by Mardoch for my sin, but Pater Sciberras says you are forever marked for your family’s evil! He says you will never be made clean!” 
 
    “Scibberas? I’ve heard that name before…”  
 
    Sophie was not sure where, but the revelation unsettled her. She gathered her armor and mounted Alberto. Sir Varlock followed her to the door of the barn, leaning heavily against it as she rode away. He shouted cursers at her and held the broken halves of his sword. 
 
    She did not wait for the pater nor for Ornash Jeg and his gang of thugs from Sepreth. She rode hard, south from the city, along the main trade route from Vinecio to Zora, the ancient capital of Trentino.  
 
    There, in the adjoining Temple City of Vithe, home of the Pateric Church, Sophie might learn what happened to her sister. Or she might meet her fate at the hands of Pater Scibberas and his fanatical allies in the church.  
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