==Part 1== 

Tears coursed down Tsumi’s cheeks as she sat naked in the straight-backed chair. Her hands and feet were tied to the hard wood and her head was held secure by a leather helmet attached to the top of the chair-back. She’d told herself she wouldn’t cry this time, that she’d be strong and show him it didn’t affect her. But as soon as she’d seen his naked body, she broke down. 

Tsumi had been put in this chair by one of Master’s other slaves an hour ago. After stripping her, the slave had been given orders to stimulate the disobedient elf. The smaller human woman had kissed and caressed Tsumi’s mound with a look of sympathy that made Tsumi’s anger boil. She tried to resist the sensations, to fight the warmth that was spreading outward from her center, but she couldn’t. The girl knew what Tsumi liked. 

It had only taken a few minutes to bring Tsumi to the brink of climax, her breathing shorter and quicker. As she felt the waves gathering beneath her, ready to sweep her away, the slave stopped without warning. Her lips and tongue simply vanished from between Tsumi’s quivering legs, leaving her gasping on the edge, unable to even touch herself, while the slave walked over to the massive bed in front of Tsumi. The human woman climbed onto the bed, removed her clothes, and began to bring herself to a heightened point of arousal. Tsumi was left to stare at the naked body in front of her, filled with the desire to touch it – and to be touched by it. 

After what felt like hours, he burst into the room, making Tsumi and the slave girl jump. The tall elven man walked quickly over to where Tsumi sat, boring into her eyes hatefully. He began to remove his floor length black jacket, saying nothing to her, but Tsumi felt the reprimand just as strongly. 

She’d gone outside the Manor. 

She’d been seduced into bed by a man who was not Master. 

Tsumi was certain she’d been drugged. She never would have chosen to go outside if she’d been in full control of her mind. But that didn’t matter now. 

The white silk shirt came off next, revealing Master’s sculpted chest. Tsumi gasped at the perfection of his body. He was a strong, muscular man, but he had a lean frame, more tone than bulky. His eyes still drilled into hers, but hers were wandering the sight before her. She could see the bulge beginning to form in his pants, making her heart pound in her chest. She knew that if she openly laid eyes on his member, she’d be lost. As if he read her mind, his fingers slowly untied the lacing of his pants and opened them. He pushed the leggings down over his hips and Tsumi couldn’t stop the moan from escaping her throat when his manhood came into view. 

Completely naked, he stood before Tsumi, torturing her – he was so close to her, all she had to do was reach out a hand and stroke him to life. But her hands were secured to the chair. Gods, she wanted to feel that length of muscle, to stroke it and kiss it, to let him ravage her body. Anything! She would let him do anything to her, so long as she could feel him sheathed within her body. 

A grin curled his lips as he watched Tsumi writhe in the chair. He turned away from her and climbed onto the huge round bed covered in sheets of the softest silk where the human woman still fondled herself. The closest edge was barely a yard from Tsumi’s bound feet, giving her a perfect view of anything that might take place atop it. Master took the human slave woman into his arms and brought his lips down to hers. The kiss was tender and soft, driving Tsumi mad with jealousy. She wanted to be up there, to be the focus of his attentions, to feel his lips on her flesh. But all she could feel now was the hard, splintery wood of the chair, the leather straps on her wrists, ankles, and forehead, and the searing ache between her legs. 

Tsumi’s Master explored the slave woman’s body with deliberate patience, all the while stealing glances at her with open mockery in his eyes, but it did nothing to dampen the painfully arousing scene. He worked his way behind the kneeling human. They faced Tsumi. His eyes were on hers, but the slave’s eyes were closed against the ripples of pleasure he was invoking within her. His strong hands explored her body gently, one rising to cup a heavy breast crowned with a stiff nipple, while the other descended and nestled between the damn woman’s legs. Tsumi was whimpering, on the verge of tears, imagining his hand between her own legs. 

<i>Gods, please! Just one touch, just allow me one touch to end this torture!</i> 

Still watching her, Tsumi’s Master turned the human just enough to allow his stiffened member to be seen from the chair. He pushed the slave forward onto her hands and knees, taking the beautiful muscle in his hand. Tsumi nearly climaxed from this sight alone. She couldn’t even rub her inner thighs together as he stroked himself slowly, his eyes still on Tsumi. He reached forward with the other hand and gathered some of the woman’s moisture to spread on his helm. Tsumi watched wide-eyed, licking her hungry lips as he glistened with the other woman’s arousal. When Tsumi didn’t think she could stand it anymore, Master pulled his toy back and entered the human with a shuddering sigh. 

The slave woman screamed as he penetrated her. Tsumi felt a fresh wave of jealous hatred consume her. She could take Master easily. He was long and gloriously thick, but fit into her body perfectly. Master deserved a partner that could take all of him and give him all he wanted. Tsumi swung her eyes up to meet her Master’s. He grinned at her, a pleased look in his eyes. She met his gaze confidently, silently pleading to him to discard the human and take her; take her anyway he wanted, just take her! 

He simply smiled wickedly and began moving in and out of the human woman’s insufficient channel. He held Tsumi’s eyes as he groaned and moaned ostentatiously. He wasn’t truly enjoying it; this was nothing but a punishment for Tsumi’s infidelity. That made the torture that much worse for the elf girl. 

The woman rocked with the slow thrusts, moaning and whimpering in painful delight. Tsumi’s mound now ached with fierce need, but there was nothing she could do about it. She wanted him to be inside her so badly; there was nothing else in all the world that she wanted more than to feel that velvety helm caressing the very limits of her body. 

Tsumi wept for her own stupidity. If she hadn’t bedded another man, that <i>would</i> be her. That would be <i>her</i> grinding her hips back onto that wonderful erection, moaning with ecstasy and shouting her lust. 

It hadn’t even been good sex. The human she’d let herself be seduced by had a small penis and had blown his release after just a few thrusts into her. She’d had to bring herself to climax with her own fingers while the smelly man snored loudly. And because of that, she was being denied the one thing she’d come to truly desire in life. 

Tsumi’s chest hitched. Her Master was thrusting faster into the little whore and Tsumi could see him approaching his peak. Suddenly, he pulled out of the human and climbed off the bed. He stepped in front of Tsumi, stroking his wet shaft quickly. The massive muscle glistened in the dim light of the chamber, covered in the arousal of the human woman. Tsumi didn’t know exactly what he was doing, or what he had in mind, but before she could consider his intentions, he reached forward with his free hand and loosened the cap holding Tsumi’s head. He ripped the cuffs free of her wrists and grabbed a handful of her long, ivory hair, yanking her forward out of the chair. Her ankles were still fastened, forcing her to her knees. The leather cuffs dug into her skin, but she didn’t notice. Her mind was focused on one thing. 

The next instant his massive helm was in her mouth. She struggled with it for a moment, but recovered quickly. Tsumi sucked hard, cupping the throbbing shaft with her tongue as her newly freed hands came up to grip the base. He removed his hand, allowing Tsumi to pump it with her own. He stretched her lips to their limit, and before too long Tsumi’s thankful mouth was filled with his climax. She swallowed it automatically as it came, moaning around his spewing member as the hot juice slid down her throat. He tasted exquisite. He was Man; he embodied everything Tsumi had come to want in a man, and she felt exalted to have the release of his pleasure pouring into her stomach. 

She continued to moan as he spilled, stroking and milking him of every drop, cherishing every bit of it. But more than the amazing taste, Tsumi felt relieved beyond words. He favored her with this bountiful release. That he would honor her so was an acceptance of her apology. 

The hot flood began to lessen after a while. Tsumi held onto his organ, not wanting to let it go. She licked it clean, stealing glances up at Master. Abruptly he pulled himself from her grip and swept up his clothes. He cast a glance at the human woman huddled on the bed, working a hand furiously between her legs. He yanked her hand from her crotch and pulled her roughly off the bed. 

“Go back to your room,” he ordered the human in his deep, silky voice. He walked to the door and stopped before leaving the room. His eyes found Tsumi’s again, piercing her with their intensity. “Get dressed and join me in the dining room,” he said to her before slipping out the door. 

Tsumi’s heart soared. <i>He wants to have dinner with me?! </i> He must have forgiven her if he wanted to dine with her. Tsumi’s stomach fluttered with excitement. “Yes Master,” she replied formally. She bowed as much as she could, still bound by the ankles to the chair. 

When he was gone, she reached back and unfastened the last two cuffs and stood up. Her legs were stiff and sore. She could still feel the warmth of Master’s seed deep in her belly as she scampered back to her room. She’d wear her best dress, her sexy dress for him. Just for him. She would make sure to please him more than he’d ever been before. 

==Part 2== 

Tsumi and the other three girls that served Master each had six outfits that they were allowed to wear. Three of the garments were simple muslin tunics. They were sleeveless and long, reaching almost to mid-thigh. That was all they were allowed to wear while they worked in the Manor – no pants, no undergarments, no shoes. The shirts fit them almost like a second skin. The hems barely covered the curves of their backsides while they were standing, and if they were bent over or kneeling, the shirts offered no cover at all. This allowed Master access to his slaves at any time, which he took advantage of often. It thrilled Tsumi to be taken roughly while she cleaned, to feel his warm seed spill into her as she scrubbed the floor. 

For work outside on the Manor grounds, such as gardening, the slaves wore a deerskin vest that was easily opened, low riding deerskin pants with cuffs just below the knee, and matching deerskin slippers. For business in town, they each had a simple black robe that hid their bodies. 

The last outfit in each girl’s possession was a formal dress of their own choosing. This was the only outfit that was different from each other’s and their only form of self-expression Master allowed. He’d taken each girl individually and let her pick out whatever she wanted; cost was not an issue. 

Tsumi’s formal attire was a black leather corset with crimson boning. It laced in front and squeezed her already narrow waist, amplifying her sensuous curves. It held her modestly plump breasts high and displayed a surprising amount of smooth, supple flesh. She loved the way Master admired her breasts when she wore it. It made her proud to be so pleasant to look at. 

A black velvet skirt and a crimson underskirt that matched the accents of her corset flowed down from her hips and allowed her high-heeled black shoes to peek out as she walked. A pair of black silk gloves that reached up past her elbow completed the outfit. The darkness of the ensemble complimented her warm complexion and accentuated her angular elvin features. Today Tsumi wore her long platinum hair in a pile of curls fastened with small pins, which left her slender neck bare. 

Tsumi took a moment to check over herself. She felt very attractive wearing these clothes, and hoped Master would approve. She remembered the way he’d stared at her the last time she wore it, and a comfortable ache settled deep in her belly. With a deep breath she straightened her hair one last time and went to meet Master for dinner. 

The dining room was dark. The only light came from the candelabra standing on the far end of the table near the two place settings. This made Tsumi even more excited. Usually the girls ate from wooden bowls at the far end of the table. But tonight she was to have an equal seat at the table. 

Master sat quietly at his place, watching as Tsumi came into the room. She could feel his glowing eyes on her; they studied her, memorizing every single line and curve. She loved the feeling of Master’s eyes on her. She wanted nothing more than to be attractive to him. She was his slave, his property. She wanted to be his favorite. 

“Come, Tsumi. Sit,” He said in his impossibly silky voice, gesturing to the setting next to him. He sat at the head of the table, where he always did, and her place was to his immediate right. She made a mental note of being at his right hand, and it made her tummy flutter. 

“Yes Master,” she said primly and dropped a low curtsy. Her black and red skirts pooled around her a moment, then she was striding across the stone floor. His eyes were on her the whole time, but she didn’t let her anxious excitement show. “My Lord honors His pet,” she said with a meek smile as she sat down next to him. 

Tsumi had grown up among courtesans. Her parents had been nobility and had taught her basic ettiquette and conduct before they were killed. She’d lost everything when she was evicted from court by a rival House, but she retained her manners in honor of her parents. 

Now whenever Master was in the room while she ate, she made sure to use proper etiquette and manners as much as possible. Sometimes it was hard when the only utensil you have is your own hand. But she was certain he noticed her. The other girls were crude and vulgar, but she was refined. He must have noticed. 

Tsumi sat with her back perfectly straight, looking meekly down at her hands folded precisely in her lap. She could see her cleavage rising and falling with her deep breaths and made herself calm down. Master just sat staring at her. She could see his hands clasped on the table and part of his black dinner jacket. The silence dragged on. If Tsumi hadn’t been such an obedient servant, she would have broken the agonizing silence minutes ago. A thousand things went through her mind that she could say, from <i>‘Where did my Lord find such beautiful plates?’</i> to <i>‘May I open my Lord’s pants and satisfy him with my mouth?’</i> 

Finally, after what felt like ages, his deep voice filled the room. “I’ve been thinking about your position here at the Manor, Tsumi.” Her position? What did he mean by that? Was he still displeased with her? A burning knot twisted her stomach at the thought. It made her physically ill to think that she might have further displeased Master. 

“My Lord?” She brought her eyes up to his without thinking. His piercing gaze met hers and she immediately dropped her eyes back to her lap. Before she could apologize, he spoke. 

“Your duties are going to change,” he said in a casual tone. 

Tsumi’s stomach lurched. Didn’t he want her anymore? Oh gods, she couldn’t have upset him that much! Could she? Her mind was spinning, trying to grasp just what he was saying. “Has his pet displeased my Lord?” Her voice was thin and wavering, threatening to crack under the imminent sobs. 

Her Master just sat silently, watching her. After a moment, he took a deep breath. His angular face looked like chiseled stone in the dim light as he regarded her with brightly glowing eyes. Tsumi’s hands were now squeezed into nervous fists in her lap. Abruptly her Master stood and started for the door. “Come with me,” he called. Dinner and all other thoughts fled her mind. Tsumi nearly lept from her chair and scurryed as quickly as she could in her high-heeled shoes to catch up with him. She was completey puzzled as to what was going on, but she followed him obediently behind his right shoulder. He walked with a confident gait, his long silver hair billowing gently as he strode down the hallways. 

Tsumi didn’t know where they were going. This made her excited and nervous at the same time. It was the women’s duties to keep every inch of the Manor spotless. Each woman might scrub any given hallway three times in a month, so they were all very familiar with the layout of the Manor. But this hallway was unknown to Tsumi. There were exquisitely detailed tapestries on the walls and elegant rugs on the floor. Elaborate wall sconces held burning candles between every tapestry, flooding the corridor with warm light. Niches in the walls harbored sculptures worth more than Tsumi could guess. 

At the end of this hallway was a tall black door carved with runes and letters that Tsumi didn’t recognize. When Master reached this door, he pushed it lightly and it swung open silently. He stepped into the room and turned to Tsumi with a smile she had never seen directed to her before. It was a warm smile, almost... caring? She’d come to recognize Master’s stark, planar features fixed in an almost constant scowl over the many years she’d served him. Even in the grip of a strong climax his face was intense and hard. The smile he wore now softened his face, turned the stone into velvet, and Tsumi found that she liked this new Master much better than the scornful one. She found her heart beating faster and faster. Surely he couldn’t punish her wearing a smile like that. 

“Come in,” he said, gesturing to the lavish room. Head bowed, Tsumi stepped into the room. When she was past Master, she lifted her eyes to survey her surroundings. 

A massive four-post canopy bed dominated the room. It looked big enough to sleep six people without them ever touching each other. It was swathed in black and blue silk. The coverlet was black velvet with more of the runes she’d seen on the door embroidered in blue around the edges. The pillows were encased in matching black velvet. A huge darkwood wardrobe stood in the far corner to the right of the bed. Alone, it would have been a masterpiece. But next to the bed it was negligible. There were other pieces of furniture – a writing desk, book cases, chests of drawers, all matching the wardrobe – but Tsumi’s eyes kept returning to the bed. 

She could feel a tug, an inexplicable pull emanating from the bed. She wanted to go to it, to lay on it, to wrap herself up in its warmth. She was just about to succumb to the insidious pull when she felt a hand take hers. At first she didn’t know whose it might be and tried to pull it away. She knew what happened when another man touched her. She didn’t want that again. But immediately she remembered that she was alone with Master and relaxed. As much as she could, anyway. 

“Tsumi,” he said, and his voice was even more silky, more alluring than she’d ever heard it. Her stomach twisted and she felt the heat grow between her legs. He turned her around to face him. Those eyes.... “I am relieving you of most of your duties,” he said, but this time Tsumi didn’t panic at the words. How could she feel anything but lustful desire while she was looking into his eyes? Her heart was thundering in her chest and if she looked down, she was sure she’d see her breasts quivering with the beats. 

“I- I do not understand, my Lord.” 

“I am relieving you of all your duties but one,” he explained. He released her hand and took a small step forward. He was almost a head taller than Tsumi, which forced her to crane her neck up to hold his intoxicating gaze. Her eyes flickered with confusion. “From now on, you are to spend every waking moment pleasuring me. You will no longer need to worry about cleaning floors or tending the gardens. Your sisters will take up the extra household duties, or I may find another girl to fill your place. I haven’t decided yet. 

“You are to devote your life to ensuring my sexual satisfaction. Do you understand?” 

Tsumi was at a complete loss. He wanted her as a sex slave? He wanted her to do nothing but pleasure him? “Y-yes, my Lord. I understand.” Tsumi’s heart was beating even faster and a small smile began to curl her lip. Could she get started right away, she wondered. 

“But know this: it will not be easy. You have seen barely a sample of my sexuality. Do not be surprised by anything I tell you to do.” His face had grown stern again, his eyes burning fiercely down into hers. After a moment, the warm smile melted his glacial features and Tsumi felt her heart try to leap out of her chest. Was it possible to love someone so much, she wondered. 

==Part 3== 

“Don’t worry,” Master said in his most soothing voice. “You wouldn’t be here if I didn’t think you could handle it.” He’d stepped a little closer to Tsumi and placed his hands gently on the curve of her waist. She couldn’t feel much more than the light pressure of his hands through her corset, but even that made her feel comforted and safe in his grasp. Those eyes and that smile shone down on her like hot rays of sunlight. They disarmed her, making her almost literally melt in his arms. 

“I will do whatever my Lord commands,” she managed through shallow breaths. She was very aware of the proximity of Master’s wonderful manhood. Would he be angry if she just reached out and caressed him? Tsumi was wary of initiating sexual contact, but she didn’t know how long she could stand having him that close and being able to do nothing about it. Besides, wasn’t it her sole duty now to attend to her Master’s manly desires? 

“Good,” he said with a grin. His lips were an inch from Tsumi’s, taunting her. It was very possible that he was testing her right now, waiting to see what she would do with her new position. If she took the initiative, he might either be please with her eagerness to satisfy him, or he might be angry with her lack of obedience. Conversely, if she did nothing, he might reward her obedience, or punish her for her lack of initiative. What was she to do? 

These thoughts warred in her mind for what seemed like minutes while her Master studied her. Finally she decided to take the middle road and let him decide what she should do. “What does my Lord command of me first?” <i>There,</i> she thought proudly with relief, <i>I’m in his hands now.</i> The question showed that she was eager to satisfy her Master, but still obedient to his will. And that’s just where she liked to be. 

Her Master’s eyes flashed almost imperceptibly and his grin broadened, as if he were pleased with her answer. Did she pass the first test? Was that the answer he was looking for? After a long moment, he removed his hands from her waist. She felt suddenly alone and vulnerable. 

“Drop to your knees and take me out,” he said suddenly. The soft, comforting velvet was gone from his voice. Without hesitation Tsumi lowered herself to her knees. The bulge in Master’s pants was directly in front of her face and it made her tummy flutter in anticipation. She watched as her hands rose, gliding along the growing length of his ridge, and made quick work of the knotted lacing even though she still wore the black silk gloves . She was very aware of her heaving breasts, rising and falling with her increased breathing. Her heart thundered in her head as she opened Master’s trousers. She hooked a thumb under the thick base of his shaft and lifted it out. The beautiful flesh was almost fully erect already. It was dangerously close to Tsumi’s exposed bosom; all she had to do was straighten her back just a little more and she’d be able to cradle the throbbing helm between her aching breasts. 

“What does my Lord command,” she said looking up at him through her long lashes. She still held him loosely by the base, not wanting to release this avatar of masculinity even for more than an instant. 

“Swallow it,” he said simply. 

“As my Lord comm-mmm” Before the last word passed her lips, Tsumi took the thick head into her mouth. She’d partaken of him only an hour before, but she didn’t think she’d ever tire of his taste. Her hand tightened around the growing shaft, caressing it carefully as she took more and more of him past her lips. He filled her mouth easily. She stroked him faster, suckling the hardening member. She loved to feel him grow in her mouth, her tongue swirling and caressing as she pumped the shaft with her silk-clad hand. 

Having been relieved shortly before, Tsumi didn’t expect him to reach his peak for some time. But he surprised her by gripping her head almost immediately and grunting from deep in his throat. A heartbeat later, her mouth filled with his glorious seed. She let it flow down her throat, relishing the taste and sensation of his climax. Her body still burned with desire and lust while she milked the last few drops from his body. 

“Very good,” he said between ragged breaths. With the hand still tangled in Tsumi’s hair, he pulled her off of his softening member and began lacing up his pants. All traces of the warmth and caring seemed to have spilled out of him with his climax. He turned from her and went to the door. “Go lie on the bed until I return. You may bring yourself to release if you wish, but you will need to be ready when I get back.” He held her eyes for a moment from where he stood in the doorway before closing the massive door behind him. 

“As you wish, my Lord.” Tsumi tried to tell herself that she wasn’t feeling disappointed. She tried to tell herself that she hadn’t hoped he would make her his Lady, that she would be on his arm at all the social functions. But she had. She’d harbored these fantasies, these little girl daydreams, for a moment when he was looking into her eyes with that warm, charming smile. For just a few moments, she’d thought he might want her for something more than just her body. 

But then that fantasy was gone just as fast as his seed had slipped down her throat. She wasn’t a princess. She wasn’t a noble any more. She was just a slave girl. She was his property, to be done with as he pleased. She was just a body to look at and take his ejaculations. 

With a sigh she rose to her feet and climbed onto the bed. It was the most comfortable thing she’d ever felt. It seemed to cradle her body and invite her deeper. She wanted to sink into it and sleep forever. 

But right now the fire between her legs was too hot. Lying on her back, Tsumi lifted her skirt with one hand and dove into herself with the other. The memory of Master’s organ throbbing and erupting into her mouth was still fresh in her mind. She was very aroused; just a few circles of her stiffening center with her gloved hand brought her quickly to the peak. With a whimpering shudder she climaxed and the plush bed welcomed her down into a warm, shallow doze. 

==Part 4== 

As Tsumi’s exhausted body fell deeper into sleep, her mind drifted into dream. 

This dream was different than any she remembered because she couldn’t see anything. Everything was black. But she could feel and sense things. In that strange way of dreams, her mind accepted that she was in a cold, wet cave. She could feel the weight of the mountain above her. Her arms were wrapped around her legs drawn up tight to her chest. She was shivering with cold, frightened of the dark, and near panic because she was alone. She didn’t know where she was and she had not the slightest idea of what she should do. The only warmth she felt was the warm tracks of the tears down her cheeks. 

In the time it took the door to open and close silently in the room where she slept, Tsumi’s mind passed days in her dream. The fear and despair grew with every imagined moment, until she felt she might go mad. 

Very slowly, a warm light began to grow in front of her. She thought it may have been the sun rising over the edge of the cliff, atop which her cave was carved into the mountain. But it wasn’t the sun. This light was white. It grew slowly so as not to hurt Tsumi’s dilated eyes. The light brought warmth to her, chased away the panic, filled her from the fingers and toes, soaking into her limbs, and finally into her soul. 

The light radiated a sense of presence and Tsumi’s mind automatically conjured up an image of the one person in the world she felt she could depend on. As it did, the light coalesced in front of her and took the shape of her Master. He was approaching her, naked and erect. She felt safety and strength seep into her mind, warm and comforting at the sight of him. She opened her arms to her god and she felt his power enter her. It was a rush of the most incredible ecstacy she’d ever felt. It almost overwhelmed her but soon settled into a deep, smooth rhythm centered low in her belly. The energy being poured into her ebbed and flowed in rhythm with her heartbeat. 

Tsumi became aware that she was rising. Her body felt lighter and lighter, as if she were floating up through the ceiling of the cave. The stone enveloped her, but it wasn’t hard; it felt soft and comforting, complimenting the security of the power surging into her. 

When she heard a grunt somewhere above her, Tsumi opened her eyes. Master was above her, his face intense and glistening with a sheen of sweat. She felt the rush of heat between her legs growing then fading, growing and fading. She thought she was still in the dream, it felt so good. The stone that had enveloped her hadn’t been as hard as what she felt pumping inside her. It had been soft and inviting, like the silk and velvet she’d seen covering.... 

Turning her head, Tsumi saw that she was lying in the middle of her Master’s enormous bed. He was above her, thrusting his wonderful manhood into her open body. Her skirts were gathered around her waist and her legs were pressed up against her chest, the knees curling over his broad shoulders. She heard whimpers bubbling up from her throat, but they sounded far away. 

<i>How long has he been here?</i> Master didn’t seem to be angered by her slumber. Although wracked with intensity, his face wore an expression of pure pleasure; Tsumi could sense no anger in him. Acting on impulse, she reached up and cupped his face to bring her lips to his. He returned it by thrusting his tongue into her mouth and driving into her body with renewed passion. 

The idea that he’d taken advantage of her while she slept thrilled her. She loved the way Master could make her feel. Somewhere deep down she wished he would see her for all that she was; her intelligence as well as her beauty. But she couldn’t deny that she enjoyed the savage, carnal lust he invoked in her. It felt so good to let her mind drift away on the waves of hedonistic ecstacy, to get lost in the sensations he filled her with. That he would be attracted to her enough to make love to her unconscious body was an incredible compliment. 

Breaking the kiss suddenly, he threw his head back and bellowed a gutteral scream just as he viciously drove into her once more. An instant later she felt the flood of warmth inside her as he released his climax. Her body was still humming with the remnants of sleep, making the sensation of him filling her unbearable. With her own piercing scream, she threw her arms around Master’s neck and pulled herself up with a surge of adrenaline. 

Dangling beneath him, her body shattered into orgasm. Everything but the blissful sensations between her legs fell away from her. She didn’t know how long the climax lasted, but after some time her Master eased her back down to the bed and lay next to her. She turned to cuddle with him, needing the strength of his presence. Her body was weak and exhausted, and it left her feeling even more vulnerable than usual. 

Master lay on his back, breathing heavily. Tsumi warily snuggled up against him, unsure of how he’d react to her affection, and put her head on his shoulder. He lifted that arm and wrapped it around her, pulling her tighter against him. She sighed in relief and lightly caressed his smooth chest with her trembling hand. 

After a moment she felt his breathing become deep and even. This surprised Tsumi. Master had never fallen asleep after fucking one of his women. Many nights he’d made love to Tsumi three, four times, but always he’d drag himself back to his own bed. Tsumi couldn’t remember the last time she’d fallen asleep with a lover. It felt strange being curled up in the arms of a man, but comfortable at the same time. She could easily get used to it, she thought with a tired smile as her soul drank of her Master’s strength. 

==Part 5== 

The soft mattress, smooth silk sheets, and warm body curled up against him made it very difficult to rise. Well, one part of him was having little trouble rising, at least. The skin of this woman was as soft as the black silk sheets tangled around their bodies. Just the touch of Tsumi’s body was enough to arouse him. He hadn’t had such a woman in centuries. 

With her skirts still gathered around her waist, one of Tsumi’s long legs was thrown haphazardly over his waist, pressing the heat of her crotch against his hip. All he’d have to do is roll over and slide right into her delicious cavern, and he’d be relieved of this clumsy erection in a few moments. 

She looked so beautiful and peaceful, though. Her luscious lips were curled in a faint smile as her chest rose and fell against him with her deep, even breaths. He’d already interrupted her sleep once; that corset was just too damned hard to resist. With a sigh, he carefully disentangled himself, shuddering when the inside of her velvety thigh brushed his growing arousal. Just a couple shifts of the hips and a gentle thrust... Shaking his head, he climbed off the bed and left the room before he lost control. He’d have plenty of her later, anyway. 

After taking a few steps into the dim corridor, he stopped. Wasn’t the whole reason he’d given her this new position to fulfill his <i>every</i> sexual desire? To have her at hand whenever he needed release? But she’d been just as accessible when she was his slave. Then why did he relieve her of her chores? The line of reasoning he’d been following last night was foggy to him now. He’d have to get another girl to take up Tsumi’s duties. He’d have to go into town and find a handful of girls that met his criteria, then interview each one thoroughly over the course of several nights. Maybe that wasn’t such a bad idea afterall. He could certainly do with a few new faces around here. 

Chuckling to himself, he continued down the hall wearing nothing but a pleased grin. He made his way quickly to the kitchen, his erection growing as his thoughts shifted to the festivities he had planned for that evening. It’d been a long time since he’d thrown a party. This one would have to make up for lost time. 

Amanya was standing at the massive table in the center of the kitchen, her back to the door as she kneaded a massive ball of bread dough. The long tunic he made the girls wear for indoor chores clung deliciously to her slender elven body as she shifted her weight. She worked the dough with a smooth rhythm, her hips swaying side to side. Amanya was a beautiful woman certainly, but she didn’t have that air of sophistication Tsumi did. She was more than adequate for what he needed right now, though. 

The fires heating the ovens filled the kitchen with heat and the roar of flames, drowning out the sounds of his approach. Thanks to years of practice, he moved with lightning fast speed. In one motion, his left hand lifted the hem of Amanya’s tunic over her backside, spread her firm cheeks, and held her open while his right hand guided himself in. 

“Oh, my Lord!” the woman screamed into the thick air of the kitchen. He sank into her easily, forcing her to bend forward over the table. Filling her completely, he held her slender waist with both hands and drove into her with the intensity of the lust that Tsumi had invoked in him. 

His mind was assaulted with images of Tsumi dangling beneath him, screaming as she crumbled around his thrusts, the way her breasts trembled in the constricting confines of her corset with the impact of their bodies. With a growling grunt the release came quickly, pouring the liquid heat of his climax into Amanya’s body. It wasn’t the best orgasm he’d ever had, but it served its purpose. 

“I want breakfast made for two,” he said through labored breaths as he removed himself from Amanya’s still quivering body and cleaned up with the tail of her tunic. “I’ll be back for it in an hour.” The slave girl was left panting with her Master’s seed trickling down her legs as he walked across the kitchen to the other door. “You may bring yourself to release if you wish,” he added almost as an afterthought before heading down the dim corridor toward his dressing room. 

There were a few hallways in the Manor which he didn’t allow his slaves to enter: the few leading to his personal bedchamber, and this one. 

The corridor he was now in was bare of all decoration. No torches burned in this hall; there wasn’t even a sconce or bracket to hold a torch had he wanted one. The eyes of an elf are very sensitive, however, and he had enough light from the hallway behind him to see by. Even so, there was nothing to see – the passage ended in a blank wall. His step never slowed, however, and as he approached the end of the corridor, he whispered a few words in an arcane tongue. The wall swung silently open like a massive stone door. He stepped inside and the door swung shut behind him. 

The dressing room was the biggest room in the house, and mostly empty. A metal rod stretched the length of the forty-foot long wall to his left, whereupon were hung shirt, jackets, and pants of every color, style, and pattern imaginable, all arranged to form a mesmerizing rainbow of color across the room. On the floor beneath, shoes, boots, sandals, and slippers stood in sharp formation along the base of the wall. The wall to his right displayed armor, from the most supple leather riding gloves to the sturdiest breastplate.  On the wall directly opposite the door was an equally impressive collection of weapons. Swords, daggers, axes, maces, polearms, bows, crossbows, and any other weapon you could want sat sharpened and well-cared for in the masterfully crafted racks.  In the center of the wall was a specially crafted rack that displayed a slender, gently curved sword.  Eternal Mist was his most cherished posession.  The blade was as old as the Elven race, passed down every century.  He was the fifteenth to wield it.  It was a testament to his prowess in battle that he even posessed the weapon.  It reminded him of every life he’d taken, and left a bitter taste in the back of his throat.
In addition to being his dressing room, this massive chamber also served as his practice room. Rather, it had at one time. He used to keep himself proficient in all forms of combat, just in case he was ever found, but the decades of peace and quiet have made him grow lax in his practice. None of the weapons had been taken off the racks in nearly five years. 

This day, however, the Master’s mind was not on weapons and armor. It was on the soft curves and sleek lines of his newly promoted slave. He’d been thinking of Tsumi very often lately, sometimes catching himself staring at her while she worked. What was it about her that seemed to draw him? She’d been in his service for over a decade now, and it hadn’t been until a couple months ago that she began to catch his attention more than the other girls. She wasn’t that much better in bed than the others, so what was it? Was it the hint of nobility he sensed in her? He knew very little of her past before he’d found her, but he was certain she had to have some noble blood in her. Was it the sound of her voice? The scent of her hair? The way she sometimes whimpered during climax? What was it that made him want to keep her with him at all times? 

He realized that he’d been standing in front of the rack of clothes for several long moments and forced the thoughts away. He scanned quickly through his wardrobe and decided on a pair of wide-legged black pants and a simple silk shirt of deep red. He stepped into the pants, tied them low on his waist, and pulled on a pair of plain black sandals. He shrugged the shirt on as he made his way back out of the room. The massive stone door swung open at his approach, and closed behind him when he was back out in the featureless hall. A soft chime, felt more in the mind than heard with the ear, signaled the reactivation of the locking dweomer. 

The soft leather soles of his sandals made not a sound as he walked casually through the labyrinthine network of hallways. He stopped in the dining room where he and Tsumi had met for dinner last night, and opened the doors of the balcony. A gust of fresh warm air rushed in, filling the room with the scents of fresh spring flowers. The bright sunshine called to him, but he forced himself to turn away. He went through another doorway which led to the kitchens. He didn’t know if it had been an hour yet, but his breakfast was waiting for him nonetheless. Amanya was gone. He took the tray of steaming food and made his way back to the master bedchamber to share breakfast with Tsumi, unaware of the smiling sparkle in his eyes. 

==Part 6== 

Tsumi’s deep and dreamless sleep was interrupted by soft points of warmth flickering down her jaw, neck, and chest. They filled her with comfort and security, filled her flesh with their heat. Her mind rose from the depths of slumber, and she soon realized the blossoms of warmth were lips on her skin – Master’s lips. 

When her eyes came open, she looked down to see his sensuous mouth on the smooth mounds of her breasts. She moaned in content and ran her fingers through his silky hair as a smile formed on her lips. She could feel herself warming under his kisses, the heat beginning to coalesce between her legs. Master’s lips began to rise slowly, tracing her cleavage up to her delicate collarbones, then on to her slender neck. He traced the line of her jaw with his mouth before meeting her lips with a smooth kiss. Passion poured into her mouth, hot and urgent. She wrapped her arms around his neck, trying to pull him down on top of her as her tongue slipped between his lips. 

Master’s moan was deep and pulled directly on Tsumi’s arousal. She had kissed her Master before, but it had never been so slow and sensual. Always before it was rough and hard with hot lust. This kiss seemed to soak in deep, all the way to her heart. She wanted this to last forever, but she also wanted to feel his hands on her body, pulling her clothes off, taking what he wanted from her. She was his to take as he needed, and it thrilled her. Instead, he pulled away from the kiss and rose from the bed. Tsumi didn’t want to let go, but she had no choice. 

“I’ve brought breakfast,” he explained, straightening his handsome red shirt as he walked over to where a tray sat on a small table Tsumi hadn’t noticed before. “We should eat before it gets cold.” 

The excitement Tsumi had felt from her Master’s lips soon melted away. She sat up to watch him walk across the room, admiring the almost serpentine grace with which he moved. There were two chairs on either side of the small table, which sat beneath the only window in the room. He lifted the covers off the plates to reveal steaming soup, crispy bacon, boiled eggs, and what looked like apple pie. The delicious aromas reminded Tsumi that she hadn’t eaten in quite some time. She rose slowly out of bed, arranging her skirts and straightening her hair before walking over to the table. 

“Sit,” her Master said in an unusually gentle voice, gesturing to the other chair. Tsumi wondered why he was sharing his breakfast with her. What did it mean? He’d been giving her an awful lot of attention lately, and it made her both excited and nervous. 

Tsumi sat in the chair, her back straight and hands folded neatly in her lap, waiting for her Master to begin his meal. You always waited for your host to take the first bite, her parents had taught her. So she sat with her eyes slightly downcast and waited patiently. Finally, after a silent moment, her Master lifted a spoonful of soup to his lips. 

With the rumbling of her stomach so loud in her ears, Tsumi had to force herself to eat slowly. The food was delicious – a hundred times better than the leftovers the slave girls usually got. The flavors filled her mouth, causing her to moan softly with each bite. Her Master just watched her quietly. 

When their silent meal was finished, Master took the tray and set it outside the door. He returned to the table and straightened his shirt before sitting down. “I’m having a party tonight,” he said in his smooth voice. “And I would like you to attend.” 

When the room stopped spinning around her, Tsumi could only sit staring wide-eyed at her Master. He wanted her to attend a party with him? Was this the night she’d been dreaming of? The night he would see her for more than a body? The night he would accept her as his Lady? 

“I am eager to please my Lord,” Tsumi stammered, trying to keep her eyes down. She wanted to look into his gaze and see what she could read there. She could feel them on her, studying her, evaluating her. Her bosom felt suddenly very exposed, but it was a comforting feeling. Master enjoyed Tsumi’s breasts, and she was happy that her chest so pleased him. 

“Tsumi,” he said softly, almost hesitantly, after a quiet moment. Tsumi’s eyes snapped up to his – it wasn’t the first time he’d ever said her name, but something in his voice caught her attention. She saw desire in his eyes, but it wasn’t the sharp lust he had for all his girls. This was much more warm and deep than anything she’d ever seen in him. There was something else, however, something he didn’t want to show. It came to Tsumi after a moment, and it made her stomach do flips. She saw anxiety and uncertainty in her Master’s downcast eyes. 

“Yes, my Lord?” Tsumi found herself leaning forward, eager to learn what could possibly shake this solid, immutable man. He was very clearly debating something in his mind, and she was all too certain it had to do with her. 

After a moment, Master’s eyes lifted to meet Tsumi’s. She saw the confusion plain and frightening in his gaze and it made her stomach turn into knots. She wanted to reach out and take his hand, to offer him comfort. But before she could, he took a deep breath and his eyes cleared. 

“Tell me about your past, before you came here.” His voice was cool and smooth, just as it always was. It calmed Tsumi enough for her to relax a bit in her chair, but she knew that was not what he had wanted to say. The resignation in his voice was clear. 

“Well,” she began hesitantly, looking down at her fidgeting hands. It had been more than a year since she’d thought much about her life before Master. He’d never shown even the smallest hint of interest in her life before he met her. Thinking back now, however, her earlier life seemed like someone else’s. She took a moment to gather her thoughts before going on. “I don’t remember much of my childhood, except that my parents were nobility and loved me very much.” Tsumi shifted in her chair, her throat tightening at the sudden welling of emotion. 

“I don’t remember them,” she went on, licking her dry lips. “They were killed by a rival house when I was barely seven years old. I was shown mercy, though. My parents’ killers evicted me from the court instead of killing me. I wandered the streets for a few months before I was taken into an orphanage. 

“Nina Montoglio was a caring woman, but there were so many of us. She managed to keep us fed and clothed, though, and the smile and love never left her eyes.” A small smile played over Tsumi’s lips as these warm memories came back to her. But as the memory moved on, the smile slipped into a frown. “She died of the White Waste when I was twelve. I was on the streets again until…” Tsumi paused in her narration, embarassed of that part of her life. She risked a glance up at her Master, but only saw interest and understanding in his painfully handsome face. She dropped her eyes back down to her nervous hands, and nibbled her lower lip for a moment before continuing. 

“I ran the streets for almost three years before I met Madre.” Tsumi took a deep breath to settle the butterflies in her stomach. “I worked for her almost four years.” 

“Is this the same Madre I know?” The interruption startled Tsumi a bit, so wrapped up in her memories she was. She looked up at her Master a moment before the question sank in. 

“I think so. I’ve only ever heard of one woman by that name.” How did master know Madre? Had he visited her brothel before? Is that where he found his other girls? Did it anger him that she was a whore? Tsumi had tried so hard to keep her sense of sophistication and integrity, to forget that part of her life. Does he think less of her now? 

“Go on,” he said with a small nod. 

Tsumi cleared her throat as her eyes dropped again to her lap. “I worked there for almost four years because I was tired of living on the scraps of others. I wanted a room and a bed to sleep in. Sharing that bed with a stranger most nights was a price I was willing to pay for shelter and food in my belly.” 

“Why did you leave?” 

“I got bored, I guess. It was the same thing night after night, and I grew tired of pretending to enjoy it. So I took the money I’d saved and left.” 

Tsumi’s eyes rose to meet the gaze of her Master and found him wearing a mischievous smile. Did that mean he wasn’t angry that she’d been a prostitute? She held his eyes confidently, forcing herself to look him in the face. “Then I met you.” 

==Part 7== 

Xtriv*fsuhcliseid, a demon formerly of the third Plane, arrived at his Mistress’s door with a message cannister held carefully in one of his clawed fists. Another fist hovered inches from the black granite door etched in thousands of runes. 

The demon was hesitant. His stronger upper pair of arms held a tray of sweetmeats and fruits, but Xtriv*fsuhcliseid didn’t think the peace offering would do any good. A sheen of sweat had formed on his thick, muscular chest, making the dark blue skin seem to glow. His three barbed tails swished nervously as he shifted on the hooves of his massive bovine legs. 

The eight-feet-tall demon drew a lungful of air, its almost-human face grimacing in anger and trepidation. Xtriv*fsuhcliseid had never known fear until he had been summoned by The Mistress. He had killed kings, destroyed powerful mages, filled heroic warriors with insane fear; and yet he cowered before The Mistress. It made him furious to think about it. But there was nothing he could do. Yet. 

A deep, heavy snarl curled Xtriv*fsuhcliseid’s lip as the sounds from the other side of the door intensified. The Mistress was screaming. They were screams of pleasure and satisfaction, and that’s what gave the demon pause. He feared his Mistress more in this mood than when she was in a rage, because she was unpredictable. Very unpredictable. 

“Enter, Xtriv*fsuhcliseid.” A spear of ice stabbed the demon’s spine at the sudden words. The voice that spoke his name was smooth and strong; it seduced his mind the way it caressed the syllables, the way the throat-click rolled off her tongue like molten rock, the way it reached down beneath his leather loin cloth to stroke and fondle his two penises, coaxing them erect. The Mistress was the only creature he had ever encountered who could arouse the mighty Xtriv*fsuhcliseid by merely saying his name. 

Slowly, the demon opened the white-knuckled fist that had been about to knock. Joints popped and knuckles cracked. Oily gray smoke that served as blood rose out of four crescent-shaped holes in his palm. He reached to push the door open, but before he could, it swung inward noiselessly. 

Tendrils of cold air and screams wrapped around the demon, pulling him into the room. Most of the enormous chamber was a laboratory. Cauldrons bubbled over nine fires, small animals and minor demons moaned madly in dozens of cages, tattered scrolls and fragile parchments littered every flat surface, and bottles of every possible size and shape lined shelves built haphazardly into the walls. Every bottle was labeled in The Mistress’s neat, spidery script and arranged in order based on the contents’ potency and usefulness. Wherever there was a flat surface - or even not-so-flat - that wasn’t covered in papers, there burned a black candle. The room was awash with warm orange light. 

The far corner of the room was curtained off with heavy black velvet. It was from behind this gently swaying wall that the screams came. The Mistress’s bed chamber. Or torture chamber, depending on your sexual preferences. As Xtriv*fsuhcliseid walked through the Mistress’s laboratory with surprising agility, the black curtain began to move. It slid to the right with deliberate patience. 

“Come on, you son of a Wgythrian pig! Fuck me!” The Mistress’s smooth voice, even in the throes of passion, made velvet feel like gravel. Gripping the tray of sweets tightly and the message cannister gingerly, Xtriv*fsuhcliseid watched as his Mistress came into view. 

Atop her massive round bed, The Mistress rocked back and forth on her hands and knees as the imp kneeling behind her thrust into her with all its meager strength. Her black hair hung over one shoulder and obscured the view of one of her heavy breasts. The other flailed wildly, its nipple hard and fat. She was wearing a black underbust corset ribbed in red that hugged the narrow curve of her waist. Her bare ass was small, but firm and round, quivering with the impact of the imp’s boyish hips. 

In human standards at least, Xtriv*fsuhcliseid’s Mistress was beautiful. She’d informed him many times, usually after he performed especially well, that the body she’d chosen to inhabit used to belong to one of the most sexually appealing women that ever lived. He believed it. She was a prime specimen, even though he preferred another pair of breasts and at least one tail. 

It was because the Mistress new the demon’s true name that she kept him in check, but it was the sheer strength of her personality that kept Xtriv*fsuhcliseid coming back. As much as he hated what she did to him sometimes, there was an undeniable magnetism that kept drawing him back, slavering for more, always more. 

Like right now. Her mouth hung open in a silent moan of desire, and all Xtriv*fsuhcliseid wanted to do was to shove one of his cocks into that pouting - but at the same time commanding - mouth. He felt the leather loincloth begin to rise. 

“I brought sweets, Mistress.” Xtriv*fsuhcliseid’s voice was deep and gutteral. It sounded like a rockslide. He set the tray on the bedside table and stood next to the circular bed. His two pairs of arms hung limply at his sides and his tails swished nervously behind him as he waited for his Mistress’s orders. He was helpless to stop his erections from growing. 

She swung her head around and fixed the larger demon with piercing blue eyes. The Mistress leaned forward, pulling herself off the imp’s pistoning shaft and kicked the scrawny creature squarely in the chest. It tumbled through the air and hit the stone wall with a cracking thud. The lifeless body fell heavily to the floor, it’s neck and permanently erect penis broken. 

“Xtriv*fsuhcliseid, finally! Get your beautiful cocks over here!” The Mistress spun around onto her back, her hair and breasts flailing with the motion. The incompetent imp was already out of her mind. She spread her legs wide, displaying her swollen red pussy and the smaller, puckered hole beneath it. Her black hair was pooled beneath her head. Without hesitation, Xtriv*fsuhcliseid climbed onto the bed, tearing the miniscule loincloth from his hips. The Mistress’s hand went between her legs and rubbed furiously at her cunt. “I don’t know why I even let you leave my bedchamber,” she said with a wickedly bright grin. Her eyes were locked on the growing pair of penises coming toward her. 

Xtriv*fsuhcliseid’s upper member was almost completely erect. Easily fourteen inches long, the thick shaft bent gently upward. The lower organ was more than eight inches long and narrow. Despite being big for a human male, it looked tiny compared to the massive muscle above it. 

The Mistress’s hand glistened with her own moisture in the orange candlelight. When the demon was within reach, she wrapped her hand around his major penis, coating it with her own arousal. “Get inside me, now,” she commanded in that irresistable voice. She brought the head to her cleft and pressed it into her, moaning with delight. Xtriv*fsuhcliseid supported himself with his stronger upper arms next to her head, the message canister half-forgotten in his grip, while his lower hands fondled her huge breasts. They were each as big as her head - full, firm, and incredibly bouncy. The nipples were fat and swollen, each the size of a juicy grape. He flicked them with the pads of his thumbs as he penetrated her. 

When the head of his larger cock was firmly inside her, he leaned into her body until the tip of his minor cock nudged the puckered hole of her ass. “What are you waiting for,” she growled as she reached down to lubricate the smaller member and guide it into her asshole. She screamed again as her sphincter stretched around the bulbous head. 

Xtriv*fsuhcliseid pressed into his Mistress while keeping his eyes locked on her face. Without meeting her gaze, he could feel her eyes burning into him as she took him in with a deep groan of contentment. After a moment she tilted her head, indicating the message cannister in his hand. 

“What’s that?” she asked, her voice thick and gasping. 

“I apologize, Mistress,” Xtriv*fsuhcliseid said. His weaker arm released The Mistress’s breast and took the cannister from his upper hand. He handed it to her and resumed the rough breast play. “This came for you moments ago,” he added as he filled her with a final quick thrust. 

The Mistress screamed and almost dropped the message. “There, now fuck me,” she said in her commanding voice, and opened the tube. It was sealed with the sigil of Vortak the Enthraller – the general of her army. She broke the seal and poured the rolled parchment out into her hand. Her body rocked and her breasts bounced with the demon’s strong thrusts as she unrolled the message. Xtriv*fsuhcliseid could see the fury building in his Mistress’s eyes as she scanned the paper and it made him pause. Her eyes snapped up to his, sending a spear of dread down his spine. “I said fuck me, you tailless piece of faerie shit!” 

Xtriv*fsuhcliseid resumed his thrusts with angered fervor. The Mistress’s eyes rolled back as the stronger waves of pleasure swept over her. Once she acclimated herself to the increased sensations, she resumed reading the letter. Their bodies clapped together loudly in the silence of the room as her eyes slid back and forth across the parchment. As Xtriv*fsuhcliseid watched her face, the scowl began to melt into a devious grin. 

“Well,” she said finally, dropping the paper to the bed. “It seems I was wrong to doubt the girl’s abilities.” Her eyes were bright and intense as she reached up and curled her hands around the demon’s thick neck. “Our elven friend has been found, and it seems he’s even got his own little family,” she added with a throaty chuckle. Xtriv*fsuhcliseid was relieved to see his Mistress in a better mood, but he did not like the grin on her lips one bit. Instead, he concentrated on the lips stretched around his massive member. He could feel her squeezing him and he knew that she was close. 

Suddenly, with surprising strength, his Mistress shoved the demon onto his back and straightened on top of him. She looked down at Xtriv*fsuhcliseid with a hungry look and began moving her hips in small circles. After a long moment of the torturous gyrations, she leaned forward to brace herself on the demon’s broad chest. “Take me,” is all she said. 

Gripping the Mistress’s hips in his lower arms, Xtriv*fsuhcliseid reached up to hold her down with his larger, stronger hands on her shoulders. His hips came up in a sharp thrust, forcing a scream from his Mistress’s sensuous lips as he pulled her down on to his cocks. He set an immediate, savage pace, thrusting up as he pulled her down, and within moments, she was screaming in painful ecstacy. With her hands free, Mistress reached one down and rubbed furiously at her swollen clit. An instant later, she shuddered violently as a flood of fluid erupted from her stretched cleft, coating the demon’s lower abdomen in her release. 

“Oh, Xtriv*fsuhcliseid! That’s why you’re my best!” The demon stopped his thrusts, letting her grind her quivering cunt onto his shaft. When his hands released her, she lowered herself to lay atop him, kissing the smooth muscles of his chest. He knew he’d get no satisfaction for himself now that she was finished, but that was never something he mentioned to his Mistress. 

“Now, I’ve got another job for you,” she said, looking up at him. The smile on her lips was smooth and seductive, but the sparkle in her eye was pure evil. 

==Part 8== 

((Part 8 – flashback to the night Tsumi met Master – Tsumi is in an inn, Master comes in. After a while he approaches her, wanting to ‘purchase’ her for the night. She declines vehemently, no longer being a whore. But he persists, and something about him draws Tsumi to him. She finally relents, and he gives her the most amazing sex of her life. She’s hesitant to let him go – she didn’t know sex could be that good, having only experienced it with those dirty men from Madre’s. She doesn’t have anywhere to go, so Master offers her a ‘job’ at his manor. || Tsumi witnessed a noble Lord of her former rival House – the one that killed her parents – having sex with a small boy, met Master in her flight from crime scene, he offered her protection… for a price. || Feeling ashamed of herself for having let all those men in the whorehouse take advantage of her, Tsumi steels her resolve and decides she’s going to seduce a man, pay HIM for sex, and make him do what she wants him to. So, she goes into an inn and sits down to dinner. She surveys the room for most of the evening, but all of the men are either fat, ugly, smell, obnoxious, etc. Until Master comes in. He sits quietly in the corner, eating his meal, watching the other patrons. Tsumi sometimes feels his eyes on her, but never does she meet them. He’s very handsome, etc. so she decides to take him. She approaches him, propositions him, and he agrees. When they get up to her room, however, things change – he takes control of her, tells her he knows about her ‘secret’ and that if she wants him to keep quiet about it, she’ll have to come along with him.)) 

“Then you met me,” Master echoed, gently nodding his head. He was looking at Tsumi, but his eyes were far away, probably reliving that night, replaying every moment in his mind. His lip curled into a faint smile, and Tsumi felt butterflies in her tummy. He’d enjoyed that night, the smile seemed to indicate. That it was apparently such a fond memory meant that he must think fondly of her. 

Tsumi studied his handsome face a moment longer, until her own thoughts began to return to that night more than a decade ago. The memory was still bright and vivid in her mind – she even shivered at the recollection of the wintery weather. 

The air had been cold and the sky clear and crisp on that fateful night. The memory felt like it was someone else’s now. Master had become her entire life, had enveloped her mind in the time since they’d met, so that everything before him felt like it was a thousand years ago. 

But Tsumi could still feel that stiff, cool breeze on her cheeks as if it was just yesterday. She remembered the open sky between the buildings and how her eyes kept drifting up to the star-filled sky as she walked aimlessly down the streets, wondering where her new-found freedom would take her. Maybe she could take a trip across the plains, sleep under these beautiful stars every night. 

Who was she kidding? She didn’t know anything about surviving outside the city. She didn’t know how to make a fire, how to hunt, how to forage. She’d probably freeze to death the first night outside the gates. 

Sighing heavily, Tsumi pulled her cloak tighter around her body and continued down the street. There was a definite chill in the air, surprising for this time of year. The streets were mostly empty, except for the occasional drunk staggering off down an alley, the dirt-crusted orphan children running and yelling into the relative quiet of the night, and every once in a while a mangy dog would sprint down the gutter in search of more scraps. Otherwise, the night was peaceful. 

Turning a random and anonymous corner, she came face to face with a small girl, no more than ten years old. Terrified, the girl stood staring at Tsumi with wide, frightened eyes. The girl was obviously homeless. Her clothes – what articles weren’t too small for her were much too large – were tattered and ripped, caked with mud and other filth. Her brown hair was a nest of tangles and knots. Her face and hands may have been a warm cream tone, but the layer of dirt made her brown. The only thing clean on her were her eyes. They were big, green, and amazingly clear. They were locked on Tsumi’s and it twisted her heart to see desperation, fear, and wariness in the girl’s gaze instead of hope, love, and happiness. 

Tsumi searched those beautiful eyes, trying to find something warm, something to nurture dreams. But all Tsumi saw deep in those cerulean pools was herself. She saw the same pain, loneliness, and despair that had ruled her life since her parents had been murdered. The bitter hatred she found in the girl’s eyes was intense and hungry behind the fear. 

But worst of all, Tsumi saw this little girl as she’d look in another five years; her breasts becoming noticeable beneath her tunic, the curve of her hips beginning to swell, the pudginess of childhood melting away, and the innocent fire in her eyes being extinguished by the thrusts of a strange man’s clumsy erection. Tsumi saw all of it in this sweet, frightened girl, saw her bent over the back of a broken, splintered chair rocking with the thrusts of a fat, smelly lord’s lust, hoping to earn enough so that she could eat tomorrow. 

With tears in her eyes, Tsumi forced the image from her mind and reached into her belt pouch. She knelt on the dirty street and held a silver coin out to the frightened child. She didn’t want this girl to end up with the life she’d had. This girl was still young, still had hope of becoming something she could be proud of. All she needed was a little guidance – but not the guidance Tsumi’d had. 

“It’s alright, sweetheart. I won’t hurt you,” Tsumi said when the girl showed no indication of moving to take the coin. “Go get yourself something to eat, some new clothes.” Still the girl wouldn’t move. Tsumi placed the coin on the ground and stepped back. She wished she could do more, but Tsumi wasn’t in a much better situation herself. Moments passed and still the girl didn’t move. Finally Tsumi wiped the warm tears from her cheeks and turned away. 

As soon as her back was turned, Tsumi heard a brief shuffle of movement. When she spun back around, both child and coin were gone. 

Well, that was the best she could do, Tsumi kept telling herself. Hopefully the girl would use the money for something she needed, something that would improve the quality of her life. With a heavy sigh, Tsumi pulled her cloak tighter and continued down the street. 

Without knowing where she was going or how long she’d been wandering, Tsumi happened to pass the front door of an inn. The sign hanging above the doorway read <i>The Arching Bear</i> and showed a standing bear aiming a longbow at a target. The smells of beer and sweat hit her like a charging bull, but underneath those bitter smells was a much more pleasant odor of roasting meat. Her stomach rumbled in response and she realized she hadn’t eaten since lunch. The smell of meat made Tsumi’s mouth water and the picture made her smile, so she ducked inside to warm her bones and belly. 

==Part 9== 

The common room of the inn was awash with smokey orange light from candles, wall sconces, and the massive fireplace in the far wall. Half the tables were occupied, mostly by rough-looking men with a smattering of dwarf or elf. The steady thrum of conversation slowly dwindled as the other patrons began noticing the elf woman standing in the doorway. Tsumi’s cloak was still pulled tightly around her, hiding the curves of her body from the hungry eyes she now felt. Platinum locks curtained her gentle face when she lowered her gaze to the floor. 

<i>Best to avert your eyes, lest you attract unwanted attention,</i> her mother had told her when she was a young girl. 

She shuffled quickly over to the bar, where the innkeeper was already on his way to meet her. 

“Name’s Vico, young miss. What kin I do fer ye?” the man asked, wiping his hands on a remarkably filthy apron. He was short and round with a face like a rat; what little hair remained on the sides of his head was combed over the top in a vain effort to hide his baldness. His smile was warm and genuine, however, and made Tsumi feel welcomed. 

“I would like a plate of food and a room please,” Tsumi said in a quiet voice. When she lifted her eyes to the innkeeper’s, she was relieved to see that there was no hunger there. The conversation had picked back up around her, but Tsumi could still feel all those eyes groping her. Vico regarded her with an almost familial warmth as he nodded and began giving orders to his helpers. He shuffled quickly over to a massive keg at the far end of the bar and returned with a foaming mug. 

“Here y’are, lass.” The portly man set the mug on the polished surface of the bar and scooped up the coins Tsumi had put down. “Ye’ll be wantin a table by the fire, no doubt,” he went on, almost babbling. “Take that chill out’n yer bones.” 

“That would be nice,” Tsumi said, unable to restrain her smile. Despite his less-than-attractive appearance, Tsumi found she liked the stout innkeeper. His comforting eyes and ready smile were a welcomed break from the almost constant glares of hunger that seemed to follow her around the city. 

“Go on over, dear. We’ll bring yer food ‘n I’ll make sure me boy keeps trouble from int’ruptin yer meal. Yer room’ll be upstairs at the end o’ the hall.” One of his pudgy hands dipped into a pocket of his apron and came out with a key. He pressed it into Tsumi’s hand, then flashed a final smile before shuffling into the kitchen. 

With beer in hand, Tsumi walked around the outside of the common room to avoid going through the midst of the burly men. She could feel their eyes on her, grasping at her, imagining what she had under the cloak. <i>Not that it would matter,</i> she thought to herself. <i>Half of them would probably be happy with a rolled up slice of bacon.</i> 

Tsumi’s table was tucked back in the corner, about as far from the sea of eyes as she could get. There were no torches on the walls back here, no candles burning on the table. It was surprisingly comfortable but Tsumi could still feel eyes on her. She wondered what was keeping all of those hungry men from jumping her, tearing her clothes off, raping her in the middle of the room. 

As if in answer, a huge man came out from the kitchen and sat in a chair on the other side of the fireplace. He looked like a walking mountain; at least seven feet tall with thick muscles that appeared to be carved of stone. His height hinted at elven heritage, but he was definitely human – no elf would be that muscular, that massive. 

Tsumi didn’t get a chance to see his face, because before she was able to peel her eyes from his freakishly huge body, he’d taken a seat in the shadows of the opposite corner. He picked up a cudgel that had been leaning unnoticed in the dark corner and propped it against his thigh. 

<i>That must be Vico’s boy,</i> Tsumi thought. She could barely make out his head turning slowly as he kept a watch on the noisy crowd, his massive arms crossed over his barrel of a chest. 

Their chances at her all but thwarted, the rest of the common room resumed the conversations that had been interrupted by Tsumi’s appearance. She felt comforted by this big man’s presence, but she was still a little wary of her surroundings. She’d become very sensitive to the lecherous gazes of men during her time with Madre, and she felt her new found confidence ebbing away. 

Before too long, a serving girl came out of the kitchen with a plate of steaming food. She was a pretty enough girl close to Tsumi’s age, but the years of working in the smoke and heat of the kitchens had traced lines at the corners of her mouth and eyes. Her brown hair was in two braids that were pulled over her shoulders and tucked into the cleavage of her massive pale breasts. Tsumi’s eyes widened, expecting the quivering mounds to spill out, as the girl leaned forward to put her plate on the table. 

“Here y’are, doll,” the girl said with a wink and a smile. She turned away before Tsumi could thank her. She watched as the girl was stopped on her way back to the kitchen by a rather boisterous man. He yanked her into his lap and began to paw at her body. He squeezed her breasts with one hand and tried to lift her skirts, all the while offering suggestions of what she should let him do to her. It made Tsumi sick with revulsion as she remembered the filthy men from Madre’s. But the serving woman just laughed and ground her hips down into the man’s, encouraging him to treat her like an animal. 

The common room was now filled with the laughter and encouragements of the other men. Tsumi thought about slipping out the door, but she was too hungry. This might be the only chance at a meal she’d get. <i>Just eat your food and forget about it,</i> she admonished herself. 

As she looked away from the lecherous scene, she caught sight of a man at the far end of the bar. Two things about him caught Tsumi’s eye: he was the only other patron that wasn’t hooting and hollering at the baudy scene in the middle of the common room, and he was the most handsome man she had ever seen. He was turned in Tsumi’s general direction, but he wasn’t looking at her. He was watching the escalating events with disinterest. 

Tsumi didn’t need to see the pointed ears to know he was an elf. There was a wisdom in his sharp, clear eyes that spoke of centuries of experience. His long platinum hair was pulled into a ponytail at the base of his skull that accentuated his angular, chiseled face. 

<i>Why don’t men like him visit Madre’s,</i> Tsumi thought bitterly. She might have actually enjoyed spreading her legs for strangers if they’d been as handsome and easy to look at as this man. <i>He doesn’t need to go to a whorehouse,</i> Tsumi reasoned. He could have any girl he wanted, so why should he have to go and pay to fuck a dirty whore? 

A dirty whore like her. 

A sudden, deafening burst of shouts and laughter shattered Tsumi’s reverie. The serving girl and her drunken suitor had decided to part ways, it appeared. Tsumi looked over in time to see the woman connect an elbow to the side of the greedy man’s head. His eyes rolled back in his head and he crumpled to the floor. The serving girl stood above him, retying the front of her bodice. Tsumi couldn’t tell if all the men were cheering for the woman or laughing at the man. Either way, the idea of a woman actually striking a man was completely foreign to her. 

Her entire life had been based around the idea that women were subservient to men. Men were the ones that fought in wars, they were the ones that made all the decisions, they were the ones that gave their seed to the women. It was a woman’s duty to ensure her man’s happiness, to provide him with an heir, lest he leave her for another. 

But this girl, this <i>servant</i> just shattered all of that with one swing of her elbow. Why couldn’t women have what they wanted? Why couldn’t a woman say no to something she didn’t want? 

Why couldn’t a man be used to pleasure a woman? 

Tsumi’s eyes swung back to the elf sitting at the bar. Her heart thundered in her chest as she realized what it was she was considering. She quickly wiped her mouth and walked with a determined stride across the common room. She paid no attention to her surroundings – she was focused on one thing. 

“Excuse me,” she said when she was standing next to her quarry. She mentally winced at the weakness in her voice. She’d need to be stronger than that if she was to do what she had in mind. 

“Yes?” the man said, swinging his eyes around to meet hers. Tsumi almost fainted when that gaze latched onto hers. Such strength and vitality! She felt herself crumbling under his scrutiny, felt herself wanting to drop to her knees and grovel at his feet, to beg him to take her and use her any way he wanted. But she fought it. It was the hardest thing she’d ever had to do, but she straightened her back and regarded him sternly, almost disdainfully. 

“I want you in my room at the end of the hall, right now.” Before she lost her nerve and before he could turn the offer down, Tsumi spun on her heels and went through the crowd to the stairs leading up to the second floor. Her heart was racing and her blood throbbed in her brain, but she forced herself to keep moving, to keep her eyes foward. She had to believe in her confidence if this was going to work. If she showed just one bit of doubt, her nerves and her plans would both shatter. 

When she reached the top of the stairs, she quickened her pace. There were still no footsteps behind her, but she didn’t let herself think about that too much. It didn’t mean anything at this point. She retrieved the key the innkeeper had given her and unlocked the door at the end of the hall. She slipped into the darkness and shut the door behind her. Tsumi quickly lit the lamp she found on the bedside table. The room was small but clean. It would serve well enough. 

She threw her cloak into the corner and used the small mirror above the wash basin to check herself over. Her hair was a little dusty from wandering the streets, but otherwise needed minimal maintenance. Her simple blue dress, having been hidden beneath her cloak, had fared better than her hair. It wasn’t a remarkable garment, but it fit her well. She hoped it would be enough. 

Tsumi nearly jumped through the ceiling when she heard a sharp, quiet knock on her door. She tried to force her heart to slow down, but it wouldn’t listen. Facing the door, she took a moment to smooth her skirts and try to collect her composure. If she answered immediately, she’d sound too eager and control of the situation would slip through her fingers. She took one more deep breath, hoping her voice wouldn’t betray her anxiety. 

“Enter.” 

==Part 10== 

((Tsumi and Master’s first meeting – Tsumi loses control of the situation, Master asserts his dominance, tells her he knows about her ‘secret’)) 

The door swung open silently and a tall, dark figure slipped into Tsumi’s dimly lit room. Again it was his eyes that drew her attention. They were bright, almost glowing, and held Tsumi’s as he closed the door softly behind him. He stood motionless, arms hanging at his sides, as he regarded her. 

<i>By the gods, he’s gorgeous,</i> she thought when the breath caught in her throat. She could feel his presence fill the room, making it crowded and almost uncomfortable. In his wide-legged black pants and high-collared black jacket, he looked even more beautiful than she remembered. Despite his bare feet, he looked formal; much too formal to be in a place like this. At the same time he exuded a relaxed, calm aura. The silence stretched on, but it wasn’t uncomfortable. Tsumi could have stared at him for hours. 

<i>Now what do I do?</i> she suddenly asked herself. He was there now, but what came next? She was well aware of her overall intentions, but the means by which she would arrive there hadn’t been considered. 

Before she knew what was happening, her legs were carrying her slowly toward him. Tsumi hadn’t consciously decided to approach him, but now that she was drawing closer, she felt thrilled. And more than a little scared. She could feel her hips tilting seductively with each slow step. Four small steps closed the distance between them, their eyes never breaking contact. His scent filled her nostrils. She breathed it in deeply, letting his musk carry her mind away on the wings of her desire. 

“You seem a bit out of place here,” Tsumi said softly as one of her slender hands rose to touch his chest. She was nearly overwhelmed by the sense of power in him. As well as the strength, there was an underlying current of gentleness and agility. It made her heart race. 

“The same could be said of you,” he answered in a smooth voice that made Tsumi’s knees tremble. It was the first time she’d really heard his voice and the ease with which she felt herself being seduced frightened her. With every passing second she felt more attracted to this strange man, more drawn to his vibrant masculinity. 

“Then we make a good match,” Tsumi breathed in response. She could feel her control of the situation being crushed by the sheer force of his presence. She found she wanted nothing more than to be the center of his attention, to be the focus of those intoxicating eyes. She would do anything to be regarded by that gaze, weighed and measured by him. She wanted to please him, to give him whatever he wanted, whatever he asked of her. 

<i>No!</i> her mental voice shouted. <i>You must be strong, Tsumi. This is </i>your<i> night to take what </i>you<i> want!</i> Yes, this was her night to get the pleasure she’d always wanted, always hoped she could experience in the arms of a man. The pleasure that was always just out of reach during her time with Madre – her time as a whore. This night would be about her. 

Finally able to pull her eyes away from his, Tsumi’s other hand rose and began to unbutton his jacket. After several agonizing seconds of watching each button slip through its hole, the jacket came open to reveal his bare chest. All of the desire that had been building within her since he stepped through the door now settled in a hard ball deep in her gut. She pushed the garment off his shoulders and he let it fall to the floor. 

The warm yellow light of the candle seemed to dance over his muscular, well-toned body; the taut muscles flexed and rippled under his smooth skin with even the slightest movement. Tsumi whispered a hand over his tight chest and immediately thought of a sword wrapped in velvet – smooth, soft, and comforting, but deceptively strong and dangerous. The churning knot of lust in her belly now began to grow hot with need. Her breathing was short and shallow, her heartbeat fast and strong. 

Tsumi watched as her fingers danced lightly down his body. She traced the ridges of his abdominal muscles, spiraled around his navel, and continued the descent. When her fingertips reached the low waistband of his pants, she lifted her eyes to look into his face. Her head swam briefly, as if his mere presence was making her drunk. 

She felt her lips curl into a grin as her uncharacteristically clumsy fingers began to unbutton his pants. Still he stood stoically, hands limp at his sides. Tsumi might have given anything at that moment to feel those undoubtedly strong hands take her by the waist and toss her onto the tiny bed, to pin her down, to hold her helpless while he had his way with her. But this torment was exquisite and left her mouth watering with anticipation. 

Tsumi made herself clear her mind when the pants finally came open. She took her lower lip between her teeth as she studied his face, watching for any sign of emotion. The chiseled countenance betrayed nothing. Tsumi was surprised at how angry that made her. She wanted to see him squirming under her hands, fighting himself to remain still, begging for some kind of relief to this building tension. But he just stood there, as emotionless as the stone his face seemed to be sculpted from; like he could care less whether he got to touch this woman’s body. 

For a brief moment, Tsumi’s confidence threatened to shatter, threatened to reduce her to a whimpering, sniveling little slut, threatened to force her to her knees, to beg him to touch her, just touch her so she could get on with her pathetic life. Her self-confidence wavered on the brink of collapse until she reached down and felt the warmth of his manhood in her hand. 

Even flaccid, the man’s member was thick and long. When she wrapped her slender fingers around his girth, the organ flexed and began to grow stiff. Tsumi gasped, partly at his size, partly at the instantaneous flash of desire in his breathtaking eyes. 

He <i>did</i> want her. 

Tsumi couldn’t stop the soft moan from escaping her lips as she began to gently stroke his growing arousal. He grew solid almost immediately and Tsumi felt that little knot of heat in her belly explode into a raging inferno of blind lust. His eyes drilled straight into her until she felt his lustful gaze tug on her aroused center. Tsumi’s arm came up around his neck and pulled him down into a hard, hungry kiss. Then everything seemed to happen at once. 

He thrust his tongue into Tsumi’s mouth as he wrapped her body in his strong arms. His hands seemed to know exactly where they needed to go to get her dress undone. Her clothes were gone faster than she would have believed. The feeling of his hard body on her naked skin nearly shattered Tsumi’s building lust. She felt her control of the situation slipping away, but she didn’t care anymore. She had him now. He was doing exactly what she wanted, so she didn’t see the harm in letting him guide their actions for now. As long as his attention was on her, she didn’t care. 

With their bodies pressed so close, it was difficult for Tsumi to stroke him the way she wanted, so she released him and threw both arms around his neck. His mouth was warm and soft, but confident at the same time. She again thought fleetingly of a sword wrapped in velvet. 

The next thing she knew, Tsumi was lifted off her feet and dropped onto the bed. He stood above her next to the bed, looking down at her, slowly raking his scrutinizing gaze over her entire body. Tsumi felt incredibly exposed; her first instinct was to cover herself. But when he took his stiff member in his hand, the urge passed. She could see the hunger in his eyes and it made her stomach twist into an excited knot. 

After a moment he climbed onto the bed and knelt between Tsumi’s open legs. The air of the room felt cold on her moist center and it made her nipples tighten even more. Chewing on her lower lip, Tsumi curled her feet around his backside and urged him forward. He released his member and fell onto his hands. He loomed above her, looking down into her eyes for a moment before lowering his head to kiss the base of Tsumi’s neck. With a sigh of content, she wrapped her arms around his midsection to pull him down. He succumbed to her summons and lowered himself on top of her. 

Without guidance, as though it knew exactly where it was destined to go, the smooth head of his erection pressed against the slippery folds of Tsumi’s cleft. She moaned loudly and tightened her legs around his waist. He felt impossibly thick, poised at the entrance of her most secret place, but she wanted him, wanted to have him inside her, wanted him to fill her. 

With a pleading whimper and a squeeze of her legs, Tsumi begged him to enter her. Her fingernails clawed at his back as she moaned underneath him. His lips came away from her neck and pressed onto Tsumi’s mouth. She felt the pressure build between her legs as he slowly, carefully began to press into her. The passionate kiss only served to stoke the growing flames of her arousal. Tsumi shifted her hips and the velvety head of his cock finally sank into her. She screamed into his mouth as she stretched around his thickness, but he just continued to kiss her. He stopped his careful thrusting to let her acclimate herself to his size, then began to push again with each flex of his manhood. Tears flowed from Tsumi’s eyes, but the pain was tolerable. It was a good pain, the best pain. 

Just as Tsumi was getting used to his slow, gentle penetration, she felt a deep rumble in his chest a heartbeat before he drove his glorious cock deep into her. She screamed again when her body shattered around him, clenched desperately at his thick shaft, trembled beneath him, clung to his sweat-slicked body as the first orgasm tore through her body. 

==Part 11== 

Colors more beautiful and vibrant than she could possibly imagine swirled before Tsumi’s eyes. Deep iridescent blues, softly warm reds, and blazing yellows pulsed and throbbed before her in a strong rhythm that matched the one deep in her belly. 

As the colors began to fade, so too did any control Tsumi had over the situation. He was thrusting into her with savage abandon and she was at his mercy; her strength had been drained by the climax, her mind seduced by the blissful colors. All she could do now was take whatever this man gave. 

In her mind, Tsumi berated herself for losing control. This was supposed to be <i>her</i> night. But time went on, and their lovemaking only got more passionate as he took control. Every thing he did was better than the last, so Tsumi found herself wanting only more of him, wanting to see what he would do next. She wanted anything and everything he could give her. 

He was a creative and tireless lover. Tsumi soon lost track of how many orgasms each of them enjoyed, but even after his third he was ready to go again within moments. And surprisingly, Tsumi found herself repeatedly wanting more, <i>always</i> more. She wanted to drink in his body, to immerse herself in the smell of his sweat, the taste of his neck, the feel of his strong hands on her slender body. He made her feel so fragile and delicate. But like an intricate sculpture in the hands of a master glass-blower, Tsumi felt safe and sheltered in his presence. 

As the number of hours and climaxes continued to slip by unnoticed, Tsumi became more and more enthralled by this man. The silly notion of controlling him had long ago drifted away on her screams of passion. As he grunted in postponed exhaustion and the last of his warm seed trickled down Tsumi’s throat, she knew deep in her heart that she could never hold the reins of this magnificent steed of a man. He had completely taken over control of their lovemaking, and she’d found herself comforted by the fact that she no longer needed to impress him. She could let herself get swept away in his obvious skill. This man was a leader, and she found herself wanting – <i>needing</i> – to follow. 

As the sky outside the room’s small window began to lighten with the coming dawn, the couple lay in bed. They were both exhausted, but neither could find sleep. Tsumi lay curled up against him, her head on his shoulder, her long legs tangled in his. She could still taste him in her mouth, could still feel the memory of his magnificent muscle thrusting into her, could still feel that long tongue between her legs. The only sound in the room was their deep, even breathing. For the first time in her life, Tsumi felt content, fulfilled, happy with her situation. 

“I know how you got that scar,” he said abruptly. His voice was loud and sharp, as if to spite the serenity of the peaceful moment. 

“Scar? What scar?” But Tsumi knew exactly what he was talking about. She felt the blood drain from her face and was thankful that he couldn’t see the dread that had descended on her. 

There was only one scar on Tsumi’s body. Low on her back, at the top of the cleavage of her buttocks, was an X of pale scar tissue. She didn’t know what it was from or how she got it, but she could remember overhearing her parents argue when they thought her out of earshot. She’d been too young to understand exactly what they were saying, but she knew they were talking about her and the mark on her back. 

Tsumi hadn’t even thought about the scar for years. It was in a place she never saw, and no one had ever commented on it. She’d once had hope of divining its meaning, but over time it had just faded from her thoughts. 

Until now. 

The arm underneath her shifted a bit to allow him to reach the small of her back. She felt his finger touch and begin to trace the scar that was about the size of a thumbnail. 

“This,” he said. His voice was calm and relaxed. 

“Oh,” Tsumi said, trying not to squirm. “That’s nothing.” 

“It’s far from nothing,” he answered in a tone that seemed amused. After a pause, he turned his head to look down at her. “You don’t know what gave you the scar, do you?” 

Tsumi suddenly rose from him, taking the sheet with her to wrap around her naked body, and stood next to the bed. She stared down at him, confused and not a little scared. 

He rolled onto his side and looked up at her. His eyes felt like they were driving deep into her own, burrowing down into her soul. She felt uncomfortable under his scrutiny, but couldn’t look away. After a long, silent moment, he swung his legs off the side of the bed and sat up. 

“You do know,” he said with a touch of exasperation. It made Tsumi feel childish. “You know, but you’ve hidden it from yourself. 

“There are many painful memories tied to that scar,” he went on as he stood after a short pause. “But I can help you.” 

“You can?” she stammered. “How?” 

“I can’t be the only one that knows your secret, and some day, those others are going to come after you. If you stay out on the streets, they will find you.” 

<i>Who is this man? How can he know all this,</i> Tsumi thought frantically. <i>Why would people be looking for me? What in the hells is going on?</i> 

Something must have changed in Tsumi’s face because his eyes softened and the smile on his lips made her legs tremble. He closed the distance between then in an instant and wrapped Tsumi in his strong arms. She tried to resist, but the warmth and comfort was too inviting. She gave in to him. 

“You would be safe with me, at my Manor.” There was concern in his voice, but Tsumi doubted his sincerity. <i>How can he care so much about me? He doesn’t even know my name. And I don’t know his name.</i> She looked up into his eyes again and her legs nearly collapsed beneath her. <i>He’s so beautiful, though.... What would it be like to have him so close to hand? To have that magnificent body whenever I wanted it?</i> 

Tsumi pulled the sheet from between them, needing to feel the warmth of his skin against hers. She felt like crying, but his strong body supported her, kept her from breaking down. It was shelter from the storm that was now raging in her mind and heart. 

Deep down, Tsumi knew that the scar on her back carried dangerous implications. Her parents wouldn’t have argued so vehemtly about it if it had just been a wound from normal childhood antics. But what was it? What had given her such a peculiar scar? And did this man, whom she’d only just met hours ago, truly know how she came to have the strange mark? Could she trust him? He obviouisly knew something. But what? 

Tsumi suddenly felt alone and vulnerable. Wrapped in those strong arms though, the worry gnawing at her mind felt distant and increasingly unimportant. She leaned into him to draw more of his supportive strength and immediately felt his manhood respond. It pressed against her, warm and heavy, and Tsumi was surprised at how desprately she wanted him. 

She took the growing member in her hand and looked up into his eyes, but his face was blank. It began to drift farther away, and Tsumi realized that she was dropping to her knees. The long, thick muscle throbbed and hardened with every slow stroke of her hand. Without waiting for it to become fully erect, she plunged him into her mouth. 

All of her fears and worries were temporarily forgotten as this avatar of masculinity grew and filled her mouth. When she felt his fingers comb through her hair, she looked up and was elated to see the intense pleasure written on his face. That familiar warm tug began deep in her belly, and she was no longer satisfied with having him just in her mouth. She removed him with an audible pop and rose to throw her arms around his neck. She rained kisses on his lips, cheeks, chin, and neck as he flexed between their bellies, and it made the need within her grow. 

“Take me,” she breathed into his ear. “Please.” 

A heartbeat later, she was pinned beneath him on the bed. Another heartbeat, and he was sliding into her. Tsumi muffled her screams by biting into the flesh of his shoulder. Her fingernails dug into his muscular back, trying to hold on, trying to give him some resistance so that he might thrust just a little bit harder, get a little bit deeper. Somehow he felt thicker and longer than last time, but Tsumi’s dazed mind was slipping away on fresh waves of ecstasy. She had an instant to wonder how this man could satisfy her so completely before her body exploded into yet another orgasm. Shuddering and trembling violently beneath him, Tsumi whimpered and clung tightly, every muscle in her body clenched against the onslaught. 

His thrusts slowed as she began to relax, until he was gently drifting in and out of her exhausted body. Tsumi held him loosely and smiled tiredly up into his eyes. Her muscles were screaming for sleep, but she couldn’t stop looking at his face. 

“Before I agree to go with you,” she said, her voice heavy with fatigue, “I need to know your name.” <i>Well, it looks like I’ve made up my mind,</i> she thought sleepily. 

His hips stopped moving as he looked down into Tsumi’s eyes. There was no fatigue in his gaze; there was only sharp, calculating awareness. 

==Part 12== 

((Tsumi realizes those eyes are still on her, and she snaps out of her reverie?)) 

Realizing he’d been staring at the woman across the table, Tsumi’s Master gave himself a mental shake. He’d let his mind wander back to that night when he’d met this intriguing woman, and he had a bulge between his legs to show for it. Dozens of girls had been <i>interviewed</i> over the years, but he couldn’t recall any of those meetings now. Only that one, that night he’d met Tsumi stood out in his mind. 

Why did it stick in his mind so easily? He could still smell the soap she’d used in her hair, could still hear her soft whimpers as she climaxed beneath him, could still feel the warmth of her breath on his neck. Sure it had been great sex, but it hadn’t been that memorable. And it wasn’t the actual sex that he remembered so vividly. It was the way Tsumi had reacted, the way she’d behaved during the act. 

He couldn’t deny the way she’d made him feel that night. He hadn’t been in the mood for women when he stopped at that inn, but when this young, striking woman had <i>commanded</i> him to go to her room, he couldn’t reject her. There’d been something about her that piqued his interest, though he hadn’t been able to pinpoint it until he’d gotten to her room. 

The girl – for that’s all she was; she couldn’t have seen more than twenty winters – had tried to control him, tried to make him do what she’d wanted. He’d gone along with it for a while, but he could feel that she wasn’t a dominant person. That’s what had felt different about her. The strong forcefulness was a façade. He could feel within her the need to be controlled as easily as he could feel the lust she had for him. Despite her initial rigidity, he’d been able to gain control easily. By the end of the night, he had her eating out of his hand. 

But that still didn’t explain his attraction to her. Was it the scar that drew him in? Of course part if it was, otherwise he never would have offered her his protection. The concern he’d shown for her had been exaggerated, however. She was in no real danger, because only one other person could possibly know what that scar meant. And they were no threat. 

Then why had he felt the need to lie about people wanting to find her? Something underneath, something hidden in the back of his mind had kept telling him not to let her go. This girl was something special, and if he let her go, she might pass out of his life forever. He couldn’t let that happen. 

Still, there was something deeper, something more insidious pulling him toward her. And it had only been in the last couple months that he’d begun taking more notice of Tsumi. There wasn’t anything different about her he could discern, so what could it be? The answer was there, floating somewhere just out of his grasp. 

Master was pulled from his reverie when Tsumi shook herself from her own. Their eyes met briefly before she dropped her gaze to her lap. His eyes were drawn down to the mounds of her breasts where he couldn’t help but be mesmerized by their rising and falling with each breath. 

“I’m sorry, m’Lord. My mind wandered.” 

He forced himself to look at her face. “Look at me,” he said calmly, though his heart was thundering in his chest. Tsumi raised her eyes slowly, warily. When their gazes locked, Master felt his heartbeat quicken even more. He had a suddenly strong urge to tell her his name and just drop this whole <i>Master</i> nonsense. She had a strong spirit in her, he could feel it, even though she was a follower by nature. He almost felt regret for having repressed her for so long, for having kept her shackled down in the Manor. There was great potential in her, and all he had to do was let her free of her bonds. 

“I’m sure you’ll want to bathe before the party,” he said with a sigh of resignation. “You may use my bathing room. You’ll find everything you need through there.” He gestured over Tsumi’s right shoulder to a small, non-descript door. 

Tsumi’s eyes held him for the briefest moment, and he knew that she was reading his eyes. She knew that there was something else on his mind, something he’d wanted to say instead. But after a heartbeat, her eyes softened and she rose from her chair. “Yes m’Lord. Thank you, m’Lord.” She dipped into a low curtsey that gave him an even better view of her cleavage, then turned and went through the door. 

When the door closed behind her, Master sank back in his chair and took a deep, shuddering breath. He sat there for a long while, staring at the door through which she’d gone, trying to sort through all these thoughts. But when he finally rose from his chair, he was no closer to clarity. 

Turning to the bed, Master waved a hand and spoke a few arcane words. The air crackled briefly with magic, and the massive bed was made an instant later. The blankets were smooth and tight, as though they hadn’t been disturbed in years. The usefulness of that spell never ceased to impress him. The dweomer had been inbued in the very fibers of the bedding and had cost him a good handful of gold coins. But he was glad the rest of the Manor didn’t have similar enchantments. If it did, he wouldn’t need servants. And thus, would not have met Tsumi. 

Again his mind went back to that enigmatic girl. Images of her sitting in the massive tub of steaming water danced in his mind. Imagining the feel of her hot, wet skin made him throb and flex uncomfortably. With a growl of irritation, he shoved the thoughts away and went to the massive wardrobe. He pulled out a gown of the smoothest black silk and held it up. He’d have Tsumi try it on. If it fit her, he would ask her to wear it for the party. It would contrast her platinum hair and pale skin beautifully. With a grin of anticipation, he laid the dress out carefully on the bed, then approached the door that led to the bathing chamber. Without knocking, he pushed the door open and stepped into the steamy room. 

==Part 13== 

((Progress of Mistress and Xtriv; beginning their march to the Manor; Mistress deciding at the last moment to come along. 

Start out with Xtriv barking orders to his small group (10-12?) of demon soldiers outside Mistress’s fortress. The fortress is on a peninsular cliff of black stone hundreds of feet above a boiling, turbulent, blood-red sea. The sky is also red, mostly obscured by thick, racing, roiling black storm clouds. The fortress is a cluster of spires linked and spanned by causeways, bridges, and skywalks. The tops are broken and splintered, like shattered black bones. It has a disturbingly organic look. Lightning crashes all around, but there is no thunder.)) 

Less than a mile away from where Tsumi and her Master made love in a steaming bath, a dark fortress dominated the landscape; but since this castle was on a different plane of reality, the distance one would actually travel was much greater. Tiris Yzrahj – which roughly translated to <i>black soul-pain</i> from the demon tongue – was a cluster of soaring black spires linked and spanned by causeways, bridges, and skywalks. The tops of the towers were broken and splintered, scraping and clawing at the dark roiling clouds that obscured the red sky above. It resembled a shattered bone, giving the fortress a disturbingly organic feel. Tiris Yzrahj jutted from a narrow, barren peninsula of rock that reached out into a boiling blood-red sea, as if the land wished to cast the castle into the turbulent waves to rid itself of an evil taint. Black lightning flashed through the turbulent sky, though no thunder followed it. 

A dozen minor demons, wearing magical armor and enchanted weapons sheathed at hips or strapped across backs, stood just outside the main gate of this oppressive fortress in three columns of four waiting with patience born of fear for their commander to give them the orders to move out. Each of the assembled fiends was a powerful chaotic force in its own right; but assembled, there was little that could stand in their way. Yet as they stood awaiting the carnage they’d been promised, not one of them dared even clear its throat as the mighty Xtriv*fsuhcliseid paced in front of them. 

Hot, red anger boiled through the towering demon’s mind and body at being held up for so long. He’d assembled his force two hours ago, had been ready to leave within twenty minutes, yet here they stood. They could have been done and back by now. They should have been feasting on the flesh of their quarry, licking the blood from their axes and swords. He should have been back in his Mistress’s chamber, sheathed within her insatiable body. Or perhaps watching her torture the poor soul that had earned her wrath. 

But instead he was held here, waiting for Her Grace to join them so that she could lead the small group of demon warriors after her prey. She was taking her time, he knew; probably fucking every one of her house guards for the sole purpose of enraging him. 

Xtriv*fsuhcliseid stopped pacing and stood before his troops, his major upper arms crossed over his thick chest and the fists of his lower pair of arms planted on his hips. Taller than any of the soldiers by at least two feet, the demon stared over their heads at the massive stone doors that served as the only entrance to the castle. His fury grew with each passing second. But when he’d mustered the balls to go see for himself what was taking his Mistress so long – regardless of the punishment he’d surely receive – the twenty-foot tall doors began to slowly swing open. 

Rage melted into wary relief when Xtriv*fsuhcliseid’s Mistress glided through the doors alone. Her silky black hair, cut in a straight line above her sculpted eyebrows to frame her breathtaking face, flowed out gently behind her, shining in the ambient light of the stormy sky. The curve-enhancing corset and floor-length skirt she wore were solid black, as were the silk gloves that reached up past her elbows. The only bit of color on her was the blood-red paint of her lips. But it was her eyes that held Xtriv*fsuhcliseid, not those full lips or the heaving mounds of her breasts. Those bright blue eyes, framed by thick black lashes, held the powerful demon motionless, unable to move. Wariness and doubt faded from the fiend’s mind as his Mistress approached. 

“Your Grace,” the demon said with the barest nod of his head when she stood before him. Even though she was barely half his height, his Mistress managed to make the mighty demon feel small and insignificant with merely a glance. The anger was still seething in the back of his mind, but the relaxed smile on his Mistress’s lips kept it at bay. After a moment of silence, the look in her eyes changed. Xtriv*fsuhcliseid recognized that look, but by then it was too late. 

He couldn’t stop the growl bursting from his throat when a phantom hand clamped onto his testicles, but he stifled it quickly. He stood defiantly erect as the pain slowly intensified and spread throughout the rest of his body. Normally, the demon savored pain, but this was something altogether different. His Mistress was punishing him, and she would not allow him to enjoy it. The hand squeezed, digging phantom claws into his flesh. 

“Did you have something you wished to discuss, Xtriv*fsuhcliseid?” Her voice was soft, almost seductive. It caressed his mind, dared him to grow erect despite the searing agony between his legs. The demon knew better than to speak his frustration aloud, however. 

“No, Mistress,” he replied promptly through gritted teeth. His voice was the crash of tumbling boulders. 

“Good,” she crooned, a small smile curling the corner of her lips. “Let’s get moving then.” She swept past him, filling the demon’s nostrils with her arousing scent. The pain in his balls vanished just as abruptly as it had appeared, leaving Xtriv*fsuhcliseid breathing heavily in her wake. He watched her walk while his mind tried to clear itself, but now all he could think about was the tempting sway of her hips, the way her clothing accentuated her curves, the way her black hair shimmered with the red light of the sky. He knew she’d cast a spell on him - a spell to cow him, to keep him in line - and he knew he should be outraged by it. But any anger he might have felt toward his Mistress was easily eclipsed and shoved aside by the desire to please her. 

By the time Xtriv*fsuhcliseid collected himself and gave the order for his soldiers to move out, his Mistress was already thirty yards ahead of them. With his long strides, the demon caught up to her within moments and fell in at her right flank. The twelve demon soldiers had to nearly run to keep up with their commander. 

“I want him taken alive,” the Mistress said after they’d walked silently for a while. “I have plans for him.” 

“Yes, Mistress. What of the others?” 

“I would like our spy rewarded; give her a quick, clean death. The rest you may keep for your entertainment.” 

“Yes, Mistress. My soldiers thank you.” 

They continued in silence as the road they traveled reached the mainland and turned north. The shattered bones of the Khystraak Mountains rose suddenly a league to the east and to the south where the range disappeared into the sea. The mile-high peaks punctured the sky, forever bathing them in the Fire Rain that gave the range its name. The unpassable mountains stretched to the north then bent back to the west, creating a bottleneck that could be easily held by a small defending army. Xtriv*fsuhcliseid had seen only a few battles here; no one but a handful of fools had tried to seige Tiris Yzrahj, and each had been crushed effortlessly. 

As he walked down this barren corridor created by the mountains to the east and the sea to the west, Xtriv*fsuhcliseid couldn’t keep his eyes from stealing glances over his Mistress’s shoulder at the pale mounds that trembled gently with each smooth step. Just the fact that the fiend was sexually attracted to this frail creature was testament to her power. She was by far the strongest sorcerer he’d ever encountered. Her mind was sharp and vast; had it been any less potent, she never would have been able to refuse Xtriv*fsuhcliseid’s immense chaotic power. No one had ever enthralled a demon as strong as him before. But she’d done it with little effort. Regardless of its power, however, no demon was able to open the waygates. Only those born in the Material Plane could open the gates, since they’d been created by wizards from that plane. So, he needed his Mistress’s mortal shell if he was to venture between and wreak the havoc that his demonic nature so dearly craved. 

Traveling to the Material Plane was dangerous, however; a demon’s powers were reduced outside its home plane. While still a powerful force even among the mortals, Xtriv*fsuhcliseid and his troops would be vulnerable. And now that his Mistress wanted this elf brought back alive, he was going to have to exercise discretion; they wouldn’t be able to attack blindly, killing everything in their path. It would take longer, and the longer they stayed outside their home plane, the weaker they would become. 

But Xtriv*fsuhcliseid remembered what happened the last time he’d disobeyed his Mistress. He still found it hard to believe a creature so small and pleasing to look at could be so cruel, so vicious, so <i>patient</i>. 

He also remembered the consequences of pleasing his Mistress; he remembered what else she could do with that small body. 

When put in such simple terms, Xtriv*fsuhcliseid had no difficulty choosing which side of his Mistress he wanted to see after this was done. So he’d keep his mouth shut and do what she asked. And in doing so, he’d avoid feeling the crippling grip of that phantom hand again... or worse. 

“Follow,” she said after they’d walked in silence for nearly two hours, and turned off the path just before they reached the bottleneck. There was no marked path through the cracked, rock-strewn floor of the valley, but she went confidently toward the towering peaks. Xtriv*fsuhcliseid and his troops trailed silently. They walked on for another half hour before she stopped at the almost sheer face of the mountains. The wall of stone was smooth and flat before them, but the demon half expected the mountains to cower and whimper like a whipped cur before this deceptively imposing woman. Speaking an arcane incantation in her midnight voice, the Mistress lifted one hand and drew a precise design in the air before her. The spell appeared on the rock as she drew, the lines running with liquid fire. Finished, she dropped her hand and the flames quickly consumed the rock inside a burning circle that was nearly as high as Xtriv*fsuhcliseid. The stone melted, leaving a gaping black hole in the side of the mountain. 

Without a word, Her Grace stepped through the portal and disappeared. Turning back to his troops, the massive demon ordered them to follow their Mistress. Once the last demon warrior was through, Xtriv*fsuhcliseid followed them into the Between. 

==Part 14== 

((Tsumi; and Master’s party 

The Mistress and her demons attack. Master hides Tsumi - tells her that if anything happens, she’s supposed to seek out [Hunter Woman] and give her the password - and makes a stand with some of his guests in his weapons room. He fights brilliantly, taking down many demons, but is finally overwhelmed by Xtriv. He’s still alive when Mistress comes in; Tsumi overhears her talk about Master as her fugitive pet, etc. )) 

((Tsumi and Master flee, are caught outside the Manor by Mistress and Xtriv. Master fights brilliantly, taking down some of the demons before Xtriv intercedes. Xtriv tries to take Master alive, but Master won’t go without a fight, and he’s ‘accidentally’ given a mortal wound. As Tsumi watches, she gets more and more afraid/mad/panicked, and when the mortal blow is delivered to her Master, the magic she never knew she had explodes, killing all the demons and stuns Mistress, allowing Tsumi to get away.)) 

((As the memory began to fade, Tsumi found herself second guessing the choice she’d made. Did she make the right decision that night, or had she let herself get seduced by childish daydreams of passionate lovemaking whenever and wherever she wanted? 

<i>It hasn’t been so bad,</i> Tsumi told herself. It certainly hadn’t been what she’d dreamed it would be. She got all the sex she could ever want, but it was far from the passionate lovemaking she’d envisioned. Mostly it was being taken by Master whenever he got a craving. Whether that was while she was asleep, scrubbing floors, tending the garden – it didn’t matter. For the last year or so, Tsumi had been nothing but a sex toy for him, a warm hole to put his erection. 

It wasn’t a bad life, however. It could be a lot worse. She could still be at Madre’s, spreading her legs for a different man every night. Master was infinitely more attractive than any of Madre’s clients, but more importantly, he didn’t carry the contempt she’d had to endure as a whore. He certainly didn’t <i>love</i> Tsumi, but he’d shown concern for her on more than one occasion. 

The punishment she’d been given for allowing herself to be seduced by another man was a good example. If Master cared nothing for Tsumi, he would not have put forth the effort to correct her mistake. He wanted her to remain with him, otherwise he would have just let her go. Since he wanted her to remain in his care, there must be something about her that he felt was worth the time, money, and effort to support her. And since the only thing she had to offer was her body, it would be safe to deduce that he drew pleasure from her; that she satisfied him, at least to some degree. 

And now there were these new responsibilities he’d given her; she was expected to devote every waking hour to the fulfillment of his sexual needs. Did that mean she was no longer his pet, as the other girls were? Or was she just a specialized pet? 

<i>You’re overanalyzing,</i> a voice in her mind told her. <i>Just shut up and go with it. He is all you want, and that’s what matters. Don’t question it.</i> 

Tsumi couldn’t deny the admonishment. Where would she be if she hadn’t met Master? Probably still on the streets. Maybe back at Madre’s. Or dead. Master gave her a purpose and direction, gave her something to live for – things she’d been sorely lacking since her parents’ deaths. 

Suddenly, she was aware of Master’s eyes on her. Her own eyes were down on the fidgeting silk-clad hands in her lap, but Tsumi could feel his gaze like a stiff breeze. She looked up at her Master and was struck by the intensity in his eyes. 

“I... um...” Tsumi stammered, squirming nervously in her chair. Her labored breaths made her aware of the restrictive corset she wore. Her breasts heaved against their bounds and she wanted to let them free, wanted <i>him</i> to let them free. They’d been crushed for hours in the corset and were beginning to ache with the need to be fondled and caressed. She took a deep breath and gathered what composure she could. “I just wanted to thank you,” she said finally. She dropped her eyes back to her lap, feeling embarassed and childish. 

Without saying a word, he rose from his chair and stepped around the table to stand before Tsumi. Curious, she lifted her eyes. His hand was extended to her and she accepted the assistance to stand.)) 

<i>The tub must have a warming spell on it,</i> Tsumi thought as she let herself sink back down into the steaming water. <i>I could stay in here forever.</i> The hot water relaxed her muscles and the steam shrouded her mind, comforted her. It made her worries seem distant and unimportant. In here, she could let her guard down, she could let herself relax. Her thoughts began to drift, back only a few minutes ago when her therapeutic bath had been interrupted. 

Without a sound, Tsumi’s Master had slipped into the bathing room while she’d been scrubbing her back with a long-handled brush. He hadn’t said a word as he disrobed in front of her. She’d set the brush down as she met his gaze, and straightened so that her breasts emerged from the water. Despite the heat in the room, her nipples had been swollen and tight. The tub was more than big enough for one person, but there wasn’t quite enough room if two people wanted to bathe together. But judging by the rigidity of her Master’s arousal, he didn’t intend to help Tsumi scrub her back. When he’d stepped into the large brass tub, Tsumi’s heartbeat doubled. 

Not a single word was uttered the entire time Master was in the bathing room with her. The only vocalizations had been his grunts when he filled her mouth with his seed, her desperate whimpers as he slid into her, and their mingled cries of ecstacy when their bodies climaxed together. Once he’d caught his breath, he left her to finish bathing without even a kiss of gratitude. 

She was surprised at how erotic the exchange had been. It had almost been like before, when he’d take her without warning in the hallway or while she chopped vegetables for dinner. But this time there had been something more in his eyes, something she’d only begun to see in the last few days. In the last few hours, really. But Tsumi wasn’t able to indentify the strange aura she’d felt from him. At times, it felt like he was about to take her in his arms and profess his undying love for her. But in the next moment, he’d make her feel like no more than the cheap whore she’d been at Madre’s. 

Tsumi found herself second guessing the choice she’d made all those years ago. Did she make the right decision that night, or had she let herself get seduced by childish daydreams of poetry, romantic holidays, and elegant balls with her Lord Husband. 

<i>It hasn’t been so bad,</i> Tsumi told herself. Though it certainly hadn’t been what she’d dreamed it would be. She got all the sex she could ever want, but it was far from the passionate lovemaking she’d envisioned. Mostly it was being taken by Master whenever he got a craving. Whether that was while she was asleep, scrubbing floors, tending the garden – it didn’t matter. For the last decade or so, Tsumi had been nothing but a sex toy for him, a warm hole to put his erection. 

It wasn’t a bad life, however. It could be a lot worse. She could still be at Madre’s, spreading her legs for a different slob every night, hoping her payment would be coins and not the lashes of a belt. Master was infinitely more attractive than any of Madre’s clients. But more importantly, he didn’t carry the contempt she’d had to endure as a whore. He certainly didn’t <i>love</i> Tsumi, but he’d shown concern for her on more than one occasion. 

The punishment she’d been given for allowing herself to be seduced by another man was a good example. If Master cared nothing for Tsumi, he would have disposed of her and not put forth the effort to correct her mistake. Since he seemed to want her to remain in his care, there must be something about her that he felt was worth the time, money, and effort to support her. And since the only thing she had to offer was her body, it would be safe to deduce that he drew pleasure from her, that she satisfied him, at least to some degree. And now there were these new responsibilities he’d given her; she was expected to devote every waking hour to the fulfillment of his sexual needs. Did that mean she was no longer his pet, as the other girls were? Or was she just a specialized pet? 

<i>You’re overanalyzing,</i> a voice in her mind told her. <i>Just shut up and go with it. He is all you want, and that’s what matters. Don’t question it.</i> Tsumi couldn’t deny the admonishment. Where would she be if she hadn’t met Master? Probably still on the streets. Maybe back at Madre’s. Or dead. Master gave her a purpose and direction, gave her something to live for – things she’d been sorely lacking since her parents’ deaths. 

Her thoughts began to drift again, remember what she could of her parents, of going to court with them. Eventually her mind arrived at the party scheduled for that night as she finished washing herself. She had no idea of what to expect. She couldn’t remember anything of the balls she’d attended when her parents were alive, nor could she recall there ever being parties at the Manor while she’d been in service. Master wasn’t a member of any court that she knew of, nor did he seem to keep any friends. 

<i>You’ll find out when you get there. No sense worrying about it now,</i> she told herself as she finally managed to get out of the bath. There was a huge, thick white towel folded on a shelf next to the door, and a smaller one next to it. She took the smaller one to dry her hair, and the larger to dry her body. 

The air outside the bathing room was cold in comparison when she came out. She’d wrapped the bigger towel around her body, tucking the end between her breasts, and had her hair wound up in the smaller towel. She might look ridiculous, but it felt good to be clean. The thought turned out to be moot – Master was nowhere to be seen. 

<i>He’s probably fucking one of the other girls.</i> She didn’t invest much confidence in the thought, but she couldn’t deny the resentment that she felt. <i>He’s probably with Lisari; she may be flat-chested, but the skinny human girl knows how to use her mouth.</i> An image of the other girl’s lips stretched around her Master’s thick shaft rose up in Tsumi’s mind. Where before there would have been arousal at the thought of watching him with another woman, she now found jealousy. But there was nothing she could do about it. He was the Master, and if he wanted to pour his seed down the throat of a less attractive woman, that was his prerogative. 

Rubbing the water out of her hair, Tsumi walked over to the bed – the freshly made bed, she noticed with approval – where a black dress lay on top of the tight bedding. Even tossed haphazardly onto the bed, Tsumi could tell it was an elegant gown. <i>I wonder whose it is.</i> She wanted to pick it up and try it on, but resisted. Master would be angry with her if she touched something that wasn’t hers. Then a thought occurred to her. <i>What if he wants me to wear it?</i> It made sense, afterall. She was the one accompanying him to the party, and his guests would already be dressed when they arrived. So, who else <i>could</i> it be for? She looked around the room and didn’t see her clothes anywhere. They hadn’t been in the bathing room where she’d removed them. Did Master take them when he left? 

Tsumi’s eyes came back to the dress, and she studied it a little more carefully. It was really rather plain. But there was something about it, something that seemed to pull at her. She held it up carefully, studying the plain black material. After a moment, a tiny sparkle on the bodice caught her eye. She looked at it more closely, but there didn’t seem to be anything that might catch the light; it was just black silk. Another sparkle caught her eye, then another. As she held it out at arm’s length, tiny pinpoints of silver light flickered all over the bodice and seemed to spread down to the voluminous skirts and belled sleeves. 

<i>It’s the night sky,</i> Tsumi thought as she stared at the gown, hypnotized by the beauty of it. <i>Those aren’t silver threads or tiny chips of diamonds... those are the stars themselves!</i> It was a preposterous idea, but it felt perfectly plausible to the entranced woman. 

“Try it on.” 

Master’s voice behind Tsumi made her jump nearly out of her towel. The stars in the dress twinkled out when she dropped it back to the bed and caught the end of her towel before it too could fall. 

“My Lord,” Tsumi stammered, blushing as she spun around to face him and dip into a curtsy. “I didn’t mean... It was.... It’s so beautiful....” She nibbled her lip nervously, trying to find a way out of this predicament. “It’s just that I couldn’t find my clothes, and it looked so elegant.... Oh, and those stars! What are they?” 

“Stars?” Master’s face went pale after a moment of confusion. He looked between Tsumi and the gown. “You saw stars?” 

“Yes,” Tsumi said, thinking Master was angry with her. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean—“ 

“Show me,” he interrupted sternly. “Show me these stars.” 

When Tsumi turned back to show him the dress, it was just solid black. No twinkling lights. “But they were here,” she said nervously. When she reached down to smooth the gown, a small star flickered near the shoulder. “There! Did you see it?” she said excitedly. She lifted the dress to show Master, but the star had gone out. “It was just there...” Dejected, Tsumi held the dress so it would hang freely. Very slowly, the stars began to come back out and Tsumi yelped in delight. 

“Bloody hells,” Master cursed softly as he watched the gown blossom with starlight. He stumbled to the nearest chair and sat down heavily before his legs could give out completely. 

“My Lord, are you alright?” Concern interrupted Tsumi’s excitement. “What’s the matter? Are you ill?” Master sat with his elbows on his knees and his head in his hands. Tsumi could see he was breathing heavily, and she began to worry. 

“Well, I guess that wrinkled old man was right,” he said without lifting his head. 

“My Lord? I don’t understand...” 

When he lifted his face, Tsumi was shocked to see pain and worry in her Master’s eyes. And was there a hint of fear? His smile was weak as he rose and led them out of the room with a gentle but firm hand on her elbow. “We’ll have plenty of time for explanations later. I could tell you what I know, but it would likely only cause more questions.” He must have felt Tsumi’s anxiety, because he stopped in the middle of the dim hallway and turned to face the shorter woman. His eyes seemed to glow as he studied her for a moment. “Things have come to my attention in the last twenty-four hours,” he explained cryptically.  “I’d planned on seeking the counsel of an old friend of mine after tonight’s party, but....”  He hesitated, and Tsumi could see the internal struggle in the swirling depths of his eyes.  He dropped his gaze to the dress she still held in one hand, then brought it back up to meet her inquisitive stare. “But now, recent developments demand haste.” 

For what felt like long minutes, Tsumi stood looking into his eyes, unable to give voice to any of the hundreds of questions bouncing through her mind. She was scared; that look of fear in his eyes had grown in the last few seconds, and it only multiplied her own. But she found herself trusting him nonetheless. He gave her a smile and it eased her, even though it had looked forced. Finally he turned and continued down the hall, leaving Tsumi to pull her towel tighter and hurry after him on bare feet. 

==Part 15== 

  

Staring into the small crackling fire that Master hadn’t let her build, Tsumi sat as primly as she could in the stiff leather vest and trousers he’d given her. They hadn’t loosened in the few hours they’d been walking, but she was hopeful that they’d soften before too long. Otherwise she didn’t know if she could go on. 

  

They’d done nothing but walk since they left the manor. Tsumi had thought she'd been in good physical condition from carrying laundry, scrubbing floors, and all the other chores she'd been responsible for, but Master had set a difficult pace. He seemed to be in a rush and she didn't want to appear weak to him by asking him to slow down. The terrain in the woods through which they traveled made it even more difficult; there were often fallen trees to climb over, slopes to either slide down or struggle up, and the occasional puddle of mud sucked at her shoes. 

She’d been just about to tell him that she couldn’t go on any further when he called a halt to their march in a relatively dry, flat clearing. Despite her exhaustion, she’d felt a deep-seated need to set up their camp. He hadn’t allowed her. Though it made her feel useless, she also felt relieved, since she had no clue how to build a fire without flint and tinder. Tsumi had been his servant for a decade, and now she sat idly while he, her Master, did all of the work. She couldn’t help but feel fidgety. 

She’d tried to watch him in hopes of learning a few things, but she’d had to force herself to look away when she felt the warm waves of desire flush through her body. She watched him moving about, the muscles cording in his forearms as he worked quickly and efficiently. She’d had to turn away because the only thoughts in her mind had been feeling those strong hands on her breasts, removing her clothes with nimble fingers, spreading her legs to feel the damp heat of her arousal. Even staring into the hypnotic dance of the flames Tsumi was thinking about her Master. Not looking at him made it easier to deal with her thoughts. She wanted to go to him in hopes that he would alleviate the need she felt smoldering deep in her belly, but she didn’t dare interrupt him. It wasn’t long, however, until Master emerged into the light of the small fire and sat across from Tsumi. 

“It will take us another two days to reach our destination,” Master said after several minutes of silence. 

Tsumi nodded, then looked up at him. “What about your party?” 

“They probably won’t even know I’m absent,” he said with a smile. 

“What will your other... girls do while we’re gone?” 

Master’s smile slipped and his eyes dropped to the fire. He sat quietly for a couple minutes, watching the hypnotic dance of the flames. Just when she thought he wasn’t going to answer, he sighed heavily and rubbed his eyes. “I don’t know,” he said finally. “They’ll entertain the guests tonight, but after that, I don’t know.” After another long pause, he dropped his hands and looked at Tsumi. “We’re not going back,” he said, his voice heavy with weariness. “At least not for a long time.” 

Tsumi sat silently, unmoving. She didn’t know what to say or what to do. She tried to read his facial expressions, but they were confusing. Finally she dropped her eyes to the small twig she was scratching absently with a fingernail. 

The silence stretched on, growing more uncomfortable. Tsumi became aware of the heavy darkness settling down around them. The night was filled with the sounds of small animals and birds, either nestling away for the night or getting ready to hunt in the cover of blackness, but she still felt very lonely. 

“I’m sorry,” Master said abruptly after a time, startling Tsumi. 

“About what, my Lord?” 

He shifted uncomfortably. “About all of this,” he said with a touch of anger. “About dragging you out here, about putting you in this situation, about putting you in the situation which allowed me to put you in this situation.” He pulled in a deep breath and let it out slowly. “I’m sorry you ever got mixed up with me.” 

Tsumi was dumbfounded. She didn’t know what to make of anything he’d just said. She’d heard him, understood the words that he’d said, but she could not grasp what he was saying. 

“My Lord—“ 

“Stop it!” he roared suddenly, leaping to his feet. The eyes he turned on Tsumi were hot and bright and they scared her. But just as quickly, the anger melted. “Please,” he said in a strained, hoarse voice, “I don’t want you to call me that any more. I don’t want to be your Master.” He stopped pacing and looked down at Tsumi over the fire. “I can’t be your Master. Not anymore.” He dropped his eyes again and sat down. 

The silence stretched on and the darkness surrounded Tsumi, enveloped her in shame and made her feel painfully exposed. She felt like she should say something comforting or reassuring, but nothing came to mind. She simply didn’t know how to deal with a situation like this. Just when she was about to break the silence, Master lifted his eyes and spoke. 

“My name is Enyx.” 

Silence again, but this time it was filled with shock and disbelief. Tsumi tried to make sense of the implications of him telling her his name, but her mind could not form cohesive thoughts. Mast— Enyx, rather, must have seen the look on her face because he broke the silence for her. 

“Many years ago, I ran afoul of someone, and needed to go into hiding. I bought a secluded house and hired some servants to take care of the shopping and whatever else needed to be done in town. I made it so I didn’t have to leave. 

“I hadn’t intended it to develop into a sexual relationship with any in my employ, but as you might imagine, I got cabin fever being shut away in that house. I seduced one of my servants, but the other two weren’t as receptive. So I replaced them with two younger girls that were. 

“I quickly became a slave to my lust. I wanted sex all the time. I thought about hiring my own pleasure slave, but I knew that I would tire of her quickly. So I stuck with my servants. At one point I had eight youthful, lithe, insatiable girls serving me. When they weren’t doing chores or sleeping, they were pleasuring me. I backed off after a while, but I still surrounded myself with beautiful girls that were eager to let me under their skirts.” He looked at Tsumi for a moment, then chuckled. 

“I don’t know why I’m telling you this. I doubt you even care. You’ll probably hate me for this.” 

Tsumi sat quietly, still unsure of what to say. She was trying to absorb all this information and what it meant, what he was saying behind the words. He’d never expressed feelings this way to her. She thought she might have an idea of the implications, but it scared her. 

“When I found you, though, things changed for me. I tried to keep up the pretense of Master and servant, but I grew tired of it over the years.” Enyx rose and walked over to sit next to Tsumi. He gently took her hand and caressed her wrist with his thumb. “To be perfectly honest, Tsumi, I began to regret binding you. I can feel the strength of your spirit and hate myself for trying to control it.” 

Tsumi was speechless. She wanted to say something, to comfort him or to thank him, but she couldn’t. Her voice wouldn’t obey her so she did the next best thing. With a gentle finger, she turned his head toward her and kissed his lips. It was his turn to be surprised. Tsumi took the opportunity to deepen the kiss. 

“Any strength of spirit I have is because of you,” she said between kisses. One hand had come up to run through his thick hair, urging him closer. He’d broken through his fugue and returned the kiss eagerly. She felt his hand first on her thigh, drifting ever so slowly upward. Even through the thick leather she could feel the gentleness in his caress. “You’ve done more for me than anyone,” she said, this time finding it more difficult to get through his kisses. If she drowned in his lips, she would die with a smile on her face. 

“Can I join?” 

The strange voice made the amorous couple jump. Tsumi had been about to climb into Enyx’s lap, but now she scrambled out of his embrace in the hopes of salvaging a little modesty. 

“Sera! Bloody hells, woman! You scared the seven hells out of me!” Enyx leapt to his feet, brushing dust and dirt from his jacket. “What are you doing here? You’re supposed to be in Tellysen.” 

Tsumi looked around their small campsite, but she couldn’t see where the voice was coming from. Enyx had been able to distract her from the feelings of anxiety and vulnerability, but now the fear came back. 

“I was,” came the voice again, this time from behind Tsumi. She spun around but there was nothing but darkness. “I was on my way to your mansion.” Finally, a figure emerged from the black velvet of the night. 

Despite the torn, patched, faded leathers and heavy wool, the figure was obviously a woman. She looked soft, but rough at the same time, just like her voice. She moved gracefully toward them. Something about this woman felt familiar to Tsumi, but she couldn’t place it. There was a slender, gently curved sword on her hip and a bow hanging from the quiver on her back. Her dark hair fell to her shoulders; some of the front locks were pulled back into a ponytail at the back of her head to keep it off her face. When Tsumi gazed at the shorter woman’s face, the sense of familiarity struck more strongly, but still she couldn’t place it. The angular, almost elvish face was delicate and beautiful, even covered in dust and dirt. 

“We were on our way to find you,” Enyx said. 

“You have to turn around.” Sera removed her bow and quiver and set it down gently, then shrugged out of her dark, knee-length coat. Tsumi couldn’t help admiring the curves of the woman’s body that were outlined by the supple leathers. “There is a disturbance in the air.” 

“A disturbance? What do you mean?” The fear gripped Tsumi more tightly when she looked at her former master and saw lines of worry at his eyes. 

“What I mean,” the small woman said as she sat down next to the fire, “is that your most favorite person in all the worlds is on her way.” 

Enyx blanched, causing a ball of dread to knot in Tsumi’s stomach. “Who?” Tsumi’s voice was barely a whisper. She went to Enyx, needing his strong arms around her. She thought he might not have heard her. 

“She needs not be named,” Sera interjected. The hunter’s eyes landed on Tsumi. “So this is what you’ve been doing in your mansion all these years?” She sneered at Tsumi, making her feel ashamed for needing her master’s protection. 

“Tsumi, this is the friend I mentioned.” Enyx's arm curled around Tsumi’s narrow waist and pulled her tight against him. He met Sera’s eyes and after a silent exchange, she looked away with a shrug. 

“Why were you trying to find me,” Sera said, amused that someone might actually find her before she found them. 

“It's a long story. We can talk about it in the morning,” Enyx said. 

“Fine,” the small woman said, annoyed, as she retrieved her bow and quiver. “I’ll take the watch so you two can be alone.” She had disappeared into the night before Enyx could say anything else. 

==Part 16== 

“Don’t mind her,” Enyx said, turning Tsumi to face him. He looked down into her eyes and brushed a lock of hair from her face. “She doesn’t get a lot of social interaction.” The smile he gave her warmed Tsumi’s heart a little bit, but the worry was still in his eyes. Even so, the strength and warmth of his body made it difficult for her to fear anything. She felt sheltered when he was near; she felt safe. 

Tsumi smiled and kissed Enyx softly. She felt the heat rise in her body and let it grow until desire burned deep. All her fears were forgotten for the moment, chased away by the touch of her master’s lips. The kiss deepened and when Tsumi pressed her body against his, she felt his arousal. That she was a ward against Enyx’s fears as he was against hers never occurred to Tsumi. The excitement of his manhood meant only one thing to her. 

“Please,” she begged in a whisper, reaching down to rub at the growing bulge between them. He took in a deep breath and flexed against her hand. 

Their clothes came off in a whirlwind. Before she knew it, Enyx was on his back and she was straddling his thighs. The solid length of his manhood stood before her, chiseled from marble in the dancing light of the fire. His entire body looked to be a sculpture, meticulously carved by the divinely inspired hand of a master artist. 

As she looked down at Enyx, Tsumi took him in her small, dainty hands, and stroked the stone phallus reverently. It was smooth, despite the engorged veins that traced ancient fertility incantations around the thick shaft. She began to trace the lines with her thumb, but the feel of the heavy organ in her hand destroyed any restraint she had. With a gasp of almost painful need, Tsumi moved her hips forward, trapping Enyx's cock between his belly and her moist, febrile cleft. The shock of pleasure arced through her body, stiffening her spine and stealing the breath from her lungs. Unwilling to give up any of the blissful ecstasy she was feeling, Tsumi ground onto his shaft harder and harder, rocking her hips back and forth, whimpering with carnal desire. 

For half a heartbeat, Tsumi felt a debilitating sense of disappointment when the ridge of muscle disappeared from between her legs. Before she could protest, however, she felt the velvety helm of Enyx's member press against her pussy. Relief swept through her and with a tilt of her hips, she felt him spread her open and slip partly into her ravenous channel. She took a moment to catch some of her breath before easing her way down his length. When she was finally settled around the base of his spear, she leaned forward, panting, and supported herself with hands on his strong chest. She moved her hips slowly, relishing the sensations of him moving inside her. 

When she looked down into his eyes, she saw something different in them. The urgent, almost feverish desire still burned deep in his eyes, but there was something more, something she didn't recognize. It was warm and comforting, whatever it was. As much as she wanted to bask in those eyes, however, the sensations between her legs were asserting their control of her concentration. She moved her hips more forcefully, and the look in Enyx's eyes clarified like a curtain had been drawn from his face. 

It was love that shone like the sun in his eyes. She hadn't recognized it because it had been so long since anyone had looked at her that way. It had been in his eyes just before they left, but it had been masked by responsibility and duty. Now with the charade of Master and slave tossed away, she felt the flow of his heart like a beacon of moonlight. 

With a sudden and overwhelming swell of love in her own breast, Tsumi leaned forward to kiss the man who had become so much to her. Their lips met in a kiss deeper than the ocean, filled with passion, desire, and naked lust. As she poured her heart into the kiss, Tsumi felt Enyx begin to move within her, faster and more voraciously than she thought possible. The ecstasy was massive and empowering. She wanted to bask in it, ride it like a leaf would ride a tidal wave, but her taut desire thrust her into orgasm before she could even suck in a breath. 

The deluge consumed her. She felt it wash through her arms, legs, and head. Then it was gone, leaving her gasping for air. Tsumi lowered herself to nuzzle against Enyx’s neck while she fought to catch her breath. He was still a solid, gently moving warmth in her trembling sheathe. 

“What about you?” she asked, raising her head enough to look up into his eyes. 

He didn’t answer her; he just quieted her and settled her onto his chest. Exhaustion came down heavily on Tsumi, driving her into a deep sleep within moments. 

==Part 17== 

When Tsumi’s breathing had settled into a slow, deep rhythm and he was sure that she was sleeping soundly, Enyx carefully lowered her to the ground. He gingerly placed his rolled shirt beneath her head and covered her with his coat. There was a chill in the air, but it was still warm enough that he could spare his shirt. 

As he tied the lacings of his pants, Enyx watched the sleeping form with more than a passing admiration. The orange glow from the fire made her face even softer and more beautiful. His heart swelled at the sight of such a serene goddess, but was quickly gripped by regret. 

Enyx turned away from Tsumi and stood at the edge of the firelight, looking out into the blackness of the forest. He stood with his arms crossed over his chest to ward off the cooler breezes. His mind kept going back through the last ten years, wishing more and more strongly that he’d recognized the vibrancy of Tsumi’s heart. Where all the other girls performed just well enough to keep from being punished, Tsumi seemed to have genuinely wanted to please her Master. 

Now he regretted having brought her into this. He was about to put her into more danger than she could possibly imagine. And all for what? Was the sex worth risking her safety? 

“It would have found her sooner or later,” came Sera’s soft voice from the darkness. It always unnerved him the way she could sneak up on him without his knowing. Enyx wasn’t exactly a novice to the Way of the Sword, nor were the Elves’ heightened senses absent in him. Yet this half-elf could move undetected at her whim. 

She always seemed to know what was on his mind, too. All the while during his self-imposed exile, Enyx had grown comfortable with his authority and dominion over every aspect of his household. Nothing happened without his knowledge and approval. But whenever he was with Sera, she presented an element of chaos that he couldn’t control. As much as her random behavior worried him, he found comfort in the fact that she could help him bear the weight of responsibility. 

“She may have been able to remain lost in anonymity,” Enyx said quietly into the night. “Now the demon-whore knows where she is.” 

“You can protect her.” It wasn’t until she was a foot in front of him that Sera became visible. “You brought Eternal Mist, didn’t you?” 

Enyx nodded, drawing comfort from the knowledge that the legendary sword was near at hand. He looked down into Sera’s face. Despite being barely twenty years old, her eyes bore lines of worry and wisdom; they’d seen more than most people experience in a lifetime. Her skin was rough and her lips chapped from constant exposure to the elements, and yet it only added to her allure; an allure that he'd always had a very hard time resisting. 

“You love her.” It wasn’t quite a question. “Or at least you think you do.” 

Enyx turned enough to look over his shoulder at the sleeping woman. “I don’t know.” He turned back to look into Sera’s sharp gray eyes. “Are you jealous?” 

“Hardly,” Sera replied with a derisive laugh. Barely taller than his sternum, the diminutive hunter still managed to look down at Enyx. She reached up and caressed his bare chest with a leather-clad hand. He felt his unreleased arousal begin to stir, but he was powerless to stifle it. 

“We can’t do this,” Enyx protested, fighting to keep his hands at his sides. 

“Do what?” The grin on Sera’s deceptively full lips was devious as her other hand joined in the exploration of his smooth, chiseled chest. 

Enyx didn’t trust himself to speak. If he gave the thoughts the barest foothold, they would consume him and he would have one more thing to regret. 

“Are you afraid your little whore will wake up and find you with another woman?” Her gloved hands were drifting down to the rippled muscles of his stomach while she stealthily brought her body closer to his. “When, exactly, did you take your oath of fidelity, Enyx?” Her lips brushed his chest, leaving a hot swath across his cool flesh. 

“I don’t want to regret this,” he said helplessly, looking down at her. Sera’s coat hung open and somehow the front of her tunic had come unlaced, revealing the inner curves of her modest breasts. 

“Then don’t,” she said, her hands finally reaching the waistband of his trousers. She plucked one end of the lacing loose as her lips and teasing tongue made their slow way down the shallow valley of his abs. “All you have to do is tell me to stop.” 

As much as he wanted to, Enyx could not find his voice. His unsatiated hunger burned in his groin, driving any rational thoughts from his mind. He didn’t want to admit it, but his thoughts had drifted to Sera for a moment while Tsumi had been riding him. He had been thinking about the small half-elf woman that he hadn’t seen in more than two years, and their last parting. When he’d decided to seek her counsel, Enyx had been afraid something like this might happen. It was a risk he’d had to take, however; Sera’s help was essential if he and Tsumi wanted to survive. 

Before he could even begin to formulate the idea of a protest, Sera gave his pants a sharp downward tug, freeing his swelling member. She caught it in a gloved hand and quickly stroked him to life. It was all happening too fast. He knew he shouldn’t be letting her do this, but he was paralyzed. One moment she was carefully caressing his cock; the next moment, she had him in her mouth, swirling her tongue around the head. Her height only required her to bend over slightly in order to wrap her lips around him. 

Another heartbeat later and Sera’s coat and tunic were gone, and her leather britches halfway to the ground. She sucked furiously on his erection, still growing in her mouth. When her pants were finally shed, she released his cock with an audible pop. 

“I haven’t had the luxury of slaves,” Sera said simply as she pressed her body against his, lifting a leg to wrap around his waist. 

The implied admission of celebacy made Enyx’s head swim – that and the girl’s alarming flexibility. He couldn’t hold back any longer. With a groan of submission, he gripped Sera’s firm backside and hoisted her up. Now with both legs around him, she reached down and guided Enyx to her smooth, damp cleft. 

“I’m not her,” Sera said before pressing her lips to his. 

“Just the two of us,” he said breathlessly and tilted his hips. She met the thrust with one of her own and threw her head back to let out the moan of long-suppressed ecstasy as he entered her in one long, smooth stroke. She was small and light; Enyx didn’t have any trouble supporting her full weight. However, Sera wanted more freedom of motion. 

“Lay me down,” she said in an urgent plea, tangling her fingers in his messy hair while his lips drew searing flames up and down her neck. 

Enyx obliged without thinking, easing her down onto the small nest of their shed clothes. Sera kept his lips sealed against her own as he began to move within her, stroking him more tightly than even Tsumi could. The release he’d been unable to achieve with Tsumi barely a half hour ago came to him quickly now. 

Sera took his thrusts without even a whimper, letting him drive into her with all the force he could muster. She hadn’t intended on seducing him when she first encountered the couple, but the thought of driving a wedge between them had become too much for her own jealousy to resist. 

She quickened her breathing to match his, mixing a bit of urgency to her growing moans. It wouldn’t be the first time she’d faked a climax – even with Enyx – and it certainly wouldn’t be the last. Sometimes it was better to just get it over with. 

Enyx buried his face against Sera’s neck to stifle his grunts as he filled her with his seed. She took it as a minor victory, being the receptacle of his sexual satisfaction instead of the elfish whore who slept ten yards away. 

“I should get back out on watch,” she said as Enyx finally eased himself out of her. She was beginning to feel claustrophobic, pinned beneath his much larger frame. She hated to be restrained, even by the arms of her lovers. She leaped to her feet and quickly gathered her clothes. 

“Let me. You need sleep,” he protested altruistically, despite his obvious exhaustion. 

“You need it more than I do,” Sera insisted. She was nearly fully dressed, while Enyx was still struggling to get his pants over his hips. “Go lay with... her. I’ll wake you before sunrise.” 

Before he could protest any further, Sera was out of the reach of firelight, the familiar caress of the cool night breeze on her face. The dark shadows of the trees passed by silently, enveloping her in their comfortable arms. She was confident that she’d been able to disrupt Enyx’s feeling about his whore. Sera had no desire to be with the man, but the thought of him actually falling in love with that trollop made her bones scream. 

==Part 18== 

It had been more than a century since Xtriv*fsuhcliseid had traveled the Between, so his memory of the space connecting the different planes of existence was dim. He remembered the place was dangerous, but the awareness of just how lethal it could be had been dulled over the years. When the magical portal through the mountain closed behind him, the endless void bore down upon even his powerful mind. Eddies of magical energies caressed the demon’s mind softly, seductively, promising incredible power and immortality, if only he would embrace it. 

The Between was not a place to be standing idly, especially for his weaker-minded soldiers; it could be deadly in the dark where there was nothing to anchor one’s mind except in its own memories, fantasies, and ghosts. His desire to be moving grew exponentially as they stood, waiting for he knew not what. His Mistress seemed to be staring out into the blackness, while the demons grew more restless by the second. There was no light, so all Xtriv*fsuhcliseid could see was the heat of the bodies around him. Just when he was about to gently remind her that they shouldn’t remain in one place too long, his Mistress began to speak in a soft whisper. Following a few short arcane words, a soft light grew among them, pushing the darkness and the imminent madness back. His demon soldiers released a collective sigh of relief. The detached whispers of the void faded a little, and the light made it easier to resist the tempting magic of the place. When Xtriv*fsuhcliseid once again had a firm hold on his thoughts, he looked around at their surroundings. 

They stood on a circular landing, approximately ten yards in diameter, which looked to be carved from a single slab of marble. He knew, however, that nothing physical existed in this place. It was all a manifestation of ancient, powerful magic. There was no railing; the only thing to keep clumsy travelers from plummeting into the endless dark was a three-inch-high curb that ran the circumference of the landing, broken only where it followed the bridge rising gently into the darkness. This landing was still in fairly good shape, the worst damage being a small section of curb that had broken away. There were a few superficial cracks, but the stone was sound. Without a word, Xtriv*fsuhcliseid’s Mistress strode up the gentle incline of the ramp. The globe of light followed her, so the demons needed no spoken command to follow her. 

The small company walked on for hours without incident, the Mistress striding determinedly in the front, followed by the platoon of demons, growling and snarling at the whispers in the dark, while Xtriv*fsuhcliseid brought up the rear. They encountered a dozen more landings, some barely large enough to hold their small company at once, with only one other walkway leading into the darkness, while other landings could have held a moderately-sized army with dozens of spokes spinning off into the unknown. They could have taken any number of different paths, but their Mistress always chose their way without hesitation. There were no markers of any kind. The condition of the magical stone beneath their feet seemed to degrade as they went on. The worst they encountered was a section of a bridge that had fallen away; one side’s curb was still intact, so the Mistress and her demons were able to inch along the narrow beam. 

The tension grew palpable as they marched on, landing after landing, bridge after bridge, mile after mile. As the uneasiness of his demons grew, Xtriv*fsuhcliseid’s anger and frustration mounted. It had gotten to the point where if his Mistress led them up one more Hells-forsaken bridge, he would stop her and demand to know... what? What would he demand of his Mistress? What would she give him if he did? The powerful demon had a few ideas that made his bones tingle, but it was getting to a point where it no longer mattered. The demons’ tempers were almost gone. They were starting to swipe at each other, and the growls were no longer exclusively trained on the darkness. 

Xtriv*fsuhcliseid was spared the confrontation. The next landing they gained, his Mistress stopped them. The landing was in decent condition, and provided enough personal space for all. When Xtriv*fsuhcliseid reached the landing, he continued on until he stood behind his Mistress’s shoulder. 

“Your Grace?” 

“We have arrived,” the tiny woman responded after a brief pause. She turned away from Xtriv*fsuhcliseid and raised a hand. “Ariex mai valixum, tuv’alep soriestios!” Her voice had been barely a whisper, but the power in her words sent a shiver up the mighty demon’s spine. 

The air in front of Xtriv*fsuhcliseid’s Mistress began to shimmer and swirl. Before long, they were looking out at a forest shrouded in darkness. Xtriv*fsuhcliseid eagerly stepped through first to make sure the area was clear. When he gave a nod, his Mistress followed. The demon platoon rushed out eagerly before the magical portal collapsed. 

“I want a scouting party,” the Mistress said, turning to face Xtriv*fsuhcliseid. “I want to know how far to the south our quarry is.” She held the massive demon with her eyes. 

Two demons were selected at random and given instructions to find their targets, but not to engage them. When he was sure they understood their mission was purely reconaissance, Xtriv*fsuhcliseid dismissed them. The demons slipped into the darkness and disappeared. 

When he turned to receive any further commands, Xtriv*fsuhcliseid was forced back a step by the look of fury burning in his Mistress’s eyes. 

“I find your lack of faith disturbing, my pet.” The venom she put into the last word made the demon cringe. “Have I ever given you reason to doubt my judgments?” Her voice was smooth and soft, which only made the reprimand worse. 

“No, your Grace.” 

“Then why do you continually second guess me?” Her voice had taken on a cooing, purring tone. Had her eyes not been seething with rage, he would have thought she was trying to flirt. 

Without warrant, Xtriv*fsuhcliseid’s anger began to build. He was a proud demon, and any time his authority or power was questioned, he grew defensive. However, he knew it was futile with this woman; not because of the threat of punishment, but simply because she was right. 

“I beg forgiveness, your Grace. I am at your mercy.” It was difficult to get the words out, but he knew it was his best option. 

“You’ve always been at my mercy!” she screamed. At the same instant that dreaded invisible hand closed on the demon’s testicles. The bellow of pain filled the forest with an unnatural echo, followed by the sounds of terrified animals in flight. Xtriv*fsuhcliseid was brought to his knees where he was now eye-to-eye with his Mistress. His vision wavered under the onslaught of pain, but the image of his Mistress was solid and clear. 

Just as suddenly as she’d ignited in fury, the phantom hand was gone and her voice was back to its seductive croon. Instead of being curled into fists, her hands now caressed the demon’s massive chest. “Don’t make me replace you, Xtriv*fsuhcliseid.” The sound of his name rolling off her tongue sent a familiar quiver of anticipation to the demon’s groin. Before he could exert any control, his penises began to stiffen with the arousal his Mistress never failed to invoke. The phantom hand returned, but now it gripped his upper penis firmly but gently, carefully stroking it to life. 

With nothing more than the sheer force of her will, the Mistress pushed Xtriv*fsuhcliseid onto his back. She stood over him so that his growing erections were hidden beneath her black skirts. The invisible hand continued to tease him, to stoke his growing lust. 

She needed to lower herself a couple inches before she felt the head of Xtriv*fsuhcliseid’s throbbing member press against her cleft. The demon shuddered and growled when he felt the warmth of his Mistress on his engorged cock, and fought to keep from thrusting into her. She eased herself onto him soon enough; when the head was firmly seated, the ghost hand moved to the smaller organ. His Mistress continued to lower herself onto his major penis while she mentally guided the demon’s smaller penis to her asshole. 

“I could never replace these,” she said as she slid down his shafts. As she settled down with a smile on her blood-red lips, she leaned forward to brace herself on the demon’s broad chest. Her breasts had somehow come free of her corset and hung heavily beneath her. Xtriv*fsuhcliseid’s stronger arms held his Mistress by the waist as she began to move her hips in small circles, while his smaller hands cupped and gently squeezed her breasts. She moved slowly and methodically, stroking him with every inch of her sheathes. 

“Do I have your undivided loyalty?” she asked as she lifted her hips, then slowly lowered them back down to consume his thrumming organs. Her voice was smoother than any silk, yet stronger than any stone. The way her eyes sparkled, a pair of cerulean stars twinkled above him, while her slowly moving hips evoked wave after wave of building pleasure in his tense body. The woman above him was the epitome of beauty – at least for a human woman – and he wanted nothing more than to please her. 

“Yes, your Grace.” 

“Good,” she crooned. She leaned down to kiss his muscled chest, then rose from Xtriv*fsuhcliseid’s swollen members and walked away. 

The demon could only watch in stunned silence as his Mistress sauntered across the small clearing in which they’d made a temporary camp. She’d only accomodated his pleasure until she got what she was looking for. It made the mighty demon wonder how much longer his Mistress would need him once they found her quarry. 

Perturbed now, and still sporting two painful erections, Xtriv*fsuhcliseid rose from the ground and moved behind a thick tree where he could masturbate and hopefully relieve at least some of his stress. As he took his upper cock in his stronger hand, uncomfortable thoughts began to soak into his wary mind. What would his Mistress do once this campaign was over? Would she destroy him or banish him back to his home plane? Perhaps she would keep him as her sex slave. 

She’d originally summoned him to serve as her personal bodyguard, but once she’d gotten a peak under his loincloth, she’d given him new duties. Did he physically satisfy her enough to be spared? If he had to choose between staying here to pleasure this volatile, insatiable woman and returning to his native plane of existence, he’d choose his Mistress in a heartbeat. Pleasure was a concept his planar brethren had forsaken eons ago; Xtriv*fsuhcliseid wasn’t ready to give that up for centuries of pain, war, and chaos. 

What could he do? He wasn’t confident enough in the security of his position to just blow off this line of thought. He was going to have to take further measures to ensure his future turned out the way he wanted it to. Xtriv*fsuhcliseid couldn’t make any plans, however, because his Mistress had a way of knowing things she shouldn’t. He’d just have to bide his time and make sure he was ready to take advantage of any opportunities that presented themselves. 

Satisfied for now, it didn’t take the demon long to feel the growing tension in the base of his erection, spreading from his testicles. A few more rapid strokes, and the tree on which Xtriv*fsuhcliseid leaned shuddered under the force of the demon’s release. 

==Part 19== 

Tsumi was brought out of her sleep by a strong hand squeezing her breast and the tip of a tongue tracing lines along the outer edge of her pointed ear. The seduction of sleep was dissipating, burned away by the heat of lust smoldering between her legs. Smiling, she turned her head to touch her lips to Enyx’s as she covered the hand on her breast with her own. A soft moan escaped her lips when she felt his arousal grow agains her backside. She reached behind to stroke the growing member through the tight material of Enyx’s trousers. A hungry groan found her ear. 

With the familiar warmth of desire heating her blood, Tsumi turned over to kneel astride Enyx’s trapped thighs. She was still naked, but the chill air of morning didn’t bother her. The only thing on her mind now was the cock trapped beneath the lacings of Enyx’s pants. 

“We shouldn’t.” He offered only a token resistance. “Sera will be back soon.” 

“Then I guess we’d better hurry,” Tsumi replied with a bright smile as she loosened the leather thong holding his trousers closed. A moment later he was free and stiffening in the crisp, cool air. She took him in a firm grip and shuffled down so she could bend forward and take him into her warm mouth. 

Tsumi moaned at the taste of his flesh, pressing the flat of her tongue against the thick vein on the underside of his shaft. She drew it up to circle the head, then plunged him halfway down her throat. She pumped the lower half furiously while she sucked and slurped at his magnificent cock. She could tell his resistance had crumbled by the way he thrust his hips upward gently in rhythm with her hand. 

She enjoyed having Enyx in her mouth, and she loved it when he spilled his seed down her throat. But right now Tsumi needed to have him inside her. He’d stoked her fire too rapidly, and it was now a raging inferno of lust. Her lungs burned for oxygen, so she released him and climbed up, placing kisses on his stomach and chest as she rose. She kept his member firmly in her grip until her lips reached his. Her tongue sought shelter from the cold in his mouth as she eased his strong manhood into her damp cleft. She squeezed him as he entered, drinking down his moans with whimpers of her own. 

Wanting to feel the power of Enyx’s body, Tsumi rolled them over so that he was on top of her. She spread her legs as wide as she could while she held his lips locked to her own. She could feel his strength in the muscles beneath her hands, could feel the power coiled in his body like a spring. She had to have him drive into her, expend his energy on her. 

“Please, Enyx,” Tsumi begged, tilting her hips to a more favorable angle. “Hard.” 

She felt the power flow into her with every thrust, making it more difficult to keep from crying out. Tsumi’s urgency eclipsed any desire to draw out and savor the sensations, so she reached down between them, careful not to disturb his rhythm, and began circling her swollen clit. Her breasts jumped wildly with every impact of their bodies, but she was still able to see the thick shaft piston in and out of her hungry channel. The sight, along with the feelings of that muscle stretching and stroking her pussy and her finger tickling her sensitive bud, drove her quickly over the edge. 

She finally called out as her body crumbled, her mind thrown into a maelstrom of vivid colors and electric sensations. In her throes of ecstasy, Tsumi curled her heels around Enyx’s backside, urging him deeper. He obliged within moments, echoing her screams with grunts as he thrust faster and faster. He’d stopped breathing, his eyes were closed, and every muscle in his body was tensed; his entire body vibrated with energy and power. 

Tsumi was nearly out of her mind, riding the consuming waves of her orgasm, when Enyx reached his peak, so she didn’t see Sera emerge from the trees just as he threw his head back and filled Tsumi with his seed. The smaller woman squatted nearby, watching as the other two came down from their climaxes. 

Sera had to admit to herself that Tsumi was an attractive elf. Even on her back, with a man thrusting weakly into her, she was beautiful. The lines of her body looked to have been chiseled and shaped by the hand of a god. Had past circumstances been different, she might even had joined them just then, even if it was to clean the fluids from their bodies. But the elf was just a whore and the sight of her now made the fighter seeth with fury. 

“Enough playing. We don't have a lot of time.” Sera rose and strode to the small fire and deposited the conies she’d trapped. Her words had the desired effect; curses and clothing flew as Tsumi and Enyx scrambled to dress. 

While the other two ate, Sera filled them in on what she’d learned during the night. “There are two demons in the area, likely a scouting party for a larger force. Somehow they’ve managed to miss our campsite, but our luck will run out. The scouts are about a league to the west of us right now, so we’ve got a little time.  We’re going to have to leave very soon. They came from the north, so our safest flight will be to the south.” 

“How many do you think there are?” Enyx asked as he finished the last of his coney. 

“Hard to say. But I feel your old lover very strongly.” 

Enyx shifted uncomfortably. “Can she sense you?” 

“Only if she knows to look for me. Now, it’s your turn to tell me why you came looking for me.” 

Without a word, Enyx threw his blackened stick into the trees and walked over to one of his bags. He rummaged for a moment, then came back with a piece of black cloth in his hand. He sat down without looking at Tsumi, but he could feel the anxiety grow in her. 

“Would you be so kind as to remind us of the Legend of Astronoma?” Enyx held Sera’s gaze and watched anxiety settle into her eyes as well. 

Sera stared at him silently for a moment before taking a deep breath. “When the world was nothing more than a ball of clay, the Divine Alliance of the Pantheon convened to determine who would have dominion over the different aspects of the world. 

“Astronoma, the most beautiful of the Gods, had worn a gown of the blackest silk, dotted with points of twinkling light. When she was given the night sky, she tore the gown from her perfect body and threw it above her in a fit of elation where it became the firmament. 

"Ages passed.  When the Gods were satisfied with their work, they sought to populate the world with beings that would serve as stewards and care for the planet.  Astronoma created the elves.  She was so pleased with the beauty and perfection of her creation that she tore a piece from the night sky she'd created, fashioned a gown identical to the one she'd worn, and offered it to the Elves as a gift. 

"For thousands of years, the Elves cherished the gift.  It became a symbol of their race, a talisman to remind them of the loving Goddess that gave them life." 

"What happened to the dress?"  Enyx caressed the black material in his hands without looking up.

Sera looked at him for a moment, glancing once at what he had in his hands,  before going on.  "Legend has it that it was stolen in the War of the Two Valleys about six hundred years ago.  No one has seen it since." 

"How would one know if he'd found it?" 

"Enyx, what in the hells are you talking about?" 

"If someone came across what they thought to be Astronoma's Dress, how would they know it was the real thing?  Legend says the stars went dark when She gave it to the Elves.  How would one know it from any other black gown?" 

Now Sera really looked at the black silk in Enyx's hands.  "I don't know.  Logic would tell us that the stars would sparkle to life, but only for their goddess.  Enyx, what's going on?" 

"Tsumi," Enyx said and tossed the fabric to her.  "Hold it up." 

Tsumi had been listening very intently to Sera's story about Astronoma.  With every word, she'd grown more anxious and troubled.  She didn't know what any of it meant, and she wasn't sure if she wanted to.  On wobbly knees she stood and let the black gown hang from her fingertips.  After just a few seconds, the first pinprick of light began to twinkle near where Tsumi's fingers held the material.  More points of light began to sparkle, spilling downward over the dress. 

"Oh my gods," whispered Sera.  Here eyes were wide as she watched the night sky blossom in front of her, despite the rays of morning sunlight filtering through the trees.  The cynical and bitter fighter never would have believed what she was seeing, yet here it was right in front of Sera's eyes.  There was no denying the darkness of the night sky and the breathtaking array of stars. 

Enyx watched Sera closely.  He'd expected skepticism and disbelief from her, but seeing this reaction from the stoic woman only confirmed his suspicions. 

"How long have you known about this?"  Sera had carefully stepped over to where Tsumi held the dress.  She inspected it closely, but did not touch it. 

"Not long," Enyx replied.  "I'd bought it years ago, but I thought it was just another black dress until Tsumi picked it up a couple days ago.  That's when I decided to find you." 

For several long, silent minutes, Sera stared at the dress.  When Enyx was about to say something to her, she shook her head as if clearing away misted thoughts.  "We have to get to Ayllendras.  The Elves need to know about this."  

  

  

==Part 20== 

It didn't take long to strike the camp, but Enyx and Sera took their time hiding the evidence that they'd ever been there.  They had to bury the remains of the fire and sweep the area of any footprints.  As Tsumi watched from atop a moss-covered boulder, she became aware of the smug smile curling her lip.  

  

Ever since she'd met Sera, Tsumi had felt an abrasiveness from the smaller woman.  As time passed, the mild discomfort grew into barely contained disgust.  Sera obviously had a problem with Tsumi, but what could it be?  They'd never met before.  And yet Tsumi couldn't help resenting her for it.  So when the look of awe and utter disbelief spread across Sera's face upon seeing the dress, Tsumi felt smug satisfaction.  It was empowering to have something she could hold over the other woman.  

  

She didn't know what to make of Enyx's expression, though.  There had been admiration and wonder in his eyes, but she'd also sensed fear.  Would this change their relationship?  What did he think of her?  She didn't feel any different than she did yesterday, but then she hadn't been a reincarnated goddess.  

  

Tsumi let out an exasperated sigh.  There was so much to think about, so much to consider now.  She'd been content living in her Master's home, satisfying whatever his needs had been.  It had been a simple life, and she'd known exactly where her place was, and what was expected of her.  It had only been a few days ago that she'd been punished for taking a lover outside the Manor, yet it felt like months.  She hadn't even known Enyx's name four days ago.  He'd been her Master.  His Manor had been her world.  

  

Now they were on their way to Ayllendras.  Demons were chasing them, led by a dangerous woman from Enyx's past.  She looked at Sera and chuckled bitterly.  Two dangerous women from Enyx's past.  

  

What was Sera's story?  Where did she come from?  How did she know Enyx?  Could she be trusted?  

  

The last thought sent a chill up Tsumi's spine.  What if she was a spy for the demons that were hunting them?  What if there were no demons chasing them, and she was manipulating them into some devious trap?  There were so many opportunities for betrayal, and yet very little reason for her to help them.  

  

Tsumi shook the thoughts from her head.  She was being paranoid and she couldn't afford to look over her shoulder for two enemies.  Enyx seemed to trust Sera, so Tsumi would have to trust Enyx.  At a signal from him, Tsumi hopped down off the rock and straightened the vest stretched over her breasts.  She hoisted the pack Enyx gave her and followed silently into the woods.  

  

They walked for a few leagues in silence.  Sera would disappear at random intervals to scout the area.  It was during one of these moments of solitude that Tsumi broke the silence that had been growing more uncomfortable with every step.
  

"Who is she?"  Her voice was barely more than a whisper.  

  

"Hm?"  Enyx looked at Tsumi, confused.  He'd been deep in thought.  

  

"Sera," she replied, keeping her eyes on the ground before her as they walked side by side.  "How do you know her?  Where is she from?" 

  

Enyx looked at her but his face was unreadable.  "Sera’d been an orphan.  She used to run the streets until a friend of mine took her in.  I met her when she was about fifteen years old."

"How is she going to help us?"  Tsumi had seen the sword Enyx brought with him, and was sure he knew how to use it.  So why did they need this young girl's help?

"She already has.  Sera has a vast knowledge of ancient lore.  She was the only person I know that could confirm my suspicions about the dress.  Plus, she’s one of the best swordsmen I’ve ever met.  We’ll need her blade before long."

“Were you lovers?”  The question came unsolicited.  “I’m sorry, that’s none of my business.”
“We were,” he said simply, ignoring Tsumi’s embarrassment.  He didn’t offer anything further and the silence stretched on between them.  Tsumi didn’t know how to break it, or if she should.

Before too long, Sera rejoined them.  She reported no sighting of any demons, but voiced her growing unease.  “We should try to find a place where we can make a stand.”  As always, she spoke as if she were alone with Enyx.  Her only acknowledgements of Tsumi’s presence were the searing glares she cast in her direction.
The smaller woman’s attitude was beginning to wear on Tsumi’s temper.  She didn’t want to cause a scene, especially in front of Enyx, but she was about ready to burst.

“Do you have a problem with me?”  Tsumi had stopped and was looking at Sera, her brow furrowed with frustration.  She tried to sound as calm and unaccusing as possible.  The smaller woman turned, staring in disbelief.

“I’m sorry, what did you say?”  

“I asked if you had a problem with me.  Ever since we met you, you’ve treated me indignantly and with outright disgust.  I would like to know what it was that I did to deserve your contempt.”
Sera looked at the taller woman for a long while before speaking.  When she did, venom dripped from her words.  “Do you remember giving a little homeless girl money about... oh... ten years ago?”

Tsumi’s brow furrowed as she thought back.  After a moment, it dawned on her;  those green eyes, those clear, bright, wary green eyes were the ones she’d stared at outside the inn where she’d met Enyx.  The memory was still vivid in her mind.  That young girl had been filled with fear, despair, and pain.  All those emotions were still there, swirling beneath the surface, but now there was rage, hatred, and bitterness smoldering in her heartbreakingly beautiful eyes.

“Yes,” Tsumi said weakly.  She fought against tears prickling her eyes and a lump in the back of her throat as the memory came back.
“I took your money.  The silver crown would have fed me for weeks.  I wouldn’t have had to let myself get caught by the guards so I could get a free meal in the jail.

“Before I even got to the end of the alley I was attacked.  Three boys punched and kicked me until I couldn’t fight any longer.  Then they raped me.  I passed out while the third one....”  She stopped, swallowed hard.  Flames of rage and pain made her eyes glow.  “I woke the next day in the alley.  Someone had bandaged me-- my external wounds, anyway.  The money was gone and I was left with nothing.  Even my virginity was taken.”
“I’m so sorry,” Tsumi said breathlessly.  Tears were streaming down her cheeks.  “I just wanted to help.  I had no idea.”

Without a word, Sera turned and disappeared into the trees.  Tsumi stared at the spot, her shoulders hitching with sobs, then stumbled into Enyx’s arms.  He held her while she cried and mumbled incoherently against his chest. 
==Part21==
 After a while, Enyx was able to calm Tsumi and get her moving again.  He’d had no idea that Tsumi had ever met Sera before.  It certainly explained Sera’s bitterness, but Enyx was far from appeased.  If anything, it made him more wary about having them near each other.  He knew Tsumi’s apology was sincere, even without the pool of tears soaked in to his shirt.  

Whether Sera accepted the apology was another matter.  The young woman was extremely bitter and jaded for someone her age.  Enyx knew, though, that there was a compassionate spot in Sera’s stony heart.  He’d seen it a few times, much to her chagrin.  He’d been watching Sera’s eyes during the exchange, and just before she stormed off into the trees, he’d seen something change in the depths of her piercing gaze.  It was like glass shattered.  He was almost certain it was shame and regret that had driven the fighter away; she knew Tsumi’s apology was sincere, and it deflated her anger.
---

“We are ready, Your Grace.”
“Already?”  His Mistress sneered at Xtriv*fsuhcliseid over her shoulder before turning and walking back into the trees, where night was a little closer.  “I want them alive,” she reminded him before she was out of sight.

“Go,” the demon growled at his soldiers.  “You heard her!”  He drove his fist into the head of the slowest demon, but it did little to mitigate his growing frustration.  His Mistress wanted everything done her way, and she was taking it out on him because it was taking so long.  If he’d had his way from the start, they would have been relaxing in the comfort of her bed chamber by now.
Just as he was about to follow his troops, Her voice sliced through the deepening shadows.  “Xtriv*fsuhcliseid, come here.”  
  

  

((Sera holds an old bitterness toward Tsumi; back when Tsumi had ‘given’ her the money outside the inn, Sera had been attacked, robbed, and raped by three urchin boys half-again her age. She holds Tsumi responsible for it; even though Sera had chosen to take the money, she had needed it desperately.)) 

  

** 

((Mistress could be another goddess who centuries ago became jealous of Astronoma because of an affair she had with Mistress's lover.  Mistress tricked Astronoma into going down to earth, erasing her memory in the meantime.  Mistress lost track of Astronoma/Tsumi, and went down to earth herself to find her.  Mistress's goddess name should be some form of Juno or Hera.)) 

((When Mistress arrives, Tsumi is told to hide, while Sera and Enyx try to hold them off.  They defeat the demons easily, but when Xtriv and Mistress arrives, Xtriv overpowers Sera while Mistress seduces Enyx.  Almost under her complete control, Enyx exerts a final rejection by falling on his sword.  In the confusion, Sera breaks free of Xtriv and manages to defeat him.  Mistress turns to Sera and almost gets the fighter to betray Tsumi.  Before she can, however, Tsumi is dragged into clearing by a demon that had fled during the first fighting.  Seeing Enyx dead, Tsumi is consumed by grief and hatred, and lashes out at Mistress.  Her pain and agony is manifested in a beam of blinding white light that obliterates Mistress.  But it only destroys her physical body.  When Tsumi returns to "Heaven" Mistress is there 

((Jealous Goddess: 

    -Juno/Hera 

    -Benzaiten(japanese)/Sarasvati(indian)
~~~~
((Xtriv, Mistress, and troops in the Between. The Between is a black void of chaos. It’s spanned by bridges (like Wheel of Time). The bridges are physical manifestations of magic, made to resemble stone. The ways are old, and the stone has cracked, etc. In some places, whole sections of bridge have fallen away into oblivion. The magic is old – it was created in a time when human mages were still very powerful. But now, magic has all but fallen by the wayside, and the waygates and the Between have been neglected. 

At some point, the group stops and Mistress orders Xtriv’s troops to join her in orgy. She takes six directly: anus, vagina, mouth, each hand, and between her breasts. The demons are ordered to shoot their seed onto her (not into), and once spent, are replaced by another demon. This is a show of power on Mistress’s part – the way she can continually bring these demons to climax without being brought to her own. Once all twelve of the demons are spent, Mistress orders Xtriv (who didn’t partake in the orgy) to lick up all the semen that covers her body (maybe as punishment for a show of insubordination?)) 

It had been more than a century since Xtriv*fsuhcliseid had traveled the Between, so his memory of the space connecting the different planes of existence was dim. He remembered the danger of the place, but when the magical portal through the mountain closed behind him, the endless void bore down upon even his powerful mind. Eddies of magical energies caressed the demon’s mind softly, seductively, promising incredible power and immortality, if only he would embrace it. 

The Between was not a place to be standing idly, especially for his weaker-minded soldiers; it could be deadly in the dark where there was nothing to anchor one’s mind except in its own thoughts. After a few moments, his Mistress began to speak in a soft whisper... following a few short arcane words, a soft light grew among them, pushing the darkness and the imminent madness back. His demon soldiers released a collective sigh of relief. The light made it easier to resist the tempting magic of the place. When Xtriv*fsuhcliseid once again had a firm hold on his own mind, he looked around at their surroundings. 

They stood on a circular landing, approximately ten yards in diameter, that looked to be carved from a single slab of marble. There was no railing; the only thing to keep clumsy travelers from plummeting into the endless void was a three-inch-high curb that ran the circumference of the landing, broken only where it followed the bridge rising gently into the darkness. This landing was still in fairly good shape, the worst damage being a small section of curb that had broken away. There were a few superficial cracks, but the stone was sound. 

... 

His Mistress stood less than a foot in front of Xtriv*fsuhcliseid, and although she showed now sign of it, he could feel the cold rage burning through her blood. Those incredible blue eyes were locked on him, compelling the demon to succumb to her will. He knew he should be grovelling at her feet, but the humiliation of being so easily dominated in front of his soldiers fed his growing anger. Words of defiance rose in his throat but quicky died when he saw his Mistress’s hand rise and take hold of the lacing of her corset. With a tug, the knot came undone. The other hand came up and she pulled the corset open, spilling her breasts. Xtriv*fsuhcliseid wanted to look down, to watch his Mistress undress herself, but he couldn’t pull his eyes from her gaze. She dropped the corset to the floor as she unfastened a button at the waistband of her skirt. They immediately pooled on the floor, leaving her naked before him. 

“You will remain in this spot,” she said to the towering demon, her voice thick with seduction. “You are to touch nothing, but you are to watch everything. If you disobey me, the consequences will be severe.” She held Xtriv*fsuhcliseid’s gaze a moment longer before walking toward his gathered troops. 

“Disrobe, boys,” she said as she entered their midst. “At least enough to free your cocks.” She spun around to face Xtriv*fsuhcliseid again, now surrounded on three sides by demons as they scrambled to drop their trousers. The first to free his member was told to lie down. She lowered herself to kneel above the long, narrow penis, facing away from him so that she could hold Xtriv*fsuhcliseid’s eyes. She reached between her legs and eased her asshole down the slender shaft. The demon beneath her moaned, but she showed no emotion. She reached out and gripped the next nearest phallus. 

“Fuck me, boys. But you are forbidden to spill your seed inside me. I want you to cover me in it.” The burning look in her eyes made Xtriv*fsuhcliseid uneasy. Within seconds, the demon’s Mistress had a throbbing organ in her anus, vagina, mouth, and each hand. An intrepid demon was able to position himself so that he could thrust his erection between his Mistress’s breasts. She was now pleasuring six demons at once. She worked them all methodically, as if each one held her full attention. The six who were not directly in contact with their Mistress stroked themselves vigorously, ready to step in should the opportunity arise. He could feel himself growing hard at the sight of his Mistress fucking all these demons at once, but her orders had been explicit — he was to touch nothing. 

Mistress was surrounded by creatures that would drive most mortals insane at the mere sight of them. But here she was, being fucked – <i>No,</i> Xtriv*fsuhcliseid thought as he watched her. <i>She is not being fucked; she is the one fucking them. She is in complete control of them, and they barely realize it.</i> As he watched the demons thrusting and pumping manically into their Mistress, she lifted her feet and began stroking the penises of two more demons that had been flanking the one in her vagina. <i>Flaming hells,</i> Xtriv*fsuhcliseid cursed in amazement as her feet moved independently up and down the lengths of cock. She was now pleasuring eight of his soldiers, and if he was reading her face correctly, she was almost bored. 

The demon thrusting into his Mistress’s mouth began to grunt more loudly than the others, and a moment later he pulled himself from her mouth and climaxed with a curse. Without missing a beat, she gave his testicles a quick suck as he spilled thick white semen onto her chest and the penis that was thrusting between them. That set off the demon fucking her breasts, and he erupted with a thick rope that criss-crossed his Mistress’s face and neck. The rest of the demons followed in a chain reaction of vicious grunts and spurting cocks. Semen flowed like wine as the demons kept replacing each other over and over, their climaxes coming faster and faster. Through it all, Xtriv*fsuhcliseid’s Mistress lay on the hard marble floor and watched him watching her. She showed no interest in the soldiers at all, and he realized exactly what she was doing. 

This was all nothing more than a display of power, of the control she had over them all. It was a display to show them that they could not satisfy her carnal desires unless she willed it. They were powerless to stop her from bringing them all to orgasm at once, repeatedly. 

When she had exhausted all twelve of his soldiers, she ordered them away. They scampered off to the edge of the light to try to regain what energy they could. She beckoned to Xtriv*fsuhcliseid and the look in her eyes made him step forward at once. 

She was covered in their come. Nearly every square inch of her was coated in hot, white semen, glistening in the soft ambient light. His cock twitched again, but he ignored it. 

“Clean me,” she said softly as she fondled her slippery breasts and tweaked her swollen nipples. “With your tongue.” 

Rage exploded in Xtriv*fsuhcliseid’s eyes. This was nothing more than further humiliation. 

((Is this part even necessary? Does their trip through the Between move the plot along, or is it just an excuse for an orgy scene? 

** 

((The dress that Master wanted Tsumi to wear at the party is actually the gown worn by the goddess Astronoma. Master had bought it from a desperate peddler years and years ago. The peddler had told him this grand story about the dress having been worn by Astronoma when the Divine Alliance of the Pantheon gathered to determine who would rule what. She was charged with creating the night sky. She took the gown she’d worn to the Council and threw it into the sky, thus creating the black night sky littered with stars. From this, she tore a small piece of fabric. To cover the hole, she placed the silver disk pendant she’d worn about her neck. With the piece she tore out of the sky, she made a dress exactly like the one she wore to the Council. She gave the divine gift to the elves to hold and protect, to remind them of the love their Goddess holds for them. But hundreds of years ago, war came to the Elvin lands, and the Dress was stolen. From there, it passed out of known history, into myth, then on into legend, and almost out of the memories of all the good races. When Master bought it, he had a foolish hope... dream... that the dress was truly the one worn by Astronoma, but he could hardly believe it could be. No one was even sure anymore if the dress had existed at all. But now, it’s reacted to Tsumi, and now appears to be the legendary Dress. But what does it mean that it recognizes Tsumi?)) 

** 

((Mistress has bright blue eyes)) 

** 

((Small girl Tsumi ran into (before entering the inn where she met master) has clear green eyes.)) 

** 

((Xtriv*fsuhcliseid: About 8 feet tall; heavily muscled; dark blue skin; mostly human face; two pairs of arms – upper stronger, lower weaker; three barbed tails; muscular bovine legs; two penises – upper is 14”, lower is 8”; bleeds oily gray smoke; red glowing eyes)) 

** 

((Tsumi assumes Master’s friend to be a man, probably an old, wise wizard. Readers assume this as well? Play on that; show Tsumi’s surprise when she finds out Master’s friend is a woman. ...a woman that turns out to be the small child she’d helped the night she met Master, ~10 years ago.)) 

((Hunter-woman: half human, half elf. Short (5’-0”) but lean and wirey, strong toned muscles, sun-darkened skin. Shoulder length brown hair, part pulled into a pony tail (WoW hair). Wears dark, ragged, torn, patched, etc. clothes, heavy wool cloak/hood, knee-high leather boots, a katana on her left hip (for her right hand) and a matching wakizashi on her right hip (for her left hand), together called a daisho (use this in the story or not?). She carries a straight, thin, but deceptively strong staff that’s taller than she is (6’ long) that she uses as a walking stick and a weapon when the need arises. Other weapons are secreted about her body, but she prefers her katana. 

She’s a loner. She prefers the silence of the forest to the bustle of the city. She wanders by herself, often taking mercenary jobs, bounties, etc. She’s a ronin, essentially. She prefers to remain free of the tangle of other people and their intrigues, but when Tsumi finds her and offers her the ‘password’ from Master, she can’t turn her away. She is honor bound by something deep in her past, something with Master, that holds her honor. She takes Tsumi with her, protects her, guides her further along on her quest. 

As the character develops, certain instances shed light on this woman’s path. We begin to learn that she might be the last of an ancient society of warriors (i.e. Roland Deschain, last of the Gunslingers) that are known world-wide for their legendary prowess on the battlefield and their compassion off it. This society had been thought to be wiped out centuries ago. But this woman shows up with her daisho (somehow it signifies her heritage; totally black blade, perhaps? A special engraving on the blade? Some kind of design on the scabbard?) But of course no one takes her seriously… until they see her fight. 

As they’re travelling, we learn that she has vowed never to have sex with a man. She is not allowed to have children, so she has vowed to never let herself know the pleasure of a man. But what about a woman? Tsumi attempts to seduce her.)) 

** 

“Plus it would allow Tsumi to let her breasts free. They’d been crushed for hours in her corset and were beginning to ache with the need to be fondled and caressed.” 

** 

What is Tsumi’s secret that Master knows about? – The X-shaped scar on her tailbone is the scar left from the removal of her tail. The parents that raised Tsumi were not her biological parents. She was the child of an elf woman and a male [race of tailed, serpentine people demon?]. (See “Strange Birth” idea on home computer.) She was taken in by a healer-type man, who gave the care over to Tsumi’s adopted parents. They wanted the small tail removed, certain that a scar would be much less conspicuous than a tail. 

**
Why did Tsumi ‘cheat’ on her Master? Perhaps she was seduced/beguiled by a minion of The Mistress, placed a homing spell on her in hopes of finding Master? 

** 

Tsumi’s biological father was the leader of his race. His race had been at war with the humans, dwarves, elves, etc. for thousands of years, and Humans & Co. thought they’d finally won. They had captured Tsumi’s father and excecuted him, hoping to have destroyed their enemy’s resistance – or to have at least damaged it enough. But unbeknownst to them, Tsumi carried part of her father’s race with her, and was prophesied to unite the two sides in peace. Humans & Co. are prejudiced of Them, and think the prophecy means they’re going to be conquered/assimilated into their “evil” society. 

** 

