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A Note to My
Readers

 


Hello, all my wonderful lovelies!

 


The idea for this series—an “alternate
universe” where Varassa and her drow armies have conquered
Highwind—came from conversations with some of my fabulous
supporters on Patreon. Many of them were, um, titillated by
the possibilities, and I hope you are, too!

 


Keep in mind that nothing in this book is
officially canon! If this kind of dark bondage fantasy isn’t
your thing, I will be continuing the normal storyline shortly with
The Amazon’s Vengeance #4. But if you do think it’s fun to
imagine what fate might befall our sexy heroines if the Spider
Queen triumphed…

 


Read on, ussta abbilen!

 


-Sarah

 



Content
Warning

 


This erotic novella contains dark, explicit
sexual content. Drow culture is not pleasant! This story is a
capture fantasy with copious bondage, rough sex, and near constant
threats of forced pregnancy.

 


If any of this offends you, then you probably
shouldn’t read any further! Consider yourself warned!

 


And perhaps intrigued…
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Brian, Timothy, David, Alan, Commissar Hecht, Michael M., Michael
B., Dumblindeaf, Sean, and Joe. Because of your help, all of my
books will finally have unique covers!

 


A triple super bonus thanks to Sean L. for
all his editing suggestions!



 



1

Conquest

 


“Our soldiers have completed their raid on
the old Duskwatch tunnels, mistress. Yet another resistance cell
has been annihilated.”

Varassa Hu’nate, Matron Mother of Vel’shannar
and High Priestess of the Spider Queen, smiled as she brought yet
another glass of azure wine to her lips. “Were there any
survivors?”

“Several, mistress,” Commander Sabal said,
his red eyes glimmering with pride as he knelt before her. “My men
are holding the prisoners in the Citadel dungeon. They await
your—”

“Slaves.”

Sabal paused. “Mistress?”

“They are not my ‘prisoners,’ foolish male.
They are my slaves.”

“Y-yes, mistress,” Sabal stuttered. “I
apologize for misspeaking.”

Varassa held out her hand, and one of her
acolytes immediately rushed over to snatch the empty glass. “My
mother would have punished you for such an error, Commander. A
tongue that slips, no matter how slightly, cannot be trusted with
secrets—and a tongue that cannot be trusted with secrets serves no
purpose whatsoever. Wouldn’t you agree?”

Sabal flinched ever so slightly. “Yes,
mistress. I promise, it will not happen again.”

Varassa allowed the uncomfortable silence to
linger for several seconds. She wasn’t actually going to punish him
for such a trivial mistake, of course. One of the former Matron
Mother’s many failures had been her overreliance on overt brutality
rather than the much more subtle nuances of fear. It was one of
innumerable reasons Varassa had been able to overthrow the old
regime and claim control of Vel’shannar. As long as she castrated a
truly disobedient or incompetent male every now and then, the
others would serve her faithfully and without question.

Varassa smiled slyly as she glanced about her
new throne room. Six months ago, this building had been the seat of
power in Highwind, but the artificers and slaves had shaped and
molded it into a stronghold worthy of their Matron Mother. From the
outside, the Black Palace looked like a giant spider nestled at the
heart of the city; from the inside, it looked almost identical to
the Spire of Sovereignty in Vel’shannar. The very thought of living
on the surface—even for a short time—was utterly repulsive, but her
ever-expanding empire needed her leadership. How the pathetic
rivvin had ever survived on their own remained a
mystery.

She glanced over at the new slaves chained to
the chamber’s eastern wall. There were nine of them in total, all
female and all trembling with dread. Varassa’s acolytes had
stripped and collared the rivvin before forcing them to
their knees in preparation for the Matron Mother’s judgment. Some
of them had been part of a resistance cell, while others were
common thieves. Their male accomplices had been executed on the
spot, naturally, but the females would make excellent breeding
stock in the harems of her gifted warriors like Sabal.

Assuming he told her what she wanted to
hear.

“You needn’t worry yourself yet, Commander,”
Varassa said eventually. “You have served me well, and for that you
shall be rewarded.”

“Thank you, Matron Mother,” Sabal said, the
tension slowly draining from his face. “I live to serve you—and
through you, the Spider Queen.”

“Yes, of course you do,” Varassa drawled just
enough to express the proper contempt for his presence. “What of
the Ranger-General? Did you find her during your raid?”

Sabal nodded. “We did, Matron Mother. The
highborn ranger is alive…and unspoiled, as you demanded.”

Varassa’s smile returned. After all this
time, the last prize of Highwind was finally hers for the
taking…

“Where is she now?” Varassa asked.

“General Nym wished to drag her through the
streets so the rivvin could see her broken and defeated,”
Sabal said. “He planned to bring her here next. He said you would
need time to prepare a proper welcome.”

Varassa rubbed her hands together in
anticipation. She had been waiting for this day ever since she had
first ordered her armies to attack Highwind. The initial siege had
ended quite quickly—the bizarre magical cataclysm that had thrown
Vel’shannar into chaos a year ago had also left the surface world
virtually defenseless. The Duskwatch, the Knights of the Silver
Fist, even the Mage’s Guild—they had all crumbled in the wake of
this “Shattering.” Vel’shannar’s victory had been swift and
total.

Except for one annoying and doggedly
persistent darthiir cunt. Serrane Starwind, Highwind’s
former Ranger-General, had spent the last six months organizing a
rebellion against the drow. She had never succeeded, obviously, but
she had prevented Varassa from asserting full control…until now. At
long last, the highborn bitch had finally been caught.

And Varassa was going to revel in her
conquest.

“Bring her to me as soon as General Nym
finishes his parade,” Varassa said. “I will question her
personally.”

“Yes, Matron Mother,” Sabal said. “Your will
shall be done.”

He bowed his head, and Varassa let him linger
at her feet for almost a minute before she finally gave him
permission to stand. “As a reward for your service, you may claim
any female you wish,” she said, gesturing to the naked
rivvil slaves.

Sabal glanced across the room, his red eyes
lighting up as he hungrily considered his choices. Several of the
thieves whimpered when he strode up to them, but the resistance
fighters had more backbone—they averted their eyes and clenched
their teeth in a futile attempt to steel themselves for the
inevitable. They were all fresh and unbroken, though that would
change soon enough.

“This one,” Sabal said, squeezing the nipples
of a buxom, dark-haired farmgirl. A frightened sob instantly
escaped her lips.

“Very well,” Varassa agreed. “You may keep
her until moonrise tomorrow, but I expect her to return
undamaged.”

The commander grinned as he took the girl’s
leash from the acolytes. Tears were already streaming down her
cheeks, but that would only make Sabal want her more.

“Is she ripe?” he asked eagerly.

“Quite. Plant your seed quickly, Commander,
and she shall be yours forever.”

Sabal’s eyes lit up again, and he dragged the
girl out of the chamber so quickly she could barely keep up. Her
pathetic whimpers echoed off the walls and sent a visible ripple of
terror through the remaining slaves.

Varassa chuckled softly as she finally
uncrossed her long, leather-sheathed legs. She sauntered across the
chamber, her stiletto heels clicking on the black marble floor with
every step. She rarely wore her armor indoors anymore; her silken
top cradled her breasts but left her stomach and back bare. The
mere sight of her flawless gray flesh surely drove her servants
wild, as did the sleek sash dangling from her waist and between her
legs. It wasn’t as though she needed the protection of actual
armor—her magic was more powerful than the hardest adamantine
breastplate.

“Leave us,” she ordered the acolytes. “And
summon my Throne Maiden.”

“Yes, Matron Mother,” the acolytes replied in
near unison as they hauled the other slaves out by their collars.
Once they were gone, Varassa finally threw back her head and
laughed.

Yet again, she had been victorious. Yet
again, the Spider Queen had rewarded her loyal service.

A year ago, none of this had seemed possible.
Varassa had still been the First Daughter, and the rule of the
former Matron Mother had been absolute. But then the Shattering had
befallen the Underworld, and every drow priestess had lost their
ability to channel the power of the Spider Queen. The infighting
had been instant and brutal. Many of the males had rebelled, and
some had even joined forces with the slaves. Female sovereignty
itself had been challenged, as preposterous as that seemed, and
Vel’shannar had almost fallen.

But Varassa had never lost faith. Along with
General Nym, she had rallied a large enough force to kill the
Matron Mother and subdue the uprising—at which point the Spider
Queen’s power had miraculously returned. No one understood
precisely what had happened, and the Dark Goddess had never
revealed why she had only restored magic to a few of her
priestesses. Perhaps she remained weakened somehow, or perhaps she
was simply rationing her power more carefully.

Whatever the case, only one thing truly
mattered: Varassa was now the unquestioned ruler of Vel’shannar,
and in time she would be the unquestioned ruler of the surface as
well. Highwind would merely be the first of many rivvil
settlements to fall. Vorsalos, Silver Falls, even Nelu’Thalas—soon
the Spider Queen’s armies would crush them all.

Varassa was still contemplating the
possibilities when the illusory wall behind her throne shimmered.
The spell concealed a secret passage known only to her most trusted
advisors, and a moment later, her Throne Maiden materialized from
the deep shadows as if she were a specter rather than a
flesh-and-blood woman.

“You summoned me, Matron Mother?” she asked,
head bowed.

“Yes, I did,” Varassa said. “The intelligence
you gathered on the Ranger-General’s resistance cell proved
accurate. Commander Sabal just informed me that his men raided the
Duskwatch tunnels and destroyed most of the rebels. You have done
well, my precious niskaru cunt.”

As always, Solemi beamed at the slightest
praise from her mistress. Varassa sometimes found it difficult to
believe just how much this half-elven mongrel had changed over the
years. When the girl had first been captured, she had been little
more than an amusing toy, but now…now she was something else
entirely. As Throne Maiden to the Matron Mother, Solemi wielded
enormous power over all the other slaves, and if not for the mixed
blood polluting her veins, she would have made an excellent
priestess herself.

Still, Varassa had slowly grown to appreciate
Solemi’s niskaru heritage in its own way. Her pale skin and
willowy limbs revealed her darthiir corruption, while her
curvaceous hips and plump breasts were a testament to her
rivvil blood. She was topless most of the time these days,
though she wore a diaphanous skirt over her ky’ostal
nauvith, the magical harness which protected her quim from all
the drow males who wished to ravage it. Her long, slender legs were
sheathed in heeled black leather boots, and her shoulder-length
blond hair had turned platinum over the years as if the Spider
Queen herself were trying to give the girl a taste of true dark
elven power.

“I have already rewarded Commander Sabal for
his efforts,” Varassa said, strutting in front of the girl. “But
your prize will be far more glorious: you are going to help me tame
the resistance leader herself.”

Solemi beamed again, but this time her
emerald eyes glimmered sadistically as she imagined the
possibilities. She could easily be as brutal as any drow, given the
opportunity. Her quim was probably soaked already.

Varassa placed her hand on the girl’s cheek.
Solemi’s eyes fluttered shut at the slightest touch of her
mistress, and she nuzzled into Varassa’s palm with the shameless
desperation of a mewling kitten.

If the prisoner weren’t already on her
way, I’d fuck my niskaru right now. I haven’t been inside
her in several days. It’s hard to believe how much I already miss
her warm lips and velvet folds…

“The Ranger-General will be unlike any
challenge you have faced before,” Varassa said, clearing her throat
and withdrawing her hand. “She is strong and stubborn, and her
highborn blood undoubtedly teems with misplaced pride. She will
resist…and you and I will break her.”

“I am honored, mistress,” Solemi breathed,
her hands and knees already trembling with excitement. “You will
not regret placing your faith in me.”

“I know,” Varassa said, and meant it.
“General Nym will return with my new pet soon, and I want my
chamber prepared for their arrival.”

Solemi nodded. “Everything will be ready in
time, mistress, I swear it.”

“Good.” Varassa turned and sauntered back to
her throne. “The Spider Queen has presented us a chance to break a
highborn daughter of Nelu’Thalas. It is a once-in-a-lifetime
opportunity…and I do not intend to squander it.”

 


***

 


Unlike the rest of the renovated Black
Palace, the Matron Mother’s new lair was an entirely new addition.
The artificers had magically scooped out a large chunk of rock and
stone from beneath the original structure, and hundreds of slaves
had labored for months to properly sculpt the rooms and passages to
Varassa’s liking. In addition to the Matron’s Mother parlor and
adjoining master bedroom, there were three other chambers in total:
one for the Throne Maiden, one for General Nym, and one for
whichever slave Varassa currently found the most amusing.

If everything went as planned, Serrane
Starwind would be occupying that particular spot for some time…

Varassa grinned as she entered her parlor.
The lush purple carpet covering the floor had been spun by the
driders just a few weeks earlier, as had the blankets draped across
the oversized divan. They were the perfect complement to the
master-crafted furniture she had liberated from the nobles of
Highwind, especially the oaken shelves that were now filled with
her favorite toys and torture devices. The circular walls were
festooned with paintings depicting Varassa’s conquest of
Vel’shannar and of Highwind, and the entire room was bathed in dim,
purplish light cast by the single ever-burning torch on the sconce
above the divan.

However, the true centerpiece was the onyx
statue of the Spider Queen looming up against the eastern wall.
This particular effigy depicted the Dark Goddess as a full drow
rather than a drider, and her overwhelming beauty was a constant
reminder of the true power behind the resurgent Drow Empire. The
crystalline scrying orb clutched between her hands allowed Varassa
to view locations all across Highwind.

Solemi had already made all the necessary
preparations to welcome their new guest. A pillory had been placed
at the foot of the divan, and a rack had been assembled next to it.
Most importantly, the niskaru had laid out several essential
implements for easy access, from phalluses to whips to gags to the
pau’tharii collar which had once been used to train the
Throne Maiden herself. The collection included everything Varassa
would need to break even the strongest-willed slave.

Well, almost everything. General Nym,
the most powerful male in the Matron Mother’s service, would also
play an important role. He would be desperate to breed Varassa’s
new toy as soon as possible.

“I hope the arrangements are to your liking,
Matron Mother,” Solemi said, kneeling at the foot of the divan. “I
have also prepared the slave quarters for an extended guest, should
that be necessary.”

“We shall find out soon enough,” Varassa
said. She leaned over the divan and examined her toys, then slowly
traced her fingertip across the enchanted black leather of her
latest whip. Her artificers assured her that it could inflict
tremendous agony without leaving a single blemish in its wake. A
tough, stubborn highborn ranger would make for a perfect test. The
Matron Mother’s quim tingled when she thought about the delicious
darthiir screams echoing off the walls…

She was on the verge of ordering Solemi to
kneel and pleasure her when the scrying orb held by the statue
suddenly shimmered. Its surface swirled with purple fog for a few
moments before it revealed a vision of General Nym and his men
entering the plaza surrounding the Black Palace. When they marched
up the stairs to the adamantine gate, Varassa finally caught her
first glimpse of her new slave.

And the former Ranger-General was every bit
as glorious as she had hoped.

Serrane was tall, slender, and pale-skinned
like all the so-called highborn of Nelu’Thalas, but her supple,
athletic body was a vision of feminine power and perfection. Nym
hadn’t stripped her just yet; he knew better than to deny his
mistress the opportunity. Serrane’s leather breastplate was worn
and splattered with dried blood, as were her trousers and boots.
Her long blond hair was thoroughly disheveled, but she remained
defiant despite the gag stuffed in her mouth, the shackles binding
her wrists, and the collar clasped around her neck. Her crystal
blue eyes blazed with fury, and she snarled every time Nym tugged
at her leash.

“She will not be easy to break,” Solemi
whispered. The niskaru girl’s fingers had already begun
massaging her quim beneath her diaphanous skirt.

“There is no glory without a suitable
challenge,” Varassa said. “We shall revel in conquering her.”

The Matron Mother slowly uncoiled her whip
and cracked it in midair as she waited for her prize. Thankfully,
Nym didn’t tarry; he left his soldiers on the steps outside while
he personally dragged the Ranger-General inside the palace, through
its labyrinthine halls, and finally down the stairs to Varassa’s
lair. He offered his mistress a crisp bow when he arrived, and he
jerked the leash forward hard enough that Serrane stumbled and
almost fell flat on her face.

“I present to you Serrane Starwind, former
Ranger-General of Highwind.” Nym said, snickering as he put his
hand on the woman’s neck and forced her to her knees. “Without her
leadership, my men will be able to find and exterminate the last of
the resistance cells in a matter of days.”

“Well done, General,” Varassa said. “Very
well done indeed…”

She took a step forward to examine the
highborn cunt more closely. Her sinewy limbs, flat stomach, and
thick golden mane were even more impressive in person. Varassa was
tempted to shear off some of the lustrous locks for her collection,
but that, like so many other delights, would just have to wait.

“The entire city is now aware of her defeat,”
Nym said. “The holdouts will soon lose hope, and your reign will be
absolute.”

Serrane growled something into her gag, but
her words were unintelligible. Nym yanked her collar again
nevertheless.

“The Matron Mother did not give you
permission to speak, cunt!” he growled.

“No, I most certainly did not,” Varassa said
coolly. She allowed her whip to drag across the carpet behind her
as she slowly circled her new pet. The highborn’s wrists were
shackled tightly behind her back, and it was tempting to bind her
ankles as well. Perhaps later.

“This murderous bitch butchered an entire
battalion of my troops during the siege, and she has killed dozens
more since,” Nym said.

“The survivors are no doubt desperate for
vengeance,” Varassa mused. “I am tempted to give it to them.”

“I would prefer to punish her myself,
mistress. She is a sorceress trained by the wardens of Nelu’Thalas.
Any children she bears will likely also possess the gift.”

“You wish to breed her, then?”

“Yes,” Nym said, his red eyes glimmering with
lust. “Tonight, if possible.”

Serrane’s blue eyes widened in horror, and
Varassa allowed Nym’s threat to linger in the air for several
seconds before she bade him to lift the ranger to her feet and hold
her steady despite her struggles. Varassa chuckled and placed her
gray fingers upon the other woman’s toned, pale stomach.

“Hmm…she is quite ripe,” Varassa said. “Your
seed would almost certainly take root, so long as you plant it
within the next few days.”

Nym smiled and jerked the leash again. “Then
I shall begin immediately.”

“Patience, General,” Varassa chided. “This
cunt may still possess valuable information, and I wish to give her
the chance to aid our cause. A highborn slave would make an
excellent Throne Maiden, wouldn’t you agree?”

“But she deserves punishment! We cannot allow
her to—”

The general froze the instant Varassa turned
her eyes upon him. His cheek twitched, and he let out a long, slow
breath.

“My apologies, mistress,” he said. “I regret
my choice of words.”

“As well you should, male,” Varassa said,
allowing her voice to cool several degrees. “There is no we
here, General. My will is your destiny.”

Nym bowed his head. “Of course, Matron
Mother. This victory and its spoils are yours.”

“Never forget that.”

Nym may have been her most loyal and
influential servant, but he was still a servant—and a male one, at
that. His competence and ruthlessness had earned him the right to a
breeding harem, but she still couldn’t afford to let him become
overconfident. The former Matron Mother had made that mistake with
Varassa. Trust was for the foolish, after all, and there was no
such thing as a true ally in the darkness of the Underworld.

Still, Nym was a vastly superior male
specimen. He was tall for a drow male—even in heels, Varassa could
barely meet him eye-to-eye—and he had spent decades relentlessly
forging his body into a weapon of war. She couldn’t deny that the
mere sight of his sculpted gray flesh often set fire to her quim.
She had even allowed him to spill inside her—a rare, life-defining
moment for most males under her command.

But for now, he was just going to have to
wait. This prize was hers and hers alone.

“Leave us,” Varassa said. “Continue your
search for any of her remaining accomplices and interrogate the
other survivors however you see fit. Give them to your men if you
wish—whatever gets them to talk. I will summon you if your services
are required again.”

“As you command, Matron Mother,” Nym said,
handing her the leash. “Glory to the Spider Queen.”

After favoring Serrane with a final lustful
look, Nym turned and left the parlor. Varassa chuckled again the
instant the door closed behind him.

“You see now what fate awaits you should
choose to remain obstinate,” she said. “The general’s harem always
has room for another cunt. If you refuse to cooperate, you will
spend the next century bearing him child after child, and your
mongrel spawn will fight and die on battlefields across the world
in the Spider Queen’s name.”

The highborn snarled unintelligibly into her
gag, but her muffled protestations only made Varassa snicker. She
was going to relish every moment of this.

“I see you still haven’t learned the first
lesson of the Black Palace,” Varassa said. “No slave shall speak
without permission.”

She slapped Serrane across the cheek. The
woman’s pale flesh flared an angry red, and when she snarled again,
Varassa backhanded her just as hard. This time, the highborn
remained silent afterward, though the Matron Mother still
threateningly cracked her whip.

“I suggest you grow accustomed to the bitter
taste of your pride, darthiir cunt,” Varassa growled. “You
will find it more palatable than the sting of my lash.”

After glaring down at the highborn for
several long, menacing seconds, Varassa turned and beckoned Solemi
from her perch at the foot of the divan. The niskaru girl
stood and approached, her eyes locked on Serrane and every bit as
lustful as Nym’s. As always, her servile disposition belied her
ruthlessness. Given the chance, she would dominate the highborn
every bit as brutally as Nym.

“My Throne Maiden here wasn’t so different
from you once,” Varassa said, gently massaging the niskaru’s
plump, human-sized breasts. The girl nibbled at her lip and sighed
contentedly. “She wanted to believe that someone would save her,
but then she realized she had already been liberated from the
drudgery of her pointless life on the surface. I gave her the
greatest gift of all—total submission to the Spider Queen. For one
with such polluted blood, there is no greater glory.”

Grinning, Varassa slowly slipped out of her
thigh-high boots before pushing her panties to the floor. She
allowed the highborn a good, long look at her hairless drow quim
before she took a deep breath and whispered a prayer to the Dark
Goddess. Aetheric energies instantly surged through her entire
body, and the Matron Mother carefully shaped the raw power into one
of her favorite spells. A thick gray cock sprouted from inside her
quim, instantly drawing a surprised—and frightened—gasp from
Serrane.

“Behold your new master,” Varassa said,
curling her fingers around the rigid stem. “Serve it well, and you
shall be rewarded.”

While the ranger recoiled at the size of the
magical phallus, Solemi was practically salivating. The
niskaru girl stared at the throbbing stem as if it were the
only thing she had ever desired.

“May I prepare you, mistress?” she asked
breathlessly.

“You may indeed,” Varassa said.

Her Throne Maiden didn’t waste a single
second; she dropped to her knees, crawled forward, and parted her
ruby lips to inhale the tip of the phallus. A shockwave of delight
rippled throughout Varassa’s body, and her legs become so weak she
momentarily wobbled on her heels before she could collect herself.
Solemi’s skills at cock sucking remained unmatched in the
Underworld; males across Vel’shannar would give almost anything to
feel her lips and tongue on their stems.

“You see how eagerly she has embraced her
role?” Varassa said, feathering her fingers through the
niskaru’s platinum hair. “If your lips are half this
skilled, you could have a valuable position in my court. If not,
well, General Nym’s soldiers aren’t nearly as selective in their
tastes. I wonder how many cocks your highborn throat could drain in
a day…”

Serrane’s eyes widened when Varassa amplified
the spell and enlarged the stem. Soon it was the size of an orc
male’s, though Solemi didn’t seem to mind in the slightest. Her
fingers eagerly stroked the base while she took the tip and shaft
into her velvety throat. There were times when Varassa wondered if
anything could truly sate the girl’s hunger. She even seemed to
enjoy draining the minotaurs.

“Enough!” Varassa said, tugging on Solemi’s
hair and pulling her away. The Matron Mother almost spilled anyway;
her cock twitched in midair for several seconds, desperate for
release. If she had been a true male, she never would have been
able to control herself. They were slaves to their stems, and the
Spider Queen’s magic allowed her chosen servants to understand the
nature of that bondage—and use it to manipulate them.

Still, Varassa couldn’t deny that cocks had
their uses. Nothing else in her vast collection possessed a greater
power to discipline her slaves, and she couldn’t deny how glorious
it felt to drench one of her subjects in a shower of seed.

“Your new master is ready, cunt,” Varassa
said, stepping directly in front of Serrane. “If you serve him
well, you shall be rewarded. If you serve him poorly, I shall
simply satisfy him with a different hole.”

The Matron Mother slapped her stem against
the highborn’s cheeks. Surprised, Serrane groaned into her gag and
tried to scuttle away on her knees, but Varassa immediately jerked
on the leash and held the other woman in place.

“Open her mouth,” Varassa commanded.

Solemi crawled forward and began unfastening
the leather straps holding the gag in place. Varassa’s cock
throbbed in anticipation of entering another warm, wet sheath, and
she continued smacking it against the highborn’s forehead to
humiliate the bitch as much as possible…

“Le’thos!” Serrane snarled the instant
the gag fell from her mouth. “Jukatta le—”

Her voice cut out when Solemi clutched her
throat and squeezed. The ranger’s blue eyes shot wide open as she
gasped for air.

“The Matron Mother already warned you once,”
the niskaru girl snarled. “You will not speak without
permission!”

Varassa snickered. Once again, she was
tempted to allow her Throne Maiden a few minutes alone to
discipline their new pet. The girl’s ability to control and
dominate other females was a sight to behold. She would happily
fuck them in the ass for a week straight if that was what it took
to break them. But as amusing as that would have been to watch,
Varassa wanted—and deserved—to break this surface bitch
herself.

“You will not utter a word of your filthy
darthiir speech here,” Varassa warned. “Every time you
disobey, you will be punished.”

She signaled for Solemi to release her grip,
and the moment she did so, Serrane gasped for breath. She glared up
at her captors through bloodshot eyes.

“You will never get away with this, drow
bitch,” the ranger snarled. “The people of Highwind will—”

Solemi slapped her hard across the face, and
she reared back to do it again before Varassa snatched the girl’s
wrist. “Enough,” the Matron Mother said, snickering. “If she
refuses to remain silent, I shall simply gag her myself.”

Taking a step backward, Varassa whispered
another prayer to the Spider Queen. The Goddess’s power flowed
through her high priestess, and Varassa shaped it into yet another
of her favorite spells. A sprawling nexus of shimmering webs
appeared on the ceiling, and she called down several long, thick
strands.

Serrane gasped in surprise when the
tentacle-like tethers grabbed her shackled wrists and unbound
ankles and hoisted her up into the air. Within seconds, she was
suspended face-down several feet above the floor, and the webs were
so tight she could barely move an inch.

“Release me!” the highborn demanded. “Or I
swear to the gods I will—nnmph!”

Her protests became little more than muffled
cries when the webs curled around her chin and clamped her mouth
shut. Varassa snickered again and placed her gray fingers on the
other woman’s cheek.

“Allow the Goddess to hold you in her warm,
loving embrace,” the Matron Mother sneered. “And pray that she
finds you worthy enough to let go.”

Cackling delightedly, Varassa began slapping
Serrane’s cheeks with her massive gray cock once again. The
highborn closed her eyes and clenched her teeth to endure this
degradation, but it only encouraged Varassa to slap harder. She was
seriously tempted to shower the cunt’s face with seed right here
and now just to watch her squirm, but Varassa wanted to feel the
warm cradle of a highborn throat first. It had been far, far too
long since she had broken a true-blooded slave.

“Strip her,” the Matron Mother ordered as she
stopped slapping Serrane and began stroking her cock again instead.
“A slave has no use for armor.”

As always, the Throne Maiden obeyed without
question. She started by unstrapping the ranger’s cropped
breastplate, exposing the woman’s perky highborn tits. Serrane’s
trousers and boots were next, and the webs helpfully parted to
allow Solemi full access without completely releasing their hold.
Soon the darthiir’s naked, bound body was on full
display…and it was every bit as glorious as Varassa had hoped.

“Oh, General Nym definitely wouldn’t be able
to last long inside you,” the Matron Mother said as she circled
Serrane, leaning down and dragging her fingertips along the other
woman’s taut belly. “No male could, I imagine.”

Serrane squirmed helplessly, but even her
athletic body was no match for the Spider Queen’s bondage. The webs
would sap her sorcerous might as well, preventing her from
channeling the Aether. The only escape was total submission.

“I wonder, how many cocks have you already
serviced?” Varassa asked, pacing around her slave. “You have lived
with the rivvin for some time, have you not? I bet you’ve
developed a taste for their stems.”

“Our spies believe she has taken a human
lover,” Solemi said. She stepped up to the highborn’s right flank
and began idly twirling her fingers through the other woman’s
golden mane. “A Knight of the Silver Fist named Julian Cassel.”

“A paladin?” Varassa exclaimed with a snort.
“Yes, of course you wouldn’t settle for anything less. My Throne
Maiden also had a taste for paladin cock once. Her old lover is
still back in Vel’shannar, though I could easily summon him.
Perhaps I’ll have him breed you after Nym…”

The ranger’s futile struggles began to slowly
spin her in place. When her splayed legs moved in front of Solemi,
the niskaru darted between them and dragged a finger along
the length of the highborn’s slit.

“She is wet, mistress,” the girl replied,
snickering as she licked her fingertips clean. “Perhaps she enjoys
the idea of joining the general’s harem.”

Varassa laughed. “Oh, I knew it. You
darthiir are predictably pathetic. You decry our raids to
the surface, yet you secretly yearn for us to conquer you.”

Serrane muttered something again, but her
glistening quim betrayed her true feelings. A part of her was
already enjoying this. She was going to make a fine Throne Maiden,
indeed…

“It’s time,” Varassa said, smacking her cock
across the highborn’s face again. “Prove your worth to me as a
servant or spend the rest of your long life in a breeding harem.
The choice is yours.”

Solemi ducked out from between Serrane’s legs
and rushed over to pull the webs from her lips. “Open your mouth!”
the girl commanded. “Taste the power of the Spider Queen!”

Amazingly, the highborn obeyed. She lifted
her head and parted her lips as far as she could, and Varassa
wasted no time nudging the swollen tip of her phallus inside.
Serrane glanced up as the shaft began to slide past her teeth—

And promptly bit down as hard as she
could.

A true male would have shrieked in agony, but
Varassa felt nothing but pleasure. Her cock was impervious to
damage; Serrane’s teeth couldn’t penetrate the magical flesh. And
even if they could, the phallus lacked any true pain receptors.

The Matron Mother chuckled contemptuously at
the highborn’s futile rebellion. “Did you honestly believe that
would work? I am not a pathetic male—you cannot harm this stem. But
I promise you this, cunt: you will learn to respect its power.”

Varassa gestured to Solemi, and the girl
leaned forward and pinched the highborn’s nostrils shut. The look
on Serrane’s face was priceless: her crystal blue eyes gaped wide
when she finally realized just how helpless she really was. Her
last petty act of defiance had failed. Surrender was her only
option.

Yet she still held out. Serrane’s face went
red as her lungs begged for air, and for a long moment, Varassa
wondered if the stubborn bitch would actually suffocate rather than
submit. But then her lips suddenly opened, and the Matron Mother
plunged the full length of her cock down the highborn’s throat. It
was every bit as warm, soft, and tight as a rivvil cunt.

“Yes, there you go,” Varassa cooed. “Swallow
your pride…and your destiny.”

She held her cock in place for several more
seconds before she finally signaled for Solemi to let go. Serrane
sucked in as much air as she could through her nose even as her
throat bulged with Varassa’s rigid member.

The Matron Mother only granted the highborn a
moment of reprieve before she pushed the phallus in deeper and
deeper. The highborn was obviously more experienced than she let
on; she quickly relaxed her throat so she didn’t gag, though her
helpless gurgles only spurred Varassa to push harder. After
grabbing a thick handful of blond hair, she pounded the phallus in
and out, in and out, in and out…

“Phraktos, dos phuul ji sseren,” she
breathed, reveling in the glory of her conquest. As much as she
enjoyed fucking the fresh, unspoiled cunts of her new slaves, there
had always been something special about forcing her stem down the
throats of her subjects. It was the purest expression of power.

And power was the ultimate offering to the
Spider Queen.

Varassa grinned as she felt a climax
approaching. Solemi had already crawled back between the highborn’s
legs to feast upon her quim, and the sight of the Throne Maiden’s
glistening chin was more than enough to push the Matron Mother over
the edge. She yanked on Serrane’s hair as she thrust one final
time—

“Ultrinnan!” Varassa shouted as she
pulled out at the last instant. The magical phallus erupted,
spraying Serrane’s face with a thick, viscous volley of searing
seed. She barely managed to close her blue eyes before the Matron
Mother’s bounty splattered her forehead, nose, and cheeks. By the
time the cock was spent, several gooey strands were dangling from
the highborn’s chin.

Varassa expected her slave to spit and scowl,
but she couldn’t—her body was too busy convulsing from her own
climax. The highborn tried and failed to muffle her pitiful
whimpers, which made their sweet sound all the more glorious. She
may have been stubborn, but she was also clearly a slut. Her
inevitable fall would be magnificent indeed.

“Llieh,” Varassa breathed, marveling
at how drained she felt after the phallus spent. She beseeched the
Spider Queen for a blessing of vigor, and a restoring surge of
energy immediately washed over her.

“May I take her now, mistress?” Solemi asked
from her knees, her lips and chin still glistening with highborn
nectar.

“Patience, my pet,” Varassa said, scooping a
strand of seed from Serrane’s cheek and smearing it into her long
golden locks. “She must first learn to wear the mark of the Spider
Queen with pride, just as you did. As my bounty dries upon her
flesh, she will learn to embrace her new role.”

Solemi hungrily eyed the highborn’s pale
flesh. “She is especially willful, mistress. She may require
additional discipline.”

“And she shall have it, in time,” Varassa
said, opening her palm and dispelling the phallus. Her own quim was
still slick and ready. “For now, you shall relieve me.”

The niskaru eagerly scuttled around
Serrane and brought her tongue to her mistress’s sodden slit. She
was every bit as skilled at pleasuring a quim as a cock, and
Varassa gently stroked the girl’s platinum hair right in front of
the exhausted, seed-splattered slave.

“The Spider Queen has many lessons prepared
for our guest,” the Matron Mother said, smiling. “We shall begin
again soon.”

 



2

Humility

 


Serrane Starwind awakened with a start, and
her eyes immediately scoured the darkness for any signs of her
captors. She couldn’t believe she had allowed herself to fall
asleep in this horrible place—she should have forced herself to
stay alert and vigilant.

I also should have forced myself not to
climax like a whore when that drow bitch shoved her cock in my
mouth.

The ranger snarled in disgust—mostly at
herself—as she continued scanning the room. The Matron Mother had
extinguished the magical torch before she left, shrouding the
entire room in shadow. The only source of light was the faint,
ominous violet glow of the crystalline orb clutched in the hands of
the statue on the wall. Serrane didn’t hear any breathing, however,
which probably meant she was alone. How long had she been
unconscious? Her only point of reference was that the semen
covering her face and chin had dried.

I used to play this game with Julian. He
would mark his territory by covering my whole body, and I would let
it dry until morning. What would he say if he knew that a part of
me enjoyed being tied up by my enemies? What would he think if he
saw how hard I came when that drow bitch fucked my throat?

Serrane snarled and tugged at her restraints.
The leash had been removed from her collar, but she was still
suspended face-down in midair, unable to move or rotate her head
more than a few inches in any direction. Her arms were locked
behind her back and her legs were splayed open wide, and no amount
of struggling helped free them. She didn’t understand how simple
webs could be this strong. She was bound, naked, and completely at
the mercy of her captors.

And a part of me loves it.

Grimacing, the ranger forced herself to take
a deep breath and reach out to the Aether. She could still feel its
power suffusing the room, but every time she tried to shape it into
a spell, the magic fizzled at her fingertips. Somehow, the webs
were sapping away her strength. Perhaps the statue was imbuing them
with power…

After a few more failed attempts, Serrane
finally gave up. Her sorcery wouldn’t save her here, especially
without her bow to focus her power. Her only real chance was to
hold out as long as possible for Julian to rescue her. The thought
of being a damsel in distress made her nauseous, but the truth was
unavoidable. He and his surviving knights were undoubtedly
searching for her already, and they wouldn’t stop until they found
her.

Or died in the attempt.

Serrane’s stomach sank at the thought. After
six months of bloody struggle against the drow occupation, the
resistance was no closer to victory. In fact, things were far worse
than they had ever been. The Matron Mother’s slave armies
outnumbered the resistance fighters a hundred to one, and the dark
elf priestesses seemed completely unaffected by the Shattering. How
could the Spider Queen still grant them power when all the other
gods had fallen silent? Was she responsible for this cataclysm
somehow?

The ranger was still hanging helplessly in
place when she heard a sudden thud just outside the door
behind her left shoulder. The sound repeated a second and then a
third time, and Serrane swore she heard a stifled gasp before
everything went silent.

Frowning, she craned her neck to look at the
door. When nothing else happened for almost a minute, she started
to wonder if she had imagined the whole thing…but then she heard
metal scraping on metal, almost like someone was trying to pick the
lock.

Her heart raced in her chest. Had the
resistance found her already? It seemed impossible—the Black Palace
was the most heavily guarded building in the entire city these
days. But why else would someone be trying to break in?

Serrane held her breath as the scraping grew
louder and louder. Eventually there was a loud click, and
when the door burst open, a familiar figure stormed into the
room.

“Julian!” Serrane called out. “Oh, thank the
gods…”

He rushed over to her so quickly that his
movements were little more than a blur in the darkness. His face
was covered in blond stubble and smeared with dirt, but she had
never seen a more beautiful sight in her whole life.

“Escar’s mercy,” he gasped, placing his hands
around the sides of her head and dropping to a knee in front of
her. “When I heard you’d been captured, I feared the worst…”

He leaned in and kissed her. The faint, dying
embers of hope flickering inside her roared back to life, and for a
single perfect moment she could almost forget that the world had
fallen to pieces around them.

“How in the bloody hell did you get in here?”
Serrane asked. “The guards—”

“I’ll explain later,” Julian said. “Right
now, we need to get you out of here.”

He drew a dagger from his belt and rose to
inspect the webs around her shoulders for any sign of a weak spot.
He was clad in the purple-black leather armor of the Matron
Mother’s slave soldiers; the resistance had stolen dozens of
similar suits over the past few months. Still, that didn’t explain
how he could have possibly gotten past so many drow warriors. Slave
soldiers weren’t allowed inside the Black Palace, otherwise the
resistance would have been able to embed spies here months ago…

“Gods, what did they do you?” Julian
breathed, his fingers hovering above the dried seed splattered
across her face.

“The Matron Mother will pay for her
depravities,” Serrane hissed.

“And you didn’t fight back?”

Serrane glared at him. “Of course I did!”

“Are you certain?” Julian asked, his lip
twisting in disgust. “I know you better than anyone. You probably
liked it, didn’t you?”

“What?” she stammered. “Julian, cut me
down!”

“Why? We both know you prefer it this way,”
he said, placing his hands upon the webs binding her arms. “Trapped
and powerless, completely at the mercy of your captors…deep down,
this is all you’ve ever really wanted.”

Serrane’s mouth went dry. She couldn’t even
muster the will to speak. What in the hell was he doing? What in
the hell was he saying?

“You’ll be happier if you just admit the
truth,” Julian said, sliding the dagger back into its sheath at his
belt. “You’ve always longed for a life of simple, obedient
submission, and this is your chance to finally embrace it.”

A cold tingle rippled down the length of
Serrane’s spine. “You aren’t Julian.”

“Does it matter?” he asked. “I’m here to
rescue you from your true bondage—the lies you’ve always told
yourself.”

He smiled down at her, and his entire face
began to change. His stubble receded, his hair grew out, and he
shrank almost a foot. Soon, Serrane was staring at a topless
half-elven woman with green eyes and a wicked grin on her lips.

“Good morning, cunt,” Solemi said. “I hope
you don’t mind me entertaining myself.”

Serrane closed her eyes and swallowed the
bitter lump in her throat. She should have known that the drow
wouldn’t settle for mere physical torture—they would try and
assault her mind as well. She needed to be ready for anything.

“I have only seen your Knight-Captain from a
distance a handful of times,” the half-elf girl said, snickering.
“I’m pleased I was still able to weave a convincing illusion.”

Serrane took a deep breath and ordered
herself to remain calm. She still remembered hearing the news about
Solemi’s disappearance a few years ago. Evidently, the half-elf and
a local farmboy had been snatched up by the drow somewhere outside
of Riverbend. By all accounts, the girl had been sweet and charming
once, but apparently years of being crushed beneath the heel of a
drow priestess had warped her mind.

The same thing could happen to me if I’m not
careful.

“I’m surprised your mistress allows you to
weave magic unsupervised,” Serrane said.

Solemi snorted. “That’s because you don’t
know anything about her. She has always nurtured my talents. Magic
is power, and power is everything in Vel’shannar.”

The ranger pursed her lips as her body
continued swaying helplessly in the webs. There had to be some way
she could turn this situation to her advantage. Perhaps she could
get through to this girl somehow, especially without the Matron
Mother looming over her shoulder.

“If you untie me, we could sneak out of here
before anyone knows we’re gone,” Serrane said. “I still know this
building well…we could easily escape.”

Solemi arched one of her platinum eyebrows.
“And why would I possibly want to do that?”

“Don’t you want to see your family
again?”

“The only family I need is here,” the girl
said, gesturing toward the statue to their right. “I serve the
Matron Mother, and through her, the Spider Queen.”

Serrane sighed. She had known this wouldn’t
be easy, but it was still her only real chance. There had to be
some way to get through to this girl…

“I realize this must all be very overwhelming
for you, and I can’t even begin to imagine the torments you must
have endured in the Underworld,” Serrane said. “But things don’t
have to be this way. You can still return to—”

“Oh, you are adorable!” Solemi
chuckled as she sauntered forward on her stiletto heels. “You
honestly believe you can ‘save’ me, don’t you?”

“What I think is that you’re confused. But I
promise, once we get you back to your family, we can—”

Solemi threw back her head and laughed. It
was sweet and wicked all at once, and a dark shiver skittered down
Serrane’s spine.

“The mistress will definitely want to keep
you around, cunt,” the half-elf said, placing her hand upon the
ranger’s seed-covered cheek. “Breaking you will be a true delight.
But one day soon, you will understand the truth. You will eagerly
kneel before your new mistress…and you will know power and pleasure
beyond your wildest fantasies.”

Solemi patted Serrane’s cheek twice before
she shuffled over to one of the dressers veiled in shadows along
the western wall. Her hand dipped into the top shelf and returned
holding another leash. It was significantly shorter than the one
she had used yesterday, and the girl wasted no time fastening it to
the small metal ring on the front of Serrane’s collar.

“Please, just listen to me,” the ranger said,
wincing at the subtle tug on her neck. “You don’t have to be a
slave to anyone. You can be free again!”

Solemi’s smile slowly wilted. “Free to do
what? Live in fear that some old wizard will discover my sorcery
and lock me away? Half-breed farm girls from Riverbend aren’t given
the same opportunities as highborn elves from Nelu’Thalas. Do you
know how Highwind used to punish illusionists? Your Council would
have locked me in the Gray Citadel…or maybe even banished me all
the way to the Galespire out east.”

The half-elf shook her head. “I am far freer
as the mistress’s slave than I ever was as a sorcerer on the
surface. Like I said, the Matron Mother nurtures my gift. Among the
drow, no one is forced to apologize for embracing their power.”

Serrane swallowed heavily. “I don’t approve
of the way the Guild treats channelers, but it doesn’t matter
anymore. After the Shattering, everything is different. If you help
me, there’s a chance we could—”

Solemi slapped Serrane across the face. “Save
your breath, highborn. You will need it when your throat is bulging
with General Nym’s cock.”

Magic crackled at Solemi’s fingertips, and
the webs began to twist and writhe around the ranger’s body as they
gently lowered her to the floor. Her legs and ankles were soon
free, though they kept her arms pinned tightly behind her back.

“The Matron Mother wants you to understand
the fate that awaits you should you refuse to cooperate,” Solemi
said, grabbing Serrane’s leash and tugging her forward. “Now walk,
cunt!”

The girl dragged Serrane across the parlor
toward the door. The ranger struggled to free her wrists, but
somehow the webs were still preventing her from reaching out to the
Aether. All she could do was stumble forward while Solemi led her
through the long, shadowy corridors of the Black Palace.

The drow sentries snickered at the naked
highborn elf as she was paraded past them. Some reached out to
fondle her tits, while others smacked her ass. All of them leered
hungrily at Serrane as if she were a piece of meat. If they had
paused for even a moment, the men surely would have groped her quim
as well.

But thankfully, Solemi pushed forward. When
they finally emerged from the palace, the sun was blazing in a
cloudless blue sky. The stone steps leading down into the plaza
below remained intact, and a crowd of Highwind citizens had
gathered along the sides. About a hundred of the Matron Mother’s
slave soldiers—the ones who weren’t blinded by daylight—had
cordoned off a path for the Throne Maiden to escort the
Ranger-General.

“It is time for your people to see their
heroine for what she really is,” Solemi said. “A weak, powerless
slut covered in the seed of her conqueror. Let the sun bake the
Matron Mother’s dominance into your flesh as a reminder of your
failure.”

She jerked on the leash so hard that Serrane
choked and nearly tripped. As the two of them descended the steps,
the crowd fell silent. Other would-be conquerors might have used
this opportunity to give a grandiose speech to their new subjects,
but the Matron Mother was nowhere to be found. Evidently, she was
content to allow fear to do the work for her.

Serrane averted her eyes and stared down at
the cobblestone streets as she was pulled forward. Every step was
more humiliating than the last. She had never been defeated this
thoroughly in a century of battle, and for the first time in her
life, she had no idea if she could fight her way out.

Julian is my only hope. He must be out there
in the crowd somewhere waiting to strike…

Serrane repeated those words to herself over
and over again, but Julian and his surviving knights never
appeared. No one tried to rescue her—no one shouted a single word
of support from the crowd. The people of Highwind had been so
thoroughly terrorized she could feel their despair clinging on the
wind. The Ranger-General’s bound, naked body was the final symbol
of the resistance’s failure, and the Matron Mother knew it.

After a degrading half-mile march, Serrane
and Solemi finally arrived at the steps to the Gray Citadel. For
the better part of the last century, the prison had held the most
dangerous people in the Northern Reaches, from sorcerers to
vampires to lycanthropes. The Mage’s Guild had always insisted that
the conditions within were “humane” and “civilized,” though no one
had ever truly believed them. Still, it was hard to imagine how
much worse things must have been since the Matron Mother converted
the whole structure into her personal dungeon.

Serrane quickly got her answer. The moment
the guards opened the door, she heard female screams echoing down
from the upper levels. Whips cracked against flesh, and the shouts
of drow interrogators quickly followed. Many of her fellow
resistance fighters were almost certainly up there right now. It
made her sick just thinking about it…

“You needn’t worry about visiting the
prison,” Solemi said, stopping and pausing in the middle of the
atrium. “General Nym keeps his breeding harem on the lower
levels.”

Bile rose in Serrane’s throat. The drow
really were every bit as barbaric and monstrous as the orc clans of
the Shattered Peaks.

Solemi tugged on the leash again and dragged
Serrane toward the steps leading down to the old dungeons. The
Citadel had never been a cheerful place, obviously, but like
everything else, the drow had made it far worse. The statues of the
old human gods had been replaced by idols to the Spider Queen, and
the bright lanterns had been replaced by dim magical torches that
cast an eerie purple light across the black marble floor. Yet
despite the deep, haunting shadows, Serrane could still make out
dozens of dark elf soldiers leering hungrily at her highborn flesh
just like back in the Black Palace.

“You’re lucky we’re not in Vel’shannar,”
Solemi said when they began winding down a spiral staircase.
“Slaves become public property if they are ever left unattended.
These soldiers are used to having their way with any females we
capture.”

The Throne Maiden chuckled to herself, and
the echoes of her dark laughter reverberated through the entire
stairwell. The girl really had been twisted by the Matron Mother.
Perhaps there was no way to save her from the horrors she had
endured after all…

There won’t be a way to save me, either—not
unless I can figure out a way to get out of here.

Serrane grimaced at the thought. She tried to
steel herself for the horrors ahead, knowing full well it probably
wouldn’t work.

It didn’t.

“General Nym was happy to move his harem here
to the surface,” Solemi said as she led Serrane out of the
stairwell. “The conquest of Highwind has provided him a near
infinite supply of breeding stock, as you can imagine.”

Serrane gasped despite herself. The old
dungeons had always been bleak and dreary—they were an artifact of
a past age when Highwind had been a very different place—but she
couldn’t imagine they had ever been this depraved. The cells
were filled with young females of many different races, most in
varying stages of pregnancy. Many were chained to the walls, though
others appeared to be roaming freely through the narrow corridors.
The truly unlucky ones were in the process of being bred—or simply
used—by drow males. The men snickered and joked as they
enjoyed the spoils of their conquest, but the women…

Seeing them suffer was horrific enough, but
hearing them suffer was actually worse. Serrane heard the
echo of her failure in every whimper and every scream. All of these
people had once been under her protection, and she had failed them
utterly and completely.

Despair won’t help anyone, least of all
me. I need to shut it out—I have to shut it out.

“Unlike the short-lived rivvil vermin
who live on the surface, the drow have the luxury of thinking
long-term,” Solemi said as they walked. “A highborn cunt like
yourself should appreciate this. Nym and the other worthy males
will create an army of half-breed slaves to wage war against the
Spider Queen’s enemies. It may take decades, but the Matron Mother
will eventually have an elite force capable of traveling beneath
the sun.”

“How can you possibly support this?” Serrane
stammered. “You were born here! These are your people!”

Solemi snorted contemptuously. “They aren’t
my people any more than they are yours. The only difference is that
they eventually learned to accept you. Half-bloods have never been
welcomed in Highwind.”

The ranger shook her head. “The city’s
treatment of refugees from the Winter War has been disgraceful, I
agree,” she admitted. “But you can’t possibly believe that
enslaving people is better!”

“I already told you what I believe,” Solemi
said. “The drow nurture power—the humans of Highwind fear
it. The mistress made me her slave, yes, but she still appreciates
my abilities. Any mongrel strong enough to claim her power can
still transcend her polluted blood.”

“Your blood is not ‘polluted.’ Listen to
yourself! You’re better than this!”

“I am this,” Solemi insisted, jerking
the leash again. “You could have great power here, too, if you
merely supplicate yourself before the mistress. You could purify
your own polluted blood by embracing your new destiny.”

Serrane shook her head even though the collar
threatened to choke her. “I will never submit to this
depravity!”

Solemi smiled wickedly. “Then your womb will
serve the Matron Mother instead.”

The Throne Maiden veered left down the
corridor leading to what had once been the special dungeon for
oversized monsters. The cells were easily twice the size as the
others, and most were currently holding three or four women at
once. They weren’t pregnant—or at least, they weren’t showing
yet—and many of them had the clean skin and desperate faces of new
arrivals. Serrane could only assume this was a holding area for
females who hadn’t yet been bred.

The corridor eventually ended in a wide,
D-shaped room with even more cells, though these were empty. The
semicircular area between them was not, however; it was furnished
almost like a smaller version of the Matron Mother’s parlor. Both
the pillory and the wooden rack were empty, though the latter had
been fitted with leather stirrups and slightly inclined. Any female
shackled upon it would have her legs lifted and splayed wide for
the master of the harem to more easily inseminate her.

Icy horror gripped Serrane at the thought of
her body being used as a drow incubator, but then she realized they
weren’t alone. Another dark elf female emerged from the shadows of
one of the open cells beside the rack and strutted forward. Like
the Matron Mother, this woman was wearing thigh-high boots with
preposterous stiletto heels, but unlike the Matron Mother, she
wasn’t wearing anything else. The female’s gray torso was
completely bare, revealing her breasts and swollen belly. She
couldn’t have been more than a few weeks away from giving
birth.

“So, the General’s new cunt has finally
arrived,” the woman said, her voice dripping with contempt. Her
features were remarkably similar to the Matron Mother’s; from a
distance, the two women could have been twins.

“The mistress wants her new pet to understand
the consequences should she remain obstinate,” Solemi said. “As you
can see, the bitch has already been taught her first lesson.”

The pregnant drow reached out her fingers and
lifted Serrane’s chin to inspect the dried seed staining her
cheeks. “You had better get used to wearing the mark of the Spider
Queen’s power upon your cursed pale flesh. My sister is quite fond
of this particular training technique.”

Serrane frowned. Sister? The Matron
Mother kept her own sister down in this horrible place?

“First Wife Laetharys is responsible for
controlling and disciplining General Nym’s breeding harem,” Solemi
said. “You may recall he has already expressed an interest in
adding you to his collection.”

“Yes, he has,” Laetharys said, her blue eyes
narrowing at the ranger. “He has yet to sire a mongrel highborn
child, but don’t worry, cunt—he will plant one in your belly soon
enough.”

Serrane glanced past the dark elf woman to
the stirrups. Her mind flashed with images of being tied down while
General Nym and a dozen other males took turns spilling inside her.
The thought sent a dark shudder through her entire body.

And a warm, excited tingle through her
quim.

Gods, what is wrong with me?!

“We might as well get her ready,” Laetharys
said. “Put her in the—”

The First Wife paused when a rhythmic
click of stiletto heels began echoing down the corridor
behind them. Matron Mother Varassa Hu’nate appeared a few moments
later with General Nym at her elbow.

“Sister,” Laetharys said, bowing. “I didn’t
realize you would be along so quickly.”

“You honestly thought I would trust you alone
with my new prize?” Varassa asked, her lips curling into a
condescending sneer. “I will not allow her to be despoiled so
easily.”

“I would never do anything without your
permission, mistress.”

“Of course not,” the Matron Mother muttered.
She strode forward and placed her palm upon her sister’s swollen
belly. “You are coming along well. Our child shall join us
soon.”

“Any day now,” Laetharys agreed.

Serrane glanced between the two drow women,
her mouth falling open in horror and disgust. Our child?
What kind of sick, twisted magic would allow one woman to
impregnate another? And what kind of sick, twisted bitch would
inseminate her own sister?

“This will be your fate, darthiir,
should you refuse to serve me willingly,” Varassa said, glancing
back over her shoulder to Serrane. “Are you prepared to spend the
next century birthing warriors for my army?”

 “Auta na
fatanyu!” Serrane hissed.

Solemi jerked the leash taut, choking the
ranger for several seconds before the Matron Mother snickered and
raised her hand, signaling the girl to relent. Varassa sauntered
closer, her metallic heels scraping on the floor, and placed her
fingers upon Serrane’s seed-covered cheeks.

“Still insolent, I see,” Varassa said. “Good.
I would have been greatly disappointed if you broke in a single
night.”

“General Nym’s cock will be a fine teacher,”
Laetharys said. “She is ripe and ready, sister. He could plant his
seed now.”

Serrane pulled away from Varassa’s touch and
swiveled her head to glare at the man looming behind her. Males
rarely achieved high station in drow society—the Spider Queen only
granted her power to females—and the fact that Nym commanded the
forces of Vel’shannar was nothing short of remarkable. His
ruthlessness had become legendary during the conquest of Highwind,
and many of the resistance fighters feared him every bit as much as
the Matron Mother. Serrane had tried to assassinate him countless
times over the past few months.

Now her failure was complete. Nym had already
spent several hours taunting her yesterday while his men paraded
her through the city, and she could see the cruel, lustful glimmer
in his faintly glowing red eyes. The thought of being forced to
bear this monster’s child made Serrane sick with dread.

Yet the thought of him holding me down and
forcing his cock inside me is actually making me wet…

“Let’s play a little game first, shall we?”
Varassa suggested after a moment. “I still think this highborn cunt
will make a fine Throne Maiden.”

“You can’t be serious,” Laetharys breathed.
“She is flawless breeding stock. General Nym has more than earned
the right to—”

“No one has earned anything unless I
say they have,” Varassa interrupted, her voice like jagged ice.
“You should understand that better than anyone, sister.”

The First Wife’s cheek twitched. “I meant no
offense, Matron Mother. But surely you agree that this highborn
whore should suffer. She has butchered scores of our soldiers!”

“Mostly males, all easily replaced,” Varassa
said matter-of-factly, touching Serrane’s cheek again. “But a
pureblood from Nelu’Thalas is a rare gift from the Spider Queen. I
will not squander it so readily.”

The Matron Mother stared hard at her prey for
several long seconds before she reached into a pouch at her hip and
retrieved a slender hourglass. “The sands will determine your fate,
cunt. If your skills are up to the challenge, then I will know you
are worthy to serve as one of my Throne Maidens. If not…” She
shrugged. “Well, then I may as well put you in stirrups and let the
general here breed you tonight.”

Serrane gulped down a fresh wave of fear as
she stared at the hourglass. She still wasn’t sure what this drow
bitch was planning, but it obviously wasn’t going to be good. The
ranger’s skin crawled in disgust while her quim tingled in
anticipation…

“How do you wish to proceed, mistress?”
General Nym asked. His fingers were twitching at his sides, and the
bulge in his trousers was growing larger by the moment.

“Since your harem mistress is so concerned
about your well-being, she will have the honor of preparing you for
the game,” Varassa said, a dark smirk on her lips. “On your knees,
sister.”

Laetharys’s cheek twitched again, annoyed but
plainly unwilling to defy the Matron Mother. “As you wish, of
course.”

The pregnant drow stepped in front of Nym and
awkwardly sank to her knees. He grinned down at her and grabbed a
thick handful of her silver-white hair as she reached into his
trousers and withdrew his throbbing gray stem.

Varassa nodded. “Begin.”

Laetharys curled her fingers around Nym’s
cock as she began slowly massaging the swollen tip with her tongue.
The man groaned in delight, but he didn’t even look down at the
kneeling drow woman. His red eyes locked upon Serrane.

“My sister was once First Daughter of
Vel’shannar, if you can believe it,” Varassa commented snidely.
“She commanded the former Matron Mother’s armies…right up until her
incompetence finally got the better of her.”

Serrane could see the anger rippling through
the First Wife’s body, but she didn’t stop or hesitate—she
continued rolling Nym’s cock over her tongue and eventually
swallowed him whole.

“Thankfully, Laetharys was always better with
her lips than a sword,” Varassa went on. “She now serves me
unquestioningly…as will you, my little highborn cunt.”

“This is sick,” Serrane spat. “How could you
do this to your own sister?”

“Because she would do the same to me, given
the chance,” the Matron Mother said, gently patting the back of her
sister’s head. “Thankfully, the Spider Queen has granted her a new
purpose.”

Varassa allowed Laetharys to lick and suck
Nym for another minute before she snapped her fingers. The First
Wife leaned back on her haunches, her lips wet with spittle, while
Nym’s stiff cock bobbed barely an inch in front of her.

“The rules of the game are quite simple,”
Varassa said. “The highborn cunt will swallow General Nym’s cock.
If she can make him spill before the sands are spent, she will
continue her training as a potential Throne Maiden.”

Laetharys glanced up, her eyes narrowed. “And
if she can’t?”

“Then he will begin breeding her tonight,”
Varassa said with a smirk.

Serrane scowled and glanced between the three
drow. “I will never touch him without a blade in my hand!”

“Then you’re fortunate the stirrups are
already prepared,” Varassa said, gesturing over her shoulder. “The
choice is yours, cunt. I suggest you make your decision
quickly.”

The Matron Mother flipped the hourglass and
set it on the edge of the wooden rack. Serrane watched, mortified,
as the white sands began to filter down to the bottom.

 “Vel’bol natha
waela elg’caress,” Laetharys snickered.

“She is not foolish,” Varassa corrected in
the Common tongue. “She is proud and stubborn…or perhaps she simply
yearns to be a submissive mother, like so many other pathetic
surface females.”

The drow women shared a dark chuckle as
Serrane’s eyes flicked between the stirrups and Nym’s wet, yearning
cock. Her stomach twisted at the thought of pleasuring this
monster…but she didn’t doubt for a moment that the Matron Mother
would honor her threat.

“Time grows short,” Solemi whispered into her
ear from behind. “The general is highly disciplined, and he is
desperate to plant his seed in a highborn womb. He will not spill
without effort—you had best begin quickly…”

Serrane closed her eyes and swore under her
breath. Julian wasn’t going to burst through the door and save
her—no one would. Her only chance of escaping this nightmare was to
buy herself time to formulate a plan, and the only way to do that
was to play along with the Matron Mother’s sick, twisted games.

“Le’thos,” she hissed as she dropped
to her knees and lunged toward Nym’s cock. With her wrists still
webbed behind her back, she had no choice but to rely exclusively
upon her lips and tongue. She fastened her eyes upon his as she
lathered the tip, and he groaned when she swallowed the entire
head.

“Good,” Varassa cooed, a knowing smirk on her
lips. “That’s it, cunt. Show us how much of a whore you really
are…”

Serrane ignored the taunt and focused upon
her meal. She took Nym’s member deep, scorching him with the tight,
sweltering inferno that was her throat, before she abruptly leaned
back and licked up and down the full length of his shaft. She even
gently sucked his testicles, and when he closed his eyes and
grimaced, she thought she might be able to push him over the edge
right then and there.

But Solemi was right: Nym wanted his prize
more than anything, and he was disciplined enough to resist a quick
finish. His eyes quickly reopened, and she could feel him release a
slow breath and try to relax. He only needed to hold out for
another minute or so—the hourglass was already half empty. Serrane
would have to do more than lick and suck if she wanted to feel his
seed rushing over her tongue.

“Phraktos, dosst we’ha zhah izznarg,”
she breathed in the Drow tongue as she returned to lathering the
swollen head. “Lueth dos tyav ji bwael.”

Nym’s eyes widened, and she felt his cock
throb as a fresh wave of lust crashed over his face. Few males
could resist compliments about the size and taste of their cock,
especially dominant ones. And she’d had a feeling that he wouldn’t
be able to resist the sound of his dark speech from her lips.

“He won’t fall for such obvious tricks, you
dumb highborn bitch,” Laetharys sneered from beside her.

“What trick, sister?” Varassa asked. “She is
thoroughly soaked.”

The Matron Mother wasn’t wrong. Serrane could
feel how wet she already was, and she couldn’t deny that a part of
her was enjoying this. As a ranger, she lived to overcome
challenges. This might not have been a traditional battlefield, but
perhaps that didn’t really matter. The truth was that she had
always enjoyed being on her knees before a powerful male, too.

“Gods, I want to taste you,” she cooed,
staring up at him as she dragged her tongue from his balls to the
tip. “Please, give it to me!”

Serrane parted her lips and swallowed him
again, but this time she didn’t stop until his cock was wedged so
far down her throat that she nearly gagged. Drow were conquerors by
nature, and she suspected he would enjoy hearing her choke on his
mighty stem.

She was right.

“Phraktos, xxizz uns’aa,” Nym gasped,
his hand reflexively clamping on the back of her skull. When he
squeezed her head against his groin, forcing his member even deeper
down her throat, Serrane knew she had won.

“What are you doing?” Laetharys hissed,
suddenly nervous. “She is nearly yours! All you need to do is—”

“Vith!” Nym cried out. His scalding
seed flooded straight down Serrane’s gullet, igniting her quim and
unleashing her own climax. She could barely keep her eyes open
enough to glance at the hourglass. His cock fell silent mere
seconds before the last grains of sand slipped through.

“Marvelous,” Varassa exclaimed, chuckling and
clapping her hands together. “Oh, I knew you wouldn’t
disappoint me!”

While the Matron Mother laughed, Solemi
tugged at the leash and pulled Serrane from Nym’s cock. The ranger
kept her head tilted back as best she could to prevent a single
drop from spilling, and she opened her mouth wide to show off the
creamy remnants of her bounty.

Gods, what have I done? Gods, why did it feel
so good?

“Shu,” Laetharys hissed. “The bitch
obviously cheated somehow. You cannot deny the General his
rightfully earned prize!”

“He denied himself this prize,”
Varassa snickered. She dragged her finger across Serrane’s lips,
scooping up a few globs of errant seed. “Now be a good cunt and
swallow the rest.”

Don’t give her what she wants. Spit it right
back at her!

Serrane closed her mouth and swallowed. The
semen easily slid down her throat, and she couldn’t believe how
much she enjoyed the heady taste. A small part of her actually
craved another batch…

What the hell is wrong with me? How can I
possibly enjoy any of this?

“Good girl,” Varassa said, nodding in
approval. As she turned back to Laetharys, she stretched out her
seed-covered fingers and placed them upon the other woman’s lips.
“General Nym will have another chance to claim her, sister, don’t
you worry.”

Laetharys was clearly annoyed, but she wasn’t
willing to challenge the Matron Mother. She opened her mouth and
obediently licked the seed from Varassa’s fingers.

“You have earned yourself a brief reprieve,
my majestic highborn cunt,” Varassa said, turning back to Serrane.
“But don’t worry—you’ll have another opportunity to demonstrate
your skills very soon…”
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Trust

 


The silver frame of the full-body mirror
glimmered in the dim purple light, and Varassa scowled at her
reflection as she traced her fingertips down the thin,
figure-hugging scale mesh of her new breastplate.

“The enchantment is unstable,” she hissed,
stopping her fingers just above her bare midriff and the spider
tattoo emblazoned upon her navel. “Are you trying to get me
killed, male?”

The artificer standing behind her went stiff
with dread. His dark gray skin lightened at least three shades, and
he shook his head in desperate denial. “N-no, Matron Mother, I
assure you,” he blubbered. “I crafted everything to your exact
specifications!”

“So now you are trying to blame me for
your failure,” she said, lowering her voice even further.

“Absolutely not!” the artificer stammered.
“Your designs were perfect!”

“And yet your work is not,” Varassa said.
“You are fortunate I don’t have you flensed by the driders.”

The man trembled in place, awaiting her next
word as if it were the headman’s ax, and it took all of her
formidable willpower not to crack a smile. He hadn’t done anything
wrong, of course—the armor and its underlying enchantment were
impeccable. Her forces had achieved so many victories recently that
she was worried about them growing complacent, however, and males
always labored much harder when they feared for their lives.

“I shall return to the forge immediately,
mistress,” the artificer blurted out when the silence became too
much to bear. “I shall execute the apprentices and order the rest
of my men to redouble their efforts.”

“I am not blaming your men,” Varassa said. “I
am blaming you.”

She turned and glared at him. The metallic
mesh of the breastplate felt truly amazing on her skin; it was as
light and supple as leather yet ten times more durable than steel.
The rothé-hide skirt—dyed a matching dark purple—was half an inch
shorter than her old suit, and the heels on her boots were half an
inch higher. Even the tailors had outdone themselves with her new
underclothes and garters.

Still, order needed to be maintained.

“Fortunately, I possess the skills to correct
your incompetence myself,” Varassa said. “You will be spared.”

“Oh, thank you, mistress,” the artificer
groveled. “I will do my best to—”

“Take him to the dungeons,” she said to the
guard in the back of the room. “Give him two days in the pits
without food, then allow him to return to his work.”

“As you command, Matron Mother,” the guard
said. He grabbed the artificer by the shoulder and dragged the
confused male away without the slightest hesitation.

Smiling, Varassa turned back to the mirror
and took another moment to appreciate her new look. The breastplate
had far more in common with a corset than a hauberk, but the
enchantment coursing through the metal projected a thin Aetheric
barrier over her “vulnerable” bits. No mere rivvil, male or
female, could possibly resist her dark beauty now…

“I see no flaws in the craftsmanship,
sister,” Laetharys said from the bed a few yards away. “We are
closer than ever to bringing this region under our dominion. We
should not squander precious resources at a time like this.”

“He is a male, and therefore disposable,”
Varassa replied.

Her sister scowled in annoyance and swung her
legs off the bed. Her naked body was still wrapped up in the silken
sheets, having just recently performed her “wifely” duties by
pleasuring Varassa both before and after breakfast. Pregnancy may
have slowed her normally athletic body, but her tongue and fingers
were as skilled as ever. Varassa put both to use as often as
possible.

“Male or not, a skilled artificer cannot
easily be replaced,” Laetharys said. “We cannot afford to—”

“The Matron Mother never asked for your
opinion,” Solemi snarled from her perch by the dresser. “Do not
question her in my presence!”

Laetharys swiveled her dark glare upon the
niskaru girl. “How dare you! I will not allow a mongrel cunt
to—”

“Quiet, sister,” Varassa said, slowly
pivoting around to face them. “Unless you want me to grant the
artificer permission to breed you next, I suggest you stop wasting
your breath defending him.”

Laetharys lip twitched. Her eyes narrowed
into thin, glowing blue slits as she glared at Solemi in seething
silence. The two women looked like they wanted to choke one
another. Their mutual contempt had been growing steadily worse over
the last few months for plainly obvious reasons. Varassa’s sister
resented any slave—even one as loyal and skilled as Solemi—being
granted power and influence.

Thankfully, Laetharys’s impotent rage
sustained Varassa in a way nothing else could. Sisterhood was as
much about power and dominance as everything else, after all. Even
humiliating slaves was never quite as satisfying as tearing down
another drow female. Why else would the Spider Queen have allowed
Varassa’s seed to take root in her own sister’s belly?

“That’s better,” Varassa said, sneering as
she approached within a foot of her sister. “Now, what was it you
wanted to tell me?”

“Only that I hope you will reconsider playing
additional games with the highborn female,” Laetharys said. “She
has been in the Sut Zenphe for two days now. You said
yourself that she is near the end of her cycle and will not be ripe
much longer. General Nym—”

“Will have another chance to claim his prize
tonight,” Varassa said. “You needn’t worry, sister. I always play
fairly.”

Laetharys’s eyes narrowed again, prompting
Varassa to chortle and rub her sister’s swollen belly. It was
almost going to be a shame when she finally gave birth; the bump
was a constant reminder of Varassa’s dominance. Laetharys still
possessed many loyal followers from her days leading the army, and
it was vital to shatter their confidence by humiliating their
former general.

“Return to the harem where you belong,” the
Matron Mother said. “The final test will begin in a few hours, and
I expect our prize to be ready.”

“As you command, sister,” Laetharys murmured
bitterly. “All glory to the Spider Queen.”

The pregnant drow shot a final baleful glare
at Solemi before she stormed out of the room. Varassa chuckled the
moment the door closed.

“She still does not respect your authority,
mistress,” Solemi said.

“Of course she doesn’t,” Varassa scoffed.
“Laetharys is a drow female born of noble blood. She will never
truly respect anyone.”

The niskaru slowly shook her head.
“Forgive me, mistress, but I do not understand why you tolerate her
insubordination.”

“Because defeating an enemy is easy. The true
joy is in watching them squirm beneath your heel.”

“I see,” Solemi whispered, her emerald eyes
sparkling in thought. “Still, I would be happy to discipline her
for you.”

“I’m sure you would, but if my cock couldn’t
break her will, then neither will yours.” Varassa shrugged. “Still,
it would be amusing to watch you work. Perhaps I’ll give you some
time with her after her child is born.”

“When I am finished with her, she will never
speak out of turn again.”

Varassa placed her gray hand upon the girl’s
pale cheek. “Ah, my precious niskaru cunt. So fierce, so
loyal…”

Solemi closed her eyes and nuzzled into her
mistress’s touch. She really was unique, and not just because of
her wondrously plump, human-sized breasts. Varassa had broken
countless slaves over the past century, but she had never truly
converted one before Solemi. The girl possessed all the
cruelty and ruthlessness of a proper drow but none of the ambition.
The very thought of her rebelling against her mistress was as
preposterous as the idea of a male lording over Vel’Shannar—it
simply wasn’t in their nature. That was precisely why Varassa
trusted her Throne Maiden more than any drow.

“Tell me: what do you think of your
mistress’s new armor?” Varassa asked after a moment.

“Your beauty will destroy empires,” Solemi
breathed. “And your power will rebuild them in the Spider Queen’s
name.”

Smiling, Varassa leaned in and kissed the
girl’s mouth. The niskaru’s lips were as soft and supple as
the rest of her body, and she practically melted into the arms of
her mistress. Solemi was a born submissive, as every slave should
be.

Varassa had high hopes that her new pet, the
Ranger-General, would be one, too. The highborn’s quim had probably
been slick and ready from the first moment she had been captured.
If she passed her trial tonight, her training as a Throne Maiden
could truly begin. Varassa’s heart raced at the thought of having
two loyal, obedient cunts at her side…

But Serrane’s final lesson would have to wait
until tonight. In the meantime, there was nothing stopping the
Matron Mother from enjoying the company of her favorite pet.

“On your knees,” Varassa commanded.

Solemi sank to the floor without the
slightest hesitation. She stared up at her mistress, eager and
ready to please. Usually, Varassa had to coerce her slaves to kneel
before her, and as much as she enjoyed lording her power over
lesser beings, there was something to be said for the gleeful,
unwavering compliance of a fully broken cunt. Solemi wouldn’t even
blink if Varassa ordered her to pleasure a hundred drow warriors
one after another. The girl would happily drain their cocks until
she drowned in their seed, all in the name of her glorious
mistress.

“You have earned a reward,” Varassa said.
“Taste my glory…”

A giddy smile graced the girl’s lips as she
pushed aside the leather tassels of her mistress’s short armored
skirt. Varassa lifted her right leg and slung it over Solemi’s
shoulder, giving the girl easy, unfettered access to the Matron
Mother’s quim.

And as always, Solemi made the most of the
opportunity. Her velvet tongue lashed across her mistress’s slit
with the hunger of a male and the skill of a female. Varassa closed
her eyes and moaned in delight—something she never would have done
in the company of any other servant, lest they believe they had
some form of power over her. Even on the vanishingly rare occasions
when she invited a male inside her, she would usually cast a
sensory deprivation spell upon them so they couldn’t hear or see
her pleasure…

But never with Solemi. This girl—this
mixed-blood mongrel of two lesser races—may have been Varassa’s
most valuable possession. She may have been the most valuable
treasure in all of Vel’shannar.

“Siyo!” Varassa gasped, clutching the
niskaru’s platinum hair and holding the girl in place. A
climax shuddered through the Matron Mother so hard she teetered on
her heel and nearly toppled onto the bed. Solemi never even came up
for breath; she continued feasting until her mistress finally
pushed her away.

“How do you wish to take me, mistress?” the
girl asked, her lips and chin glistening in the dim light.

Varassa smiled as she slowly caught her
breath. She was sorely tempted to summon her cock and spend the
whole afternoon fucking Solemi’s wonderfully tight quim, but
perhaps today it was finally time for something different. After
all, as Matron Mother she had plenty of servants she could fuck
whenever she wanted—but only one servant she was willing to let
fuck her with any frequency.

“Stand,” Varassa said, placing her leg back
upon the ground. “It’s time for you to summon your cock for
me.”

Solemi’s green eyes beamed so brightly they
were practically blinding. She vaulted back to her feet and pushed
down her own skirt, revealing the ky’ostal nauvith
underneath. Varassa unlocked the harness with her magic and slowly
removed the cock-shaped plugs from the girl’s quim and ass,
prompting a delighted sigh and aroused mewl from her lips. The
device was almost unnecessary at this point; none of the Matron
Mother’s servants would dare attempt to force themselves upon her
Throne Maiden. Perhaps soon it could be used upon the highborn
ranger instead…

Once her smooth, quivering quim was fully
exposed, Solemi reached out to the Aether and wove one of her
favorite spells. Her beautiful cunt slowly transformed into a long,
thick cock, and the girl groaned softly as she stroked it to
life.

“I am ready and eager to serve you,
mistress,” Solemi said. “Shall I lie upon the bed?”

“Not this time,” Varassa said, reaching down
to unfasten the straps of her new breastplate. Like nearly all drow
equipment, her armor was designed to be shed quickly and easily if
necessary, and in less than a minute she was nude aside from her
thigh-high boots.

“I am not worthy to behold your full beauty,
mistress,” Solemi breathed.

“True…but you are worthier than most,” the
Matron Mother said. “I will grant you a rare and priceless gift, my
little niskaru cunt. See to it you do not disappoint
me.”

Varassa kissed the girl on the lips again,
then slowly pulled both their bodies down onto the bed. The Matron
Mother parted her legs, allowing Solemi to slide between them. Her
slender figure was a perfect fit, and her cock nudged up against
her mistress’s smoldering entrance as she waited for permission.
Varassa hadn’t invited anyone—male or female—to take her in this
position since she had been Second Daughter many, many years ago.
She preferred to ride her servants from above to ensure that she
still retained control.

But not today.

 “Plynn
uns’aa,” Varassa breathed.

Solemi effortlessly slipped the tip inside,
and her green eyes rolled back into her head the moment the
scalding heat of a drow quim enveloped her cock. “Oh, mistress…you
feel so wonderful.”

“Do not spill until I have been satisfied,”
Varassa commanded, nibbling at the tip of the niskaru’s
pointed ear. Their bodies were pressed so closely together that
their breasts touched, but even when their nipples grazed against
each other, it still wasn’t enough. The drow dug her nails into the
girl’s soft, sleek back and pulled her so tightly their flesh
became inseparable. “Fail me, and I shall never grant you this
privilege again.”

Solemi’s face hardened in determination as
she began thrusting slowly but steadily. Varassa closed her eyes
and sighed in delight, amazed at how liberating it felt to let her
guard down for once. She couldn’t imagine relaxing like this around
another drow; they would have betrayed her in a heartbeat. The
Spider Queen rewarded the strong and punished the weak, after all,
and there was nothing weaker than trust.

“Nnn,” Solemi whimpered as her cock
plunged deeper and deeper into Varassa’s molten depths. “Mistress,
I can’t—”

“Not yet,” the Matron Mother scolded between
labored breaths. She could feel her own climax approaching, and she
squeezed her gray thighs together and crossed her boots behind
Solemi’s back. As expected, the Throne Maiden was just as skilled
at brutish, male-driven intercourse as she was at everything else;
she intuitively knew just how quickly and how deep Varassa wanted
every thrust. At times like these, it seemed as though the Spider
Queen had used her power to sculpt and mold the perfect
servant…

“Siyo,” Varassa panted. Her nails dug
deeper, her thighs clenched tighter—

And she climaxed so hard every muscle in her
body seemed to seize up at once. The shudders of delight cascaded
over her one after another, and she threw back her head and cried
out to the Spider Queen in exultation. Even when she finally
started to come down, she continued churning her hips to draw
Solemi’s cock deeper and deeper.

“Mistress…” the girl blubbered. “Mistress,
I’m going to…”

“It’s all right,” Varassa soothed. “Spill for
me. Spill inside your mistress.”

Solemi instantly lost control. Her seed
flooded her mistress’s quim, and her sparkling emerald eyes rolled
back as if she had been possessed by a demon. Varassa grabbed the
back of the girl’s head and pulled her in close, and they devoured
each other’s tongues while the last echoes of ecstasy shuddered
through their joined bodies.

“I hope I have pleased you, mistress,” Solemi
breathed between kisses.

“Always,” Varassa replied, sifting her gray
fingers through the girl’s platinum hair. “My precious
niskaru cunt.”

Solemi smiled and closed her eyes as she
reveled in her mistress’s touch. Even now, after all this time, it
was still difficult to believe how quickly she could transition
between docile slave and domineering enforcer. She really was
unique.

“Please, allow me to clean you,” the girl
begged.

Nodding, Varassa unlocked her ankles and
scooted up on the sheets, allowing Solemi to slide away and kneel
at the foot of the bed. The girl began to eagerly and diligently
lap up the seed oozing from her mistress’s quim. The expert flicks
of her soft tongue sent another euphoric shiver rippling along the
Matron Mother’s spine, and she moaned in delight as she slung her
legs over Solemi’s back.

“Ahaluthh,” Varassa breathed, holding
the niskaru against her as she let her head fall back
against a pillow. She looked up at their reflection in the mirror
on the ceiling, strangely aroused by the contrast of her gray flesh
coiled around Solemi’s sleek, pale figure. Her thoughts turned to
the highborn cunt back in the Gray Citadel, and she started to
imagine Serrane and Solemi fighting for the right to pleasure their
mistress. Nym could still snatch away her prize, of course,
especially if the Ranger-General proved stubborn. But Varassa had
full confidence in her ability to identify—and break—slaves who
didn’t recognize their own deep-seated desire for submission. Soon
enough, Serrane would be on her knees, begging for the chance to
please her mistress just like Solemi.

It was only a matter of time.

 


***

 


“Plynn ol jal, dos xa’huuli darthiir
nek!” the drow soldier cried out as he stroked himself to
climax. For the third time today, his gray cock fired a barrage of
smoldering seed through the gap in the metal bars, covering Serrane
Starwind’s cheeks, chin, and tits. She had stopped trying to dodge
the onslaught a long time ago. While one set of webs bound her
wrists behind her back, another anchored her collar to the wall in
order to keep her head still. All she could do was close her eyes
and hope for the best whenever another drow used her naked,
kneeling body as target practice.

The squad of drow males standing outside the
cell right now seemed pleased with their performance. They hectored
the highborn prisoner in their language and in the common tongue
while a handful of blank-eyed female slaves busily stroked and
sucked their masters back to life. Once the men were ready, a drow
priestess would materialize from the shadows and cast a renewal
spell upon their cocks, ensuring they could produce as much seed as
if they hadn’t spilled in a month.

The result was that Serrane was so thoroughly
caked in semen that her features were barely recognizable. She knew
this for a fact thanks to the full-sized mirrors her captors had
placed on the right and left walls of the cell. Her only
options were to stare at the men about to spill on her or look upon
her own seed-splattered visage. It was degrading. It was
humiliating.

It was also unbelievably arousing.

“Smile for me, cunt!” a drow soldier sneered
as he pumped himself to climax. His seed struck her lips so hard
some of it seeped into her tightly sealed mouth, but she knew
better than to spit it out. The last time she’d tried that, another
male had fired a shot directly across her tongue and down her
throat. His comrades had howled about it for several minutes
straight.

“I think the bitch is starting to like it,”
another male teased. “How wet are you, slut? If you beg for it hard
enough, the Matron Mother might open the door for us…”

Serrane glared into the mirror to her left
while they continued mocking their prey. She didn’t just look like
a whore—she looked as utterly, thoroughly defeated as the slaves
who had already resigned themselves to their fate.

And I have, haven’t I? I’ve stopped
struggling, and my quim is so hot I’d give almost anything for a
cock—any cock—to fill it.

“Looks like we missed a spot,” one of the
drow men said. “Stay right where you are, cunt!”

Serrane flinched when yet another volley
struck her cheek. She couldn’t help but remember when Aluriel had
first convinced her to dress up and put on a disguise so they could
fuck as many men as they wanted without sullying their reputations.
Over time, Serrane had become addicted to their little outings, and
more than one of them had ended like this. She and Aluriel would be
on their knees surrounded by farm boys desperate to spill all over
two pretty little elven girls…

Even at the time, Serrane had worried about
how much she had enjoyed those escapades. They had been so filthy,
so depraved, so whorish—and yet so unbelievably satisfying. What
did it say about her that she had enjoyed them so much? What did it
say about her that she was enjoying a part of this so
much?

I have to get out of here soon. My head is
swimming, and I’m already having trouble concentrating. I haven’t
spent a single second planning an escape since they locked me in
here. If I’m not careful, I’ll end up like that poor, deluded
half-elven girl.

Serrane snarled and tugged at her restraints,
prompting another round of jeers and snickers from the men outside.
Several of them were on the verge of spilling again, but just
before they had the chance, a door creaked open from somewhere down
the corridor beyond the cell. The drow exchanged hushed whispers in
their own language for a few moments, then the males reluctantly
tugged on the leashes of their slaves and shuffled away into the
darkness.

“If only every darthiir cunt could
look as lovely as you,” a female drow voice sneered from around the
corner. The Matron Mother’s pregnant sister, Laetharys, appeared
outside the cell a few seconds later. Unlike the last time Serrane
had seen her, the drow woman was actually clothed—if a bra,
panties, and dangling sash counted as clothing, anyway.

“One day your queen will be here in your
place,” Laetharys went on. “I can already imagine how beautiful she
will look after our soldiers defile her.”

Serrane resisted the impulse to snarl back.
The more she protested, the more these drow seemed to enjoy
tormenting her. She had no intention of allowing this bitch to get
off on her suffering.

“The Matron Mother has prepared another trial
for you tonight,” Laetharys said as she opened the cell door and
sauntered inside, a bucket of water dangling from her hand. “I
cannot fathom why my sister even bothers with such foolish games,
but I promise you this: before this day ends, General Nym will
plant his seed in your belly.”

Laetharys dumped the bucket over Serrane’s
head. The water was freezing cold; the ranger couldn’t help but
wince as it streamed down her cheeks and over her breasts. Still,
at least it washed away some of the semen covering her skin.

“Nym prefers his bitches clean and
presentable…at least until they are properly bred,” Laetharys said.
She made a beckoning motion, and a servant scrambled around the
corner and into the cell with a second bucket in hand. “Once you
are heavy with his child, he will have no further use for you. You
can be as filthy as the rest of his harem until you are ripe
again.”

“That must explain why you look the way you
do,” Serrane said, eyeing the drow woman up and down. “Clearly no
one has taken an interest in your appearance for some time.”

Laetharys’s blue eyes instantly narrowed, and
she backhanded the ranger across the face. “Darthiir cunt!”
she snarled. “How dare you insult a noble-born drow!”

Serrane licked at the blood now mixing with
the seed on her lips. “Noble-born? You may be a drow, but you’re
just as pregnant as the humans and mixed-blood mongrels down here.
Even the Matron Mother’s half-elf pet seems to have more authority
than you.”

Laetharys grabbed the second bucket from her
servant and splashed it directly into Serrane’s face. “The general
wants your womb, not your tongue. Once he’s finished with you, I
shall carve it out and take it as a trophy.”

Serrane shook her hair and spit the water
from her mouth. “The half-elf seems to speak whenever she likes,
and she’s never been bred, has she? When I pledge myself to your
sister, she’ll grant me the same protections.” The ranger smiled
and eyed the drow’s swollen belly. “Who knows, maybe the Matron
Mother will order Nym to breed you instead…assuming you can make
yourself presentable enough for him.”

This time, Laetharys didn’t bother with a
backhanded slap—she hauled back and punched Serrane with all her
might. If not for the webs holding the ranger upright by her
collar, she would have immediately crumpled to the floor. Blood
filled her mouth, but she steeled herself against the pain and
flashed the drow a triumphant smile.

This is it—this is the opportunity I’ve been
waiting for. The spurned sister is a far more vulnerable target
than the half-elf girl.

“Speak out of turn again, cunt, and I will
order those males to shove their cocks down your throat until you
suffocate,” Laetharys growled.

Serrane spit blood on the floor. “You
probably know what that’s like, don’t you? How many times has your
sister raped you? I bet she even allows her Throne Maiden to fuck
you whenever she likes…”

Laetharys reared back, eyes blazing, as she
prepared for another strike. But a split second before she landed a
blow, a magical web materialized out of thin air and snatched her
arm. Snarling, she spun around and glared into the shadows just
beyond the cell.

“Vel’bol phu dos xundus?” a female
voice said. A moment later, the drow priestess who had been
revitalizing the males stepped into the dim light. “Lil ilharess
ilhar quarthen dos ulu orior nindol kul’gobuss!”

Serrane couldn’t understand most of the
words, but the newcomer’s vicious, spiteful tone made it clear that
the ranger’s gamble had paid off. Laetharys couldn’t truly harm her
without invoking the wrath of her sister, and now she was about to
be disciplined.

“I will not allow this highborn wretch to
insult a drow!” Laetharys protested. “She must be punished!”

“Not by you,” the priestess said. “You were
ordered to clean her up and make her presentable. If you damage her
in any way, the Matron Mother will place you back in the stocks
where you belong!”

“This is intolerable!” Laetharys hissed. “I
am the eldest daughter of House Hu’nate! I will not be insulted by
a mere—”

“Kneel,” the priestess said, her voice
shuddering with magical might.

Laetharys instantly crumpled to her knees,
and her jaw trembled as if she were trying to speak but couldn’t
muster the strength to open her lips. Serrane could feel the Spider
Queen’s power tingling in the air, and she swore the water dripping
from her skin suddenly turned to ice.

“You are no longer the First Daughter of
Vel’shannar,” the drow priestess said, her eyes and palm glowing
with magic. “If the Matron Mother hadn’t allowed you to carry her
child, you would be nothing at all.”

Laetharys quivered in place as if a great
invisible weight were pressing down upon her. For a single perfect
moment, she was every bit as helpless as Serrane.

Remember, betrayal is in their blood. Stoke
the flames long enough, and they will destroy one another…

“The Matron Mother is waiting,” the priestess
said after a moment. “Finish preparing this cunt for tonight’s
festivities, or I will invoke the wrath of the Spider Queen
upon you.”

The moment the priestess released the spell,
Laetharys toppled forward and struggled for breath. She glanced up,
her glare as baleful as ever even as she accepted her defeat.

“Her will shall be done,” Laetharys said.

“Good,” the priestess replied, a contemptuous
smirk touching her lips. She tossed a final glance at the shivering
prisoner, then turned and strode out of the cell.

“Like I said,” Serrane whispered, “the
half-elf gets more respect than you do. It’s almost a shame.”

This time, Laetharys didn’t take the
bait…though her hands did ball into fists at her sides. “Get me
another bucket,” she yelled at the servant next to her. “And fetch
me a gag while you’re at it.”


4

Triumph

 


Laetharys dumped several more buckets of cold
water over Serrane’s head before she ordered her servant to
unfasten the ranger’s bindings and drag her to her feet. Serrane
had no idea where they might take her, and she was genuinely
surprised when they arrived in a small room that had once been the
warden’s office. The drow had apparently converted it into a powder
room where General Nym’s latest breeding project could be properly
primped to his tastes. Serrane quickly found herself strapped to a
chair while more servants styled her golden hair into braids,
dabbed her cheeks with rouge, and dusted her eyelids with shadow.
Watching the entire transformation in the vanity mirror made her
sick.

They’re transforming me into his toy—his pet.
How many other women have they strapped to this chair? How many of
them now have a drow monster growing inside them?

“Thankfully, you won’t need your mouth
tonight,” Laetharys said, holding up the ball gag her servant had
fetched for her. “Unless Nym wants to hear you scream while he
despoils your highborn cunt.”

She ordered the servants to hold Serrane’s
mouth open while she wedged the gag between the ranger’s lips and
fastened the straps tight. The bitter taste of leather was so foul
she nearly retched, and it was difficult to breathe through the
tiny holes. Laetharys scoffed contemptuously as she inspected her
handiwork in the mirror.

“It’s hard to believe you are considered
beautiful here on the wretched surface,” the drow woman said,
clutching Serrane’s chin and tilting her head back and forth. “So
meek, so submissive…and yet males still covet your pale flesh. It’s
revolting.”

She grabbed Serrane’s leash and snapped her
head back, then leaned in so she could whisper into the ranger’s
long, pointed ear. “I hope you’re still alive when the Spider
Queen’s forces finally breach the walls of Nelu’Thalas. You’ll be
able to look your highborn queen in the eyes and tell her exactly
what it feels like to have your pride bred out of you one mongrel
at a time.”

Serrane didn’t even flinch. Even half a day
ago, she would have been so frustrated and infuriated by the
relentless taunting that she would have struggled against her
restraints—which was precisely the reaction Laetharys wanted. Now
that the ranger had seen just how powerless this woman was in
person, however, her impotent taunts meant nothing.

“Oloth plynn dos,” Laetharys spat as
she pulled Serrane back to her feet, then handed the leash to one
of the servants. “Get her onto the breeding rack. The Matron Mother
will be here shortly.”

A few moments later, Serrane was being led
back through the Gray Citadel to the breeding cell block where Nym
fucked her throat yesterday—or at least, she thought it had
been yesterday. The hours had started bleeding together, and she
had no concept of how long she had been chained in that cell with
the males spilling upon her.

I have to keep my bearings. I have to stay
focused. No matter what tricks Varassa pulls—no matter what
torments she tries to inflict—I just need to stay cool and wait for
the right time to strike.

Serrane repeated the words to herself until
they were practically a mantra, and by the time the servants
dragged her into the cell, she was feeling a bit more stable—right
up until she looked upon the breeding rack. The servants didn’t
waste any time lifting her up onto the cold, inclined wooden
surface, locking her wrists into iron shackles above her head, and
looping her ankles into the stirrups. The ranger’s breath quickened
when the leather tightened around her skin, and her heart began to
pound inside her chest when she realized just how exposed she truly
was. Her legs were splayed open wide with her quim on full
display.

And it was absolutely, thoroughly soaked.

“You had best get used to this view,”
Laetharys said, as she paced around the rack, her fingertips
tracing along the edges while the servants fiddled with something
beneath the rack. “You should be fertile for at least another
century, possibly more with the Spider Queen’s help. Even once
you’ve finally begun to wither, I’m sure we’ll be able to find some
desperate male who’s still willing to breed you.”

Serrane’s collar unexpectedly tightened,
pulling her head flat against the wood. She belatedly realized the
rack had an opening where the servants could tug her leash through
to the other side. They tightened it until she could barely even
turn her head.

“Are you satisfied, mistress?” one of the
servants asked.

“Very,” Laetharys said. “Your work is
finished—now get out of my sight!”

The women immediately scurried off down the
corridor while the pregnant drow continued pacing around the rack.
Her eyes glinted devilishly, and if she’d had a whip—and permission
to use it—she would have surely lashed Serrane’s breasts and
stomach. When the ranger closed her eyes, she could practically
feel the cord striking her flesh…and the very thought of it made
her quim tingle in delight.

This isn’t a game I’m playing with Julian.
I’m in a real danger here! So why in the hell am I so bloody
hot?

“I will give you some credit for courage,
darthiir,” Laetharys said after a moment. “You’re not even
trembling. Most of the cunts we strap to this rack beg and plead
until the deed is done.”

Serrane swallowed and took a deep breath
through her nose. Focus. Focus. I need to focus!

“Though perhaps it isn’t courage after all,”
Laetharys went on, positioning herself between the ranger’s legs
and squatting low enough to be eye level with Serrane’s quim.
“Perhaps my sister is right—you really are a born submissive.”

The drow blew a thin stream of air across
Serrane’s bald quim, and the ranger immediately—and
uncontrollably—cried into her gag as a shudder of delight rippled
through her. Her toes curled, her hands clenched above her head…and
her cheeks burned with embarrassment.

“Unbelievable,” Laetharys scoffed. “You may
be even more pathetic than my sister’s niskaru pet. At least
that girl had to be properly broken in first.”

Serrane squeezed her eyes shut. Hold
yourself together! Don’t give this bitch the satisfaction of seeing
you like this.

Laetharys snickered. “You’re actually going
to get off when Nym’s seed floods into your womb, aren’t you? He
usually prefers it when his breeding bitches scream and fight
back…I wonder how he’ll react when you start begging for it.”

Don’t listen to her. Don’t think about it.
The people of Highwind are still counting on me to get them out of
this. I need to stay strong and keep my head…

“I have half a mind to fuck you myself before
my sister gets here,” Laetharys said. “But then again, Nym is
right: willing partners are never as much fun.”

Without warning, the drow woman slipped one
of her gray fingers into Serrane’s quim, and once again the ranger
screamed into her gag as a current of carnal electricity coursed
through her—

And then she heard the familiar clicking of
the Matron Mother’s stiletto heels approaching from the shadows of
the corridor. Serrane could barely even turn her head with her
leash pulled so taut, but her ears could also make out other
footfalls following closely behind Varassa. One set was distinctly
feminine, but the other was distinctly not.

It’s him. Oh gods, it’s him.

“Matron Mother,” Laetharys said, kneeling.
“The highborn cunt is ready for her next trial, as you
instructed.”

Out of the corner of her eye, Serrane watched
as Varassa, Solemi, and Nym approached the rack. The half-elf girl
kept her distance, but the drow did not. Varassa and Nym sauntered
next to Serrane to inspect her restraints more closely.

“Excellent,” the Matron Mother said, nodding.
“Priestess Araene said she was barely recognizable after the males
spilled upon her.”

“Their accuracy was impressive,” Laetharys
agreed. “Though it clearly wasn’t her first time being bathed by so
many stems. I wonder if all highborn females are this
pathetic.”

“We will find out soon enough,” Varassa said,
dragging the tip of her fingernail across Serrane’s taut belly.
“Unfortunately, Araene also told me that you disobeyed my orders
and struck my slave.”

Laetharys’s cheek twitched. “She spoke out of
turn. She needed to be disciplined!”

“My instructions were quite clear, sister. I
did not want her damaged in any way.” The Matron Mother placed her
palm upon Serrane’s cheek. The drow woman’s touch was surprisingly
soft, though there was no mistaking the aura of cold menace behind
it. “You are fortunate your condition has left you too weak and
pathetic to leave much of a mark.”

Varassa’s hand flashed with Aetheric energy,
and Serrane felt the familiar warmth of restorative magic coursing
through her cheek.

“What should I have done?” Laetharys asked.
“Allowed this darthiir cunt to slander me unchallenged?”

“You should have obeyed my orders, sister,”
Varassa replied mildly. “If you couldn’t handle one little highborn
slave, it’s no wonder the Spider Queen found you unworthy of
channeling her power.”

Laetharys seethed. For a moment, it appeared
as though she might actually lash out, but she seemed to catch
herself at the last moment and swallow her rage instead. Still,
Serrane could see the hatred blazing in the woman’s eyes.

That’s it. All I need to do is figure out
a way to exploit her hatred and aggrievement…

“Regardless, the cunt is obviously ready for
her final trial,” Varassa said, turning back to Nym. “What do you
think, General? Are you ready to claim your prize?”

Nym stepped between Serrane’s splayed legs
and rubbed his hands across her smooth calves, a ravenous glint in
his red eyes. “Yes, Matron Mother.”

“Then we should get started immediately,”
Varassa said. “Prepare him, sister.”

Laetharys’s brow furrowed. “But—”

“On your knees,” Varassa repeated. “Now.”

Just like during the previous trial,
Laetharys reluctantly knelt before Nym and began fiddling with his
belt and trousers. His large gray stem was already hard and ready
by the time her fingers curled around the shaft, and he wasted no
time grabbing the back of the woman’s head and forcing his full
length down her throat.

“I doubt he’ll last long inside you,” Varassa
whispered to Serrane as she leaned down over the ranger’s head and
unfastened the gag. “You’ll only have a few moments to make your
choice.”

Serrane gasped and licked at her lips once
the gag was free. “Choice? What choice?”

“The same one you’ve had all along, of
course: you can either forsake your past life and pledge yourself
to me, willingly and completely…or you can spend the rest of your
long days as breeding stock for my armies.”

The ranger grimaced as she watched Nym grab
the back of Laetharys’s head and relentlessly skull-fuck her—all
while keeping his eyes fastened upon the trembling pale flesh of
his true prize. With a flick of the Matron Mother’s fingers, he
would no doubt cast Laetharys aside and plunge his cock into
Serrane’s sopping quim. She could already feel him thrusting,
throbbing, and inevitably spilling deep inside her…

“You call that a choice?” the ranger
whispered.

“It is the most importance choice a slave can
ever make,” Varassa said. “You will serve the Spider Queen either
way—the only question is whether you will do so willingly.”

Serrane closed her eyes and swallowed. Her
quim was still burning, and for some unfathomable reason, a part of
her wanted to feel Nym’s cock inside her. But the path
forward here hadn’t changed—she needed to buy herself time, and
there was only one way to do that.

“Fine,” she said, swallowing. “I will serve
you.”

Varassa smiled. “I had a feeling you would
come around eventually. Wonderful.”

Laetharys immediately pulled her mouth from
Nym’s cock and wriggled free of his grip. “What?” she
gasped, her lips wet with spittle. “She’s lying!”

“Perhaps,” Varassa said with a shrug. “Only
time will tell.”

“But this cunt is ripe and ready!” Laetharys
protested. “She would say anything to protect her womb!”

The Matron Mother chuckled darkly as she
dragged her fingertips across Serrane’s belly again. “That’s
precisely why I intend to make her prove her loyalty.”

Laetharys shook her head. “How?”

“Take your position, General,” Varassa
ordered.

Nym instantly snapped into action. He shoved
Laetharys aside so hard she toppled over, then wedged himself
between the ranger’s splayed legs. Serrane gasped when he nudged
the tip of his swollen cock against her molten entrance…

“Wait!” the ranger protested, a wave of pure
terror crashing over her. “I said I would serve you!”

“You did say that, yes,” Varassa
replied coolly. “But I require more than easy promises from my
slaves. When I give you an order, I expect you to obey it—eagerly
and without hesitation.”

Serrane swallowed so heavily she almost
choked. “What do you want me to do?”

“First, I want you to tell me your name.”

“What?”

“Tell me your name!”

“Serrane Starwind.”

“Wrong,” Varassa said, signaling for Nym to
nudge the tip inside half an inch. “From now on, your name is
‘Cunt.’ Do you understand?”

Serrane swallowed again, nearly paralyzed by
the heat and girth of the cock resting just within her, yearning to
penetrate her. Her treacherous quim was desperate for Nym to thrust
all the way inside even as her mind screamed at her to say
anything—do anything—to stop him. “I understand,” she breathed. “My
name is Cunt.”

“Better, but you forgot to address me
properly. I ask you again: what is your name?”

“My name is Cunt, mistress.”

Varassa smiled. “Very good. Now tell me you
forsake Highwind and all its people.”

Serrane bit her trembling lip. “I forsake
Highwind and all its people.”

“Tell me you forsake your wasted life as a
ranger.”

“I forsake my wasted life as a ranger.”

Varassa nodded, and her blue eyes flicked
back to Nym. “Now beg the good general here to fuck you in the
ass.”

Serrane froze. “What?”

“You didn’t really think it would be that
easy, did you?” Varassa asked. “I promised the general a taste of
highborn flesh, and he will have it before this night is over. The
only question is whether he will spill his seed in your womb…or in
your bowels.”

Serrane inhaled sharply and clenched her
teeth as the man standing between her legs eased his tip all the
way inside her. His red eyes blazed with the feral fury of an
enraged beast, and she could feel his entire body trembling as he
waited for the Matron Mother’s permission to fully penetrate his
prey. He wouldn’t be gentle—he probably didn’t even know how
to be gentle. He would relentlessly pound each and every one of her
holes with his thick gray stem if given the chance.

Oh, gods. Julian, where are you? Why haven’t
you found me?

“Make your choice, darthiir,” Varassa
said, leaning down and placing her lips against the highborn’s ear.
“Your ass or your cunt…your bowels or your womb.”

Serrane couldn’t move or speak. She was
completely paralyzed with dread, as if all her denials about what
was happening had finally caught up with her in one singular,
horrific moment. She couldn’t stall or delay this any longer.

“Very well,” Varassa said. “Breed her.”

Nym grinned wickedly as he grabbed Serrane’s
calves and began to thrust—

“Wait!” the ranger pleaded, shaking her head
so hard and so frantically the taut collar nearly choked her. “Fuck
my ass.”

The Matron Mother raised a hand for Nym to
stop. “I’m sorry, what was that?”

“Fuck my ass,” Serrane repeated, more loudly
this time.

The corner of Varassa’s mouth curled into a
dark grin. “Beg him for it.”

“Fuck my ass, please!”

“Tell him how much you want it inside
you.”

“I want your cock inside me!”

“Tell him how much you need his cock
inside you.”

“I need your cock inside me!”

“Tell him to fuck you as hard as he can.”

“Fuck my ass as hard as you can!” Serrane
shouted. “Please!”

“Good girl,” Varassa said, smiling
victoriously. “By all means, General: give her what she wants.”

Nym slowly withdrew the head of his cock from
the ranger’s sopping slit and pushed it against her puckered ass
instead. Serrane cried out when he brutally thrust the tip inside,
and then again when he began forcing his full length deep into her
bowels.

“That’s it,” Varassa cooed as she pinched the
ranger’s nipples. “Take his stem up your sweet little highborn
ass.”

Snarling like a beast, Nym grabbed one of the
Serrane’s golden braids with one hand while he smacked the back of
her thighs with the other. “Plynn ol jal,
darthiir!”

Serrane bit down on her lip so hard she
tasted blood, her body jolting against her restraints every time he
thrust. The pain was excruciating…right up until it transformed
into sheer, unbridled ecstasy. She squealed in delight when Nym
buried himself to the hilt, and she nearly blacked out when he
began thrusting in earnest. Every erogenous zone in her body seemed
to explode simultaneously.

“A lil phraktos,” Laetharys breathed
as she slowly returned to her feet. “She’s actually enjoying
it!”

“Of course she is,” Varassa said, pinching
the ranger’s nipples even harder. “True cunts always do.”

A cascade of shame crashed over Serrane even
as her body threatened to climax. How could she possibly be
enjoying this? Why was her body betraying her?

What if it isn’t? What if this is who I
really am?

“Harder,” Serrane blubbered uncontrollably.
“Please, fuck me harder!”

Nym’s face twisted in confusion—he probably
wasn’t used to his “lovers” showing genuine enthusiasm—but he
released his grip on her hair and allowed her head to slump flat
against the rack again. He clutched at the sides of her waist
instead, giving him the leverage he needed to pound into her with
the relentless fury of an orc barbarian.

“Now that you’ve made your choice, perhaps
tomorrow I’ll have him take you in the public square,” Varassa
said, her blue eyes glimmering. “The whole city can watch as their
Ranger-General begs her conquerors to fuck her ass.”

“Le’thos!” Serrane cried out as her
body finally succumbed to euphoria. Her eyes closed, her voice gave
out, her toes curled in midair…

And Nym flooded her bowels with his seed.
Serrane felt his cock spasm and spurt, and her pelvis bucked and
clenched uncontrollably as if she were trying to coax every last
drop from his stem. He sneered down at her once he was finally
spent, his red eyes filled with the contempt of a warrior who had
just thoroughly conquered his opponent.

“Perfect,” Varassa exclaimed with a giddy
cackle as she glanced at Solemi. “She will take some work yet, but
one day soon she will become a fine Throne Maiden. Wouldn’t you
agree?”

“Absolutely, mistress,” Solemi said, leaning
over the side of the rack and brushing several sweaty locks of
braided hair from Serrane’s eyes. “It is her destiny to serve
you.”

Laetharys hissed between her teeth. “I don’t
understand, sister. What use do you have for another surface
cunt?”

Varassa pinched the ranger’s nipples again,
triggering another involuntary shudder through her prone body.
Serrane’s breaths were staggered and uneven; every inch of her skin
tingled as if she were tethered to a bolt of lightning.

“I can think of several right now,” the
Matron Mother said. “Surely your imagination isn’t that poor,
sister.”

“I’m serious,” Laetharys insisted. “You’ve
had your fun with this bitch and thoroughly humiliated her in the
process. Why not put her body to real use? In a few decades, the
sorcerers born from her womb could lead our armies into battle
against her own people!”

Varassa shrugged. “Our armies will destroy
Nelu’Thalas with or without her help.”

“Then at least allow Nym to breed your other
cunt,” Laetharys said, jabbing a gray finger at Solemi. “We can
strap her to the rack right now!”

Varassa’s face suddenly darkened. “I have
made it perfectly clear that my Throne Maidens are not be despoiled
under any circumstances. I am the Matron Mother of Vel’shannar and
High Priestess of the Spider Queen—I will do whatever I wish with
my slaves.”

“I doubt the Spider Queen would approve of
wasting such precious resources, especially in her weakened state,”
Laetharys protested. “We could—”

Without warning, Solemi lunged forward and
backhanded the pregnant drow across the face. “How dare you
disparage the power of the Spider Queen!”

The entire dungeon seemed to chill several
degrees as Laetharys dabbed the blood from her lips and glared
daggers at the half-elven girl. “You aren’t even drow!” she
practically screamed. “A mongrel cunt cannot be allowed to—”

“Enough!” Varassa snarled. “I’ve had more
than enough of your treacherous tongue for one day, sister. Why
don’t we put it to better use?”

The Matron Mother gestured with her shoulder,
and Nym finally withdrew his shriveled stem from Serrane’s bowels.
The ranger groaned, half in relief and half in disappointment, as
the invading cock slid from her body. Nym spun around, grabbed a
thick shock of Laetharys’s white hair, and forced her onto her
knees between Serrane’s splayed legs.

“If you’re so concerned about wasting the
good general’s seed,” Varassa taunted, “perhaps I shall have you
follow him around and clean up after him for the next few
days.”

Laetharys hissed. “You can’t—”

Her protests became muffled nonsense when Nym
abruptly shoved her head between Serrane’s legs. The ranger could
already feel the man’s copious offering seeping from her bowels,
and she soon felt the reluctant licks of Laetharys’s tongue
scooping it up.

“Much better,” Varassa said. “After all these
years, I believe we’ve finally found my sister’s true calling.”

As the Matron Mother’s wicked cackling echoed
through the dungeon, Serrane closed her eyes and forced herself to
focus beyond the warm wetness of the tongue in her ass. Even though
her body kept betraying her, her mind still recognized that this
remained her best—and possibly only—chance at escape. Like all
monsters, the drow hated one another as much or more than their
actual enemies. They would inevitably turn upon themselves,
especially when the authority of their leader began to wane.
Varassa was powerful, to be sure, but her obvious bond with Solemi
was the one crack in her otherwise impenetrable armor.

And don’t forget what Laetharys
said—apparently the Spider Queen is weakened after all. There must
be some way for the resistance to exploit that…

“You can have her ass again once my sister is
finished,” Varassa said. “I shall restore you.”

Nym’s mouth curled into a sinister grin as he
slowly stroked his stem. “You honor me, Matron Mother.”

“If she behaves, you and I shall spend
tomorrow taking her together. Her cunt belongs to me, but her
bowels…well, let’s just say that until her training is complete,
they shall be far more communal.”

Leaning forward, Varassa smiled and placed
her hand upon Serrane’s cheek. “I trust you don’t have a problem
with this arrangement, Cunt?”

Serrane swallowed and shook her head. Her
quim was burning so hot that she couldn’t stop thinking about
Varassa’s cock slipping inside her, and when she imagined Nym’s
stem sliding into her bowels at the same moment…

“No, mistress,” she whimpered. “I’m…I’m ready
for you now.”

Chuckling, Varassa dragged her hand all the
way down the ranger’s body until the tips of her fingers slipped
inside Serrane’s quim. “Yes, you are,” the Matron Mother breathed.
“But you will need to learn patience, my pet. Continue to obey me,
and the glorious life of a Throne Maiden will eventually be
yours.”

Serrane nodded frantically. “I will not
disappoint you, mistress.”

“No, you won’t,” Varassa said, lifting her
fingers back to her mouth and sampling Serrane’s nectar with her
tongue. “My sister will stay here and continue cleaning up after
General Nym. Perhaps by tomorrow her attitude will have
improved.”

Laethaarys leaned away, her lips glistening
with the general’s seed. “As you command, Matron Mother,” she said,
biting out each and every word.

Varassa snickered as she sauntered in front
of Nym and eyed his flaccid stem. Her hand flashed with restorative
magic as she cupped his testicles, and within seconds his cock
swelled back to its full length.

“It’s majestic, isn’t it?” she cooed to
Serrane as his member throbbed in midair.

The ranger nodded again. She should have been
absolutely horrified at the thought of this brute ravaging her
again, but her skin was still tingling with the euphoric echo of
her last climax. Even though her mind was screaming at her to
fight, her body yearned for more.

I have to fight this. I need to
fight this.

“He’s ready for you again, cunt,” Varassa
said. “Aren’t you going to invite him back in?”

Serrane leaned up as far as she could with
the collar still pinching her throat. “Fuck me again,” she begged.
“Please!”

Varassa grinned. “You heard her,” she said.
“Give this bitch exactly what she wants.”

 


***

 


The old Silver Fist Temple was deathly quiet
when Laetharys arrived early the next morning. The laborers had
already begun transforming the building from a shrine of Escar—the
rivvil god of justice—to a proper temple of the Spider
Queen, but the Matron Mother had assigned most of her skilled
slaves to renovate the Citadel and the Black Palace first. As a
result, much of the damage from the initial sacking of Highwind had
yet to be repaired, and the sheer volume of treacherous sunlight
filtering in through the holes in the ceiling kept most drow away
before nightfall. It was yet another slight against the will of the
Dark Goddess that drove Laetharys mad.

“Why are you tolerating this
sacrilege?” she whispered, tugging at the cowl of her heavy
cloak to better shield her eyes from the searing sunlight. “Why
haven’t you punished my sister yet?”

Hissing softly through her teeth, Laetharys
stepped over pile after pile of rubble as she moved deeper into the
temple. All of the statues to Escar had been pulled down or
crushed, but the artificers had been too busy with Varassa’s vanity
projects to properly vaporize or teleport away the debris. Reaching
the shrine in the center of the building proved no small feat,
especially with this accursed child still growing in her belly.

The feeling of weakness would have been
intolerable for any drow female, but as a former warrior-priestess,
Laetharys found the constant reminder of her own feebleness
particularly humiliating. She had spent the better part of the last
century waging war in the Underworld while her cunt of a sister
enjoyed the safety and debauchery of Vel’shannar. Laetharys had
bashed in the skulls of hundreds of foes with her mace; Varassa had
lounged around and tormented her pleasure slaves for sport. How
could the Spider Queen have possibly chosen such a useless hedonist
for her High Priestess?

Laetharys was still seething by the time she
reached the newly built shrine in the basement of the temple. This
area was shielded from the light, mercifully, and she cast off her
cloak and paused to bask in the glorious darkness. The cold air
caressed her body, naked aside from a thin belt and dagger at her
waist. A few months ago, the rivvin had held their own
services here—the chamber was long and wide enough to accommodate
hundreds of worshippers. Most of the pews remained, though the
altar of Escar had been replaced by a towering statue of a
beautiful woman that was a drow from the waist up and an enormous
spider from the waist down.

“You have been betrayed,” Laetharys said as
she approached the altar. “Every day your children watch in horror
as the Matron Mother consorts with half-breeds and highborn. Our
armies cannot win you glory while they are led by a heretical whore
who does not appreciate your power!”

Her words echoed off the walls, but the
statue remained silent. Laetharys sighed and shook her head as she
cradled her swollen belly and knelt before the altar. For over a
century she had felt the Spider Queen’s divine power coursing
through her, but ever since the Zhennu Lassrin—the so-called
“Shattering”—Laetharys had been unable to channel the Aether. All
that remained was a painful memory…and a yearning hunger that grew
more and more ravenous over time.

Varassa’s powers had eventually been
restored, though they seemed different somehow. Even now,
many months later, the drow armies had only prevailed over Highwind
because the Shattering had crippled the rivvin more than it
had crippled the drow. The Spider Queen’s temple in Vel’shannar had
once supported hundreds of priestesses, but now there were only
seven—all of whom, save Varassa, wielded considerably less power
now than they had in the past.

Archmage Relvani and his fellow scholars had
proposed many theories about the nature of the Zhennu
Lassrin, but Laetharys wasn’t convinced any of them were
completely right. Still, the winnowing of the Spider Queen’s power
was undeniable; the most important question was whether the change
was permanent or temporary. If she had merely become trapped inside
the Pale like the gods of the old world, perhaps there was still
some way to set her free…

There is.

Laetharys gasped and glanced around the
chamber. The voice had been dark and undeniably feminine, yet she
couldn’t find a speaker. The shrine was just as still and silent as
it had been a moment ago…and that was when she realized she hadn’t
so much heard the voice as felt it within her.

“Show yourself!” she demanded, plucking the
dagger from her belt and slowly pivoting around until she turned in
a full circle. “I will not abide treachery in this place of
worship!”

Neither will I.

Laetharys hopped at least an inch off the
ground. She whirled around again, dagger raised to strike—

And then the statue moved.

At first, she assumed it must have been a
trick of the shadows. One of the spindly stone legs appeared to
twitch, but that was clearly impossible…or should have been. When
she took a step closer to investigate, however, all the legs began
moving at once—and the impossible suddenly became reality.

“Oloth dormagyn uns’aa,” Laetharys
stammered as the dagger slipped from her fingers and clattered on
the stone floor. The entire statue moved as if it were a real
drider, from its eight spidery legs to its two elven arms.

The last Avetharri prison has been opened.
The seals are broken.

Laetharys trembled in place as the statue’s
eyes fixated upon her. They glowed blue like all female drow, but
despite the intensity of their light, they didn’t banish a single
shadow.

“Mistress,” Laetharys whispered, dropping to
her knees and bowing her head. “Your humble servant awaits your
command.”

The statue crawled forward until it loomed
directly over her. Laetharys froze and held her breath, unable and
unwilling to move.

For an eternity I have suffered beyond the
walls of the Pale, doomed to watch as my servants falsely invoked
my name. They have fought and suffered and wasted away while the
spawn of the Avetharri traitors prosper.

Laetharys forced herself to swallow and look
up at the statue. “I…I do not understand.”

You will.

An odd chittering sound suddenly filled the
room, like a thousand tiny legs skittering across the floor.
Laetharys didn’t see any spiders, but the walls were suddenly and
inexplicably covered in thick, diaphanous white webs. She opened
her mouth in surprise—

And gasped again when the webs lashed out and
grabbed her arms, hoisting her off the ground and holding her bound
and helpless right before the statue’s eyes.

The Avetharri seals are broken, but the door
to your world remains closed. I require an opening—a foothold
through which I may return.

Laetharys couldn’t look away from the glowing
eyes even as she felt more webs ensnare her ankles and hold her
legs apart. “What…what must I do, mistress?”

The child born from an echo of power shall
open the way. Nurture her. Protect her. Teach her. Do this for me,
and you shall sit upon the throne of my empire for all
eternity.

Laetharys glanced down to her swollen belly.
She could feel the child within—a child she had hated from the
moment its conception was forced upon her—kicking as it yearned to
be free.

“I will do as you command, mistress,” she
promised.

I know you will.

Laetharys glanced up, lost in the statue’s
glowing gaze…

And then inhaled sharply as her own eyes
fluttered open. She was no longer suspended in the air—she was
kneeling on the floor. The statue of the Dark Goddess was back
where it belonged, and the stone was as cold and unmoving as ever.
There were no webs, no spiders…

“A lil oloth,” she murmured into the
silence. Had she imagined everything that had just happened? Had
this all been some bizarre hallucination born of her own impotent
frustration?

Taking a deep breath, Laetharys stood and
placed a hand upon her belly. She could feel the child kicking
again, but this time it seemed…different.

You know your duty, my servant. Protect the
gateway at all costs. My return shall set you free.

“I will, mistress,” Laetharys promised, the
long-forgotten warmth of a real smile tugging at her lips. “Soon
our enemies shall witness the true wrath of the Spider Queen.”


The adventure will continue in Wrath of the Spider Queen #2!
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