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Ava stared at The Overlord with sickening
realization. She had just uncovered the secret that the food served
at Valanya is laced with an aphrodisiac. From what she could gather
up to this point, she was hand-picked to be a special treat for The
Overlord's carnal pleasure. Her stomach turned as she thought of
how aroused she would be once she ate. Ava knew that once she was
under the influence of the drugs there was no way she could control
herself, she was a slave to her own extreme sexual desires. Her
only other option was to starve to death.

The Overlord moved behind Ava and she could
feel his hot breath against her neck.

“Sit,” he hissed, pulling out the chair for
her.

Ava stood motionless.

“Sit,” he repeated, and this time his voice
was stronger; it was an order.

Ava sat.

The Overlord smiled a sick smile as he slowly
walked to his own chair. Ava observed how his skin looked like gray
marble, he was a hideous beast yet he walked and carried himself
with the fluidity and grace of a human.

“Smells delicious,” he said, smiling darkly.
He drank from a goblet filled with red wine and sighed.

Ava sat very still, afraid to touch her food
even though her stomach was already grumbling loudly. She
remembered how turned on she had been when she had watched the
Beast earlier, the things she had done with him, and she instantly
thought of Michelle.

“What will happen to my friend, Michelle?”
she asked suddenly.

The Overlord blinked at her. “I don’t know of
whom you speak.” He chewed on a mouthful of steak, his razor sharp
teeth glistened in the candle light.

“My friend, Michelle. I came here with
her.”

The Overlord waved his fork around as if it
was no matter to him. “Who knows? Perhaps she will fuck some of the
monsters before she has had enough.”

“Had enough?”

The Overlord narrowed his eyes and looked
shrewdly at Ava. He then slammed his fist down on the table, making
the china jump. “I did not call you here so I could be questioned!”
he roared. “Your job is to please me and you would do wise not to
forget that!”

Ava shrank back into her chair with fear.

The Overlord jumped out of his seat and came
over to Ava so that they were face to face. He ran a long, grimy
fingernail across her cheek and down her throat.

“Don’t think for a minute that just because
you appeal to me, that I won’t throw you to the monsters for their
dinner,” he whispered.

Ava turned her head away from him.

“Do you understand, cucciola mia?”

Ava nodded her head, wrought with fear and
disgust.

The Overlord made his way back to his seat
and sat back down.

“Eat.”

Slowly, Ava picked up her fork and knife and
cut a small piece of steak. It was cooked medium, just the way she
preferred. She slowly brought the fork up to her mouth, and The
Overlord watched with unmasked excitement. Ava placed the steak
inside her mouth, biting it off gently with her teeth. It tasted
exquisite and she tried not to moan from the mouthwatering
bite.

“Yes!” The Overlord exclaimed, his ugly face
twisted with sick happiness. Even though she knew it would make her
aroused, Ava couldn’t help having another bite; it was the most
tender and juicy filet she had ever tasted.

Greedily, she ate until she had finished the
entire piece of meat and then moved on to the delicate bed of
greens. Just like the steak, the greens were delicious and she ate
them all under The Overlord’s watchful eyes.

“Drink your wine,” he said softly. “I like to
see my humans drink.”

With a shaky hand, Ava raised the glass to
her mouth and sipped. Just like the food, the wine was smooth and
delicious. Ava couldn’t help herself, and in no time she had
cleared her plate. Her body was beginning to feel strange and she
knew it was the aphrodisiac taking effect.

“Let us sit,” The Overlord said, standing and
pulling the chair out for Ava. She rose and followed The Overlord
to the couch. She felt desire slither through her body like a
serpent. She had the urge to reach out and run her fingers along
The Overlord’s wings. Her fingers twitched with her sudden need to
touch the monster.

They sat and The Overlord turned to her. “You
will call me Master.”

“Yes, Master.”

“What are your feelings towards me now, Ava
the Human?”

Ava sucked in her breath, desperately wanting
The Overlord to take her body.

“I want to touch you, Master.”

“Yes,” he hissed, his eyes wide. “You have
permission to touch me.”

Ava couldn’t help the small moan of pleasure
that escaped her mouth. She leaned in towards The Overlord’s
marble-like torso and slowly brought her hands against his skin. He
was rough and solid; not a statue, but not quite a human. She ran
her hands along his side, moaning softly to herself.

The Overlord groaned with desire, reclining
in the chair as Ava ran her hands along his body. Desire taking
over her, she climbed into his lap, straddling him as she hiked her
dress up. The Overlord ran his rough hands along her smooth thighs
and Ava grinded against him as she brought her mouth to his.

Ava kissed him, feeling his hard mouth under
her soft pouty lips. The Overlord kissed her back roughly, and Ava
knew she would bruise from it. She ran her hands along the back of
his head.

“My horns,” he rasped, “grab my horns.”

Pushing her tongue into The Overlord’s mouth,
she grasped his horns tightly as she continued to grind against
him. At the touch of her hands, The Overlord howled with unbridled
lust.

“Yes!” he groaned. Ava realized she had
discovered some type of pleasure zone for The Overlord and she
began stroking each of his horns as if they were cocks. The
Overlord bucked and moaned beneath her and Ava felt her arousal
seep through her underwear.

Panting, she continued to move against his
rock-hard body, needing more of him. She had no idea how his
grotesque body worked, but she needed to know now.

“Please, Master,” she pleaded, “I need
more.”

“That is right, my sweet Ava. I want you to
suck my hard dick. Would you like that?”

“Yes! Please, Master!”

“First you must beg for me.”

Ava groaned, reaching her hand between her
legs to rub her swollen clit. She felt like she might combust and
she nearly came when The Overlord moved his gray hands against her
chest, rubbing at her breasts through her dress.

“Please, Master, please let me suck you.”

“More.”

Ava cried out wantonly. “I need you!” she
moaned. “Let me wrap my lips around you, Master. Please! I’ll do
anything.”

The Overlord stopped and grabbed both of her
hands in his large rough claws. Ava smiled wickedly at the gesture;
she liked being restrained.

“Anything?”

“Yes!”

“Very well. You may suck me but only if you
let me penetrate you afterwards...” He crooned.

“Yes!” Ava cried out, not even needing to
think about it. That was the deal? She knew she wanted him to fuck
her regardless; that was hardly a deal. Unable to control herself,
she scrambled between his legs.

The Overlord chuckled darkly and he spread
his legs wide. Ava let out a small gasp as she suddenly watched his
massive cock begin to grow between his legs. Where there was
nothing at first, a marble-like penis began to grow. Hard and long,
Ava watched it solidify between his thighs.

She was so eager to taste him that saliva was
dripping from her mouth, Ava licked her lips and then wrapped her
mouth around his mass.

“Ohhh,” she moaned softly, letting the
sensation wash over her. He tasted bitter and sweet at the same
time and he felt powerful and solid in her mouth. She explored him
with her tongue, licking over his head and under the sensitive
glans, pushing her tongue into his urethra and sending the beast
over the edge. Just like a human, he was warm and pulsing and Ava
explored the thick veins with her tongue. She traced the veins
slowly in long, luscious licks and The Overlord groaned deep
guttural noises.

“Yes, Ava,” he groaned, “You are skilled at
this, sweet girl. You bring your master great pleasure.”

Ava was only more turned on by his words and
she bobbed her head up and down, making sure to take as much of him
in her mouth as she could. He was incredibly long and thicker than
most men so it was a difficult task. She couldn’t take all of him
in her mouth, even when she deep-throated, so instead she used her
two hands to make up the difference. Along with her hands, she
continued to move her mouth up and down slowly along his shaft.

“Deeper,” he urged. Ava steadied herself and
tried to take him even deeper in her throat. She coughed and
gasped, unable to do so.

“We will keep working,” he murmured, “You are
already so good, cucciola mia.”

Ava desperately wanted The Overlord to cum in
her mouth and she increased her speed, feeling her body heat up
even more so from the exertion. Her nipples were hard and her
panties were soaked but the most important thing to her was making
him cum. She felt his cock swell even harder in her mouth and
suddenly his dick began to throb and bucked his hips violently. Ava
readied herself for his release and moments later The Overlord
began spurting thick, creamy liquid into her mouth.

Ava nearly choked on it, but she kept
swallowing greedily, wanting to taste every drop. When he was
finished, she continued to milk his head with her mouth, wanting to
be sure she sucked every drop from his thick tip. Satisfied, she
pulled her mouth off him, surprised at how hard he still was.

She collapsed on the ground between his legs
and she listened to his heavy breathing.

“Come with me to my bed chambers,” he said in
a husky voice and Ava stood on shaky legs as The Overlord grasped
her hand in his. Like a child, she allowed herself to be led
through the room to two black doors. The Overlord pushed them open
and Ava found herself in a sinisterly black room with a large
wrought-iron bed.

“As your master, I command you to lay on the
bed.”

“Yes, Master,” she whimpered with need as she
scrambled up the bed. The mattress was surprisingly comfortable and
she lay on her back. The Overlord climbed on top of her, staring
down at her. Ava thought nothing now of his repulsive wings and
gruesome face. The only thing she could think about was his thick
cock possessing her and ripping through her womb.

“You are the most perfect human,” he sighed,
running his hands over her with greed. He pawed at her hair,
petting her like a puppy. His hands slid over the soft material of
her dress and he traced her gentle curves with his hand. His hands
ran down her legs and over her small ankles. Overtaken by lust, he
shoved her dress up revealing her bare skin.

“Yes!” Ava couldn’t help screaming, loving
how his hot breath felt against her tingling, ultra-sensitive
skin.

“I can wait no longer!” he moaned, shredding
Ava’s underwear with his sharp claws. Greedily, he moved his hands
across her aching pussy, making Ava arch on the bed with her need.
He traced his long nails along her bare skin, leaving pink
scratches in his wake. He spread Ava open, moving his hands gently
across her skin. Ava felt his rough hands scratch against her and
the sensation was unlike anything she had felt before.

“You thought you would not beg for me,” he
whispered.

“I’ll beg,” she moaned.

“Your Master wants to taste your sweet human
arousal.”

“Please, master.”

The Overlord pressed his mouth to her wet
pussy, giving Ava exactly what she wanted. His hard lips moved
against her, pressing into her skin and pushing against her clit.
Ava writhed on the bed, and The Overlord had to hold her down.

“You love having a monster between your
legs,” he groaned. His tongue snaked out and moved across her in
long, luscious strokes. Ava cried out carnally, reaching for
anything to grasp. She found his horns and held on tight, loving
the loud guttural cries that The Overlord made.

Ava’s eyes rolled back in her head as The
Overlord ate her pussy. His tongue was unlike anything she had ever
known; it was rough and bumpy, yet smooth as silk. It almost seemed
to liquefy and move across all of her, before solidifying again
with an indescribable amount of pressure. Nearly convulsing, Ava
clutched The Overlord’s horns, her thighs trembling as her chest
heaved up and down.

“Cum,” The Overlord growled and Ava obeyed.
She shook violently, screaming out with her release as she bucked
wildly on the bed. The Overlord held onto her tightly, lapping up
her juices as she continued to moan wildly. The pleasure was fast
and hard and once it was through Ava felt herself panting as if she
had just run a marathon.

With a devious smile, The Overlord brought
his mouth to Ava again and she cried out in pain. She was so
sensitive that it physically hurt to be touched again so soon.

“Relax. Enjoy this.”

“Please, Master. Not yet. It’s too soon.”

The Overlord ignored her, licking her again
with thick moist strokes. Ava couldn’t stop herself this time and
she came again. The second orgasm was hard and she wept softly when
it was finished. She was a bundle of emotions now and she thought
the aphrodisiac must be starting to wear off.

“Hush, my sweet Ava,” The Overlord rasped,
“You are tired and spent. There is no need to cry. You need stamina
and energy.”

Ava continued to weep and she curled up into
a ball on the bed. She felt disgusted with herself, especially
knowing how much she enjoyed it.

“You are not ripe to be fucked. You are too
tired and too emotional. You will adjust to being mine.”

Ava sniffed loudly and sat up on the bed. The
Overlord scooped her up in what was almost a protective and
comforting gesture. He carried her from the bedroom and walked into
the sitting area with her, unsure of what to do. He placed her
gently on the sofa.

“I will call for Jolie. She will escort you
back to your room,” he said formally, his wings twitching. He
reappeared moments later and knelt down to look at her. Ava turned
her face. How would she ever tell Drew? Would she even see Drew
again? The Overlord gently grasped her chin and tilted her face
towards him.

“I eagerly await our next meeting. I know I
will be thinking about your soft body and sweet taste until we meet
again. I will mate you soon, cucciola mia.”

The door opened and Jolie stood there, a
strange look on her face. The Overlord stood quickly and swept out
of the room.

Jolie hurried over to Ava. “Come on, dear.
Let’s get you back to your room.”

The trip back to her room was a blur and
Jolie tried to coax her into the tub once she was back. Ava was too
exhausted and she refused, climbing into bed before falling into a
heavy sleep.

***

A chiming bell made Ava stir, and she briefly
wondered if it was from a nearby church. Then the memories flooded
back and she bolted upright, realizing she was no longer in a
quaint Bed and Breakfast in Italy; she was in a castle of sexual
horrors. She was disoriented from sleeping and she looked out the
window to see that the sun was setting; she realized it must be
dinnertime.

Not having time to rinse the stench of The
Overlord off her, she ripped off her modest clothes and searched
the closet for something clean to wear. She was shocked to see that
her closet had been transformed into one that contained much more
modest looking clothing than the hooker getups she had come across
that morning. She wondered if The Overlord had ordered the change
and she felt a small surge of gratefulness. She chose a black skirt
and a silk lavender blouse that was only slightly low-cut.

She moved out into the hallway and she felt
all eyes on her. Was it the clothes? She certainly was more covered
up than the others. Ava scanned the crowd for Michelle and panic
gripped her when she was nowhere to be seen. The women filed back
into the dining room and Ava took a seat next to a petite brunette
who smiled at her.

“Why is everyone looking funny at me?” Ava
couldn’t help asking.

“You weren’t here at lunch. Rumor has it The
Overlord has chosen you as his pet.”

Ava looked down, she felt strangely
modest.

“Is it true?” the woman whispered, her French
accent more apparent in her excitement. “I’m Colette, by the
way.”

“Ava,” she whispered back, “And yes, I think
it may be true.”

“Wow. You’re lucky then. The rest of us have
to fuck those monsters downstairs.”

“He’s a monster too!” Ava exclaimed, “And he
said he wants me to also have sex with the monsters in the Lair, so
don’t feel too jealous.”

Colette raised her eyebrows.

“There was another new girl with me,” Ava
said, remembering Michelle. “Her name is Michelle. She’s a knock
out brunette.”

Colette nodded knowingly. “You missed
lunch.”

“What happened?”

“Your friend was sent to the Lair this
afternoon. Word has it that she ended up screwing the dragon and
she got burned. Literally.”

Ava’s eyes widened in disbelief. “Poor
Michelle,” she moaned, feeling sick.

“Don’t feel bad for her. I heard she loved
it. She’ll be healed in no time. I’m sure she’ll be back at
breakfast.”

The women had to stop speaking as dinner was
served and they didn’t want the servers to overhear them. A few
women were summoned for the Lair after the meal and Ava had to
admit she was relieved not to be one of them. After their bellies
were filled with food, the women were excited to head down to the
dungeons.

Ava went back to her room and found a note on
her bed.

"I hope you like the new clothes. They suit
you better. I learned of your interest in fashion. If you continue
to please me, I will allow you to practice your fashions."

-Master.

Ava wasn’t sure what to make of it. Knowing
that she was now locked in for the night, she took the opportunity
to shower. As she came out from the steamy bathroom she saw a piece
of paper on the floor.

Realizing that it must have been slipped
under the door while she was in the shower, she reached down to
pick up the piece of heavy cardstock. It was cream with formal
handwriting. It was titled 'Ava’s Itinerary' and it was for the
following day.

It depicted breakfast as usual, but then
after breakfast she was scheduled to attend a poolside luncheon
with The Overlord and then a Pleasure Session.

“What the fuck?” she asked herself, sitting
on the bed. She wasn’t sure what shocked her the most, the fact
that she was invited to a pool hidden away in the creepy castle,
that it was considered a “luncheon”, or that she was later
scheduled for a Pleasure Session. It was too much to take and she
threw the piece of paper on the floor before climbing into bed and
turning the lights out.

***

The alarm woke Ava and she knew the drill
this time, she got herself ready and then waited for the door to
unlock. She chose to wear an emerald Maxi dress today and when the
door unlocked and she stepped into the hallway, the other women
shot her dirty looks as they teetered past her dressed in
ridiculous clothes and stilettos.

“She gets to dress like a queen while we look
like trash,” one woman hissed. Ignoring the comment, Ava rushed
past her when she saw Michelle emerge from her room. Ava threw her
arms around her friend, and Michelle hugged her back tightly. She
looked no worse for the wear and Ava wondered if perhaps Colette
had gotten her story wrong.

“Are you okay? I heard that you were sent to
the Lair?”

Michelle nodded and when Ava pulled away, she
saw the bruises and pale burn marks on Michelle.

“I liked it,” Michelle whispered. Ava nodded
and hugged her friend. Breakfast passed without incident and the
women were sent off in different directions, depending on what
their days held. Ava still had a couple hours until she was to
visit The Overlord and she was allowed back to her room in the
meantime. When she entered her room, she saw Marcello lounging
across her chaise.

“What are you doing here?” she demanded.

Marcello raised his eyebrows and smiled a
sickeningly charming sneer. “It’s good to see you too, dolce.”

“I’m serious. Why are you here?”

“Oh, you silly Americans are always in such a
rush, so many important things to do,” he paused, his eyes roving
across her body appreciatively. “What is it that you have to do
now? You have nothing but free time in between your meetings with
The Overlord.”

Ava stood in the doorway, eyeing Marcello
carefully. “I don’t need you here to help me pass the time,” she
snapped.

Marcello stood and walked over to her closet,
pulling the doors open. “Mmmm. He really does like you. Somehow you
have managed to receive a new wardrobe.”

Ava still didn’t budge.

“Come in and close the door,” Marcello
hissed, “I won’t bite.”

Not wanting to stand in the hallway any
longer, she stepped into the room and pulled the door shut behind
her.

“That’s better,” Marcello purred. “Now, tell
me, what do you think of The Overlord?”

Ava sat on the bed and studied Marcello
shrewdly. “Who wants to know?”

“I do.”

“He didn’t send you?”

“No. I’m curious. You’re the first human I’ve
ever seen him take such an interest in.”

Ava shrugged and stared out the window. She
still felt incredibly confused about her encounter with The
Overlord. She was repulsed by how she acted, and yet she remembered
her overwhelming desire for him at the time. In fact, she was still
feeling some of the effects of breakfast and she felt herself
eyeing Marcello. He was a bastard but he was also incredibly
handsome.

“Why are you here? Why do you do his
bidding?” she asked sharply, trying to change the topic of
conversation.

Marcello didn’t answer her and instead moved
towards the window. “It doesn’t matter,” he said softly, and Ava’s
interest was piqued by the change in the tone of his voice; he
almost sounded wounded.

“I’m curious. You asked me questions. I can’t
ask you any?”

Marcello whipped around angrily and Ava
shrank back on the bed, surprised by his vicious mood change.

“I am no better than you!” he cried. “Do you
think I want to be here? I’ve made the best out of my
situation!”

Ava jumped off the bed and quickly moved to
the door. Marcello was faster than she and he blocked her from
opening the door. He was so close that Ava could smell his
aftershave and she could see the gold flecks in his brown eyes.
Marcello was nearly panting and his eyes searched Ava’s.

“Leave,” she whispered.

“Not yet.”

Marcello suddenly looked vulnerable and
boyish, his cruel bravado was gone.

The energy changed between them and Ava knew
nothing good could come from the sexual tension that now vibrated
between them.

“You need to leave, Marcello,” she said
quietly. Marcello came even closer; his breath warm and sweet on
her face.

“You don’t want to make love to him. I know
you don’t.”

“What choice do I have? I’m being held a
prisoner here and I’ve been claimed as The Overlord's pet!”

Marcello’s eyes were suddenly sad and weary.
“I was rewarded greatly for finding you.” He hung his head in
shame.

Ava felt foolish at her sudden wave of
realization. Of course, Marcello was responsible for this
nightmare. He had handpicked her and Michelle in Milan.

“Get out!” she screamed in anger, trying to
wrench the door open. “This is your fault!”

“No!” Marcello yelled back, pressing his body
against her. He was strong and solid and Ava nearly moaned from the
sensation of having a full-blooded human male pressed against her.
She was still aroused from breakfast and she had to summon every
ounce of self-control to not reach between Marcello’s legs.

“Please,” she said hoarsely. “I don’t like
you, Marcello, and I don’t trust myself now.”

Marcello broke away as if burned. “You just
ate,” he said. “It’s not real.”

He yanked the door open and stormed out of
the room.

Ava slammed it behind him and sank to the
floor, she held her head in her hands as she began to cry. She was
so confused. In the span of five minutes, she had felt fear, anger,
arousal and confusion with Marcello.

Ava wasn’t sure how long she sat on the
floor, but a loud knock on her door brought her back to the
present. It wasn’t yet time for her to visit The Overlord, and so
she timidly opened the door a crack, worried that it might be
Marcello again.

A different guard stood in the hallway.

“You’re being invited for a performance in
the Lair,” he said formally.

“Do I have a choice? Can I stay here?” She
had no desire to go to the Monsters’ Lair.

“No. It is a request, not an invitation.”

Sighing, Ava left her room and followed the
guard downstairs. There were a handful of women and other guards
milling around and Ava saw that neither Michelle nor Marcello were
present. She did however notice Franco. If Franco noticed her, he
certainly didn’t let on, and he looked around the dungeons with
boredom. Ava hung to the outskirts of the group and she couldn’t
help but let her eyes wander as she studied some of the cages
nearby.

The monsters seemed to know that something
was about to take place and some nervously paced their cages, while
others were hunched in the corners. Others seemed ready for some
type of sexual experience, and they rubbed their big and disfigured
cocks. Ava turned her head away with disgust.

A monster with thick chains around his neck
and arms was brought out of a cage. He had the body of a man, but
he had a thick line of spikes from his tail up to the top of his
head. He reminded Ava of some sort of reptile. His eyes were black
and he had slits for a nose. Some of the women nearby began to
shift on their feet, eagerly anticipating what was to come.

A woman was led from the group and she cried
out with happiness as she was brought up to the stage. The beast
made a sound deep in his throat, and he began stroking his long,
crooked cock. The woman dropped to her knees and wrapped her mouth
around the monster’s organ. He moaned loudly and appreciatively as
the woman’s head bobbed up and down along his shaft.

Filled with repulsion, Ava wanted to look
away but as she turned her head one of the guards forced her to
look back. For some reason, she was not aroused like the other
women. Now, the beast was bending the woman over a type of stump
and he was fondling her anus while he greedily rubbed his mouth
against her pussy.

“You find it disgusting.”

Ava’s body stiffened at the sudden whisper
from behind.

She turned slightly and saw Franco standing
behind her; apparently he had recognized her. She shrugged
slightly, not wanting to draw attention to herself. First Marcello
and now Franco she thought...

“It’s repulsive,” he said quietly so only she
could hear.

The monster was now sucking on the woman’s
pussy and her wanton cries filled the dungeon. The other animals’
lustful moans filled the air and it reminded Ava of something out
of a horror movie. Her stomach turned and she wished desperately to
be back in her room. Even arguing with that jerk-off Marcello was
decidedly better than this.

The creature's long, brown cock was hard as a
rock as he roughly shoved his length into the woman, making her
scream loudly in pain - yet she begged for more. The monster
laughed, a frightening guttural sound and he continued to slam into
her again and again.

Why was The Overlord forcing Ava to watch
this scene? What purpose was this serving? Clearly the other women
around her were aroused because they were crying out with lustful
jealousy. Ava shut her eyes and prayed that it would end.

“Come on, let’s go,” Franco said roughly,
grabbing Ava by the elbow and starting to drag her towards the
elevators. Ava tried to resist, unsure what was happening.

“Let me drag you out,” he hissed. For some
reason, Ava trusted him and she let Franco pull her towards the
elevators. No one batted an eye, everyone was too immersed in the
horrific sex show that was unfolding. They entered the elevators
and once the doors closed, Ava moved to the opposite wall.

“What is going on?” she asked.

“You were disgusted, weren’t you?”

“Yes. But I don’t understand. Why did you
help me leave?”

“Because I felt bad for you. And I didn’t
want to see any more myself.”

“What happened to your wife?”

Franco turned away from Ava and she felt the
wall go back up. She had gone too far. “I’m sorry, Franco. It was
wrong of me to ask.”

Franco shook his head bitterly. “She was
chosen for The Overlord. But then he didn’t like her, at least,
that’s what I’ve been told. Apparently, she is kept in one of the
towers and The Overlord allows his most faithful servants to have
their way with her whenever they serve The Overlord particularly
well.”

Laying her head against the cool metal, Ava
tried to wrap her head around Franco’s story.



“I’ve heard that Marcello was the last to
fuck her. I have no way to prove it though.”

“Franco, I’m so sorry," she said
truthfully.

“It doesn’t matter. I like to help the women
whenever I can.” Franco suddenly looked at her as if seeing her for
the first time. “Everyone has heard about how much The Overlord
desires you. You have quite a reputation for being so new.”

Ava couldn’t look at Franco, she felt too
guilty for some reason. “I miss my fiancé,” she whispered.

Franco shook his head sadly. “You’re going to
miss a lot of things. It's best to forget and try to adapt.”

They were at the floor now and Franco took
Ava by the arm and slowly walked her to her room. He opened the
door and Ava turned and gave him a small smile of gratitude. Just
as she was closing the door, Franco quickly stuck his hand in the
way.

“Her name is Mia. If you see her, please tell
her that I love her and I’ll find a way to get us out of here.” His
eyes were wild with pain and promise.

“If I see her, I promise to tell her.”

Franco retreated and Ava closed the door
behind her. It had been such a strange morning and she wanted
nothing more than to lie down and rest. One glance at the clock
told her that it was nearly time for her meeting with The
Overlord.

While rummaging in her drawers, she came
across a number of bathing suits. She chose a white bikini and then
dressed in a deep scarlet-colored dress with a boat neck. She found
matching red heels and decided she was as ready as she could be.
Right on time, a guard came for her. Without a sound, he led her to
the elevator and this time he pushed the button with the waves on
it. The elevator moved upwards, though not as far as it had moved
when she had gone to The Overlord’s private room.

Jolie met Ava when the door opened, and for
the first time in what seemed like hours, Ava smiled a genuine
smile at the familiar face. For some reason, she trusted Jolie
completely and she felt a strong sense of safety and comfort in her
presence. Jolie didn’t speak but instead led Ava down a long,
winding hallway. They stopped in front of a large, brass door.

“Go ahead,” Jolie said encouragingly, and Ava
walked through the door. At first, her senses had such a shock that
she wasn’t sure exactly where she was. The first thing she felt was
the thick, tropical air. The room was bright as if filled by
natural sunlight, and a long, lush pool spilled out before her. The
room was filled with exotic plants and flowers and she could hear
tropical birds calling and squawking. She looked up and saw a
handful of bright, colorful birds flying from bush to bush. A
cluster of rocks sat at one end of the pool and water spilled over
the edge.

Ava looked around quickly and then spotted
The Overlord sitting stiffly in a lounge chair by a table filled
with platters of food.

Of course.

He smiled at Ava and she moved towards
him.

“Ava, my dear. Welcome. I have sorely missed
you.”

“Thank you,” she whispered taking a seat
across from him.

“Do you like my pool? It is my favorite part
of the castle.”

Ava nodded.

“Please, eat. You must be hungry.”

Ava hated the fact that she was hungry, but
part of her realized that she would need some help to get through
the remainder of the afternoon. She took a small bite of a fruit
tart and The Overlord watched carefully.

“You asked me if I had a name,” he said, his
red eyes shifting. His wings fanned out and came back in as if he
were nervous.

Interested, Ava spoke up. “Yes.”

“I wanted to share it with you. My name is
Flerian.”

Ava sipped a glass of champagne. “Thank you
for sharing. I appreciate it.”

The Overlord grimaced, or perhaps it was a
smile, and he watched as Ava ate. She could feel the effect of the
aphrodisiac-laced food coursing through her already. With great
relief she felt her nerves calming down. The Overlord watched her,
his gray, sallow skin seemed to undulate and Ava found her own body
becoming warm. She eyed The Overlord’s solid torso and she imagined
dragging her tongue across his chest.

“Shall we swim?” he asked in a husky
voice.

Ava froze and then nodded quickly. She stood
and peeled her dress off, knowing The Overlord was watching her.
She slipped out of her heels and turned around to face him.

“You tease me,” he murmured.

Ava smiled coyly, before moving towards the
pool. She gently lowered herself into the water and she was
delighted to feel how warm it was against her skin. She slid into
the welcoming water and watched as The Overlord gingerly lowered
himself in next to her. He groaned with pleasure and dove under the
surface with the skill of an avid swimmer.

Ava went under as well and then swam after
The Overlord who was moving across the pool. He froze and Ava swam
up to him, wrapping her legs around his solid body.

The Overlord peeled her off. “We are
swimming,” he said firmly.

“I know,” Ava said slyly, moving her hands
back to his chest.

The Overlord grabbed her hands in his and
peeled them off his body. Annoyed, Ava swam to the other side of
the pool. When she surfaced, The Overlord was waiting for her.

“We will mate after we swim. I want to
prolong the anticipation.” His voice was hot silk and Ava forgot
all about how she had dreaded coming here.

“But I want you now,” she pouted as her mind
ran over their encounter the day before. The way she had wrapped
her lips around his swollen tip and milked him for every drop he
had. The way he had pressed his hard lips against her aching sex,
driving her crazy and making her cum the way only a god could.

“I want you,” he said gruffly, “and I promise
I will drive my cock so far into you that you won’t remember your
own name.”

Ava moaned at the thought but he silenced her
with his hand around her throat.

“Now we swim and you think about all the ways
I will fuck you later.”

Ava submitted and The Overlord left the pool
a few minutes later, preferring to sit in a chair and watch Ava
splash about the pool. After a while The Overlord beckoned for Ava
to come to him. He held a towel for her and he wrapped her in the
warm, fluffy material holding her close to him.

“I want you to change and then we will eat
our lunch.”

Ava nodded, knowing better than to disagree.
Jolie appeared and The Overlord left.

“Come on, dear. Let’s get you dry and then
I’ll take you to him.” She gathered Ava’s clothes and Ava followed
her to the elevators.

“My shoes!” Ava exclaimed, realizing Jolie
wasn’t holding them.

“I’m sorry. You go on up and I’ll grab your
shoes and meet you upstairs.” Jolie reached into the elevator and
pushed a button. The doors slid closed and Ava was whisked
upstairs. She realized that Jolie hadn’t pressed the button with
the crown, but instead a button that had what looked like chains.
The doors slid open and Ava realized she was not on The Overlord’s
floor. Before she stopped to consider what she was doing, she
stepped out of the doors.

The hallway was dimly lit and sparsely
decorated. The hall seemed to wrap around on itself and Ava was
about to turn back when she came to a door. She gingerly pushed it
open. The room inside was circular and made of stone. Ava realized
she was inside one of the castle's turrets. Something stirred on
the floor and she realized with that it was a woman.

Quickly, Ava went to her. “Are you
alright?”

The woman looked up at her with large blue
eyes. Her hair appeared to be blonde but it was so dirty and matted
that it was hard to tell. Ava could tell she was beautiful but her
face was smudged with dirt and she was literally dressed in
rags.

“Help me,” she rasped.

“Yes. Please tell me how.”

“Franco,” she said hoarsely.

“Are you Mia?” Ava asked quickly, knowing she
didn’t have much time. The woman nodded. Ava kneeled down so that
her face was very close to Mia’s.

“I just spoke with Franco and he said he
loves you. He’s trying to find a way to get you out of here. I’m
going to help him, Mia. We’re going to find a way to get us all out
of here.”

Mia nodded and Ava heard a loud sound from
the hallway.

“I have to go! I was never here, do you
understand?”

Mia nodded and Ava clambered off the ground
and hurried into the hallway. She saw no one but she could hear
someone on the other side of the hallway. She ran to the elevator
in the opposite direction and quickly pushed the button. The
elevator opened as if it had been sitting there all along and Ava
rushed inside, jamming her finger onto the button for The
Overlord’s floor.

The door opened and she fell out into the
hallway where she was greeted by Jolie and a guard.

“Where were you?” the guard asked
harshly.

“I-I ended up on the wrong floor.”

“What did you see?”

“Nothing!” she fibbed and she thought she saw
Jolie’s body relax. “Nothing! It was just an empty hallway so I
came back down.”

The guard studied her shrewdly and Ava wasn’t
sure if he believed her.

“Very well,” he said roughly. “Get yourself
ready, The Overlord is waiting for you.”

Ava nodded and she quickly followed Jolie to
a dressing room.

“You pressed the wrong button!” Ava hissed
when they were alone.

“I’m sorry,” Jolie said, but she didn’t seem
sorry.

Ava froze as Jolie was helping her back into
her dress. “Jolie,” she said slowly, “Did you press that button on
purpose?”

Jolie kept her eyes forward and she steadily
pulled the dress down over Ava. “I have no idea what you’re talking
about,” she said.

Ava continued to stare at Jolie. “You knew I
would explore,” she whispered fiercely.

Jolie continued to stare forward. “I only
know that you are in a very powerful position with The Overlord.
You are his most favored human and if you do as he says, he will
reward you greatly. Not many here have that type of influence.”
Jolie’s jaw was set in a straight line.

Ava opened her mouth to speak and then
snapped it shut. Jolie’s answer didn’t give anything away, but Ava
believed that she had done that on purpose. She basically told Ava
that she could get away with things because of The Overlord’s
infatuation with her. And if that truly were the case, then Ava
could use her position to her advantage.

“Would you help me when the time came?” she
asked Jolie softly.

Jolie finished dressing Ava and turned to
her. “I’ve been assigned to you. It’s my job to assist you in
whatever you ask,” she said cryptically.

Ava took that for a yes and nodded before
taking a deep breath. “Okay. Take me to The Overlord now.”

Jolie bowed her head. “As you wish.”

When Ava entered The Overlord’s chambers she
wasn’t surprised to see a lunch spread on the table. The Overlord
grinned a sickening grin when he saw her and he stood, his gray
body moving fluidly as he came to her. Jolie disappeared and The
Overlord pulled out a chair for Ava.

Ava sat down but not before The Overlord
inhaled deeply against her neck.

“You smell delicious,” he breathed.

Ava managed a weak smile.

“And I know you taste just as good as you
smell.”

Ava suddenly felt like she was going to vomit
and she quickly dug into her pasta, seeking the relief she would
find from the drugged food. The food was excellent, as always, and
after a few bites she began to feel her body relax and she knew the
drugs were beginning to work.

The Overlord watched her carefully. “Tell
me,” he began, “are you looking forward to our afternoon?”

Ava studied his monstrous face and pointy
ears. She felt a tug deep in her belly as she remembered the way he
had behaved when she had stroked his horns.

“Yes,” she whispered, as lust began to fill
her core.

She thought briefly of Mia and escaping this
horrible place, but she knew that right now the only thing she
wanted to do was eat and then let The Overlord have his way with
her.

“Eat, eat,” he encouraged.

Ava continued to eat her food, barely tasting
it as she imagined the thick cock that would be inside her soon
enough. Her hormones were raging and she wanted to crawl out of her
skin from her intense desire.

“I think you’ve had enough, cucciola mia.
Come to me.”

“Yes, Master.”

Ava slipped out of her chair and made her way
to The Overlord. He scooted his chair back and stood, quickly
spinning Ava around. With one powerful movement of his arm, he
swept the plates off the table and he pushed Ava down on the
hardwood.

Ava was bent over, with her face pressed into
the table. She was panting loudly from her arousal and she felt The
Overlord move behind her.

“I like you like this,” he breathed,
“Submissive and bent over my table. You want to please me, don’t
you Ava?”

“Yes!” she gasped.

“Yes, good answer. Very good answer indeed.”
He moved his rough fingers against her exposed legs. “I just can’t
decide how I want to fuck you.”

Ava moaned loudly and The Overlord moved
behind her, slowly pushing his hips against her and driving her
wild.

“Do I want to fuck you first like this, bent
over my table like a whore? Or do I want you spread across my bed
with your pretty pink pussy wide and open? Or maybe I tie you up in
my dungeon and fuck you while you stand?”

“Argh!” Ava cried, “Please! I don’t care!
Just fuck me!”

The Overlord chuckled darkly. “Oh, sweet Ava.
Your tight little pussy isn’t ready for me yet. I have to make you
ripe for me, first. Otherwise it will hurt and I want you to enjoy
this as much as I will.” He bent over her and ran his hands along
her front, pushing her thighs apart. His hands grazed against her
inner thighs and then met her underwear. He pushed them to the side
and began moving his gray fingers against her.

“Yes,” she moaned as he began to stroke her
pussy. With one hand he spread her open, and his other hand rubbed
her up and down before making small strokes against her clit.

“I love how human females have these sweet
nubs,” he whispered, toying with her clit. “Yours is so full and
swollen. That lets me know how much you desire me. How much you
want my monster cock in you.”

“Yes, Master!”

Without warning, he shoved two fingers inside
her slit. Ava groaned against the table, bucking her body against
The Overlord’s. He groaned with lust and held her down as her body
rocked against him. Again he plunged two fingers into Ava and she
moaned and gasped as she felt her pussy dampen with arousal.

“I’m not stopping until I make you come.”
Again and again he pushed his fingers into Ava while his other hand
pushed against her clit. Ava was wild with desire and she loved
being restrained against the table. She felt herself building
towards an orgasm and it ripped through her, making her scream and
buck like a wild animal.

“Yes,” The Overlord hissed, continuing to
fuck her with his fingers as she cried out, her pussy clenching
around him. Ava lay against the table panting loudly. For some
reason, the orgasms from The Overlord exhausted all of her energy.
The Overlord scooped her up and carried her back to his
bedchambers. Ava was grateful that he was carrying her, she felt as
if she couldn’t possibly move right now.

Throwing her on the bed, The Overlord moved
on top of her, pulling her dress off and yanking her panties and
bra off her body. The pain of the fabric ripping against her skin
turned her on even more. He gently slid her shoes off and stared at
her nude body.

“You are so beautiful,” he murmured, tracing
his hand along her thigh. “Your skin is so creamy and your eyes are
as blue as the sky.”

Ava moaned as he touched her, arching her
back on the bed. He toyed with her hair, stroking it and smelling
it.

“More,” he groaned, sliding between her
legs.

“No! Please! It’s too soon!” Ava protested as
he pushed his hands back to her aching pussy. He didn’t listen as
he began to play with her again, stroking her sex in long, deep
movements. Ava cried out at his touch, the sensation too much for
her to bear. He lowered his mouth between her legs and ran over her
outer lips. Ava moaned wantonly and she felt The Overlord smile
against her skin.

She looked down at him and could make out his
pointy ears and horns. She went to reach for his horns but he
stopped her. He began moving his tongue rapidly against her and
then shoved a finger deep into her anus.

“Arrghh!” Ava cried out from the invasion.
She wanted to tell him to stop but she couldn’t. He was moving his
finger in and out of her so slowly, and she could feel her muscles
tightening around him each time he withdrew.

“Relax,” he breathed and Ava tried to make
her body relax as he pressed his knuckles against her perineum. She
bucked wildly on the bed, her thighs trembling, as she tried to
absorb the pleasure that was now coming from her front and rear. To
heighten the sensation, The Overlord plunged his tongue deep into
her pussy and Ava flailed on the bed as she felt his long tongue
possess her.

He continued to thrust his tongue into her
slit as his fingers ravaged her asshole. He pushed her hips up
further, bringing her ass closer to his face and he then slid his
tongue into her anus. The feeling was so forbidden and illicit that
Ava came abruptly, without warning she began to shake violently.
The sensation was so intense it brought tears to her eyes. The
Overlord continued to lick her anus while his fingers flitted
across her swollen nub. The orgasm seemed unending and Ava’s body
continued to shake as she felt herself lose control under The
Overlord’s touch.

“Say my name!” he rasped.

“Master!” she gasped, “Master!”

“Yes,” he cried sucking feverishly at her
delicate parts.

“Master, don’t stop! Please! Fuck me! Fuck
me!”

The Overlord groaned loudly. “You’re ready!”
he said triumphantly, withdrawing his fingers to show them covered
in her slippery arousal. Normally, Ava would have been disgusted at
such a gesture, but seeing her wet fluid across his gray hands only
made her even more aroused. She spread her legs hungrily, her sex
rippling and swollen.

The Overlord was breathing loudly and he
arched his back, making a terrible animal cry as his wings spread
completely open and his thick gray cock grew into a long rod of
steel. He looked frightening and possessed as he moved between
Ava’s legs, his wingspan an easy seven feet. Ava writhed on the bed
with her need, and she watched with hungry eyes as The Overlord
grasped his throbbing sex and slowly moved it towards Ava.

Gingerly, he began feeding it to Ava's pussy
and she cried out with pain as she felt his swollen head push into
her. She stretched and ripped as he took ownership of her. Once his
head was snug inside her tight walls, he began to push the rest of
his length inside her.

The initial pain was the worst. It soon
became only slightly uncomfortable as he pushed deeper inside of
her. Ava found herself crying out with pure pleasure. The Overlord
was so thick that the friction was dominating every one of her
nerve endings. His every bump and ridge rubbed Ava’s most sensitive
flesh, making her literally go crazy with passion.

“Ava, my sweet human,” he moaned. “You have
the tightest pussy I have ever known!” He groaned as he continued
to slide further inside her, his eyes rolling back into his head.
Ava arched nearly off the bed, her body contorting as she was
filled with The Overlord’s monster cock. Still he pushed into her,
until he hit her womb, unable to go any deeper.

“Cucciola mia,” he rasped, “You have taken
nearly all of me!” He seemed to marvel at how deep he was and then
very slowly he pulled himself out before pushing into her again. He
repeated the movement and very slowly he began to develop a
rhythm.

The pleasure was so overwhelming to Ava that
she thought she might pass out. In fact, it wouldn’t have surprised
her at all if she had. The Overlord’s cock seemed to have a mind of
its own and it throbbed and pulsed wildly inside her. This was
different than any sex she had ever experienced before. She was
possessed in every way and she felt irrevocably bound to The
Overlord in the most intimate of ways. She was beginning to see
stars and blinding white light when she closed her eyes.

“Can you handle this?” he gasped, moving in
and out of her, his eyes wild with desire.

“Y-yes!” she stuttered. It seemed The
Overlord was as consumed with pleasure as she was.

“Can you handle more? I can go faster.”

“Yes! Please!”

The Overlord’s body suddenly hummed to life
and he began driving into her with sickening speed, his body a gray
blur.

Ava screamed with pleasure, her body rising
and falling as her release crashed down upon her. She shook with
pleasure, her body convulsing as her warm sex rippled around The
Overlord’s solid cock. In turn, The Overlord yelled out with
pleasure and he came inside her with a force she had never known
possible. Through her own haze of pleasure she felt his thick semen
hit against her womb. The Overlord shot deep inside her, filling
her with his seed until she was so full she thought she would
explode. He was forced to pull his throbbing cock out of her and
she felt his fluid run out of her in rivulets. How much had there
been?

Tremors still swept through her body and Ava
lay on the bed, completely spent and satiated. The Overlord lay
next to her gasping as his eyes watched his fluid run out of
her.

“It is an unbelievable turn-on to watch me
run out of your sweet, pink opening,” he murmured, stroking her
thigh.

Ava only grunted a response.

“Yes, my lamb, you must be tired,” he said
softly, stroking her blonde hair that was now matted to her face
with sweat. “You are not accustomed to such intense sexual
encounters, but I promise that your body will adjust. Very soon you
will be able to keep up with me.” He chuckled softly to himself.
“Even I am nearly tired from what just transpired. I have never
fucked a human with such intense passion or such a tight little
cunt.”

The Overlord pulled a blanket over Ava and
kissed her forehead. That was the last thing she remembered.

***

Ava awoke a few hours later, groggy and
confused. She sat upright quickly, disoriented by the late-day
light that was cast in the room.

Jolie was at her side quickly. “I’m here.
I’ve been waiting for you to wake.”

“What time is it?”

“Nearly six.”

Six? Ava tried to rush out of bed, but Jolie
stopped her just as she winced from pain.

“You’re going to be sore, I’m afraid. Take
these,” she opened her hand and Ava saw two small green pills.

“What are they?”

“Just take them. They will help with the pain
and soreness.” She handed Ava a glass of water and Ava swallowed
the pills. She delicately maneuvered her legs out of the bed and
Jolie handed held open a soft robe for her. Grateful for Jolie, she
stood carefully and allowed Jolie to help her dress.

“Let’s get you back to your room and you can
take a nice bath before dinner. The Overlord has given you
permission to eat in your room if you like tonight.”

While Ava wanted to see Michelle, she didn’t
feel like she could face another group meal and she nodded
gratefully. Jolie helped her downstairs and ran a bath for her in
her own bathroom.

“Thank you, Jolie. I mean it,” Ava said as
she sank into the hot water.

Jolie gave her a small smile. “Will that be
all for now?”

“Yes, thank you.”

“Very good.”

Once Ava was alone, she thought about her
overwhelming and bewildering day. So much had happened and her mind
still felt foggy. It was as if sex with The Overlord had literally
taken over her mind. Now that she was free of the lust-inducing
drugs, she felt sick from her encounter with the monster. But she
remembered her passion and desire at the time, and she knew that
wouldn’t be the last time she was fucked by the powerful ruler of
Valanya.

Ava knew that she needed to find a way to
appeal to The Overlord so that she could help herself, Michelle,
Franco and Mia escape. She was relieved to not have to go to dinner
but she was worried about Michelle. She was going to make it her
priority to find Michelle first thing at breakfast and try to talk
to her.

Once she felt clean and whole again, she got
out of the tub and dressed in a pair of silk pajamas. The silk was
smooth and cool against her skin; the pajamas were more luxurious
than anything she owned at home. She began to peruse the books on
her shelf when a loud knock at her door broke the silence.
Confused, Ava opened the door. Franco stood in the doorway holding
a tray with food.

“Franco?” she asked bewildered.

“I’ve been sent to bring your dinner,” he
said stiffly. Ava peered around him and saw a few other guards
walking in the hallway.

“Please bring it in and set down,” she said
loudly.

Franco nodded, catching her eye for just a
moment, and brought the tray inside. Once he was inside the room,
Ava rushed to his side as he slowly moved towards her table.

“I saw her!” she whispered in a rush. “I saw
Mia. And I gave her your message.”

“So it’s true,” he breathed, setting her tray
down. “There was a rumor that you had ended up on the top
floor.”

“Yes and I promised her that I would help
you. We need to get out of here. You, Mia, Michelle and I.”

“Believe me, I’ve tried. It’s damned near
impossible.”

Ava lowered her voice even more so, her words
coming out in an excited rush. “But The Overlord really likes me. I
can suck up to him. I’m already granted special circumstances. I
just need a little time and I think I could really do something to
help us.”

Franco eyed her skeptically and then she saw
a glimmer of hope fill his eyes. “Make him trust you,” he
hissed.

There was a sound in the hallway.

“I have to go,” he said, turning to leave.
Just before he closed the door, he gave Ava one last imploring look
before disappearing. Ava was so excited and nervous now that Franco
was on board that she could hardly eat. She managed to eat a few
bites of her meal and polished off the entire cup of tiramisu.
Suddenly the channel beeped and she went over to it curiously.
Tucked inside was a sleeping pill. Grateful, she took the pill
which immediately helped her calm down. She made a mental note to
ask Jolie if she was running the channel. Moments later she was
fast asleep.

***

Ava awoke to the alarm the next morning and
quickly dressed for breakfast, still feeling the soreness from the
day before. She was anxious to find Michelle and even more anxious
to get the morning over with. She had gone to bed so early last
night that she had missed her itinerary, and she found it resting
on the floor this morning. Much like yesterday, she had another
lunch date with The Overlord. She wondered why he preferred these
mid-day meetings.

Once the doors unlocked, she hurried down the
hallway. To her relief she saw Michelle emerge, dressed in a tight
white dress. The entire back was open and the front left little to
the imagination. Ava hugged Michelle tightly and Michelle hugged
her back.

“I’m sorry I missed you at lunch and dinner
yesterday,” Ava whispered, “but I need to talk to you.”

The women filed into the dining room and took
two seats on the far end of the table where Ava hoped they wouldn’t
be overheard.

“So, I found Franco’s wife yesterday.”

Michelle looked at her quizzically.

“Remember when we were being brought in and
Marcello taunted him? Well, anyway, I found her, and Franco and I
are going to come up with a plan for us to escape.”

“Escape?” Michelle seemed to balk at the
word.

“Yes. We’re going to find a way to get the
hell out of here.”

“But why would we want to leave?”

Ava paused. Was Michelle serious?

“Don’t you want to leave?” Ava asked slowly,
studying Michelle. At first, Michelle seemed completely normal. She
looked the same, save for the many bruises and bite marks that
covered her body. Ava realized that she must have had more
encounters with the monsters since she saw her last.

Michelle blinked at Ava, the look in her eyes
vacant. “Why would I want to leave?”

She was serious.

“Michelle, listen to me! What have they given
to you?” Ava demanded, her voice a frantic whisper.

“Nothing!” she snapped. “Why would I ever
want to leave? I’ve been given beautiful clothes, I live in a
beautiful room and I eat three delicious meals a day. Not to
mention the un-fucking-believable sex that I’m having every
day.”

“They’ve brainwashed you!”

“No one has brainwashed me!”

Ava floundered, unsure of how to proceed. She
hadn’t expected this and it changed everything. How could she do
this without the help of her best friend?

Michelle turned to her, her eyes flashing.
“You’re just jealous,” she spat. “Jealous that you aren’t getting
the big monster dick that I get every day.”

Ava nodded quietly, not wanting to argue with
Michelle.

She would figure this out with or without
Michelle's help. And there was no way she was leaving without
taking Michelle with her even if she had to drag her ass kicking
and screaming.

They were going to escape this nightmare.
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Ava and Michelle are knee deep in The
Overlord's hell. Ava is now his personal sex slave and Michelle is
being given a special cocktail every morning that makes her
uncontrollably horny, she's already got a reputation for being one
of the nastiest slaves the dungeon has ever held. The Overlord is
getting more and more rough with Ava's human body. Sensing her
impending doom she devises a plan to escape the castle of sexual
horrors, if only she can survive long enough to see it to
fruition.

 


Read on for a small taste of what's
inside:

 


He stood abruptly and pulled Ava with him.
They slipped through a door, which Ava had mistaken as a closet,
and Ava found themselves in a private elevator. The elevator opened
to the Monster’s Lair.

“Master?”

“Yes?” he asked, his eyes wild with sexual
excitement.

“Who do you want to fuck me?”

“Not who, cucciola mia, but what.”

A small part of Ava felt alarm at fucking a
monster, but then her desire overtook her and she greedily grasped
The Overlord’s arm, wanting him to bring her to her beast as soon
as possible.

“Clear out!” The Overlord barked at the
gawking guards and they scurried out of the lair, leaving only Ava
and The Overlord.

“I’m going to watch you be fucked and once
I’ve had my fill, I’m going to take you for myself.”

Ava moaned desperately, the ache between her
legs becoming too much for her to bear.

The Overlord paced up and down the cages,
trying to determine which beast he would let out to have it’s way
with Ava. The terrible monsters screamed and groaned and those who
could speak shouted out with their wild lust. Finally The Overlord
stopped before a cage and smiled a wicked grin.

“Oh yes, my sweet human, I’ve found the beast
for you.”

He opened the cage and let the door swing
open wide. A large, giant beast came lumbering out. He was about
ten feet tall and he was covered in grayish-brown skin. He had
little neck, and what he did have was thick with ridges as it
curved into a thick and monstrous head that resembled a gorilla. He
had a large hooded forehead, with beady deep-set eyes and two slits
for a nose. His mouth was non-descript with yellow teeth.

Ava watched as the monster’s thick legs
carried him across the floor and he was beside her in a few
strides. Ava groaned with wanton desire as she saw the long flaccid
cock that hung between his legs.

“Can you take his big cock, Ava?” The
Overlord crooned.
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