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THE PHALLUS OF OSIRIS


Selecting a jar of shimmering silver liquid and a Chinese paintbrush with a wickedly tapering tip, Heimdal the magician set about anointing Mara’s glorious naked body. He traced the shape of a pentacle in the centre of her back; opening up her buttocks, he outlined an exquisite silver rose on the sensitive skin around her forbidden gate; with infinite patience, he traced a filigree pattern upon her beautiful heavy breasts.


‘Now we must be joined,’ he explained, fingering a stiff, silvered nipple. ‘At the moment of climax I shall perhaps see into your past and future and maybe even see what has happened to your lover, Andreas.’


Heimdal’s heart pounded as he began to pay homage to Mara’s nudity – kissing each orifice in turn, pressing fingers into her most intimate places, anointing her with aromatic oils.


At last. At last he was going to have her . . .




Introduction


The Master is a vampire sorcerer who feeds and grows on human sexual energies, condemning his victims to join the ranks of the evil undead. Feared as the occult power behind Hitler, he was magically imprisoned by Allied sorcerers in a block of crystal at the end of World War II. He awakens in his prison, in the cellars beneath the country-house bordello of Winterbourne Hall, brought back to consciousness by the sudden emanations of sexual energy from the orgies in the Hall above. Immediately he sets about plotting his freedom and revenge.


His spirit seeks out the innocent but highly sensual psychic Mara Fleming and begins to manipulate her, with the hope of using her special powers to liberate not only himself but his long-lost Queen, an Egyptian priestess of Amun-Ra. Eventually, Mara discovers the crystal dagger and magical ring which are necessary to free the Master.


Cynical journalist Andreas Hunt becomes involved in the web of evil as he tries to investigate a series of bizarre sex-crimes involving MPs, media figures and other influential people. He becomes Mara’s lover and – when she disappears in mysterious circumstances – he is determined to discover what has happened to her.


Andreas is tricked by the Master into following Mara to Winterbourne, where he witnesses many scenes of violence and sexual magic. The Master magically tricks Mara into stabbing Andreas with the crystal dagger, releasing his own evil soul into Andreas’s body and condemning Andreas’s soul to take its place within the Master’s discarded and imprisoned body.


Suddenly emerging from her trance and seeing what she has done, Mara flees into the night, not realising that the soul of her lover lives on within the crystal . . .




1: Aftermath


It was dark in the room. Dark and strangely airless. But Mara felt no fear. She stretched out her hand and touched her unseen lover’s hand. Although she could not see him, she knew he was standing by the side of the bed; that he was naked, and ready for her . . .


‘Come to me . . .’ breathed Mara. And her fingers moved from her lover’s hand to explore his body – running down his flank, his thigh; searching eagerly for the warm weight of his testicles; seeking out his most sensitive and intimate places to tease and excite his flesh; and bring him to her.


She heard his breathing: hoarse and quickening now. And seconds later, she felt him sit down on the bed beside her, felt the soft coverings yield to his weight as he lay down by her side and pressed his hot nakedness up against her willing flesh.


He was by her side now, stroking her with knowing fingers that seemed to read her mind, divine her every dream and wish. His fingers slid down her body, as though taking the measure of her, mapping out the fullest extent of the bounty offered to them. They fluttered like butterfly wings, up from the firm roundness of her hips to the taut flesh of her tiny waist, and then up still further; until at last they found the swelling amplitude of her magnificent breasts, caressing their firmness appreciatively.


He was kneeling beside her: leaning over her, the better to toy with her. Mara gasped with pleasure as invisible hands cupped her breasts and kneaded their warm and yielding flesh. Skilled fingers searched out the budding hardness of her nipples and pinched them between finger and thumb, just hard enough to provoke an irresistible blend of pain and pleasure.


‘Take me!’ gasped Mara, reaching up and touching the hands which were so knowingly exploring her body. They were strong hands, hands she felt she knew well; hands that were strong and sinewy and capable of great violence – and yet gentle enough to tease, torment, arouse.


Strong, sinewy wrists and forearms . . . She could reach no further; so she stretched out her hand to the side, and felt for the body of her unseen lover. Her hand made contact with his thigh, muscular and covered with thick, coarse hair. She slid her hand upwards, upwards, letting her fingers glide softly over the hairs; and she felt her lover tremble at the exquisite torment of her touch. Bolder now, she let her hand move higher still, and shivered with delight as her fingers brushed against her lover’s testicles.


They were heavy, vital, pulsating with a raw energy that communicated itself to her as she stroked their velvety pouch, weighing them in her palm. Then she let her fingers stray still further, and felt them slide deliciously along the smooth length of a hard and throbbing shaft that she knew yearned to bury itself in her.


And as she stroked it, she felt herself grow hotter and wetter, her juices welling up as though from some secret spring deep within her. It was as though she was melting from the inside outwards, as butter might melt in anticipation of the hot knife that would soon plough into its soft and willing depths . . .


The room was filled now with the fragrance of sex; the sweet, heady aroma of a cunt well greased, of a prick whose tip glistens with the first drops of semen, the first promise of the torrents to come. Mara slid her hand along her lover’s shaft and ran her fingertips gently over its tip: it was already slippery with love-juice and she shivered again with the delicious anticipation of its entry into her most intimate places.


The shaft was thick, smooth, heavy; and it seemed to grow longer and thicker still as Mara stroked it, wanking it slowly up and down so as to titillate and tease her lover without bringing him to the point of no return. She could hear his breathing growing louder now, and more laboured. She knew he was close to his crisis and yearning for her.


At last, she felt his hand upon her own: a command – to stop, now, before it was too late. Silently, Mara’s unseen lover drew apart her thighs. Mara did not even offer token resistance, for she yearned to feel his touch upon her womanhood, his prick within the depths of her belly. Once her legs were splayed wide apart, her lover knelt between them, as the faithful worshipper kneels silently to perform his devotions to the goddess.


He began by stroking between Mara’s thighs, gradually working his fingers up from knee to thigh, from lower thigh to upper thigh, to that warm, moist crease where the thigh ends and the groin begins. He tormented her for what seemed an eternity, letting his fingers roam gently across her pubic hair, brushing it as lightly as a summer breeze playing across a field of thistledown.


‘Harder, harder!’ she groaned, trying to make him rub less teasingly at her pubis, to answer the call of her madly throbbing clitoris. But he refused to give her the release she yearned – pulling his hand away and retreating to the distant ground of her smooth inner thigh.


Not until she was almost weeping with frustration did her lover take pity on her and slide his hand once more up to her pubic hair, this time wriggling his fingers between her rosy cunt-lips and seeking out the throbbing button of her clitty.


Skilfully, he began to wank her, his index finger on her clitoris and his thumb burrowing into the hot depths of her vagina, which seemed to her like some steamy underground cavern whose walls were dripping with fragrant moisture. She felt the pressure of his knees against the inside of her thighs, and longed for him to come into her, ram into her soft vulnerability like a rutting animal covering a female on heat.


‘Fuck me, fuck me!’ she sobbed. ‘Please, please . . .’


She thought she heard the merest breath of laughter, but no: her lover was silent still. Silent and strong and totally in control. She was entirely at his mercy, at the mercy of his pitiless finger and thumb, wanking her rhythmically and driving her to a distraction of desire.


Almost before she had realised what was happening, she felt another hand creeping up on her. But this hand was bolder still and knew no boundaries, no limits. This lewd hand was stroking the hidden valley between her arse-cheeks, as though it were looking for some secret entrance . . .


At last, it found what it was looking for. Fingertips nudged against the forbidden gate, seeking the concealed catch that would trigger it to open. Open sesame . . . yield, submit, give way . . . Mara heard herself silently praying for her arse to open up and welcome this eager, blessed visitor; to make it an honoured guest; to do its bidding in all things, no matter what it asked . . .


Her lover was scooping up the juices from her cunt now and using them to tease her perineum. Oh, how good it felt to have a finger skating smoothly across those secret places, to feel it gliding on a layer of slippery love-juice across her flesh.


‘Come inside me, I beg of you . . .’


Mara’s tone was almost panic-stricken now, filled with the hoarse urgency of unstoppable desire.


And her lover did not abandon her this time. With a deft thrust, he slipped his finger into Mara’s arsehole; and she cried out at the sudden intrusion – a great, long cry of satisfied yearning.


He toyed with her for a while, moving his finger inside her with a circular motion, stretching the walls of her arse; amusing himself – and her – by letting the finger in her arse and the finger in her cunt enjoy a tactile communion with each other across the fragile partition which separated them.


And all the while he kept on rubbing slowly and lasciviously at Mara’s clitoris, teasing and tormenting the swollen flesh and delighting in her groans of pain and pleasure.


And when Mara was once more on the point of tears, her lover withdrew his finger and thumb from her cunt and clitty, and – silencing her despair – thrust his magnificent manhood into her cunt, ramming it home up to the hilt, so that she writhed in an ecstasy of torment and began to babble nonsense like a mystic speaking in tongues.


For it truly was a mystical experience to have this massive and exquisite prick inside her: to feel it pressing against her cunt walls. And all the time her lover’s finger was toiling away inside her arse, its thrusts keeping time with the rhythm of pulsating prick and cunt.


Silently, he fucked her. Silently, there in the darkness; his body moving against her, his prick within her cunt. And, thus joined, it felt as though his very soul was also within her, thrilling and stimulating and possessing her; climbing with her towards the very summit of pleasure, where joy explodes into a sunburst of many-coloured light.


As the orgasm tore through her body, Mara thought for a second that she saw the face of someone she knew, loved, yet did not quite remember: a man’s face with closed eyes. Eyes closed as if in death . . .


Her lover withdrew from her and lay down by her side. Shaken, she lay for a moment in silence and then rolled over to switch on the bedside lamp.


She fumbled briefly for the switch; then the lamp clicked on, flooding the bed with a pool of sallow, yellowish light. Mara turned back to her lover, meaning to kiss him, but recoiled in horror.


For the man beside her, the man who had just fucked her passionately and brought her to ecstasy, wore the face not of her lover Andreas Hunt, but of one whose cruel, sardonic smile brought a terrible fear to her heart.


She was looking straight into the fiery-red burning gaze of the Master.


With a shriek of terror, Mara tried to pull away from him, but he had her fast, his claw-like fingers digging into the soft flesh of her tanned arm. And he took hold of her chin, forcing her to look at him, to watch and behold the gift which he had brought her.


As she looked on in horror, Mara saw the Master’s face and form change horribly. This was no longer the darkly handsome face of seductive evil, but a grotesque caricature, a parody of sexual attraction. His face became the face of a demon: dark-skinned and ugly, his features distorted into a lewd grimace, saliva drooling from the corners of his lips, which drew back to reveal rows of sharply pointed teeth.


‘No!’ screamed Mara, struggling in his terrible embrace, the memory of his lovemaking still warm and trickling from her distended cunt. ‘I will not submit to you . . . you cannot harm me . . .’


But all her white magic could not protect her now. For the Master was growing, his body expanding, swelling, deforming, until at last he towered high above her, filling the room, his evil eyes still fixing her with that fiery red gaze.


And as she watched, unable to turn away for he still held her fast, she saw the Master’s prick also begin to change its form, swelling, lengthening, growing beyond all belief until it became the parody of a penis – a prick as thick as a man’s torso and as long as a limb.


The Master’s mouth opened and he began to speak, his voice hoarse and rasping, like the voice of a serpent turned into a cruel caricature of human form:


‘Little slut,’ he hissed, ‘I have you now, and I have you for ever. You cannot escape me.’


‘No, I will not do your will!’


‘Silence, mortal whore! Lest I tear your body apart and feast upon your puny soul. Look at my penis. Is it not beautiful?’


He leered at Mara and she shivered but was unable to look away.


‘My darling,’ he hissed, ‘it is all for you. Will you not take it into your cunt? Why so reluctant? You were eager enough for it but moments ago . . .’


And he presented his prick to Mara, thrusting it at her so that she could not avert her gaze, or see that it was now black, like polished stone, and gleaming as though exposed to the ethereal glow of moonlight.


As she screamed, the Master began to laugh. It was a humourless, chilling sound filled with evil and the foetid air of the tomb. His laughter echoed around her, bouncing off the walls and forming a web from which there seemed no escape.


Hands over her ears, Mara tried to shut out the terrible sound of the Master’s laughter but, try as she might, it echoed on, growing louder and louder and more hysterical with pleasure, to see her in such terrified confusion.


The room began to spin and Mara’s head was filled with a kaleidoscope of changing colours. The colours of fear . . .


As the room spun out of control and Mara fell sobbing on the bed, she heard a distant voice calling to her from very far away; a voice full of sadness and despair that, even as she heard it, faded away into the distance:


‘Mara! Mara! Come back! Don’t leave me here . . .’


The voice of Andreas Hunt.


With a final cry of terror, Mara felt her consciousness ebbing away. And all was darkness and release.


When Mara awoke she was dazed and disorientated. Where was she? Why was it so dark and cold? What had happened to her tormentor, the hellish chimera who had peopled her dreams and waking fears for so long? What had happened to her over the last couple of days? She could remember nothing save the terrible dream that had seemed so real.


Her eyes grew more accustomed to her surroundings, and she realised that she was not hemmed in by utter blackness after all. A glimmer of the palest light was filtering through a strange, twisted mesh above her head.


Moonlight. Moonlight filtering through a thick canopy of tall and ancient trees, casting strange patterns on the forest floor, awakening the nameless, formless shadows who dwelt within the deepest darkness and calling them out to dance before her on the night air.


Mara shivered, suddenly realising that she was naked. Her nipples were puckered hard with the cold and her smooth tanned skin had turned to gooseflesh under the chill breeze’s incautious caresses. Reaching out and taking hold of a low branch, she struggled to pull herself upright. She winced, for she was stiff and sore, with the soreness that turns to many-coloured bruises in the light of day. Accustomed though she was to walking barefoot, sharp little twigs were digging painfully into the soles of her feet and her first steps forward were difficult and uncomfortable.


Stumbling, she put out her arm to stop herself from falling and the moonlight fell across her hand, delineating a strange dark shadow, like a black pool staining her fingers. She brought her hand up to her face and examined it. A dark, dried-on deposit. Mud perhaps. She sniffed at it . . . no, not blood. Something familiar, something coppery . . .


She put out her tongue and licked at the stain. Salty, unpleasant, sickening.


Her hand was covered in dried blood.


The vile taste of the blood filled her head with a sudden image: the image of something she had seen, perhaps something she had done. She could not quite remember. All she could see was the body of her lover, Andreas Hunt, lying on the ground at her feet – very still, very dead. And she looked again at the blood and began to weep slow tears. For although she could not remember what had happened, or how he came to be lying there, she suddenly knew that Andreas Hunt was dead.


And somehow, she knew not how, she had been responsible for his death.


She stood there, clinging to the tree, for a little while, until she became calmer. Confusion filled her mind. She had a vague remembrance of leaving Hunt’s apartment, of walking down a deserted and dusty country lane; a faint memory of a big country house. But nothing more. It was as though some outside agency did not want her to remember.


Her thoughts began to crystallise. The autumn cold was eating into her nakedness. She must get help. Warmth and food and clothes. But which way to go? She looked around her, but there was no sign of light or habitation. She was utterly alone.


Instinctively, she placed her hands upon the trunk of the tree and directed all her thoughts into the heart of it, tapping into the earth’s natural lines of magnetism.


‘A sign, a sign,’ she murmured. ‘A sign to guide my steps, that is all I ask.’ And the power entered her hands and flowed through her body like a warm tide of sweet wine. Its mellow warmth flooded her, calmed her and then began to excite her, and she felt as though she were being stroked and kissed by all the spirits of earth and air.


All her discomfort seemed to ebb away as she felt herself become as one with the earth-spirits, and she grew as warm and relaxed as if she were swimming in the clear waters of some tropical lagoon. Slowly, she began to shuffle her feet apart as she felt the heat kindle in her loins; pressing the magnificent swell of her breasts against the rough bark and delighting in the harshness of its rasping kisses on her nipples.


Her cunt was on fire now: a fire raging in her belly. And all the copious juices she produced served only to fan the flames, exciting her throbbing clitoris to new crescendos of desire.


Strange how she had not noticed it before . . . But, as she ground her pelvis against the rough bark, she felt a hardness pressing back against her pubis. She slid one hand down the bark and sought out this new presence. It was a deliciously smooth branch – perhaps eight inches long and as thick as any man’s penis, jutting out obscenely from the trunk of the tree. Mara caressed it, and felt a surge of power, as she grew yet closer to the spirits she was evoking as her guides.


Knowing exactly what she must do next, Mara parted her legs still further, and eased herself onto the welcoming branch. It slid easily into her cunt, for she was deeply aroused and her womanhood was running with rivulets of love-juice. She gave a groan of pleasure and surprise as she felt the hardness slide home, pressing hard against the neck of her womb and sending shivers of ecstasy through her loins.


She lifted herself – just high enough to reach the very tip of the branch without allowing it to escape from her eager cunt; then lowered herself with a cry of joy as the hard surrogate penis filled her once more to the brim.


Her head was reeling as she used the branch to fuck herself. With each stroke of the curious dildo in her cunt she felt a picture growing in her head – at first indistinct, and then becoming sharper, more clearly defined. It began as a blur of light and then resolved itself into the image of something reassuringly familiar: a jumble of perhaps twenty caravans, nestling in the heart of the forest. As the picture grew more distinct in her mind, she felt a strong conviction that this was the nearest refuge for her, her best chance of finding what she needed.


Fucking herself faster now, Mara felt the climax building up in her loins. Her clitoris was aflame and she ground it ever harder against the surrogate penis within her. And it did indeed feel as though she had a penis within her – the hardness in her belly was the warm, throbbing hardness of engorged flesh, not the cold hardness of wood.


Gasping with ecstasy, Mara came to orgasm, her cunt opening and closing like some ethereal starfish upon the wooden shaft. And, as she withdrew, she was startled to see a flood of clear liquid gushing out of her cunt and trickling down her leg. Little droplets of the fluid were still glistening at the tip of the branch, and Mara tasted it. It was sap – the life-fluid of the tree, the spirit’s gift to Mara, its supplicant and high priestess.


Warmed by the tree-spirit’s gift to her, Mara turned three circles, clockwise, about the base of the trunk and then closed her eyes. Opening them again, she saw the direction she must take; and began to walk deeper into the forest.


[image: images]


The caravans were grouped together in a clearing in the forest, surrounded by a tumbledown fence of chicken wire and wood. The sign at the gate read: ‘Deepdene Holiday Village’. It was illuminated by a single lamp which cast an eerie, yellowish light upon the gateway to the site.


‘Maybe I’ll find help here,’ prayed Mara, hugging herself to keep out the cold and yet still afraid to walk through the gate. ‘If I don’t, I’ll freeze to death in the woods tonight.’


Just inside the entrance to the site stood an unattractive wooden hut covered in peeling green paint. A hand-painted sign read ‘Site Office’. A radio or TV was playing, and there was a light behind the dingy curtains.


Trembling, Mara made her way to the door and gave a timid knock. There was no response, so she tried knocking a little harder. After a moment, someone turned the sound down and she heard the sound of footsteps coming towards the door.


The door swung open. Shivering, Mara tried desperately to cover her nakedness; but the eyes were already drinking her in – enjoying her every curve, her every intimacy.


‘Well, well – what have we here?’


The two men were in their mid-forties, clad in greasy overalls and smoking cigarettes. One was dark-haired, the other greying at the temples. Both had the look of men too long deprived of female company . . .


Mara’s heart sank as she returned their lecherous gaze, wishing she had the courage to turn and run away, back into the forest; she merely stood there, rooted to the spot, shivering and begging for help and comfort. She knew that there would be a price to pay for such comfort: but the desperate do not name their price.


‘Please . . . I need help . . . I – I was attacked in the woods,’ stammered Mara, substituting a plausible lie for a truth so horrible that her mind seemed to have blocked it out almost completely from her consciousness.


‘Come in, darling!’ replied the grey-haired man, visibly bulging at the groin as he extended a lascivious paw of a hand to take hold of her shoulder and draw her into the hut. ‘There’s always room in here for a little darling like you.’


As he drew her inside, she felt his sickly sweet breath on the side of her face, his bear’s paw hands brushing lightly against the flesh of her backside. And, in spite of her revulsion, her young woman’s body began to awaken to the promise of much-needed human warmth . . .


The door closed behind her and she realised that there was no escape. She was between them now – the grey-haired man in front of her, his mouth agape with ill-disguised lust, and his dark-haired companion bringing up the rear. Already Mara could feel him pressing his burgeoning hardness against the full curve of her tanned backside. And she wanted to run, to scream, to push these monsters away.


And yet, and yet . . . Her treacherous body was awakening, her breath quickening; and it was all she could do to control the rising tide of lust within her. For there is lust sometimes in revulsion: the desire to indulge the most base of impulses, to live only by animal instinct and to find comfort in mindless, shameful pleasure.


The room was shabby, squalid even. A couple of rickety chairs and a Calor gas fire; an ancient black-and-white portable TV in the corner, on which Barbara Windsor was displaying her pneumatic tits in snowstorm effect. Half-eaten sandwiches and a pile of girlie mags on the office counter. The whole scene held a mesmeric quality for Mara, her brain numbed with cold and shock and her body only now beginning to return to a reasonable temperature.


‘My, but you look cold,’ remarked the dark-haired man, half-whispering the words in her ear. ‘But I’m sure we can find a thing or two to warm you up.’ And she felt him unfastening the buttons of his overalls, reaching inside, taking out something long and warm and so so hard . . .


‘Yes, my dear – let us warm you up,’ breathed her grey-haired tormentor, pulling out his own prick. Mara watched in horrified fascination as he began to caress it into impressive rigidity. For it was indeed a magnificent instrument, long and with a fine glistening purple head.


Then, with his prick still hanging out of his trousers, he began to stroke Mara’s body, which was already warming in the ferocious heat from the gas fire, not to mention the sudden warmth of a prick thrust into her innocently unsuspecting hands.


‘No . . .’, moaned Mara, very faintly, as the grey-haired man forced her to wank his prick and began to tease her nipples with his greedy tongue.


But he just laughed; because he and Mara both knew that her resistance was a sham. That she could no more refuse the call of her comfort-starved body than he could stop his member leaping to attention at the sight of her glorious nakedness. He seemed as dazed as she: oblivious to the blood caked dry on her hands, to the mystical symbols and obscenities still painted on her poor, misused flesh.


And his dark-haired accomplice was no less single-minded. He of course had the advantage of surprise, his attack coming suddenly and devastatingly from behind. Without any pretence at preliminaries, he took hold of her softly rounded arse-cheeks and pulled them apart, nudging the tip of his short, thick penis against her arsehole and ramming it home in one, ungentle thrust.


Mara was too dumbstruck to cry out, too aroused to protest. And she found herself thrusting backwards, accepting and even welcoming this uninvited guest, somehow comforted by the rhythm of a stiff prick in her arse. Having her assailant’s shaft inside her robbed her of the power of thought; and without thought there could be no sudden, terrifying memories, no pain. Only the slow, in-out, backwards-forwards movement of arse on prick, prick in arse.


As she joined her thrusts to his, the dark-haired man began to groan with pleasure, grasping at her hips and pulling her tightly to him, so that she must take every millimetre of his gift, every drop of his tribute.


The grey-haired man was still forcing Mara to wank his cock, his own hand on hers, dictating the rhythm. The motion was hypnotic, and Mara felt as though she were floating above her own body, looking down on this strange machine composed of cocks and hands and arses and pricks, all mystically joined in a harmony of movement.


The grey-haired man sucked harder at Mara’s breast, tweaking her other nipple between finger and thumb. Then his hand left her breast and moved downwards, burrowing into the dark and glossy fur that graced her pubis, entering the warm and secret cave where so many had left their seed.


The touch of his finger on her clitoris awoke Mara to the reality of the situation, and for the first time she began to cry out, half in pleasure, half in anguish: trapped as she was within a spiral of pleasure and degradation.


And it was as though that electrifying touch also awoke the power that lay within the men’s pricks for, as she raised her voice to cry out, they felt the spunk rising in their balls and prepared to jettison their foaming cargoes – one in Mara’s hand, the other in her arse.


At that moment the door to the hut swung open and the newcomer was treated to the sight of a woman crying out in agony or ecstasy – he could not tell which – and trapped between the bodies of two disgusting middle-aged men.


‘Leave her alone!’ cried the young man, pushing away her two dazed assailants and seizing Mara by the arm. Then he turned to Mara and spoke gentle words to her: ‘Come with me; don’t be afraid. It’ll be all right, I promise. I won’t hurt you.’


Geoffrey Potter was renting a caravan on the Deepdene site in order to finish his novel in peace and quiet, well away from the nagging of his mother, his sister and her three revolting children. The novel was his big chance. He knew it had a good chance of making it big, if only he could finish it . . .


It was a horrible camp site – he’d expected as much when he’d seen the low prices – but it had everything he needed: peace, quiet and a roof over his head. He’d just popped in to the site office for a canister of camping gas, and what had he found? The two louts who worked in the office practically raping a poor naked girl who looked like she’d been through a pretty terrible ordeal already.


Summoning up reserves of chivalric bravery that he had never dreamed he had, Geoffrey had rescued the damsel in distress and brought her back to his caravan. The only question was: what was he to do next?


‘Are you OK in there?’ he enquired timorously, neck craned towards the tiny shower cabinet which graced the otherwise Spartan van.


‘Fine, thank you,’ Mara called back. ‘I’m so grateful to you for bringing me here. I don’t know what would have happened to me if you hadn’t come along just at that moment.’


I do, thought Geoffrey, blood boiling with righteous indignation as he thought of those two scoundrels and what they had been doing to this poor girl. Not that he could blame them for desiring her though. She was a most attractive young lady . . . He shivered slightly as he recalled the warmth of her naked skin against his arm as he had half-led, half-carried her back to his van.


At that moment, Mara emerged from the shower cubicle, pink and flushed and clean, the towel wrapped round her torso barely concealing her nipples and the dark, glossy bush of her pubic triangle. She had washed her long black hair and was busily towelling it dry.


She smiled as she saw Geoffrey doing his best not to look at her too closely.


‘Don’t be shy!’ she urged him. ‘After all, what is there to see that you haven’t already seen?’


True, thought Geoffrey, remembering her magnificent nakedness and wishing profoundly that he didn’t.


‘And you must have seen dozens of women naked – a good-looking young man like you!’ she continued, folding up the towel and hanging it over the rail.


You must be joking, thought Geoffrey gloomily, recollecting that the nearest he’d ever come to losing his virginity had been that time on the works outing when the women from Packing and Despatch had torn down his trousers. And even then, his sister had come along at the crucial moment and spoilt his chances of being ravished.


‘Actually . . . no,’ replied Geoffrey hoarsely. ‘So I hope you won’t mind my being a little embarrassed at seeing you . . . well . . .’ He blushed crimson, and looked away.


‘Naked?’ Mara was smiling now, could not resist the irresistible upturn of the corners of her mouth. ‘And what is so terrible about my nakedness, pray? Am I so very dreadful to look at?’


‘Terrible? Oh no, not terrible at all!’ stammered Geoffrey, in complete confusion now. ‘I only meant . . .’


‘Don’t worry. Everything is all right,’ Mara soothed him, sitting down beside him on the single bunk bed, and putting her arm around his shoulders. She felt him start at her touch, his breath quickening, his heart racing. ‘I’m so very grateful to you; I want you to know that. Let me show you just how grateful.’


And she began to undress him, very gently and slowly, as a mother might undress a beloved child; kissing each inch of his flesh as she exposed it; licking and stroking and loving his body with every ounce of her gratitude.


Geoffrey could scarcely believe his amazing good fortune. Here he was, in a grotty caravan on a seedy camp-site, and now a beautiful young woman was making love to him. A woman was making love to him for the very first time in his young life.


‘Lie down now,’ breathed Mara, removing the last of Geoffrey’s clothes. He had a nice body, she mused: making love to him would not be a chore.


He obeyed, stretching his lithe frame out on the narrow bunk bed, oblivious now to the grubby blankets, the lumpy mattress and the creaking springs beneath him. He gazed up into the clear pools of Mara’s violet eyes and longed to drown there: to immerse himself in their liquid light and never more emerge to do battle with the uncharitable world.


Slowly, she began to stroke him from head to toe, missing not an inch of his smooth young body. His flesh had the ivory whiteness of a young noblewoman’s, sensitive and cool to the touch, but with a hint of muscle beneath the smooth lines of thigh and forearm and calf. His skin was taut, firm, with a downy covering of very blond hairs: the bloom on a firm, yet ripe and juicy, peach.


‘What . . . what are you going to do with me?’ gasped Geoffrey, his words barely masking the urgency of his hopes and desires.


‘I am going to teach you,’ replied Mara softly, running her tongue down his breastbone to the waist, and then turning back to let it twist and turn deliciously about each nipple.


‘Teach me? I don’t understand . . .’


‘I’m going to teach you how to touch a woman. How to caress and kiss and fondle and fuck her. Geoffrey, I am going to teach you how to fuck like a real man.’


And, before he had a chance to say a word, her lips were upon his, stifling his cries, his moans, his sighs. And her tongue was inside his mouth, circling the depths of its moist dark cavern like some lascivious serpent.


At last she withdrew from him, leaving him panting and gasping on the bed. But there was no time for him to catch his breath. For Mara was kissing him more intimately now, running her tongue down his body from waist to thigh, taking the greatest delight in teasing the sensitive flesh of his inner thigh with her lewd tongue.


He groaned appreciatively as her tongue worked its way further in, burrowing its pointed, muscular tip into the fold of his groin. How wonderful, how unimaginably wonderful it felt to have her pleasuring him like this. He thought back to the thousands of times he had resorted to his own fingers and a sordid girlie mag, and a wave of anguish swept over him for all the missed opportunities, all the pretty girls he had left unfucked . . .


But there was no time for remorse now. There were too many new and wondrous sensations to be enjoyed. The sensation of a moist pink tongue on his bollocks, making the little curly hairs stand erect as though straining, like his penis, for release. The sensation of teasing and tormenting fingers, smoothing and awakening his yearning flesh, making his prick rear its head like a fiery thoroughbred longing for the chase.


And now another sensation, even more miraculous: the incredible sensation of a hot, moist mouth bearing down upon the swollen tip of his penis, engulfing it, swallowing it down as a snake gulps down its helpless prey.


And then, slowly and carefully, releasing the prisoner for a fleeting moment, so that the serpent’s lithe tongue might circle about the glistening head of the prey and make it long once more for the dark cavern that awaited it.


Slowly and with infinite care, Mara sucked and licked at Geoffrey’s prick, judging exactly how far she could take him without precipitating his crisis and bringing a premature end to their innocent game. As her mouth worked upon his shaft, her fingers toyed playfully with his fine, downy bollocks, enjoying their growing heaviness, the way they were tensing up as though gathering all their strength for the final assault, the final push . . . the final spurt of white creamy joy into the abyss of ecstasy.


But Mara had other plans for Geoffrey. Silencing his protests with a kiss, she rolled him onto his side and then lay down in front of him, working her backside against his pelvis so that his straining prick began to nuzzle its way between her arse-cheeks.


As quick as lightning, Mara took hold of Geoffrey’s prick and pressed its tip against the entrance to her cunt. With a deft wriggle of her backside, he was inside her, crying out in surprised delight at this wonderful new world of sensations.


‘Fuck me, fuck me!’ whispered Mara, taking hold of Geoffrey’s hands and placing one upon her breast, the other between her thighs. ‘And play with me, to give me pleasure, too.’


An eager learner, Geoffrey was quick to comply, tweaking Mara’s nipple so deftly that she gasped with pleasure, and working his hand into her most intimate crack so that she cried out loud for the joy of having his finger on her clitoris.


They came together in an explosion of lights and colour and fell asleep still locked together on Geoffrey’s bed. When they awoke, they fucked again, first with Geoffrey on top of Mara, and then with Mara astride him like a steed, spurring him on to the peak of ecstasy.


In the morning, they fucked again and then breakfasted together like great friends who have known each other for years. Then Mara put on the clothes which Geoffrey had offered to lend her – a pair of old cords and a jumper – and, bidding him a cheerful farewell, set off in the direction of the nearest village.


When she had gone, Geoffrey sighed and sat down to begin work on his novel once again. Somehow he felt more inspired than he had done for months. Something told him that this novel was going to be a blockbuster.


Out in the depths of the forest, in the shadows which even at noon the sunlight never quite dispels, a dark and evil presence watched Mara set off along the track that led to Devlingham. She would not be quite alone on her journey.




2: Dawning


The Japanese setting was perfect in every last detail. Delgado had worked hard to provide exactly the right ambience in which to welcome Mr Takimoto and his colleagues to Winterbourne. It was so important that they should feel relaxed, at home, off their guard . . .


The Master was well pleased; not only that Takimoto had accepted an invitation to attend one of Winterbourne’s orgies, but with life and the world in general. He had not yet quite come to terms with the unbelievable sense of release – for, after nigh-on fifty years of darkness and imprisonment, he was at last free.


And the body he had chosen was also pleasing to him. It amused him greatly to have taken the body of the journalist Andreas Hunt and possessed it, pushing out his puny little soul and condemning him to the same horrible fate which the Allied magicians had imposed on him. It amused him even more to know that he had forced the white witch Mara to obey him, even to the point of plunging the crystal dagger into her own lover’s heart. And now here he was inhabiting Hunt’s body, delighting in its strength of sinew, its youthfulness, its lusts.


His powers were growing by the minute. Soon they would be infinite. And to what lengths could he then drive the witch Mara in his quest to find and resurrect his lost queen, Sedet?


The Master glanced around the Great Hall, and nodded his approval to Delgado:


‘You have done well, yet again,’ he smiled. ‘Why, I might almost think I was in some whorehouse in Yokohama. You shall be amply rewarded.’


‘There is only one reward I crave,’ replied Delgado. There was a hint of pain behind his fanatical eyes. ‘And that is to serve you as others do, as an immortal.’


The Master sighed. Delgado was a good servant, a faithful slave with a thousand uses. But it seemed he could not understand that the imperfection of his body marked him out as irredeemably unsuitable for the Master’s grandiose schemes. Only the physically perfect or politically influential were fit to be initiated into the new kingdom which he was preparing. Delgado, a mere underling with a twisted leg, would be sadly out of place in such an immaculate world. It was a pity though, for Delgado’s soul was an impressively black one, extremely receptive to evil thoughts and seething with lusts which demanded continual satisfaction.


‘I shall think on it,’ he replied, addressing Delgado once again. ‘It is possible that if we can find you another, more suitable body . . .’


There was no time for Delgado to plead or protest, for at that point the Ethiopian Ibrahim entered to tell the Master that the evening’s guests were arriving. Takimoto and six of his senior executives from Japan’s number-one producer of computer systems, who were currently working on an artificial intelligence project which interested the Master more than a little. Why, the potential for corrupting young minds through the computer screen was infinite and so exciting that his new and vigorous body developed a hard-on straight away.


The Master surveyed the scene. The Great Hall had undergone a radical transformation since the Egyptian orgy at which his growing empire had gained so many new recruits. In place of the hieroglyphics and tomb paintings, the hall had now been decorated in the style of a Japanese villa, divided up with many paper screens and with its own temple and garden. The sunken pool in the centre of the hall was filled with water-lilies, and a little bridge crossed it. Three naked Japanese maidens sat on the bridge, their tiny feet dangling in the water, combing each other’s glossy black hair and toying with each other’s bodies as innocently as children exploring the wonderful world of naked flesh.


In the garden, whores in the guise of Japanese noblewomen were walking and talking or sitting on low benches; the only sign of their false nobility the way their kimonos parted at the front as they walked or crossed their legs, revealing smooth, slender limbs naked to the thigh.


The temple area consisted of a three-sided structure, opening onto the hall so that spectators and other participants at the orgy could have a perfect view of what was going on. Inside, a number of shaven-headed young monks were at their devotions and flower-garlanded girls were wafting sweet incense skilfully concocted from aphrodisiac herbs and spices by Madame LeCoeur, Delgado’s trusted assistant.


The centrepiece of the scene was the Japanese villa, a large and sprawling structure made entirely of opaque paper screens, within which lights glowed dimly and shadows moved lewdly and sinuously with the promise of delights to come.


Beside the ornamental pool Delgado had arranged an area perfect for a formal tea ceremony, so that the guests could watch all the entertainments around them and still enjoy the tranquil pleasure of this ancient Japanese custom . . . with a difference.


All in all, concluded the Master, Delgado had indeed done well – for a mortal. He nodded to Delgado to proceed.


‘Let the ceremonies begin.’ Delgado clapped his hands and Madame LeCoeur drew back the exquisite curtain of painted silk which covered the entrance to the hall.


The procession entered the hall: Takimoto and his six henchmen, clad in traditional Japanese robes, followed by seven beautiful oriental maidens, immaculately dressed in kimonos and wooden sandals, with dark formal wigs covering their hair. Their eyes were downcast and they walked with tiny steps, their hands demurely folded before them. There seemed nothing at all improper in this traditional scene. But Delgado smiled to himself, for he knew that there would be surprises in store before the evening was over.


The Japanese businessmen sat cross-legged upon bamboo-leaf matting, which Delgado had had specially imported from Kyoto, and the ceremony began. The Master and Delgado took up positions beside their guests.


Beside each of the businessmen sat a beautiful oriental whore: each one hand-picked by Delgado from the international network of whorehouses which he had built up throughout Europe, North Africa and the Far East. They had beautiful faces, knowing fingers and a love of the most perverse sexual practices; and Delgado was confident that they would prove pleasing to these transitory masters.


The paper screen slid across to reveal three more girls. The first was clad in traditional dress, and carried the equipment necessary for the tea ceremony, whilst the other two carried stringed musical instruments rather like lutes. They were also quite naked, apart from little bead necklaces and anklets. The businessmen stared at them open-mouthed, bulges appearing already in the front of their robes; and their female companions began, very slowly, to caress them – at first through the silken fabric, but then growing bolder and slipping tiny, delicate hands through the front of their robes and searching out their eager penises.


The two musicians began to play, and their companion set about serving tea to her illustrious guests in the most delightfully formal way imaginable. As she knelt before Takimoto and bowed before him, he could not help noticing that her kimono was rather loose at the front and afforded him an excellent view of the rosebud breasts within.


In silence, the businessmen strove to maintain their distance and dignity, even though the handmaids’ delicate caresses were driving their engorged pricks to distraction. They began to fantasise about fucking these little temptresses with the doe eyes and succulent lips, who knew how to drive their masters wild with the merest touch, or the hint of a sidelong glance from beneath long, sweeping eyelashes.


For the Master, too, this was a tormenting experience. After so long trapped in darkness, within a useless body, he was hungry for sensations; hungry for the taste of a woman’s cunny, for the soft moist delight of her belly, the heavenly hell of her arse. He too longed to throw down the girls, one by one, upon the hard floor and abuse them, fuck them till they cried out for mercy and not listen. Never listen. Never show mercy. Only fuck, fuck until their life’s energies flowed into him and they lay spent beneath him, whilst he grew stronger and more invincible by the second.


And the Japanese had, after all, been promised an orgy . . .


‘I grow impatient,’ remarked Takimoto at last. ‘This is a passing imitation of our Japanese tea ceremony, and the girls are comely enough; but I am disappointed by the extent of the entertainments you have provided. Were we not promised more than this, Mr LeMaitre?’


The Master nodded graciously and smiled.


‘I fear I must have misled you,’ he replied, his smooth, melodious voice like a silken garotte about their throats. ‘For this is but the beginning of our night’s entertainment. These girls are here merely to amuse, to titillate, to awaken your appetites and your senses, so that you may more fully enjoy what follows next. If you will graciously allow me, I shall show you some more little scenes of . . . artistic merit . . . which I feel sure will delight you.’


Mollified, Takimoto nodded; and unfastened the front of his robe so that his whore might more easily handle and stimulate his penis as he watched.


At a nod from Delgado, the fun began.


One of the naked girls on the bridge over the pool sighed and stretched her arms in a parody of boredom.


‘Oh, I am so weary,’ she sighed. ‘I do so wish the Lord Koto would come to us and fuck us.’


‘Ah yes,’ sighed one of her companions. ‘It is wearisome being the Lord Koto’s whores when he has so many other women to pleasure.’


‘Then can we not make our own pleasure?’ suggested the third girl. ‘May we not pleasure each other, to lighten the burden of our wearisome days?’


The other girls seemed to think this an admirable idea; and the first girl immediately fell to kissing the second warmly upon the lips, whilst her hands strayed to her breasts, teasing the pert little nipples into stiffness whilst grinding her own pelvis against her sister’s.


The third girl, no doubt feeling rather left out of the proceedings, came up behind the first and began to run her tongue over her back and buttocks, an action which drew the most lascivious moans from her sister whore. Then she pulled apart the girl’s buttocks and wriggled her tongue into her arsehole, causing the girl to cry out in surprise and delight.


‘Oh, do it to me!’ she cried, her eyes widening with incredulity and pleasure. ‘Do it to me, put your fingers inside me!’


Her sister whore obeyed promptly, licking two fingers as lasciviously as if she were taking a man’s cock into her mouth; and then ramming them unceremoniously into the girl’s cunt from behind, causing still more moans and sighs of pleasure.


Meanwhile, the first girl was now licking and biting the girl’s nipples, whilst her right hand had strayed further down, and was toying with her glossy black pubic bush, winding the curly black strands about her fingers and pulling hard enough to draw sharp little cries of pain from her willing victim. Then, emboldened by her own and the girl’s desires, the whore pulled apart her victim’s protruberant cunt-lips and sought out her clitoris, pinching and rubbing it so skilfully that the poor girl quickly came to her crisis and felt a great flood of cunt-juice inundating her thighs.


The businessmen, previously so impassive, seemed most interested in this picturesque little scene on the bridge, and willingly lent their pricks to the skilful ministrations of the handmaids who knelt to handle them with the loving attention of true enthusiasts. Delgado was very proud of the fact that all his whores were as perverted as their clients: no girl came to work at Winterbourne who did not dearly love to lend her body to the vilest and most imaginative perversions.


Not that they had to work particularly hard: for the aphrodisiac concoction which Madam LeCoeur had instructed to be mixed with the green tea was already having its desired effect – producing impressive erections which would not soften for many hours, no matter how many orgasms the subject might enjoy.


The Master required no whore to handle his cock: he had already unzipped his trousers and was manipulating it with true delight – the delight of one who has but recently awoken to discover he has been given the wonderful gift of a new and enthusiastic body.


And the best of it all was that Andreas Hunt’s old body, now the home of the Master’s evil, immortal soul, had become heir to all the powers which had formerly belonged to the Master: the power to travel astrally; to assume another form; to influence minds and abuse bodies and endow its victims with the same living death which the Master had enjoyed for so long. And more than this: the power to fuck endlessly, to come to orgasm once, twice, a thousand times and never tire. Life – or was it death? – was getting better all the time.


As the three naked girls on the bridge dived into the lily-strewn waters of the pool, there to continue their lascivious games, attentions were shifted towards the rock garden, where the two lovely noblewomen were engaged in ladylike pursuits – reading, walking, talking, playing Go. It was an idyllic scene, almost silent but for the sound of birdsong.


What could possibly happen to interrupt the calm of this peaceful Japanese idyll?


A series of blood-curdling cries rent the air and the silken curtain was once again wrenched back, to reveal three outlandish figures: three Samurai warriors, in full battle costume. They were magnificent, their muscles rippling beneath their armour as they strode into the hall, their swords held aloft above their heads.


Seeing these new intruders, the noble ladies forgot their gentle pursuits and, screaming, sought to run away. But their assailants were too swift for them, pursuing them and capturing them in seconds.


‘Mercy, mercy!’ cried the taller of the two women, clad in a yellow kimono embroidered with multi-coloured dragons. As she knelt before her captors, her skirt parted to reveal two delectable naked thighs and the shadowy suggestion of a dark triangle. No underwear . . .


‘We shall show you no mercy,’ replied the leader of the Samurai raiding party. ‘You are our prize and we shall do with you exactly as we please.’ With a swift, swishing movement of his sword, he slit the yellow kimono from neck to hem, slicing through the cummerbund which held it tight beneath her breasts; and the cut fabric fell in tatters to the ground. She was then bound hand and foot, and cast onto the ground to watch what the attackers would do to her companion.


Seeing what was happening, the second lady attempted to escape: but her attackers threw her face down to the ground and pulled her blue kimono up around her waist, exposing the prettiest pair of rounded buttocks for all to see. The watching businessmen nodded appreciatively, and one of them came in a flood of pearly white seed, just at the sight of so much beautiful naked flesh. To his amazement, within a few moments he was hard and yearning again, and his handmaid recommenced her ministrations with renewed vigour.


As the lady squirmed upon the gravel of the rock garden, the leader of the Samurai signalled to his companions to hold her down. Taking a bamboo cane from his belt, he flexed it approvingly, took aim and brought it down upon the lady’s backside. This evidently caused her much pain, and she leapt up – but was forced back down onto the gravel by the two Samurai. Looking on, the Master felt the spunk boiling in his balls, and forced himself to hold back for a little while so that he could enjoy the full pleasure of the lady’s humiliation.


The bamboo cane whipped down again and again against the lady’s soft flesh, and she cried out lustily and twisted and turned with all her might; but her tormentors held her fast and nothing she could do would allow her to escape from the hail of blows. Her poor backside grew redder and redder. And then a miraculous thing happened. The lady stopped struggling and her cries became gradually quieter, until at last they became a low moaning which might have been construed as the soft murmuring of a creature in ecstasy.


For the vicious searing of her backside had begun to be transformed into the deep, exciting warmth of carnal desire, radiating out from the centre of her being to inflame cunt and arse, and make the lady’s nipples stiffen and her breath quicken. She began to wriggle her legs apart, little by little, until there was an appreciable gap between her thighs – a gap amply wide enough to admit a bamboo cane . . .
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