It had been my intention to give the ring to her on her birthday.

As I sat in my car across from the suburban house, I could sense them inside – the kinky ones, with their minds on giving or receiving pain for pleasure.  I had been among them before, dishing out punishment to my lover/best friend Sara, showing our little intimacies and discoveries to an appreciative audience.


Now she was inside receiving the same attention from someone else…and I wasn’t going to stand for it.

As I walked down the driveway, I again marveled at how innocuous the house looked, nestled in amongst its neighbors.  I wondered if anyone in those houses to the left or right of my destination knew what went on inside…or if, wrapped in their own cocoon of middle-class existence, the just waved off the monthly get-togethers as some type of social club.  Not knowing that, right this minute, inside a soundproofed room that had formerly been a garage, a woman was hanging from her wrists, blindfolded and gagged, while a man dressed in Chinese silk flailed her with a leather flogger.


I wondered if they would even care?


She had always like things tinged with gothic or occult trappings.  Several times we had visited the occult bookstore in the old pedestrian mall, browsing the titles, taking in the collection of “spells” and “charms” that made up the magic section of the shop.


I had been browsing that day, intent on finding something she would love for her birthday.  She generally liked silver jewelry, with charms or inlay suggesting natural or magical bent.  I had been through several jewelry stores looking for something that I thought would catch her fancy, but it all seemed generic, plodding…uninspired.


On a whim, I decided to stop into the occult place, thinking maybe they had gotten in something new that she hadn’t had a chance to see yet.


The old guy who usually worked at the counter was apparently taking the afternoon off.  In his place stood a very, VERY old lady, cronish in appearance – wrinkled, shrunken, wrapped in a knitted scarf she wore over her head and around her shoulders.  His mother, perhaps?  She didn’t say anything to me as I began to look through the various silver chains and charms that lined the counter near the front of the store.


The screen door was shut and locked, as was normal for the group – there was no sense in letting some denizen of the vanilla world wander into the lair unaccompanied on a meeting night.  I stood there pondering whether or not to use my powers to let myself in, but only a moment went by before the front door opened and someone emerged, quickly closing the door behind him.  As he moved to light a cigarette, I raised my hand and knocked on the wood frame.  He turned to peer through the shadows toward the screen; the fire at the end of the cigarette was the only thing completely visible in the darkness as he took a drag, then let out a lungful of smoke.


“You shouldn’t be here, Daniel,” came the voice in the darkness.


“Especially not tonight.”


Unlike Sara, I have never been a big believer in the occult.  I was the science fiction stalwart, believing that technology was both the bane and the boon of man.  I was the typical computer-phile, ooing and ahhing over advanced hardware and new versions of software, purchasing new peripherals and teaching myself how to use programs without reading the reference guides.  I was the one who wrote the cautionary tales of technology gone wrong, with twisting Twilight Zone endings.  I was the one that believed that the more advanced the science, the more akin to magic it would seem.


She, on the other hand, loved fantasy fiction and stories of the occult.  She believed in homeopathy and Wiccanism and the power of white magic.  She liked blood and knives and cutting and piercing.  When she wrote, she wrote tales of her life, thinly hidden behind a name change here and there.  Tales of submission, of stripping, of sex.  Dramatizations of things that had happened, or things she wished would happen.


It was the irony of our relationship, I suppose – the feet-on-the-ground realist who wrote fantasies based on fact, and the white-magic submissive whose stories always seemed to encompass something from her own life, just glossed over a bit.


Still, she and I were exploring new depths together…and I loved her.  So I wanted something as a gift that showed how much I could appreciate her passions.  But none of the jewelry in the shop seemed to match what was in my head – not so much an image, but a feeling that I would know what I was looking for when I held it in my hands.  None of the jewelry there met that requirement, so I turned to go.


“I am here.  I am a member of this group.  Open the door.”


The man moved from the shadows, walking down the stairs and into the light by the door.  As I had thought, it was Gerry, the owner of the house, sneaking outside to sneak a smoke while everyone else was occupied.  Gerry, who everyone called “Fatfuck” behind his back, because everyone knew that he had been skimming the membership dues and monthly meeting fees for things aside from new toys for the dungeon or snacks for the monthly meets.  If it weren’t for the fellowship that the others shared, and that he had a ready-made dungeon available for use, the members of “his” group would already have walked out and gone looking elsewhere.


“Ramon wouldn’t like it.  And I don’t want any fights in my house.  I’m not opening the door.”


I looked closely through the screen at the man whom I probably detested just a bit less than Ramon.  A man who didn’t need the money he skimmed from the members of our group, but took it anyway because he felt he was “entitled.”


I wouldn’t feel bad crushing him under my boot like a bug.


The old lady caught my hand before I could walk out the door.


“You want to buy something special for someone, yes?” she asked in a thick European accent.


“Yes.  My girl’s birthday is coming up, and I’d like to give her something…extraordinary.”


The old lady looked at me intently, her brown eyes apparently looking for something in my manner.  I felt like she was looking right through me, reading me like one of the books in the store.  “May I read your palm?”  Unable to look away, I simply nodded my head.


She traced a finger across my palm, but unlike the palm readers I’d grown used to seeing on carnival midways or beach boardwalks, she didn’t talk about lifelines or spout vague clichés.  “You are in love.  The woman is very sexual, but likes to kneel at your feet.  You enjoy giving her what she wants, but wonder if you are exactly the right fit for her needs.”


True enough.  Her passion for needles and cutting and blood were not high on my list of enjoyable activities, but they pushed her over the edge into huge orgasms whenever we did them together.  Still, her desire to cut her own body sometimes gave me pause.


“You wish she would tell you that she loves you, but she is holding back.”


Again, true enough.  Sara had never returned the “I love you” that I had said repeatedly over the course of the months we had been together.  I had fallen for her quickly and completely, but she had been hurt repeatedly, and refused to fall into what she termed “the trap of love” before she was ready.


“You care more for others than you do yourself.  Your own misery means nothing as long as those you love are doing well.  You do not desire money or power to elevate yourself, but only to care for those who need your help.”


Perhaps.  I was easy to be friendly with, but hard to befriend.  Those that got close enough and hung around got pretty much whatever they needed, when and if I had it.  My family always came first…then my friends.  To me, Sara was now a part of my family, and I wanted to care for her completely and totally.


“You are an odd combination of traits…dominant but romantic, creative but grounded, sympathetic but always needing to be in control.  You understand the consequences of power because, in your mind, you have concluded that ultimate power ultimately destroys the one who wields it.”  With that, she let go of my hand, apparently satisfied with what she had read.  Then she reached under the counter and brought out a jewelry box.


“I think that this is what you seek.”  She gestured for me to open it.


Inside the box on black silk lay what was obviously a man’s ring.  It was ornate silver, with some type of runes and symbols carved around the length of the band.  More runes were fashioned in a circle around the stone set in the ring’s center…a stone so black that it seemed to suck in the room’s light, making the whole place dimmer.  It was heavy in my hand, but holding it there, I could see it in my mind’s eye, perhaps on a silver chain around Sara’s neck.


It matched exactly with what I had seen in my mind’s eye.


“How much?” I asked eagerly, wanting to secure my prize before it could be snatched away from me.


The old woman looked at me intensely again, immobilizing me with her iron glare.  “The Ring of Solomon has no price, young one!  It is immortal, priceless!  It cannot be reckoned in terms of mere money!”


“Oh.”  Thinking that meant the ring wasn’t for sale, I placed it back in the box and slid it across the counter.  “Well, thank you for showing it to me.”  I turned to go.


“Daniel,” she said softly.  When I turned to face her, her eyes had softened noticeably.  “I said that its value could not be reckoned in terms of money.  But it can be given outright to one who will care for it properly.


“And I choose to give it to you.”  She slid the ring back across the counter toward me.


“What’s the catch?”  I could visualize me walking out of the store, then being arrested somewhere in the mall, as the old lady laughed her ass off.


“Catch?  There is no catch, as you say.”  She leaned over the counter to grip my hand.  “Should you ever choose to use the ring, Daniel, the cost to you may be tremendous.  Keep it safe.”  With that she sank back onto her stool, dismissing me with her eyes.


Deciding that she meant it, I picked up the box and put it in my pocket, and walked quickly from the store before she could change her mind.


Two weeks later, as I was walking with Sara through the mall, we both were disappointed when we reached the shop and found a sign on the door that said “Gone Out of Business.”


“I’ll ask you one more time, Gerry.  Open the door.”


He turned to walk away, shaking his head and not saying a word.


At my thought, the stone in the ring on my left hand began generating an intense power.  Tapping into that power, I extended my senses outward, until I touched Gerry’s mind with my own.  He immediately stopped moving, his muscles locked into place.  Then, like an automaton, he turned around stiffly and began shuffling back toward the door.  His fingers fumbled briefly at the latch before it flopped loosely against the wood of the door, and he opened it wide to admit me.


“See, that wasn’t so hard, was it?” I asked as I smiled maliciously down at his rotund form.  Gerry couldn’t answer, as he was locked into place by the force of my mental grip on his mind and body.  He simply stared straight-ahead, empty of all thoughts and feelings not emanating from me.


“I’ve always wondered, Gerry…why do you rip off the people in this group?  You don’t mind if I rummage around a bit in that head of yours, do you?”  Even as I said it, I was already diving into his mind.


Having practiced on various people for the last few weeks, it wasn’t strange to be rooting around in Gerry’s head.  Once I got past the surface thoughts (a mixture of “Whatthefuck?” and “Why can’t this guy just leave?”), it was a simple matter to plumb the shallows of his mind to find what I knew was always there.


Gerry was insecure.


A supposed dominant male, Gerry lived in fear of losing control of all manner of things…his wife, his fetish group, his job.  He lived to avoid confrontation, which is why he married someone who would accept his controlling nature without protest.  Surprisingly enough, Gerry really did love his wife, mainly because he was grateful she put up with him.  And he skimmed because…it excited him.  It excited him to know that all the people in the group knew he was taking money, and they didn’t challenge him.  So he would go on doing it until someone stepped forward and made him stop.


It made him feel like a big man.


I dug deeper into Gerry’s mind, watching certain scenes replay themselves, looking for…’now that’s interesting,’ I thought.


At every gathering, Gerry had a small television set up in the dining room, playing a variety of scenes from other people’s fetish libraries.  In Gerry’s mind, I could see how much the supposed dominant was turned on by scenes in which a Mistress had outfitted a submissive in tight latex, with nothing but air holes for breathing.  Then the Domme would walk over, beat, and fondle the man at her whim.  For Gerry, the idea of being mummified and controlled was an absolute turn-on.  And one he buried for fear of being seen as weak and submissive.


‘Oh, this is going to be so much fun, Gerry!’ I thought, withdrawing from all but that portion of his mind that kept the shorter man immobile.  Then I mentally touched my power source again.


Concentrating, I imagined a thick black coat of latex bubbling from the ground under Gerry’s feet, covering them and continuing up Gerry’s legs.  The rotund man was wearing only a loose robe, and was otherwise naked, so it was easy to look down and picture what I wanted to happen.  Seconds later, latex was materializing from nowhere to cover the man’s feet and ankles.  As I let my eyes wander up the man’s body, the latex advanced, sliding sinuously over the hairy flesh, leaving behind only the glossy shine of polished obsidian.


The fabric moved under the robe, not disturbing it except to make it bulge slightly as it passed underneath.  I squeezed mentally, and Gerry stood at attention, his rigid pose helping the latex fit on his body with fewer wrinkles and bumps.  When it reached Gerry’s neck, the liquid fabric split in three directions:  continuing upward toward the head, and sliding down each arm toward the hands.  Within moments, Gerry’s entire head was covered, except for an opening for each nostril.  Moments later, his fingers and hands were covered, too.


I stepped back a pace to admire my work.  Gerry was no longer in evidence.  Instead, a fat latex-covered mannequin was standing at attention in front of me.  Looking “it” over, I could see a few things I needed to change about my new creation.  Again squeezing mentally, I started to tighten the latex around Gerry’s midsection, pulling his rather pronounced pot-belly inward until it at least had some sense of proportion with the rest of him.  Then, concentrating on Gerry’s physiology, I aroused the latex statue’s penis.  I had to shake my head when the fully extended cock reached only five inches.  ‘That will never do,’ I thought, imagining something a little more fitting for the pompous, horse’s-arse of a man.  The words “horse cock” echoed through my brain, and soon Gerry’s phallus extended out 24 inches from his crotch, and his balls, even though pressed against his body by the latex, looked like a pair of baseballs that were half visible in the shiny fabric.  Last, but certainly not least, I had Gerry open his mouth, where latex molded and fit itself into a penis-gag, filling his mouth and threatening to lodge in the back of his throat.


‘Very nice,’ I though, looking at his newly created latex toy.  “Now, Gerry, I’m going to make this very easy for you.  You will stand there, unmoving, until someone comes out here to play with you.  You are a mannequin, so you can’t move your own arms, legs, and head, but if someone moves you, you will hold whatever position they place you in.  If they attach a leash to the rings set in your collar, you will follow them wherever they lead.  You can feel anything that is done to you, especially to your now extremely sensitive cock.  But no matter how close you come to orgasm, you cannot cum, at least, not until I say so.  And, Gerry?  While you will be mentally blocked from moving or talking, you will be aware of everything that happens to you while you are in your little suit.


“Whether you enjoy it or not is up to you.”


Having said my piece, I left Gerry alone on the screened porch, and walked up the steps and into the house.


I never got the chance to give Sara the ring.


Less than a month after we walked past the closed bookstore, she told me we were through.  Not that I hadn’t had indications that things were going south.


At the last play party we went to before the break-up, she spent almost no time with me.  Instead, a newcomer by the name of Lord Ramon held most of her attention.


Ramon was certainly a presence.  Dressed in gold and black Chinese silk, he looked almost regal.  His eyes were dark, and when he looked directly at you, you could feel him mentally dissecting you like a bug, then dismissing you.  And, when he opened his mouth, fangs peeked out from underneath his upper lip.


He was, without a doubt, a most disconcerting man.


That evening, I had bound Sara’s hands, then hooked them to a chain in the ceiling, tightening it to the point that, if she lost her feet, her arms would take the weight and she wouldn’t move downward more than an inch or two.  I then hooded and gagged her.  Taking our favorite toy, a blue leather flogger, I began warming her up, lightly swatting her buttocks, her back, her breasts, and, occasionally, her clit.  Each time she felt ready to move to the next level, she would lift one of her legs, like a horse pawing at the ground.  And I would start moving faster and harder, striking alternately stinging, then thudding blows.  As the strikes from the flogger intensified, so did her moans of pain and ecstasy.  I continued around her, varying where I placed the blows, until, with a shudder, her knees buckled and she was left hanging from the ceiling.


As I normally did, I stopped swinging the flogger and quietly ran my hands over the red marks left by my work.  I ran my fingers between her legs, where the juices from her pussy were flowing down her legs in copious amounts.  Slowly, she recovered her equilibrium, as I whispered encouraging words to her.  Finally, when she was standing and in control again, I stepped back to resume my ministrations…


There was a hand on my wrist.  It belonged to Lord Ramon.


“Would you mind if I played with your slut for a while?  Perhaps I might even teach you something you didn’t know.”


Before I could respond, Ramon had begun expertly flicking a single-tail whip along Sara’s back.  Without the slightest hint of effort, he made light contact with whatever area he chose, the snap of the whip jolting Sara as it touched her.  Around and around her body he went, slowly increasing the force he brought to bear, and with each increase, her cries of pain and passion intensified.  Ramon stroked her, talked to her, told her when each blow was coming…and she responded to each stroke with loud cries that assailed me because I had never been able to generate such passion in her.  He paused a moment in his whipping to attach a clothespin to each of her nipples.  She writhed in agony, begging through her gag to have them removed…which he did by aiming very precise strikes with his whip that knocked each pin to the ground.  He continued until Sara hung limply from her restraints, drool leaking from the corner of her gag, a few last blows getting no reaction at all.  With that he discarded the whip and walked blithely out the door of the dungeon, leaving me to let Sara down and hold her while she recovered.


The rest of the night, her eyes rarely left Ramon, though he almost never looked at her.  His disinterest, the way he had used her, and the skill he had exhibited…I had seen the look in her before, when she had opened the lid on a box sent to her by a friend in Toronto.  The smell of pot assailed us both, and for a moment she looked she would do anything just for a toke, even though she promised me she had not touched the stuff in at least a year.


When she looked at Ramon, I saw the same hunger in her eyes.


Within the week, she had him over to her room and had him play with her again.


Within two, she happily declared herself his, our relationship was over.


And the ring sat in its box, on the top shelf of my closet, unremembered.


The living room of the house was arranged exactly as it had been for every gathering I had ever been to…the little table behind the couch with the legal pad where everyone signed in; the small wooden box with the slit in its top for everyone to drop their dues and monthly meeting fees into; and the various chairs and cushions arranged in a circle for demonstrations or discussions of the various techniques and implements of pain.


Gerry’s wife was standing at the sign-in table frowning as I opened the door; pressing into her mind, I found she was simply annoyed that her husband, despite his promises, continued to sneak outside to smoke.  She looked up and saw me, and made to say something…then, came over and gave me a big hug and kiss.  Joy shone from her eyes as she said “Oh, Daniel, it’s so good to see you!”


Of course, she felt that way because I had told her brain to do so, but then a hug and kiss from Leslie was never an unwelcome experience.  Though she was married to the loathsome Gerry, she was generally extremely friendly, and as a hostess she had few equals.  In other words, she was 70% of the reason most of the people still came to the monthlies.


Leaning down to return her hug, I whispered in her ear “Les, Gerry’s out on the porch and he’s got a surprise for you.  Why don’t you go and give him a hand?”  Even as I was saying it, I was placing small blocks and commands here and there in her mind.  She stood stock still for a moment; then a feral grin lit up her face.  She turned back to the table, finding the crop, spurs, and stiletto heels that only just materialized.  Taking them in hand, she shouted over her shoulder “Don’t have too much fun!” before running out onto the screen porch to play with her new toy.


Until April, Sara had lived in a small room inside a house owned by a college student.  Annoyed with his demands that she not bring her Lord Ramon home, she finally moved into a garage loft offered by a small elderly woman who needed help meeting her mortgage payment.  Not owning that much, she had loaded it all in two cars and left without saying a word to her old landlord, leaving no forwarding address or telephone.


Which I suppose is why he called me.  Which is why I suppose I drove the two hours from my apartment to her old place to pick up a box of discarded items that she apparently felt she had no use for…most of which were mine anyway.


They were books, mostly.  Used books we had picked up here and there, both because we admired the author and wanted to read more, or because we laughed at the titles and wanted to laugh at the contents.  There were pictures of the two of us, laughing, kissing, cuddling…just being friends and lovers.  Down near the bottom, there was the blue flogger I had enjoyed using on her so much.


I don’t remember starting the fire in the fireplace.  But the books made a soul satisfying crackle as I tossed them one by one into the flames.  The pictures curled and shriveled in the heat, the emulsion melting onto the logs.  The flogger took longer, but eventually shriveled to ash and rivets in the dregs of the flames.


Last but not least, I found a book simply labeled “Journal.”  ‘This ought to be good,’ I thought to myself, turning to the first page.


She apparently had begun keeping a journal when she moved back to the US from Canada.  The entries were occasional at first, full of angst at her failed marriage, her battles with avoiding relapses into addiction, her hope of finding someone to fulfill her need for domination.


Then my name popped for the first time.  The journal entries became more regular, a chronicle of where we had gone and what we had done…of how our exploration of pain and passion was giving her new hope for the future.


One passage jumped out from the page at me:  “He tells me that he loves me, but I won’t say it back to him.  But I do love him, I do!”


I kept reading, hoping to find what had happened, what had changed.  But with each page I turned, it seemed to add up to one thing:  she wanted to be hit harder, taken farther, hurt more.  She wanted to be used more, loved less.  She wanted to be property, to be owned and treated like a toy, a pet, a servant…a slave.


She was becoming more and more convinced that I could not take her to that place.


The next to last entry seared me like a blowtorch on bare skin:  “I love Daniel, but he cannot do what I need to feel fulfilled.  I know he loves me too, but he is not totally into treating me like the pain slut I need to be.  I don’t think we have a future together.”


But the last entry…I wasn’t sure what it could mean:  “I went to the bookstore today, and the old lady at the counter said she had the book that could make my wishes come true.  I don’t know if I really believe in magic, but could it really hurt to try to get exactly what I want for once in my life?  The spell isn’t difficult, and if it really works, than I’ll probably be happier than I’ve ever been…but at what price?”


A spell?  Magic?  The old lady at the bookstore?  The one that had given him the…?


There was something written on the very last page of the journal, something which I might have mistaken for a doodle if it hadn’t tickled my memory.  It was some sort of glyph…a rune of sorts…


‘On the ring!’ I thought.  ‘It’s one of the symbols on the ring!’


As there was no one else in the living room, and I didn’t want to go into the dungeon too quickly, I made my way through the rest of the house, starting in Gerry’s little office.


During the monthlies, Gerry dragged a small padded table into the room and let people experiment with wax.  I felt a small pang when I remembered how Sara had led me into that room one night, had me tie her down, and bade me to pour wax onto her nipples and breasts.  She nearly came when I dripped a line of wax down her abdomen and into her belly button, trailing off just before the wax could drip onto her clit.


Tonight, Jennifer and Margaret were in the room.  Jenni (with an “i”, as she always added) was strapped to the table tonight, as her lover Marg (never Maggie) poured wax over her torso.  I had never understood the attraction between them - Jenni, so lovely and lively, Marg, so dour and plump – but they were here each month, exploring some new aspect of pain play.


I reached into their minds and made them ignore me as I walked into the room, observing how Jenni was reacting to the wax on her breasts and nipples.  Slowly, I increased the amount of wax flowing onto Jenni’s body, making both women oblivious to how much was coming from the small red candle.  I guided Marg’s hands, so that the wax flowed evenly until it covered Jenni’s torso from neck to waist.  And the wax continued to flow, and Marg poured it over Jenni’s legs and feet, then directly on her crotch.  Jenni was so lost in the erotic haze of the wax flowing over her that she never noticed her body disappearing into the wax.  Marg continued to pour wax over Jenni’s hands and arms, and, when nothing was left but Jenni’s head, she poured wax over that too.


Marg unfastened the straps and helped Jenni from the table.  With a little push from me, the candle wax flowed and molded itself over Jenni’s back, down her buttocks, and over the rest of her legs.  Moments later, a perfect wax statue of Jenni was standing where before there had been but a human girl.


I let myself become visible then, touching the wax that had formed over her body, marveling at how beautiful Jenni looked in her new waxen sheath.  When I turned to Marg, she was on her knees, madly frigging herself with one hand.  She held out the candle to me like a supplicant, saying only one word.


“Please?”


I smiled as I took the candle from her hand, and then reconsidered.


‘Purple,’ I thought, and the candle I wanted flew into my hand from the shelf above the padded bench.


Marg moaned as the first drippings of wax struck her on the forehead and began sliding down her body.


The ring had not left the top of my closet since the day I bought it.  After Sara and I broke up, if I had even thought about it I might have thrown it in the garbage.  As it was, it simply sat ignored and unremembered among other stray objects with no other home.


I removed the box from the shelf and made my way back into the living room.  The fire flickered and crackled as I opened the lid and stared down into the black stone, which had been given to me with so few explanations.  ‘Keep it safe, Daniel,’ the old lady had said.  How had she known my name?


I picked it up out of its silken bed and let it rest on my palm.  The flickering firelight seemed to dim as the black stone sucked up the light, reflecting nothing, not even a gleam on its surface.  I turned the ring from side to side, checking each marking on its surface, looking for the one I knew was there.  And, as the markings started to thin out on the left side, there it was.  The bottommost marking on that side of the ring, it matched exactly with the drawing on the last page of Sara’s journal.  ‘But what does it mean?’


I twiddled my fingers, feeling the ring bounce up and down on top of them.  ‘Magic, spells, rings…none of this makes any sense!’  I had caught the ring on the edge of one finger, and was twirling it around like a miniature Hula-Hoop.  Not being left handed, and not accustomed to the weight of the ring, I almost dropped it onto the floor.  Pulling my hand back quickly, I felt the ring tick the nail on my index finger…then slide its way down to the base of the digit.


Almost immediately, I felt the ring constrict around my finger.  Holding my hand up, I could see that the oversized ring was no longer too big for me, but instead circled my finger like it was custom made.  ‘That is just totally weird!’


I ran my fingers over the fine raised markings that circled the ring and its stone.  Bringing the journal closer to my hand, I twisted the ring to have a closer look at the symbol near the bottom of the left side.  With the index finger of my right hand I began to trace the symbol on the ring, even as my left index finger was touching the symbol on the page.


I felt what was happening before I saw it.  The ring started to vibrate as my fingers joined the two symbols.  Suddenly, light exploded from the ring, blinding me with its intensity as it bathed in room in pure white brilliance.  I was still seeing stars when I felt the vibration from the ring falter and then cease.


When I could see clearly again, light was still coming from the ring, forming a cone in the air in front of the fireplace.  Inside the cone, a hideous mass of lumpy, misshapen flesh writhed and slithered, yet seemed strangely insubstantial.  I sat up straight on the sofa, wondering what the hell I’d stumbled onto.


“What the fuck are you?” I shouted at the ghostly mass hovering in the air before me.


With the sibilance of a talking snake, the creature hissed back “I am Ornias, demon of mischief and murder.  Who are you, pitiful worm, and why have you summoned me with the ring of King Solomon?”


Stunned, I said the first thing that came to mind.


“Uhhhh…what?”  The demon and his cage waved in the air as I shook my hand, trying to figure out what was happening.


“Idiot!  Imbecile!  You have summoned a power you cannot comprehend!  Let me go, now, and I may yet let you live!”


“I…I don’t know how.  Tell me what to do, how to use this thing!”


The demon glared at me from behind the wall of light, flexing his claws.  He obviously wished he could use them on me.


“Drooling dolt!  I don’t know how you came by the ring, but I will not help you use it!”  And with that he turned his back to me.


Stunned, and more than a bit pissed off, I screamed in frustration.  It took me a few minutes of deep breathing before I could open my eyes and look again at the apparition projected from the stone of the ring.  But as the demon continued to show me his back, I felt an icy determination settle inside me.  I didn’t know what was happening, but I’d be damned if I gave up before I had some answers.


“Demon or not, it looks like you and I are stuck with each other for a while, Ornias.  As for whether or not you’ll help me, I remember of the words of my father, whom I once in a great while tried to defy when he told me to do something.  He always uttered the same four words to me, and I’ll offer them to you now.


“We’ll see about that.”


The demon’s only answer was a derisive snort.

END PART ONE

PART TWO


“Ornias (trans. “pesky”), the first demon mentioned in the book of Solomon…”


I had tried getting the demon to tell me about itself, about the ring, about why its symbol had been drawn on the last page of Sara’s journal.   However, despite being unable to break the ring’s hold, it refused to utter anything but threats concerning what it would do to me when the ring no longer stayed its hand.  So I decided to employ the tool most often by writers when they are sniffing for just enough facts to make the impossible plausible.


I started surfing the Internet.


“Solomon…began to pray to God to that He would hand him authority over the demon.  His prayers were answered, as God sent the archangel Michael to deliver a ring to Solomon with the seal of God, so that he could imprison demons and force them to help construct the temple.”


A ring given from God to Solomon to imprison demons and bend them to his will?  Holy shit!!


“Solomon than sealed the demon with his ring and ordered him to cut stone for the temple.”


Sealed!  The demon Ornias must be connected somehow to the ring, and subject to its commands.  But…why won’t it do what I say?


“Solomon then commanded Ornias to bring him the Beelzeboul, the Prince of Demons.  Ornias was able to throw the ring at Beelzeboul, who winced in pain, and then returned with Ornias to Solomon.”


The other symbols on the ring must stand for demons that have been trapped and forced to do the will of Solomon!  From the number of symbols on the sides of the ring, that must be dozens!


The cone of force emanating from the ring held steady with Ornias in its grip.  He had lost interest in my search on the computer, and had turned his back to me inside the light coming from the stone.  I stood up, thinking that what I was about to do needed the formality of being on my feet.  Then I sucked in a deep breath and said in a loud voice:


“Demon Ornias, I command thee with the power of the ring of Solomon to do my bidding!”


The demon turned toward me, hissing in what I mistakenly thought was pain.


“Impudent whelp!  Nothing you can say can make surrender my powers to your will!”


As it continued hissing, I realized that it was not in pain…unless laughing itself silly constituted pain for a demon.


I left my two newly sculpted wax beauties immobile in the small office and returned to my prowl around the house, knowing that my next stop would yield at least a few of the regulars.  I again touched my power source mentally, and made myself invisible to those I might come into contact with.


The small back bedroom was known as the “encounter” room.  A small futon sat on one side behind a wood and glass coffee table, and folding chairs were set up in a semi-circle facing it.  Arrayed on the walls were various implements of S/M Gerry had collected…actually, that he had bought with the group’s money and hung on the walls of his house.  Floggers, single-tails, cuffs, chains, clamps…here used for decoration, but within easy reach should they be needed.  Still, the area was mostly used for conversation and cooling off after intense sessions either in the living room or in the dungeon.


Surprisingly, only three people were in the room.  One was someone for whom I felt great affection, if only because of how nice a person he was, even if his sexuality was a bit confused.  Everybody called him Sam, if only because it made it easier to treat him in a more gender-neutral fashion.  His birth name was Samuel, but if he could, he would rather have been born Samantha.  Sam was a pre-op transsexual, taking the hormones and hoping for the day when he could afford the cost of the actual operation that would completely transform him.  In the meantime, he lived his life as normally as most of the rest of us, saving his true passions for nights like this, when he dressed in full drag.


Having seen drag queens before, the sight of a man dressed as a woman would generally not startle me.  However, given that Sam was 6’ 7” if an inch, it was hard to think of him as feminine in nearly any way.  Still, he worked at it, wearing clothes that complemented his body’s lack of curves, wearing tasteful makeup instead of gaudy drag-queen pancake.  More than that, he was truly a submissive at heart, liking to sit on the floor at the demonstrations, to volunteer for anything that required a modicum of pain or humiliation.  One time, apparently out of need and longing, he asked if he could worship my feet.  I was about to say no when Sara gripped my hand and shook her head slightly.  So I accepted, and Sam gratefully bent over my feet, removing my shoes with care and ceremony, and then rolling my socks carefully down, kissing each inch of skin lovingly as it was exposed.  It was a curious experience to say the least, made more so by the fact that he knew what he was doing, and it felt fantastic.  Afterward, the three of us sat in the encounter room and talked about it, with Sam offering to do it anytime I wanted.  I thanked him for his offer, then nodded at Sara and whispered, “But it might make her jealous!” and we all broke up in laughter.


On this night, though, Sam was in a lather.  Even as I was trying to walk in, he blew past me, whizzing across the hall into the master bedroom and slamming the door behind him.  Inside the encounter room, the two men left behind laughed uproariously at his departure.


In my mind I knew them as Frick and Frack, though their real names could have been Smith and Jones for all I knew.  They were a couple, but both were submissive, and loved to come to the monthlies so that a male or female dominant could treat them to the masochism that they couldn’t physically inflict on themselves.  Most often I would see one of them running from the dungeon, either clad in a pink thong or nothing at all, displaying the angry red welts of a thorough beating and grinning at the discomfort some felt at their fleshy exhibitionism.  Then, after the rough stuff was over, they’d wind up in this room on the futon, wrapped around each other, occasionally kissing, reliving their night with anyone who would care to listen.  None of it would have bothered me, except for their unconscionable teasing of Sam, who they thought aberrant because he wanted to be a woman and submit to a man, while they wanted to be men and submit to anyone.  It irritated me that they could be so condescending, so completely without sympathy, while they pranced and paraded around the house like they owned the place.  In my thoughts, they were pigs, snuffling and oinking in someone else’s pigsty.


Perhaps the ring picked up on these thoughts without my conscious direction, while my attention was focused on what was wrong with Sam.  When I turned from the closed door of the master bedroom to look into the encounter room, I was surprised to see that Frick and Frack were undergoing some sort of transformation.  They flopped around on the futon, writhing as their bodies were forced to change.  Their faces morphed, their eyes getting beadier and more pig-like; their noses were grew more bulbous, transforming into snouts.  Whiskers sprouted from around and under their new noses, while tails started to sprout from their asses.  Their fingers folded into fists, then hardened into hooves.  Their voices, so high-pitched when they laughed at others’ misfortune, turned harsh and guttural as their cries turned into grunts and squeals.  They were not men, nor were they pigs…they were pig-men, knowing nothing now of dungeons and dominants, only knowing the needs of pigs:  to eat, to wallow, to shit…and to rut.


Even in the dim light of the encounter room, I could see Frick’s penis extending, as Frack turned over on the futon and put his ass up in the air.  They both grunted eagerly as Frick approached Frack from behind…until Frack let out a high-pitched squeal as Frick drove his cock home in the other pig-man’s ass.


Not being into homo-bestiality, I pulled the door closed and left the pair to their new lives as carnival act curiosities.


Ornias paid no attention to me as I continued my Internet surfing, looking for ways to compel it to obey my commands.  Despite hours leafing through web page after web page, I could find nothing substantial regarding the ring of Solomon, how to use it, or how to make an uncooperative demon obey the dictates of the one who wielded it.  Sighing in frustration, I turned away from the computer…only to find Ornias grinning obscenely at me from behind its prison of light.


“Ready to give up now, aren’t you, worm?” it hissed.  “Can’t find any answers to the mystery of the ring, and so now you’re just going to quit.  Typical human scum.  How the likes of you ever forged a bond with the ring of Solomon, I’ll never know.”


Forged a bond?  With the ring?  Did it mean when it shrunk to fit around my finger?  Or did it mean something else?  Since it wouldn’t answer my questions, I didn’t know if there was any way to really find out.


Idly, I examined the last page of Sara’s journal again.  Something bothered me about it, something I had put aside while dealing with the more immediate question of the ring and the demon.  But, having no solution to those puzzles, I looked more closely at the symbol.


It was well drawn and very clear, which made it likely that Sara hadn’t done it.  It was also oddly discolored, a curious brown that looked more like a stain than ink.  I poked it with my fingernail…


Ornias let out a sharp hiss from inside his phantom cage.


Startled, I looked up, but its back was still to me and I couldn’t tell what had caused it to break its sullen silence.


I placed my finger on the page near the top of the symbol, and raked my fingernail across it from top to bottom, seeing if I could peel some of the ink from the page.


This time, Ornias roared as if being attacked, and whirled toward me in his prison.  As I looked up from the page in the journal, I was startled by the gnashing of its fangs as it beat against the walls of its cage of light, trying to get at me.


A large scratch oozing ichor had formed, running from the top of its head to the bottom of its torso.


I ran my fingernail across the symbol from left to right, pressing down harder this time.  Before my eyes, a larger gash began to form from right to left across Ornias’ torso, and the demon screamed in agony until the wound finally stopped forming as it found the left edge of its chest.


Wrapping its gnarled arms and claws across the new furrow that had just formed in its flesh, Ornias looked at me like an unrepentant child pouting after a spanking, its features awash in a mix of emotions – anger, defiance, pain…


Fear.


For the first time in days, I found reason to smile.


Leaving Frick and Frack to their piggish antics, I crossed to the door of the master bedroom and stepped inside.  Sam was huddled in the middle of the immense four-post bed, crying silently.


Like the rest many rooms that uninvited guests would never see, the master bedroom was decorated in BDSM-chic.  Above the bed were mirrored panels; anchored to the ceiling was a naked wooden beam, over which ropes could be thrown and tied.  There were all manner of hooks and pulleys attached to the beam, which could be used for immobilizing or displaying the bound in various positions.  Again, Gerry had used club funds to equip his bedroom with many different types of toys, which were either displayed openly or were within easy reach in various chests and bureaus around the room.


Sam remained ignorant of my presence, which was what I wanted for the moment.  I stood at the end of the bed and looked down on him, empathizing with the pain he felt.  I didn’t really have to look into his mind, as his sadness was being broadcast with such force that those without powerful supernatural forces at their command could feel it.


But I was struck by an image in the front of his mind.  Sam saw himself as a kind of Pinocchio.  However, instead of being a puppet boy wanting to be real, he saw himself as a fake person, a limbo person…neither male nor female.  And what he wanted with all his heart was to be a real woman, one that could move forward in fulfilling the desire to be submissive to a powerful, desirable man.


Of all the people in the house on this night, Sam had always treated me decently, though he had done it as much because of his friendship with Sara than for any other reason.  But, looking deeper into his mind, I saw that he genuinely liked me, and found that one time that he had worshipped my feet to be genuinely erotic…and his invitation to do it again was not in jest.  He would have gladly knelt before me tonight or any other night and kissed and licked my feet until I told him to stop, and his only complaint would be being told to stop.


To this point, I had used the power of the ring in anger.  But, looking at Sam huddled miserable and alone on the bed I decided one thing.  If nothing else good came of this night, I would use the powers I had been given to try and make one very decent person happy.


I stepped up beside the bed and let myself become visible to Sam, then sat down beside him.  He looked up in alarm, and might have tried to roll away from me on the bed if I hadn’t been sending calming thoughts into his brain through the ring.  I took his hand and squeezed.


“Frustrating night, huh?” I began.  “I saw you run out the encounter room.  Frick and Frack on your case?”


New tears formed at the corners of Sam’s eyes.  He took a couple of deep breaths and then, as if afraid his voice would fail him, simply nodded.  Then, recalling all the drama surrounding Sara and Ramon and me, his eyes widened.  “Daniel, you really shouldn’t be here…”


“Shhhh.  I’ve already heard that from Gerry, and I told him where he could stick it.  By the time we’re done here tonight, everything will be settled once and for all.”  I reinforced that more soothing thoughts, and he settled back on the bed, still troubled but much less agitated.


I didn’t know exactly what to say…how to begin offering Sam the chance to live his heart’s desire.  I could just change him and be done with it, but…I wanted this to be something he chose for himself, rather than have it forced upon him.  At least that much I could do in the spirit of being his friend.


“Sam…do you believe in magic?” I blurted out.


He looked at me curiously from the bed.  “Sometimes, I guess.  Sara’s into that sort of thing, you know, and she’s occasionally given me books to read and stuff.  But…magic?  I don’t know.”


I squeezed his hand again and smiled.  “I know what you’re saying.  I suppose that, up until a few days ago, I would have said the same thing.  But something’s happened to me, Sam.  Something that’s wonderful in some ways, and extremely scary in others.”  I lowered my voice slightly.  “I’ve found true power, Sam.  Mystical, mythic power.  And I’ve been using it.”


Sam looked at me as if I’d lost my mind, for which I couldn’t blame him.


I stood up and pulled him easily to his feet, aided by the power of the ring.  That startled him even more.


“Come with me.  I want to show you something.”  I lead him across the hall into the encounter room.


The demon Ornias scowled at me from its prison of light, knowing that I had found a bit of leverage upon which to open a dialogue.


“Shall we talk, demon?  Or do you prefer…?”  I tapped the top of the symbol with my fingernail, hard.  A gash opened above the demon’s eyes, and it screamed again in pain and frustration, clawing madly at its eyes as ichor ran into them from above.  However, its manner remained defiant.


“Puny mortal.  Demons are cursed to bear the wrath of the holy, and the live in the fires of the underworld.  You might have found a way to inflict pain and mark my body…but its nothing compared to the torment I have suffered at the hands of others more fearsome than you.”


I nodded.  In the thousands of years since Solomon, and in the years before then, even a minor demon such as Ornias must have been through some tough scrapes.  A few scratches and cuts probably wouldn’t do much more than enrage it, and that would not get me the answers I wanted.  So it was time to try something else.


I got up from my chair, carrying the journal.  “Orny my boy, I’d like to introduce you to someone very dear to my heart.  Can you say ‘Frigidaire’?”


As we reentered the master bedroom, I literally had to steer Sam to the bed and push her to sit.  He had been shocked at the sight of Frick and Frack’s transformation into pig-men, and even more shocked when I exercised my power to cause them to snuffle up to his feet on all fours, then kiss them reverently, as if in apology.  I left them there, heads touching the ground in subservience, as I lead Sam to the next room.


Seeing Marg and Jenni frozen in wax scared him, until I assured him that they were not only fine, but awash in orgasmic bliss.  To emphasize my point, I reached out and ran my hand over Jenni’s waxen breast, and Sam could clearly hear her moan with desire.  Once he was past his fear, it became obvious that the sight of the two women covered in wax turned him on, and he fondled Jenni’s breasts himself, feeling the small tremors through the wax as his touch took her over the edge again.


I took him out onto the screen porch, and we watched as Les walked in spike heels on Gerry’s latex covered chest.  His horse cock stuck straight up, glistening moistly in the dim light.  Obviously, Les had sampled its fullness inside her own pussy already.  I called out to her “Having fun, Les?”  She looked up at us and grinned like a cat whose whiskers were covered in cream.


For some reason, something motivated me to make two slight changes to Gerry.  As I concentrated on him, the penis gag in his mouth began to turn itself inside out, pushing itself outward into the night air.  Once it reached eight inches, I let it stop growing.  Les, seeing a new cock growing from nowhere to extend from her husband’s latex covered face, wasted no time in clambering down off his torso to straddle his face, burying the newly hardened latex dildo in her pussy.  Then I removed the block on his vocal chords to the extent that, though he could not form words, he could make sounds.  He started moaning immediately, though the sound was muffled by female flesh that was now seated on his face.  One further thought, and suddenly the dildo in Les’ pussy was a vibrator, its oscillations connected directly to the intensity of Gerry’s moans.  The louder he moaned, the faster the vibrator shook inside Les.  It took only a few moments (and perhaps a whispered thought from me into her head) for Les to put together how to control the new toy inside her.  Then she reached down onto the ground to her right and picked up the crop from where it lay.  THWACK went the crop on Gerry’s latex covered chest; ‘MMMMMpphhhh” came the noise from between Leslie’s thighs; “Oooooooooo” came the sound from Les’ mouth.  Looking for all the world like a female jockey trying to urge her horse to a win at the wire, Leslie began to beat her husband’s chest and arms while rolling her hips atop his face, driving her pussy down onto the vibrating toy, her clit rubbing against the bulge Gerry’s nose made in his latex mask.  I took Sam’s arm to return to the inside of the house, but had to tug him to make him come with me; he was entranced by the entire scene, his cock making a very noticeable bulge in the black panties he was wearing.  As I walked him into the hallway toward the bedrooms, I mentally pushed the front door shut; before it could shut completely, I could hear Leslie’s shout as she won her race to orgasm.  I couldn’t help but smile as at the thought that the whole scene gave an entirely new meaning to “down the stretch they come!”


Sam was literally lost in thought as he perched on the side of the bed.  He was obviously both troubled and excited by what he’d just seen: excited by the erotic power he had just witnessed, troubled by the reasons behind my showing him the power at all.


“I told you…I want to give you a gift.”  My voice startled him out of his reverie.  “I know you’re unhappy the way you are.  And I have the ability to change that for you.  You have been a good friend, first to Sara, then to me.  So, of all the people here tonight, you are most likely the only one who will have any choice in what happens.  That, in itself, is a gift.  But I can, if you like, make the one thing you desire most of all happen.  I can gift you with the body you have always wished to have.


“If you wish, the next time you leave this room, it will be as a female.  No more limbo.  No more drag.  You will be Samantha, now and for the rest of your life.”


He looked up at me, and I could feel the mix of emotions running through him:  uneasiness and fear, desire and hope.  But I waited for him to put to voice the one question at the top of his mind, the one that concerned him the most.


“Okay, let’s say this isn’t some hallucination or dream, and that you really can change me into a woman…the woman I always wanted to be.  But…” he paused, grasping for words.  “What happens then?  What happens after the change?  Am I still me?  Or…?”  Words failed him.


I stared into his eyes.  “Or do you belong to me?”  He looked down quickly, embarrassed that I knew what he was thinking, but also hoping that I didn’t think he was ungrateful.


I suppose I hadn’t really thought about the consequences of making a change of such magnitude.  About what would happen on Monday when Samuel no longer existed, and Samantha appeared in his place.  In fact, I hadn’t thought about anything beyond this night, beyond indulging myself in the luxury of having power, and using it against those who I felt had sided against me and with Ramon and Sara.  I nodded, thinking that there would be fallout from this night, despite my intention to put everything back to “normal” before I left for good…


And that, of course, was the answer!   I put my hand under Sam’s chin and lifted until his eyes met mine.  “Why don’t we try this, Sam?  I will change you into the woman you wish to be, and you can remain that way up until the time I am ready to leave here.  And then, you can decide if you want to stay that way or not…whether you want to remain Samantha, or return to being Sam.


“As for belonging to me…I did not come here seeking a slave.  So that’s a question that you and I would have to broach later.  However, for tonight…perhaps you would favor me with the pleasure of being your Master temporarily?  It would at least give you some idea of what it might be like to fully live out your dream?”


He pondered the idea, and I could feel the hope and desire begin to overwhelm the fear and uneasiness in his mind.  “Just for tonight?” he asked, meeting my eyes.


I nodded.


He smiled hugely, and I could sense that it was the first time that kind of smile had lit his face in weeks.  Relief and joy flooded through Sam’s body at the thought that he would not be burning any bridges if the experience wasn’t everything that he hoped it would be.


“I’m ready,” were the only words he said.


I really didn’t know whether the thought to put the journal in the freezer was inspiration, desperation, or equal measures of both.  But, given that it was a demon, and that pain and heat would seem to be things it might be used to, I wondered if cold might be a more effective means for getting Ornias to do what I wanted.  So I walked to the kitchen, placed the open book right on top of the box of frozen fish sticks, and took rectangular quart of Butter Almond ice cream and placed it atop of the page with the demon’s symbol.  Then I closed the freezer door and returned to the bedroom to wait.


Ornias was mute, of course, having already thrown out its dismissal of my “puny” efforts to inflict punishment on it.  However, as it squatting with its back to me, I could see that, demon or not, cold was definitely something it wasn’t used to.


Ornias was shivering.


Whistling a few bars of “Baby, It’s Cold Outside,” I went back to surfing the web.


I suppose, at that point, I could have just started changing Sam’s body by concentrating on it, trying to make it look like the image she had created in her mind.  But then, I likely would botch the job, and decided on a more imaginative method of realizing his desire.


“Get undressed Sam, and then come stand in the center of the bedroom.”  I walked over to the far wall and pulled an old, oval-shaped dressing mirror from its place and brought it over to place in front of my pet project.  “Look in the mirror Sam.  Imagine the woman you want to be, then watch.”


Sam looked at me doubtfully, but then did as I asked.  I could feel him focusing his thoughts on what he’d like to be, and, using my power, I funneled those thoughts into the glass of the mirror.  Slowly, a new image began orienting itself over Sam’s true reflection.


It was obvious that the first thing Sam wanted was to be shorter.  As his true image receded into the background of the mirror, the head of the female image forming would barely reach mid-chest of Sam’s current body.  However, that would still make the woman Sam wanted to be at least 5’ 9”, and taller in heels.


The overall structure of the body Sam wanted was easily imagined.  The body was fairly trim, curvy but not fat.  Sam wanted long legs, a fairly short torso, and nicely proportioned hips.  Satisfied with the overall shape, Sam concentrated first on breast size and shape.  As we both watched, the flat-chested woman in the mirror rapidly started to grow a bosom, ballooning from nothing to mammaries right out of an adolescent wet dream.  In my estimation, they were stripper boobs – patently pasted-on monstrosities that had no business on the real body Sam was trying to create.  


“Perhaps you might scale those down a bit,” I interjected, grinning.  “You really don’t need to be so top heavy.”


Sam’s brow furrowed for a moment, and then the bust in question shrunk slightly, along the same lines of exchanging a pair of cantaloupes for two prize grapefruit.  Large, but definitely more suited to the body she had constructed.  Both breasts were firm and round, defying gravity in their perky thrust away from Sam’s body.


Satisfied with the basics, Sam turned his attention to the nipples.  From smooth rounded flesh sprouted small nubs of pink flesh.  Watching them in the mirror, Sam let them grow until the base of the nipple was the size of a dime, and extended outward from each breast about ½ an inch.  Another moment of thought, and pink areolas formed perfect circles around each nipple.


With a thought, Sam had his female reflection spread her legs.  The smooth, doll-like pubic surface began to cleave, until a well-defined set of pussy lips were properly in place.  His image in the mirror reached down with a feminine hand to spread the pussy lips, exposing the clit.  Slowly, the little nub extended outward, until it was long enough to pinch and suck very easily, even when not excited.


“No pubic hair?” I asked.


Sam shook his head.  “No, I want to be clean-shaven all the time.  I’ve always detested hairy pussies.”


I could only grin, since I couldn’t agree more.


Now Sam concentrated on having his image turn to the side.  The figure in the mirror had no ass at all, and Sam began to change that, too.  Turning the figure in the mirror from the side to the rear, and then back again, Sam built a bubble butt that perfectly complemented both his large bosom and his long legs.  Not too big, not too flat…just right, in my estimation.


All that was left was the head.


Sam started with the hair.  Long lustrous locks of blonde, rolling down to mid back, falling into a natural curl.  He superimposed his own face over the blank one on his female counterpart, then modified it somewhat, making his masculine features more feminine.  He made his lips fuller, emphasized his cheek bones more, erased the creases in his forehead, thinned and sharpened the shape of his nose, and created a more delicate curve to the chin.  It was a face that was still his, but it was softer, sexier, and definitely female.  The eyes of the woman in the mirror turned ocean blue, with a quiet sparkle in the light.


He turned to me, and I could sense that he felt he was through, but I needed to say something first.


“Sam, take a close look at that body you’ve built, and tell me what’s wrong with it.”


He looked his creation carefully, turning it this way and that in the mirror, and then turned to me in quiet puzzlement.  “I don’t see anything wrong with it, Daniel.”


“That’s my point, Sam.  You’ve created a perfect body, but no body is perfect.  Everyone has physical flaws and imperfections that make their body unique.  You’ve created a doll’s body.  Perhaps if you tweaked it just a bit, you’d have a real person’s body.”


Sam considered this, and then considered the image he had created.  As he thought, freckles began to appear in various places across the woman’s body.  One nipple shrunk slightly; a beauty mark appeared on the right cheek of the face.  One last thought, and Samantha became lightly tanned, with more freckles appearing on her face as a result.  I turned to Sam and smiled.  “Now that’s a real person.  A real woman.


“Ready to get in and take a test drive?” 


Sam nodded, took a deep breath, and closed his eyes, as if expecting lightning to strike him and change him that minute.


“Uh-uh, boy-o.  In this particular instance, you’re Alice, and its time to step through the looking glass.”


He opened his eyes and looked at me like I was crazy.  I simply jerked my head toward the mirror, urging him to step up to it…which he did a moment later.  He placed his hand, palm out where he thought the surface of the glass would be.


It passed through the glass without stopping.


He paused for a moment to consider exactly how that could be possible, then, pulling himself into a crouch, stepped into the mirror…and through it.


As Sam moved toward the mirror, I placed myself straight on to the frame, just to see if what things would happen as I imagined them.  As Sam placed his hand through the front of the mirror, a hand emerged from the back.


A hand with a definitely feminine cast.


Slowly, as the tall man folded himself through the front, a well-built young woman emerged from the rear, until finally, Samuel was no more, and standing in front of me was Samantha.


We eyed each other for a moment, unsure of what to say, until Samantha broke the silence with one word.


“Cool!”


We both broke into laughter, as Samantha leapt into my arms and hugged me tight.  Then she jumped down and began to look at her new body in the full-length mirror.  Watching her animated posing in front of the mirror made me forget, for the moment, the reason I had come here in the first place.  But, outside the door were at least four more people I had to see tonight.  Four other people who had told me that I was not welcome in this house, during these monthly meetings; four who had no right to do that other than because Sara was with another man.  They all had something to answer for, and they would do so before I left this house tonight.


Lost in thought, I hadn’t noticed that Samantha had stopped posing in front of the mirror.  She had slid to her knees, and the only reason I had become aware of it was that she was kissing my shoes.  “Sam…?”


“You’ve been so good to me in giving me what I have wanted for so long.  Now, I want to experience what it truly means to be a woman and a submissive, and you have to live up to your part of our bargain.”  She slid her arms out in front of her and touched her forehead to my feet.


“Master, may this slave please worship your body and pleasure you with my mouth?”


I looked down at the newly-minted woman and thought ‘Revenge can wait for a little while, can’t it?’


“Of course, my pet.  Please continue.”


Samantha smiled and slowly slid the shoe from my foot, kissing it through the sock.

END PART TWO

PART THREE


‘Life takes strange turns,’ I though idly, running my fingers though Samantha’s long blond hair.  As she slumbered in my arms, exhausted from her first orgasms as a woman, I luxuriated in the satiated smugness of having been the initiator of those orgasms.  Of course, what Sam would never hear from my lips was that the pleasure she felt from her first sexual experiences as a female were not normal for most women.


Still, being the one that had facilitated the creation of that body, I did feel I had the leeway to add a few “tweaks” here and there to ensure a favorable reaction to both submission and sex.  Things such as limbering her joints to make her extremely flexible, while adding a rush of pleasure when she was bound or used in a number of highly submissive sexual positions.  Or adding “pleasure points” to spots in her lips, tongue, and throat that transmitted highly charged stimulation to her clit, especially when she was worshipping certain body parts.  Or making certain word associations transmit the same clit stimulation – for instance, when she said the words “master” or “sir,” or when she heard words such as “slave,” “slut,” or “fuck,” or when she heard me moan in pleasure from what she was doing to me.  Or making her nipples and clit extremely sensitive to touch once aroused, perhaps five times as much as for most normal women.  Or making her unable to cum unless I gave her permission, but having the pleasure to build and build to a mind-crushing climax once that permission was granted.


Which is why, by the time she had finished kissing my feet and sucking my toes, her new pussy was dripping wet from the stimulus her tongue was sending to her clit.  With each lick, each kiss, each tender nibble, her clit throbbed in sympathetic resonance.  By the time she had me out of my pants and had buried my cock to the hilt in the back of her throat, she was moaning non-stop, lost in the sensations of being at the edge of orgasm, but being unable to move any closer to climax.  Which made it all the sweeter when, as I felt myself carried over the edge to cum in her mouth, I waited until I had sprayed the last of my jizz into the back of her throat, then said the words “Cum for me.”

She immediately began shaking like an electrical wire had been touched to her skin; she bucked and writhed, humping her pussy against an imaginary cock.  My cock slid from her mouth with a wet “pop,” and unswallowed cum dripped down her chin like drool as she moaned and thrashed.  I was forced to grab onto her hair in order to keep her from flopping backward and smacking her head on the floor, and the pain sent her into another series of convulsions – yet another tweak, increasing her enjoyment of and sensitivity to the masochistic activities she had enjoyed as a man.  She continued twitching in ecstasy for another five minutes, the floor below her a river of cum flowing from her pussy.  Only when she regained enough control of herself to put her hands on the floor and lean forward did I release my hold on her head.  Like a newborn colt standing on shaky legs, it was all she could do to just rest her weight on her hands and sit quietly, her breathing finally slowing from gasps to pants to even, measured breaths.


“Master?” she asked quietly, still looking down.


“Yes, Samantha?”


“May I look up at you, please?”


Instead of answering, I took her chin in my hand and moved her face upward to look into mine.  “Yes?”


Her eyes darted around a bit, avoiding mine, while she struggled to find the words she wished to use.  “Would you…can you…please…” until finally, she looked directly into my eyes.  “Would you please fuck me?  Please, Master?”


Again, I did not answer her directly.  Instead, I stood up and extended my hand to her.  She grasped it, and I pulled her to her feet and quickly wrapped her in my arms, kissing her deeply, tasting remnants of my own cum still fresh in her mouth.  I could feel her brain reel as her clit was assaulted again by the stimulation of her lips and tongue by my own.  Still holding her tightly, I removed my mouth from hers and slid my lips along her face until they were next to her ear.


“I will happy to fuck you, my pet.  However, before that will happen, you need to clean up the mess you made on the floor.  Leaving all those juices on that hard wood will never do.  And,” I pointed to my own semi-hard wood, “there are some juices that still need to be cleaned from here as well.  Do a good job, and there will be a wonderful reward waiting.”


Samantha nodded and, when I released her, sank to her knees and began to lap at the puddled juices her first orgasm had wrenched from her.  Within a few minutes she had licked up the cum, and then used her now much-too-large black slip to wipe up the saliva she had left behind.  She sat back on knees, awaiting my inspection of her work.  Satisfied with her efforts, I gestured to my cock, and she crawled over to the bed and began to lick the dried cum around the head and down the shaft.  I pretended not to notice when, as her pussy began to run again from the stimulation she was feeling, she shoved the black slip between her knees to shield the floor from any further coating.


As fate would have it, that’s when Cassie walked in.


I had probably surfed the Internet for an hour when Ornias finally broke its silence.


“P-pl-please…”


I looked up from the monitor to find the formerly fearsome demon huddled in what amounted to a ball, its arms wrapped around its legs, hugging them to its chest.  The demon was shivering, and frost coated its scaly flesh.  Around its mouth and nose, the moisture from its breath had caused icicles to form.  Ornias, the demon so used to the fires of hell, was apparently not immune to the phenomenon of freezer burn.  And while the rest of its body was locking up, apparently its tongue was starting to loosen.


“P-p-p-p-p-p-please?” it stuttered again.


“What do you want, Orny?” I asked with a put-upon tone.


“M-m-m-make it st-st-stop-p-p-p-p…”


“You know what amazes me about you, Orny?  It’s that you’re even still able to talk. I once put a frog in the freezer, just to see what would happen, and it was pretty much a frog-sicle within 30 minutes.  So you’re doing pretty good, I’d say.  I’ll give you another 15 minutes, and you’ll be a nice sparkly demon-pop – all that would be missing is the stick up your ass.”


Its wail of despair was, if you’ll excuse the expression, chilling.  But it didn’t cut any ice with me.  I sat silently, staring right into Ornias’ pain-filled eyes.


“Wh-wh-what d-do you want-t-t-t?” it hissed.


“Well, Orny old boy, I want a lot of things.  I want the Detroit Tigers to win the World Series again.   I want Chris Matthews to shut up.  I want every teacher and cop in America to earn as much as the lowest paid veteran in the NBA.  I want people to stop caring so much about what’s outside, and more about what’s inside a person.


“But, most of all, Orny, I want to know what the hell happened to my girlfriend, why the hell your symbol is inside her journal, and what the hell is going on with this ring!”


Ornias mumbled incoherently, lowering its head to scrape the ice from around its mouth with one claw.


“What’s that, Orny boy?  I think a few more minutes in the freezer and you’re going to be completely immobilized…and then you just might never move again.”


“Un…lock…”  The demon paused, laboring for coherence.  “Un…lock…the…ring…”


“You can unlock the ring?”  The demon shook its head slightly.  “You can tell me how to unlock the ring?”  A nod this time.  “And what exactly will unlocking the ring do?”


“P-p-power…s-s-s-s-secretsssssss…” its voice trailed off into a soft hiss.


“How?  How do I unlock the ring?”


Ornias was silent.  Its slight shudders indicated it was still conscious, but the demon made no effort to lift its head from where it lay on its hands.


“Will you show me how to unlock the ring if I thaw you out a bit?  I’ll take the book from the freezer if you will swear to show me how to unlock the power and secrets of the ring!”


Ornias did not move, but its muffled voice came from somewhere inside its frost-covered form.


“I…swear…”


I jumped up from my chair in front of the computer and ran to the freezer.  Opening the door, I lifted the block of ice cream up…and watched as the page with Ornias’ symbol stayed stuck to the bottom of the carton.  Using my left hand, I pulled down on the journal while holding the ice cream container.  The rest of the journal suddenly came free…but the page with the symbol was still stuck to the bottom of the ice cream carton, where it apparently was going to stay until a little thaw set in.


I put the ice cream in the sink to melt, knowing it wouldn’t take long for the page to peel away from the carton, but I couldn’t help needling the demon again.  “Well, Orny, it looks like this isn’t going to be as easy as I thought.”


Butter Almond ice cream - $2.89.  Legal-ruled journal - $0.89.  The wails of a demon nearly frozen and ready to do anything you ask – priceless.


I could only think of one word to describe Cassie completely:  twit.  She came to the monthly meetings with no intention to participate in the demonstrations or to use the dungeon.  Instead, she always showed up with some new, very confining costume made of leather or rubber, which she’d wear for about an hour; then she would slip into the bedroom to change into something “more comfortable” to her, and spend the rest of the evening lounging in a chair either in the living room or the encounter room, talking about how she loved being constrained, but could only stand it for short periods of time before she had to get out of it or go crazy.


Apparently, she had reached her limit again, as she walked into the bedroom in a very tight leather corset that was squeezing her abdomen and mashing her tits flat against her chest.  It was obvious that she wanted to slip out of the clutches of the corset as quickly as possible and into her typical tight t-shirt, no bra.  There was no doubt that she had a great figure, emphasized by the tightness of the non-fetish clothing she wore; the leather pants she had on this night were so tight, I could swear I could see a mole on her ass from 10 feet away.


She looked startled as she realized she wasn’t alone in the room, doubly so when she saw it was me sitting on the end of the bed having my cock lovingly tended by someone she didn’t know (or, in this case, didn’t know she knew).  She made to back out of the bedroom, but a quick thrust of power into her mind caused her to step forward and close the door behind her.  Samantha, deep in the throes of pleasure from sucking me back to hardness, never stopped in her ministrations, and I touched her thoughts briefly to ensure that she would concentrate solely on my cock and ignore anything else that happened in the next few minutes.


Cassie stood by the door, attempting to ease the pain she was feeling from the tightness of the corset by hunching over slightly at the waist.  Her eyes were open wide, taking in the scene of Samantha on her knees, nuzzling the base of my cock in obvious pleasure.  I could see that the sight didn’t particularly arouse her; in addition to being a twit, she also seemed a bit of a prude.  A slight push from me, though, and she suddenly started to feel a warm flush from her pubic region up her torso to her face, and then back down again.


“Hello there, Cassie,” I said as she stood mute; her eyes traveled upward slowly from Samantha’s kneeling form to meet my own.  “Very nice corset.  Is it new?”


She nodded, licking her lips.  “Custom made.   Just got it delivered yesterday, and Shirley laced me into it about 45 minutes ago.  But it’s really starting to hurt now, so I was going to take it off…”  Her voice trailed off as she dropped her eyes to watch Sam, who was licking the underside of my cock, trailing the tip of her tongue from the base to the head and back continuously.


“Really?  But it’s so beautiful, and it fits you like a glove!  You really should leave it on, don’t you think?”


“Leave it onnnn…?”  Her voice came from far away, as most of her mind took in Samantha’s ministrations, leaving only a small, uninterested part to deal with what I was saying.


“Yes, you’ve always looked so good in the fetish clothes you’ve worn to these meetings.  But you never leave them on very long.  Why is that?”


“Hurtssss…too tight…need to take it off…”  Her hands reached behind her, as if to start unlacing the back of the corset.  A slight push and her mind refocused on Sam, her hands dropping to her sides again.


“You know Cassie, I really think that the reason that you come to these meetings and put on these clothes is that you’re looking for discipline.”


“Discipline…?”


“Yes, Cassie, discipline.  Not necessarily a spanking or punishment, but to you, wearing these ultra tight clothes is a form of discipline – self-discipline, if you will.”


“Self-dissssscipline,” she agreed, as another flush of pleasure crested as Sam sucked one of my balls into her mouth.


“ I think it would probably hurt less if you stood up straight instead of hunching over like that.”


“Yesssss….”  Cassie straightened up, no longer bending at the waist, but not standing completely upright either.


“In fact, you should think of yourself as a soldier, Cassie.  Stand at attention, shoulders back, stomach in, chest out.  I believe that corset will start to feel even better if you do that.”


Her body responded by snapping into the classic soldier’s pose, her back straight as a rail, her stomach muscles pulling inward.  As I thought it would, the lingering pain from the tightness of the corset loosened somewhat, though she could still feel its grip around her torso.  As a reward for her pliability, I sent another wave of pleasure through her pussy, and she gasped as it traveled through the rest of her body.  It took only a slight additional tweak and Cassie’s eyes glazed over, making her unaware of anything going on around her but my voice.  I put my hand on Sam’s head and she froze in place, her mouth wrapped around my cock; I slid backward until its head finally escaped the grasp of her lips with a slight, moist “pop.”  I walked over to where Cassie was standing.


“Yes, Cassie, I think you need to exercise more discipline, and you’ll get more pleasure out wearing such nice clothes.  Don’t you think?”


“Yesssssss.”


“But, if you’re going to practice discipline, you have to also show respect to your superiors.  How do you show respect, Cassie?”


Because it wasn’t a yes or no question, her brain had trouble processing an answer.  She just stood there spinning her mental wheels in muddy, uncomprehending circles.


“You show respect by addressing your superiors with respect, Cassie.  By saying ‘Yes, sir’ and ‘Yes, ma’am.’  Isn’t that right?”


Given a line of thought to grasp, Cassie latched on and began moving forward again.  “Yesss, sir.  Need to give respect.”


Saying, “That’s a good girl, Cassie,” I again pushed pleasure through her, reinforcing the lesson.  She flexed her muscles as she stood at attention, managing to stifle a moan.  “Now, we need to practice more discipline, don’t we Cassie?”


“Moooore…?”


“Yes, you need some other accessories to go with your lovely corset, to help you practice discipline.”  I concentrated briefly, and in my hand was a scolds mask.  Looking much like a smaller version of the corset she already wore, the scolds mask fit from the bottom of the neck to just over the mouth, lacing up tight behind the head.  Part posture collar, part gag, a scolds mask was a device I’d always wanted to use, and enforcing Cassie’s newfound discipline gave me the perfect opportunity.  I pulled the mask over her head, trapping her reddish hair underneath the leather; then I pulled the laces tight, forcing her head up while pushing her mouth closed.  “Doesn’t that feel divine, Cassie?”


She mumbled something unintelligible through the mask, though I could read in her mind that she was saying ‘Yes, sir.’  Pleased with her, I again sent pleasure coursing through her body.


“Now, Cassie, we need to exercise some discipline on those arms of yours.”  Again I concentrated, and this time what appeared could only be thought of as an arm corset.  Pulling her arms back behind her, I wrapped the soft leather binding over her arms from wrist to elbow, then laced it together and pulled it tight.  Now her arms stuck straight down behind her, bound and immovable.  Yet, it seemed to me there was an element missing, and, with a thought, I materialized a short adjustable cord.  One end I hooked to the back of the scolds mask, the other to the end of the arm binding near the wrist.  Slowly, I pulled the cord tighter, until her arms were stretched out at an angle from her body.  By lifting her arms slightly, she could keep pressure off the cord and keep her neck properly aligned.  However, if she relaxed her arms and put weight on the cord, it pulled her neck back, squeezing her Adam’s apple behind the tightly laced mask.  “Isn’t that nice, Cassie?”


This time, along with ‘Yes, sir,’ I felt her say ‘Thank you, sir.’  This time, I allowed her a small orgasm.


Walking around her and examining my work, I decided I didn’t like her shoes.  She wore sandals, chunky and clunky, and not very sexy at all.  With a thought, she was wearing dark black leather boots, knee-high, with a four-inch stiletto heel.  As she wobbled, adjusting to her new footwear, I said aloud, “Discipline demands that you wear boots suited for this purpose.  Isn’t that right, Cassie?”


She recovered her balance, returning to attention, again saying ‘Yes, sir,’ in her mind.  Pleasure washed through her as a reward.


As I examined her leather pants, I was not happy with the way they took away from the line of her shiny new boots.  Concentrating, I shrunk them upward, until all that remained was a tiny pair of black leather hot pants, so tight against her skin that she might have been born with them on.  As a final touch, I materialized a vibrator in her already sopping pussy, and a butt plug in her ass.  As I mentally switched them on, I said to her “Discipline requires you to maintain your state of attention, no matter what the hardships.  You do want to maintain discipline, don’t you Cassie?”


Without hesitation, she shouted in her mind ‘YES, SIR!’  She came without trembling or moaning; the only the sign that she had cum at all were the juices trailing down her legs in small dribbles from under her glove-tight hot pants.


“Now Cassie, these are your orders.  You are to stand here at attention until I tell you otherwise.  You are not to move or talk.  However, you are to watch me have sex with the woman kneeling by the bed.  Each time she cums, you can cum.  But you must maintain discipline, not moving or making a sound before, during, or after your orgasm.  Do you understand?”


‘Yes, sir...thank you, sir!’ came the reply in her mind, and another orgasm followed rapidly behind.  She never twitched, despite the pleasure she was experiencing.


“Good girl!”  Joy filled her mind at that thought that I was pleased with her.


I moved back over to where Samantha knelt, her mouth an “O” waiting to be filled.  I slid my cock back into her warm, moist mouth, then placed my hand back on her head and restarted her mind.  Even as she resumed gently sucking, I gently tugged her hair to get her to look up at me.


“Time for you to get your wish, pet.  Get up on the bed, ass facing me.”


Sam quickly released my cock from her mouth, and scrambled to the edge of the bed, wiggling her ass at me as she looked back over her shoulder.  I placed my hands around her hips and slowly drew her buttocks back until the head of my cock was resting right at the entrance to her vagina.  I thrust my hips slightly, rubbing up against her pussy lips, and she moaned, putting her head down on the bed as I coated my cock with her juices.  Then, putting the head of cock again at the bottom of her pussy, I thrust slightly, and slowly pushed my length into her.


Her pussy was tight, warm, wet, welcoming.  Not a virgin pussy by any means, it fit snugly around my cock like and old friend, the muscles rippling and contracting to maximize my pleasure.  More than that, each stroke pushed her already sensitized clit to even greater heights; within moments, she was thrashing, her hair whipping back and forth in frenzy as she begged for release.


“Please…I need to cum.  Please, Master.  Neeed to cummmm!!” she repeated over and over, as I easily stroked in and out of her.  Only when she stopped making words and drifted into unintelligible grunts and squeaks did I finally say “Cum for me.”


As before, her whole body exploded into a shaking, shivering, quivering mass, overcome with the sensation of an orgasm that erupted like a long-dormant volcano.  I stopped moving; her motions in the throes of orgasm fucked my cock as thoroughly as if I had been sliding in and out once a second.  She came once, and then came again as my seed sprayed inside her.  That, of course, was my final “tweak” to her new body – she would cum anytime her Master came inside her.  Overcome with by three insanely intense orgasms, she collapsed on the bed, unconscious, my cock still trapped inside her.


Behind me, Cassie’s glazed eyes and the wet trickle down the inside of her thighs were the only sign that she had cum as ordered.  As commanded, she hadn’t spoken or moved a muscle…but I wondered if her mouth might be twisted in a hidden grin underneath the concealment of her gag.  


“I’m melting…mellllltingggg…”


No, Ornias wasn’t echoing the Wicked Witch of the West as I sat waiting for him to de-ice.  However, the rivulets of water running down its scaly body made me think of Margaret Hamilton, especially since the cold had seemed to shrink the once aggressive and insulting demon down to a much smaller, less intimidating mass.


“Now then, Orny, I think you’re significantly recovered to tell me what I want to know.  Let’s get down to business.”


The demon looked at me for a moment without moving, then sat up and ran a claw across his face, as if tired.  Then it did something I’ll never forget.


It sighed.


Shaking its head, it muttered “Beaten by an unknowledgeable whelp…”


“Orny!  None of your insults!  Or do you want me to reintroduce you to the Frigidaire?”


A slight shake of the head, accompanied by a shudder, was all the answer it would give.


“Okay, Orny, since you refuse to volunteer anything, I’ll ask you point blank…what is the deal with this ring?  Tell me about it.”


Looking at me, then looking down to his hands, Ornias began to speak.


“In the time of Solomon, during the period that the temple was being built, he brought many demons under control of the ring, to help with its construction.  Once the ring touched a demon, it became a slave to the ring’s power, and Solomon could command them to do anything.  Thus, much of the complement of demons and fallen angels fell rapidly under Solomon’s sway, as he commanded each demon whom he brought under his control to go forth with the ring and bring back another.  Removing the ring from his finger did not lift its power from us, so the demon under its command would take it to its brethren and, either touching or throwing the ring, imprison that demon and take the ring back to Solomon.


“But eventually, Solomon died, and the ring disappeared from the world of men.  As the lowliest of the demon hierarchy, I was charged with the task of keeping the ring ‘lost,’ so that no man could ever again wield its power over the combined might of the demon world.  But, being a demon, I was also vulnerable to being summoned, and, two thousand years ago, I was pulled from my demonic tasks by a gathering of witches, who tortured me until I agreed to produce the ring from its hiding place.


“I did not think it was too great a price to pay to be free of those horrid women, who tortured me day and night for months on end.  More than that, I thought that the power of the ring could not be wielded by anyone other than King Solomon, for whom God had created it.  But, that confidence proved rather to be a conceit on my part.


“These witches proved to be adept scholars of the arcane arts, and apparently had scrolls of Solomon’s writings from which they had gleaned a great secret…a way to endow someone other than Solomon with the power of the ring.  But I did not know this until too late.  They dismissed me once I had provided them with the ring…only to recall me to do their bidding once they had worked their magic on it.  And thus I found myself trapped for the first time in this prison,” he gestured at the cone of light that held him, “unable to act for myself, but totally at the mercy of the man who wore the ring on his hand.


“His name was Alexander, and with the ring he conquered and ruled, until he, like his father before him, was killed before his time, dying of food poisoning, wasting away for days until he finally succumbed.  But, before he died, he summoned all of the demons controlled by the ring, and together with them, forged an agreement that binds to this day.


“He had tired of sending individual demons to do his bidding, and said to the unholy horde assembled “Agree now to this:  let any who wears the ring from this point forward not have to summon any of you, but instead, give a portion of your power to the wearer.  Thus, none of you shall have to see to any individual task, and may work your demon lore, as you will.  And he who wears the ring may do what he will, drawing power from you in small amounts, so that none will be weakened substantially by its use.”

“The demons agreed, but, as always, I received the most onerous task of the assembled.  Not only was I designated as keeper of the ring, I was also made the only demon that could be summoned by it, so that whoever wore it could learn what he needed to know to use the ring and its combined powers.  When I questioned them as to what I should do when someone unworthy came into possession of the ring, they said I could refuse to release the power until that person proved that he could force me to reveal the secrets.


“Through the years, there have been handfuls who have, through their talents or by blind chance, have accomplished the feat of unlocking the power of the ring.  Some you have heard of…Caesar, Merlin, Khan, Rasputin, Napoleon.  Others have hidden in the folds of history, content to do what they would without leaving their names written for all to ponder and debate.


“And now you…a whelp with no special talents or overwhelming passions…YOU have acquired the ring, and have, by my own agreement, gained the right to use it as you will.  Let us both hope that you have the self-control to use it wisely and in moderation, as I do not want to be summoned each time you have a question about using it.  And should you use it overmuch…you may find yourself paying a dearer price than you ever expected.”


Ornias paused, apparently finished with its recitation of the ring’s history, so I took the opportunity to throw some questions its way.


“What do you mean by ‘paying a dearer price than I ever expected?’  Are you talking about my soul?”


Ornias hissed out a demon laugh, then turned serious.  “Your soul is yours, boy, for the ring was created by God Himself for use by King Solomon.  Use of the ring will not condemn you or save you.  The ring is only a tool, and how you use it will determine where your soul will live after this life.


“As for paying a dearer price…have you not wondered why Alexander did not use the ring to save himself when he was poisoned by his enemies?  Why Khan did not heal himself when he fell from his horse and died?  Why Napoleon was exiled so many times, until he was finally killed?  The cost of exercising power over one man, or ten, or hundred is negligible.  The cost to exert it over an empire is to risk using even that small amount of power that can protect and heal.  The phrase of which you are familiar is ‘Absolute power corrupts absolutely.’  That can apply not only the morals of the man wielding the power, but, because of the nature of the ring, his physical body as well.”


Thinking about what the demon had said, I remembered the words of Shelley:

“Power, like a desolating pestilence,
Pollutes whate’er it touches; and obedience,
Bane of all genius, virtue, freedom, truth,
Makes slaves of men, and of the human frame
A mechanized automaton.”


“Very good, whelp!”  Ornias’ sarcastic words startled me from my reverie, making me realize I had muttered the verse aloud.  “Those that use the power to please themselves rarely come to harm.  Those that use the power to forge empires find themselves exerting more and more of that power just to have what they built keep from tearing apart, and in the end find themselves with no power to save themselves when the assassins come for them.”


It was a valuable lesson, but one that I did not need.  I had no plans to build an empire…I only wanted the answer to one question.


But first he had to show me how to use the ring.


Samantha stirred in my arms after a time, her brief nap having rejuvenated her - another improvement I had added to her new body.  She felt my arms around her, and slowly slid her right hand across my chest, tracing slow circles with her finger.


She didn’t have to speak for me to know what she felt.  For years, the man that wanted to be a woman had always feared that surgery and drugs would only create an illusion of femininity, but that the passion and pleasure and fulfillment longed for would be missing, unavailable to he that would be she.  But now, in the past hour, she had had her ultimate wish fulfilled; better than that, her new body was not just a facsimile, but also a fully integrated whole.  And the pleasure she had felt shook her to the roots of her being, not only because it was so much better than she expected, but because for so long, she hadn’t expected to ever be able to feel anything close to it.


She was sated.  She was content.  She was complete, and happier than she’d ever dreamed she could be.  And she was determined that she wasn’t going back to being a man…ever.


As she lazed comfortably in the crook of my arm, she replayed the last hour in her mind, reliving each touch, each sensation.  As she did, her mind flitted about, full of thoughts about me…that I had made her, that I had given her the most extreme pleasure she had ever encountered, and that it was likely that no one else could ever make her feel that way again.  The waves of pleasure that had radiated through her body had altered her desire to only try being submissive to me for the night.  Now, she thought she would like to belong to me, for as long as I would have her.


Of course, I had not planned to leave here tonight with anyone, unless perhaps it was Sara, and even that was something I considered unlikely.  But, given Sam’s determination to leave the house permanently transformed into a woman, I needed to give some real thought to how she would live.  The world knew the woman in my arms as Samuel, and, no matter how the sex change was achieved, the world would frown upon trying to reorder its carefully collected data to switch its gender determination from M to F.  The fact that it would seem to have happened virtually overnight would complicate things even further.


Of course, all of those problems disappeared if she simply came to live with me.  She could contact her parents and friends and tell them Samuel was going away for a while to struggle with his feelings regarding his sexuality; I could see inside Sam’s mind that his job and his possessions were of little or no value, easily forgotten if left behind.  In a few months, she could reappear as Samantha, and with a little help from me, could reacquire whatever ties to the outside world she liked.  Though, in her mind, I saw her imaging the life of a house pet, waiting on me hand and foot, strolling through the house naked save for her collar.  In fact, the image of serving a strong man who could care for and protect her represented the remainder of her dream…and now, I was rapidly becoming the focus of all these desires and fantasies, the one whom she wanted to serve.


The one whom she wanted to love.


The thought of such devotion scared me.  On a night of unreality, how much of what Sam felt was real?  How much was gratitude, how much was transference, how much was fear of having to give up the dream I had fulfilled?  Would she regret tying her new life to mine at some point?  Would I?  It was so much easier to walk into this house intent on wreaking havoc on those who had rejected me without hauling around the moral or ethical implications of what I was doing.  A simple “They deserved what they got!” at the end of the night, followed by a wave of my hand to undo what had happened…that had been the sum of my planning for the evening.  Now, I was right up against another of my father’s old, clichéd admonishments:  “No good deed goes unpunished.”


As if sensing my disquiet, Sam slid her hand from my chest to my crotch, and began running her fingers lightly over the shaft of my penis.  It responded with a lurch upward, and because of that, I found myself drawn back from the depths of the mind to the more immediate concerns of the night.  Reluctantly, I reached down with my hand and pulled hers away from my cock.


“Master?” she questioned hesitantly, fearing she had done something wrong.


“Its not you, pet.  Its time to complete the tasks that I came here for, and then later, perhaps, we can continue getting to know each other more intimately.”


She sighed quietly, disappointed, and then slid off the bed and onto her knees.  As I stood up, she kissed my feet lovingly, and then moved quickly to find my discarded clothes to redress me.  Of course, to do so, she had to turn toward the door, where she saw Cassie tightly bound in her shiny leather restraints and clothes, copious amounts of cum dripping down the insides of her thighs.  She stopped, puzzled by Cassie’s presence, since I had not let her be a part of what I had done when the twit had entered the bedroom unannounced.  Sam turned back to me.  “What…how?”


“You know how Cassie always seemed to have a problem actually wearing any of the fetish clothes she always brings here?  I think I’ve cured that problem.”  Addressing Cassie, I asked “Isn’t that right?”


Cassie moaned through her gag, but in her mind she enthusiastically cried “Yes, sir!!”   Her orgasm caused her muscles to twitch hard, and she tottered for a moment on her high heels before recovering and returning to attention.


 I turned to face Sam, and found her watching Cassie raptly, as if mesmerized by her immobility.  Her face was flushed, and her hand kept making little darting motions toward her sex.  I walked over to her and place my hand on her head, stroking her hair gently.  “I’m thinking that you like what you see, right?”


“Master, I…” her voice trailed off, but inside her mind there was a request she was dying to voice.


“Ask, kitten.  Perhaps your wish will be granted.”


She took a deep breath.  “I want to eat her out.  I want to lick up all her cum, while she stands absolutely still and is helpless to stop me.  And I want her not to be able to orgasm until I say she can.”  She looked up at me timidly.  “Please?”


“Please, what?”


“Please, Master?  Will you let me?”


I smiled down at her, then walked toward Cassie, still a bit dazed after her strong orgasm, and a bit tired from standing at attention in her restraining clothing.  “Looks like this is your lucky day, Cassie.   Someone wants to play with you.”


Concentrating, I imagined her boots sliding apart to shoulder width, and they slowly slid outward until they reached the position I desired.  At that point, a spreader bar appeared, locked into place around Cassie’s ankles.  Moving my gaze upward, I focused my attention on her leather hot pants, causing the panel covering her crotch to disappear, exposing her wet and gleaming vagina to the light.  The end of the vibrator I had imagined inside her pussy peaked out between the folds of her labia.  I turned back to look at Sam, only to find her busily fingering her clit, licking her lips as her eyes remained laser-locked on Cassie’s now exposed cunt.


“I have a few more people to meet tonight, Samantha, so hopefully this will keep you occupied until I’m ready to leave.  Try to play nice, okay?”


Samantha crawled across the floor to my feet, kissing my shoes as she said, “Yes, my lord.  I’ll do my best.”  Then, grinning madly, she knee-walked over to where Cassie stood and, without preamble, began running her tongue up the inside of her thigh, slurping the trails of cum into her mouth and moaning in heat, all the while frigging herself with her right hand.


I made sure I addressed Cassie before I left the room.  “Remember, Cassie…you must be disciplined, and you must show respect.  No cumming before you are told you can.  I will be very disappointed if you fail to adhere to your orders.”


‘Yes, sir!’ echoed Cassie’s mind, causing yet another orgasm to overtake her.  Sam issued an excited cry and dove right into Cassie’s pussy, trying to catch each bit of Cassie’s juice before it could drip away.  Cassie, startled initially by Sam’s boldness, soon began enjoyed the feeling of the tongue probing and lapping at her sex.  And I strolled past them both, knowing that I could finish what I had started without having to do anything more to keep Samantha out of the way.


There was still work to be done, and despite having given at least one, if not two people some fulfillment, there was still the small matter of two people in the dungeon whom I very much wanted to face.


Their fate was still very much up in the air.

END PART THREE

PART FOUR


“How do I use the ring?”


Ornias had been very forthcoming on the subject of the ring’s history.  Virtually anything I could imagine could be accomplished with a thought, due to the ring’s connection to the demons that Solomon had enslaved with it.  By siphoning off a bit of their powers, each demon could go about its business while still living up the agreement that had been forged with Alexander the Great on his deathbed.  But now, I needed to know the secret, the way to unlock the powers of the ring for my own use.


Ornias hesitated briefly; I knew it hated to give me the secret of the power, considering me to be unworthy of such a gift.  Still, it had sworn to tell me, and I could easily enough slip the piece of paper bearing its symbol back in the freezer…a fate that the ornery demon desired to avoid at all costs.


“I have said that I have some control over those who wear the ring, so that I may keep the unworthy from learning of the way to use the power.  However, that is the last resort.  First, the ring has to choose you as a worthy vessel.  As soon as I materialized in this prison of light, I knew that the ring had selected you as one worthy to wield it.  It had molded itself to your finger, and allowed you to summon me, even though you did not know what you were doing.   By doing this, the ring itself has reached a decision of sorts about you…that you are neither mad nor overtly evil, nor desirous of the ruin of mankind in pursuit of history or glory for yourself.  You may yet pursue glory or fame or history…but not to the extremes of genocide or human extinction.


“However, when the ring selects you, it marks you.  This is why Solomon, even when he gave the ring to me to enslave Beelzeboul, had no fear that another would use the ring.  The ring can be lost, buried, even stolen, but it does not matter.  From the moment it chose you until the moment you die, the ring is yours, and no other can use it.


“Look down at the back of your left leg.”


Since I was wearing jeans, this request involved a minute of muttering as I unfastened my pants and pulled them down, exposing my legs.  I turned my left leg outward and, looking down, saw nothing remarkable. 


“Now…point the ring toward the back of your leg.”


I have to admit, I hesitated doing this.  In the tales of summoning demons I had read before, to allow yourself to be trapped or pulled inside the summoning circle with a demon was akin to signing your death warrant.  I had no idea how touching my leg with that mysterious light that held Ornias at bay would affect me.


The demon snorted derisively.  “Haven’t you figured it out yet, whelp?  As long as you wear that ring, there is not a demon of this realm that can harm you.  You could step into a summoning pentagram stark naked, and no demon would dare touch you, lest the wrath of God Himself turn it to ash on the spot.  Besides that, I am not really here with you.  I am in some limbo created by the ring as a holding place for my kind, and though we can see each other and talk to each other, I could no sooner touch you than I could win a place in Heaven.”


Though I could feel that he telling the truth, the instinct to not trust a demon was strong.  Still, I swung the ring toward the back of my leg, prepared to jerk it away quickly should I feel anything was wrong.  The light touched the back of my leg…and nothing happened!  Ornias, hanging upside down in the ring’s prison, shot me an “I told you so!” look, before it indicated I should continue to move the ring across my calf.


As the light touched the middle of my calf, it became apparent what Ornias had meant in saying that the ring had “marked” me.  The light of the ring unveiled a tattoo, otherwise invisible to the naked eye…a tattoo that I had never asked anyone to put there.


It was a twin to the largest symbol on the ring, the one carved in four places around the stone.


“The mark of Solomon.  It binds you now and until the end of your life as the keeper of the ring of Solomon.  But there is only one way to activate the power.  You must…”


“I think I can guess what I have to do, Orny,” I said a bit dismissively.  Ornias fell silent, perhaps a bit miffed that I might have figured out what to do without his instruction.


Reaching down, I touched my left hand to the place where the tattoo had been a moment before.  Then I placed my right index finger on one of the symbols it matched on the ring.


I don’t know what I was expecting, but I thought I would feel something when I unlocked the secret of the ring’s power.  Which is why I looked questioningly at Ornias…who had turned his back on me, still smarting from my interruption, indicating that it would be of no further help.


‘Maybe if I touch all four symbols…’  As I arranged my fingers around the stone and pressed down, I heard a slight click…then suddenly, I felt a sharp stabbing pain in my fingertips.  As I pulled my fingers away from the face of the ring, blood dripped back onto the metal; each of the symbols I had touched had developed a sharp point that had sprung outward into my fingertips, piercing the skin.


Ornias hissed its snake-like laughter.  “The teeth of Solomon still have a good bite after all these years, don’t they?”  It looked back at me as I held the ring aloft, sucking my four punctured fingers as I did so.  “Have you figured out what you need to do yet, whelp?  Or are you tired of playing games, and simply wish me to tell you how to make it work?”


I glared at it, though I was really mad at myself for showboating when I should have been listening.  “Very well, demon.  I’m asking now…what should I do?”


“You have brought forth the teeth of Solomon, though you could have done so less painfully had you followed my instructions.”  It flashed its fangs at me in a mirthless smile.  “Nonetheless, you have completed the first step.  Now you must complete the final one.


“You must take the ring and drive its teeth into the heart of the symbol on your leg.  Only then will the power that has lain dormant for all these years be available to you.”


My first thought upon hearing what Ornias had to say was ‘Why?  Why cut my leg to initiate the power?’  But, thinking a minute, I discovered I knew why.  For, when it came to demons and power, one thing always seemed to be needed to close the deal.


Blood.


Blood sacrifice, blood rituals, pentagrams made of blood…the rites and summonsing of demon lore all called for blood.  So why should this be any different?


Carefully, I placed the ring over the tattoo, its light easily showing where the “teeth of Solomon” had to be “driven.”  Knowing it would only hurt for a moment, I pushed the ring into the back of my leg.


For a moment, everything was okay; the pain in my leg was annoying but manageable.  Then, light exploded behind my eyes, as if I’d just been hit by a massive uppercut delivered by the heavyweight champion.  I only knew I was falling when I hit the ground like a bag of cement.


The last thing I heard before I completely lost consciousness was Ornias’ voice hissing, “Sleep well, whelp.  I’ll see you in your dreams.”


And then all the lights in my head went out.


Closing the door to the master bedroom, I stood for a moment in the hallway, deep in thought.


There was nothing stopping me from keeping Samantha except my own doubts.  I had thought I was playing Boy Scout, doing a good deed in giving Sam the body he had always wanted.  But I had not been prepared for how quickly the submissive inside that body would decide that I was the one to whom she wanted to be enslaved.  More than that, I didn’t know if I really felt like a deserved such devotion.  If Sara’s journal entries were to be believed, I had lost one woman because I couldn’t be dominant enough.  More than that, I didn’t really know Sam all that well.  Before the change, he was a friend, but not a close one.  And now…her devotion to me seemed to deepen with every moment that passed.  I knew that I would fulfill my responsibility to care for her, since I had been the one who propelled the switch from man to woman.  But taking responsibility was different than emotional involvement…and I still wasn’t free of my love, my desire for the woman I had intended to be mine forever.


I looked down on the shiny silver ring on my finger.  If all had gone to plan, she would be wearing it now on her left hand, and perhaps we might have already set a date to be married.  I had let the abruptness of the end of our relationship stall my life; I had brooded over it to the point that no other decision in my life could be made without coming up to an unfinished bridge over a deep chasm called Sara.  And the only way that bridge would ever be finished was with answers.  And since all the answers were still ahead of me, I again started walking down the hall.


Images…fleeting, flitting impressions of places, people I had never known…rushing through my brain…


…dust and heat…untold thousands of people working, moving heavy stone blocks…shouts from below me…”Look, it’s the king!”…the workers stop to cheer me loudly, while an old man with a wise face says “The temple will be finished on time, your majesty”…a troubled boy in a dirty face, kneeling in the dust…”King Solomon, the demon plagues me at work, at home…he steals my food, my wages, he sucks the very life from my body”…a prayer to God…its answer, an angel bearing a silver ring with a black stone…the boy is brought before me again, and I give him the ring, telling him to throw it at the demon and then bring it back to me…the boy returns, smiling, triumphant, and hands the ring to me…I finger the side of the ring; where there was only silver before, there is now a symbol, small but easily deciphered – the name of a demon…”Who are you demon, that you plague a boy and not a man?”…”I am Ornias…I strangle those who live in Aquarius because of their passion for the women who reside in the sign of Virgo…In my transformations, I am a man who craves the bodies of effeminate boys, and sometimes causes them great pain….”…”I seal you with this ring, and order you to help build the temple to better honor God”…I summon the demon again…”Ornias, take my ring and find the demon Beelzeboul…throw the ring at him, and, when he is taken by it, bring the ring back to me…”…”So, prince of demons, you sit before me alone.  Why is that?”…”I am the last of the fallen angels, cast out of Heaven by God…His power thwarts me in all aspects….”…”Take this ring, and find all the demons under your power, and bind them with it, then bring it back to me, and then you shall begin your labor on the temple….”…14 number the symbols on the ring, counting Ornias, Beelzeboul, and the 12 demons that the prince of demons has brought under God’s control…


The scene fades, blends into another…a dimly lit tent, populated with shadowy figures…I am the only human in the room, and I lay on some type of cot, covered in blankets…my body, once full of strength, now lies wasting and on the verge of death…”You are all agreed…the ring will no long summon you individually, but will instead draw power from you to do the will of its master…I have used that power to change the structure of the ring around its stone…to unlock its power, the one who wears it must unlock that change…Ornias will be the keeper of the ring’s secret, a barrier to those unworthy to wield such powers….”…The tent, darker still in my eyesight, though candles remain lit throughout…I cling to life but only in shallow breaths…I hold the hand of a woman, speaking haltingly…”You created a destiny for me with this ring that I pursued without regret…but the ring cannot save me…it was you and your sisters that divined the great secret and bound the ring to my will…by my will, I bind you to the ring, now and forever…only you may choose who wears it, and by their own wit must they find a way to use it…flee here, and travel the world…by my will, the ring will protect you and provide for you, and you shall not age any further…when the ring-bearer dies, it shall always come back to you, waiting for your next choice…you chose my destiny well, and now you shall do so until time itself comes to an end…that is the will of Alexander, the king….”


Flying now, the images are mere impressions…Caesar, bedding the ferocious Cleopatra, and binding her to his will…Genghis Khan breaching the Great Wall of China…Cortez, masquerading as a god to conquer the Aztecs…Napoleon Bonaparte, in command of 10,000 troops, seizing control of a Turkish fort, all the while planning the coup that would lead to him becoming Emperor of France…


Abruptly, all the jumbled images from the past ceased to rumble through my head; in the sudden quiet, I could feel my body once again, could feel that I was seated upright, though my eyes were closed.  Cautiously, I blinked my eyes several times, and then I slowly moved my hands and arms, as if to reassure myself that they still worked. 


I was seated at a table, a rather nasty piece of red Formica with silver metal trim, right out of some roadside diner.  The entire room was, in fact, a relic from another time, something out of a mod-60’s obsessed nightmare, full of loud colors, old plastic furniture, and kitschy knick-knacks.  In front of me on the table sat a china cup on a saucer and a silver spoon resting on a linen napkin.  A man bustled in from what must be the kitchen, a steaming teakettle in his right hand.


“Oh, good! You’re awake!  Just in time for tea and biscuits!”  He sat the teakettle down and looked me over carefully.  “You seem to be in fairly good shape, considering.  The ring often leaves its initiates in a rather dreadful state, since it refuses to let them regain their senses until they have some basic, ummm…realignment in their thought patterns.  You, however, seem to have come through it in less time than most, and that is a good reflection on both your knowledge of history, and your ability to adjust to the unexpected.”


While he talked, I examined speaker quite closely.  It was obvious from his clothing that this was his place; his paisley Nehru jacket and flared pants fit the mod motif perfectly.  So did his facial hair, a rather thick gray goatee that simply screamed, “I am a relic from the 60s!”  His rather long, untamed head of hair and the reading glasses perched on his nose, combined with the numerous books piled on the table and the floor, only added to the kooky sense that this space belonged to him, and that it suited his needs perfectly.


Carefully considering a moment, I swallowed, then asked, “Excuse me…who are you, and where am I?”


Setting the tea down in the center of the table, he smiled beneficently, like a teacher pleased by a promising pupil.  “You know, most of those who have been here have been a little rude when asking that question, so you don’t know how welcome it is to hear some civility in your voice.  However, I have the feeling that your question is going to test your ability to suspend your currently limited thought patterns and accept things that make absolutely no sense.


“My name is Merlin, wizard and teacher to the court of King Arthur.  And this…well, this is Berkley, California, circa 1964.


“And you, dear boy, are the 12th pupil brought here to learn how to wield King Solomon’s ring.”  He smiled, enjoying the look on my face for a moment.  Then he asked a question of his own.


“Tea?”


The walk to the end of the hall was short, and I heard voices in the living room as I approached.  I stopped in the shadows to take stock of who was there.


Normally, there would be plenty of people in the living room at this time, as Thomas, or “ Master Tricksie” as he liked to be called, would have brought some new or unusual toy out to demonstrate, first on his sub Richard, then on anyone who volunteered to let him.  Tricksie was a short, wiry Sonny Bono-type guy, with oil-slick hair and a pencil thin mustache to match.  He exuded the bluff heartiness of a car salesman outside of the monthly meetings, but once here, strutted around like a bantam rooster, waiting for his opportunity to take the spotlight.  Richard was my height, towering over Tricksie by 6 inches, which I suppose is why Tricksie took so much delight in leading him around by his leash, or having him on his knees when sitting, or inflicting pain on his bare skin during the demonstrations.  Not that Richard didn’t enjoy it; he had confessed to me on more than a few occasions that the pleasure he got from Thomas’ bag of tricks more than made up for the times when he thought Tricksie went too far, either in demeaning Richard with words, or actually drawing blood with one of his “tools.”  I personally thought Tricksie got carried away far too often, crossing the line from what should be done in front of others to what should be done in private too much. 


As Richard knelt and Tricksie rummaged in his bag for his tool of choice, I spied one other person in the “audience”:  Mistress Matilda.  She was a fortress of a woman, squat, rotund, seemingly as big around as she was tall; if you put tusks on her, you’d have thought she was a warthog walking on two legs.  I didn’t know if she was really a Mistress, or just liked being called one, since she never brought anyone with her to the monthlies, and never seemed to be interested in actually participating in any way – except to eat.  She always seemed to be going back for plate after plate off the potluck table in the dining room.  In fact, even as Tricksie readied his demonstration, she was eating a plate piled high with chips, pasta salad, and “pigs-in-a-blanket.”  Her face suggested that, other than the food, she was pretty much bored with the evening.


 I suppose that, in the back of their minds, they must have been wondering where everyone else was.  Thanks to a quick command when I had entered the house, that’s where that thought stayed; if no one else was around, it did not seem overtly unusual to anyone with whom I had not otherwise come into contact.  Instead, those people simply thought that the others were doing something else in some other room…and only Thomas was really bothered by this, since his star couldn’t shine in front of an audience of one.


I had no real animus against Tricksie or Richard, even if I didn’t really respect Tricksie’s methods.  Matilda was a different story.  When I had come to the house the time before this, the time they had told me I was no longer welcome because Lord Ramon and Sara had said so, Matilda had not only agreed with the decision, but chimed in with a long rant about how I would be better suited to kissing her boots and being a toilet slave rather than masquerading as a dominant male.  Thinking about it now made me narrow my eyes in annoyance.  In my thoughts, I could think of no one who deserved less input into the decisions of the group than Matilda, whose only purpose in attending seemed to be to eat and look bored.


Of course, it was my pleasure to change that this evening.


Striding in from the shadows, I smiled at the three of them, and then sat down on the couch near Matilda…not touching, certainly, but within arm’s length.  She looked at me as if I was a roach that had just turned up on her plate…but instead of acknowledging my presence, she simply slid over as far as she could on the couch, trying to put as much distance as she could between us.


Richard acknowledged me with a nod of his head and a rueful expression.  In his mind, I could see sympathy for the way I had been treated, as well as a bit of puzzlement over why I was here.  Tricksie looked up from his bag, and, seeing me sitting there, had only one thought:  at least two people would be watching his demonstration.


Giving Tricksie a mental nudge, he pulled from his bad a claw-shaped glove, complete with sharp-looking metal protrusions angling out from the tip of each finger.  Except for the shorter length of the metal tips, it could have come straight from the prop room of the last Freddy Krueger movie.  As Richard watched Tricksie strap the glove onto his right hand, I felt very mixed emotions filter through his mind.  Apparently, he’d had the glove used on him before.  He enjoyed the feeling of the metal as it played across his body, and, up to a certain point, the pain it caused as Tricksie slowly increased the force he used in wielding it.  But, probing deeper, there was fear.  Fear that Tricksie would again go too far.  Fear that he would again draw blood.  Fear that the sadist would not stop until he had done something too damaging to heal without scars.


Thinking for a moment, I concentrated briefly on Richard, making a slight physical change that I hoped would work out better for both he and Tricksie.  Then I turned my attention to my companion at the end of the couch.


With the exception of Frick and Frack, I hadn’t really changed anyone in a way that was truly against their nature, and, since they were already very self-centered, it hadn’t seemed to really be that much of a change to anything except their bodies.  However, looking inside Matilda’s mind, I could see she did believe she was a dominant woman; she enjoyed all the aspects of controlling and inflicting pain upon submissive men, except for one – actually doing it herself.  In short, she liked to have it both ways – enjoying the submission of men without doing any of the work herself.


She liked to watch, then go home and frig herself in the shower until she came.


Probing further, I could see she had never lifted a whip or a flogger herself; had never bound anyone; had, in fact, never done anything in the least dominating with any man.  Of course, she had gone years without having any type of relationship with anyone.  Riding her memories backward, I found that it had been college, in a frat house late one night.  There had been a party, and she had drank beer after beer.  Her friends had left her there, thinking someone else would take her home…until there was no one else to help her.  Drunk and alone, she had been carried down into the basement, where the frat boys had stripped her, and then, while one of them fucked her from behind, another would fuck her mouth.  There were 10 frat boys, and over three hours, each of them came once in her mouth and once in her pussy.  After sleeping off her drunk, she walked the 10 blocks back to her dorm, her face still sticky with the dried cum of the frat boys.  And, as she had showered, she had cursed herself for loss of control, cursed herself for being unable to make them stop.


Cursed also herself for enjoying it so much…and for wanting, somewhere deep inside her, for it to happen again.  To be called a slut and bitch.  To be used and degraded and fucked over and over again.  To cum and cum and cum.


But, in her mind, the pleasure of the sex became equated with disgust and filth and lack of control.  So she filed charges against the boys involved, as well as a complaint against the fraternity with the school.  When the boys were convicted of sexual assault and the fraternity lost its charter, she felt power of a different sort, a vindictive flame that grew in her mind to replace the tawdry lust that she had enjoyed in the basement of the frat house.  Soon, she had dedicated her life to actively damaging the finances and businesses of as many men as she could:  she became an IRS auditor.  Her bosses had long since stopped giving her cases involving women, because she never found fault or ordered prosecution; give her a case with a man, and she would dig and hound and harry until the man either settled or went to court – and most times, they settled.  

Moreover, she lived a nearly sexless existence, thriving on watching a few dominate and many others submit, and imagining herself in the dominant role later as she masturbated in her tub, the shower spray massaging her clit while she rubbed herself to climax.  She never had to worry about being disappointed by a submissive, or even having to lift a hand to try to control one, because she never tried.  Her lusts could remain buried deep under thick walls of disdain and apathy for the men she secretly wished would fuck her silly.

As I was digging this information from Matilda’s psyche, Tricksie had started his demonstration.  He raked Richard’s back with the metal claws, starting slowly, moving from light metal caresses to heavier strokes that left angry red marks across the skin, but drew no blood.  Richard remained still, reveling in the sensations, but not fully in the moment, knowing that at some point, Tricksie would go too far and start to do more than scratch.

Meanwhile, I had begun to toy with Matilda a bit, making her think that she was hungry again, even though she had half a plate of food on her lap.  As she started to get up, I asked her “Are you going to get something to eat?”  She looked at me dismissively, but didn’t answer.  I continued, “You know, if you are, those pigs-in-a-blanket look good.  Why don’t you bring me some?”  Looking at me like I might have asked her to strip naked in the living room, Matilda walked out…then came back a few minutes later with two plates.  One contained some cookies and some apple cobbler, apparently for her.  The other held three pigs-in-a-blanket, which she attempted to hand to me.

“I don’t know what’s come over me, getting food for the likes of a worm like you.  I must be in a verrry good mood.”

I didn’t accept the plate, and she stood uncomfortably, fidgeting.  It was obvious that she wanted to sit down, but for some reason seemed unable to do so until I took the plate from her hand.  After waiting more than a minute, she finally asked quite peevishly “Is something wrong?”

“Yes, there is something wrong, bitch.” Hearing the word bitch, Matilda’s face twisted in a nasty grimace.  However, to her surprise, her pussy suddenly felt moist, and her flush of anger was suddenly aided by a flush of arousal. “The baked beans are setting on the table right beside these weenies, and yet you couldn’t be bothered to bring me any.  What are you, brainless?”  The look on her face turned from anger to confusion, as her cunt again tickled with the trigger of my put-down.

Despite the pleasure, her voice still held more than a little contempt.  “And what do you expect me to do about it, worm?”

“I expect you to go back to the dining room, put some baked beans on this plate, and then bring it back to me.  And be quick about it.”

It was apparent from her thoughts that she’d much rather dump the plate in my lap and sit back down, but she didn’t move a muscle.  A trickle of sweat running down her face was the only external sign of the battle going on inside her head.  Her normal train of thought:  ‘Stupid fucker, what does he think I am, the maid?’  But there was a second train of though insistently through her brain, one that was backed up by the locked muscles in her arms and legs:  ‘I should have remembered to get those beans while I was there the first time; it won’t take me a minute to go back and get them, so I can get rid of this plate.’  Given the fact that she couldn’t do anything else, she slowly turned around and started back to the dining room.

“Stop!” I said in a loud voice.  Matilda froze in place, and then turned to face me.  “Did you ask for permission to leave the room, ‘Tilda?”

The expression of rage in her face could have ignited an explosion, but again, that second voice inside her head spoke persuasively:  “There’s no harm in being polite, and its nice that he thinks enough of me to shorten my name.”  She stood motionless for another minute, and then asked through gritted teeth, “Can I please leave the room, Daniel?”  Almost as soon as she had uttered the words, her pussy spasmed in pleasure, and she gasped in shocked surprise.

“Leave already,” I said dismissively, smirking at her.  She hurried away, distracted a bit by the pussy juice threatening to spill out around the elastic grasp of her panties.

When she came back the next time, both hands were firmly clasped around my plate; in addition to the beans, she had placed two rolls and a piece of fried chicken.  She hurried to stand in front of me, holding the plate like an offering.  I pretended to look it over, while probing her mind.  The new voice in her head continued to work on her, not letting her move unless she did things the way it said, adding just a bit of pleasure to the act when she complied.  She couldn’t understand why she was having such a hard time ignoring what I was telling her to do, but she rationalized it by telling herself she was bored and it was a way to pass the time.

I looked up at her and raised my eyebrow slightly, then sat back on the sofa and said nothing.  I swear I saw her upper lip quiver when she said “Is something wrong, Daniel?”

“Do you see something missing from this plate, girl?  Something important?  Look closely!”

She scanned the plate, looking for something obvious, while I kept her mind slightly befuddled so that she couldn’t think clearly.  Finally, near tears, she shrugged her shoulders in defeat.

“Is there a fork on this plate?  How am I supposed to eat these beans, with my hands?”

One little tear spilled over onto her cheek, as the new little voice inside her head criticized her for being such a thoughtless, careless girl.  But then, the voice said that, if she hurried, maybe I might forgive her.  She thought for a moment, then tilted her head forward slightly and asked, “Daniel, may I please leave the room?”


The flush of pleasure she felt for not forgetting to ask my permission held in place a moment before she ran back into the dining room.  When she returned this time, she managed to “trip” over her own feet, winding up on her knees in front me, yet managing not to spill anything from the plate.  In addition to the fork, she held a napkin in one hand underneath the plate.  She bowed her head fully this time, saying “Is this suitable, Daniel?”  Taking the plate from her hand, I answered, “Its good enough, cunt.”


She moaned as a small orgasm rolled through her.


I took several bites from the food on the plate, then stopped eating and looked right at her as if troubled.  The voice in her head whispered, and in a timid voice she asked, “May I do something to please you, Sir?”


I couldn’t help but smile; I had done nothing except put a simple prompt into her head to help guide her behavior toward where I thought it should go, and within a few minutes she was already showing signs that it years of hatred and apathy were being replaced by a desire to please and to serve…aided of course by liberal doses of pleasure for doing so.


“Where’s my drink, slut?”  Her pussy twinged HARD at that word.  “Do you expect me to eat without drinking something?


If anything, her head dropped even lower, as she experienced something close to abject disappointment for not being a better servant.  “Please forgive me, Sir.  Tell me what you want, and I will fetch it at once!”


“Get me a glass of water, two cubes of ice in the glass.”


“May I…”


“Yes, yes, go on, but this time crawl.”


She backed away on all fours, and, turning quickly, scuttled out of the room.


“Damn!”  That was the shout that came from the center of the room, where Tricksie was still raking his claws along Richard’s back.  It was obvious that he was pressing down hard, and that Richard was feeling it, as his face was contorted in agony – though in his mind, I could see that the pain was actually very pleasurable.


No, the problem that Tricksie the sadist was having was that his sharp talons were not piercing Richard’s skin, no matter how hard he pressed down.  Instead, they just grazed along the submissive’s back, going only so deep but no further.  That was the effect of the alteration I had made to Richard’s body early…that no matter no hard Tricksie tried, he would not be able to draw blood from Richard with the claw, or any other instrument.


Of course, I knew what would happen next.  The unsubtle sadist, convinced his tool of choice was not working correctly, held up his own left arm and ran the metal claw across the skin from elbow to wrist.


That it must’ve hurt was evidenced by two things…the spray of blood and the shredded skin left in the wake of the blades, and the scream of pain that issued from Tricksie’s lips as he dropped to his knees in agony.


I suppose, if I had wanted to be cruel, I could have let him bleed more, but it wasn’t my intention to leave permanent marks on Tricksie’s arm or to stain my host’s rug.  As he gibbered in grip of pain and fear, Tricksie didn’t notice how the wound was rapidly healing, leaving only angry red scratches where the deep cuts had been a moment ago.  Of course, I didn’t lessen the pain, hoping that it might teach him a lesson about the consequences when limits were pushed beyond a partner’s consent.


I hadn’t noticed that Matilda had returned.  She waited quietly on her knees, head down, a cold glass of water held out to me.  “Thank you, slut,” I said, reaching for the water, and taking a moment to pet her on the head.


She squeezed her legs together tightly as another orgasm rocked her body. 


The juxtaposition between Matilda’s exterior and what was happening in her mind was an interesting study.  Outside, she kneeled at my feet, head lowered, body rocking with the combined effect of the small orgasms that shot through her each time I stroked her head.  She looked every bit the part of the adoring submissive, enjoying her role as master’s pet.


Inside, her brain was being overtaken by the thoughts and feelings that I had planted as a tiny seedling only minutes before.  A mind that had been ruled by rage and denial for so many years was yearning for the simple peace and pleasures that blind obedience and submission promised.  The walls and fortifications she had put up over the years were collapsing inward, forcing the enraged core of Matilda’s “self” to retreat, hoping to find some beachhead upon which to mount a defense.  But each time I touched her, each time I said something like “Good pet,” her body would seize, and her core would be forced to retreat, moving further away from having any control over her own body.


In her mind, she imagined herself besieged in a castle, taking flight up the tower’s steps, locking thick wooden doors behind her as she ran…only to watch them dissolve into nothing as her enemy – submission and pleasure entwined – advanced with implacable determination.  With nowhere else to go, she locked herself inside a room at the top of the tower, piling anything at hand in front of the door to try to give herself just a bit more time.  Yet, her only escape would be to jump from the window…and such a suicidal move would, to her thinking, mean that her surrender to permanent submission was complete.   And so, in her mind, she huddled wailing and cursing in the middle of her stone prison, as the pounding on the last door between herself and surrender became louder and more intense.


Quite soon, I would throw her a rope, a means to escape what she thought of as an advancing enemy.  But first I had to set the stage.


“How is your tea?” the man who called himself Merlin asked me, blowing on his own before taking a sip.  It was then I noticed the ring he wore on his left hand.


“Its…you…you’re wearing…” I stuttered, looking down at my own left hand to make sure King Solomon’s ring was still there…and it was.  When I looked up again, it seemed as if Merlin was barely managing to hold in a few hearty laughs.


“Yes, my boy, I too am a recipient of the ring, and wielder of the ring’s power.  In fact, I am the last to wear the ring…and also the first.”  He looked down at my cup, and admonished, “Drink your tea before it gets too cold.”


I lifted the cup carefully, blowing softly on its contents before taking a measured sip.  Its was very good Earl Grey, and I nodded in appreciation as it rolled over my tongue and down my throat.  He smiled, but then put a finger to his lips and considered me very seriously.


“Perhaps I misspoke when I told you we were in Berkley in the 1960s.  Where we are exactly is something for scientists and mysticists to debate endlessly without satisfaction.  Suffice to say, we are not on Earth, nor any other part of the known universe.  We are somewhere else, somewhere that it makes it possible for two people wearing the same powerful ring to co-exist in the same moment, since normally that would not be possible otherwise.  We are in my dining room because it is a comfortable place for me to be, and it provides a sense of solidity suited to our meeting.  But this is not really my dining room, you are not really sitting in that chair, and you are not really drinking Earl Grey tea out of a bone china cup.”


I took another sip of my tea before responding, “If that’s so, then it’s the finest cup of nonexistent tea I’ve ever had.”


Merlin laughed out loud at that.  “I think you and I are going to get along fine, lad.  Very few who have worn the ring have seemed comfortable with the metaphysical ideas that govern certain aspects of its existence.  In fact, most were quite unconcerned with ideas at all, preferring to keep the conversation grounded in the rather mundane.  Genghis Khan, for instance, had no desire to know where or when he was…he only wanted to know about the power and how to use it.”  Merlin shuddered noticeably.  “Quite a brutal chap, that one.  Didn’t like my tea, either.”  He paused a moment, considering, then shook his head as if to clear cobwebs.  “But that’s of no matter at this moment in non-linear time.  You must have questions, and, if I can, I will answer them to the best of my ability.”


He was right; questions ricocheted through my brain, competing with each other for my attention.  But, sitting in front of me was supposedly one of the most legendary figures in history, the tutor and court magician to a legendary king.   The only question I could utter at that moment was as simple as it was mystifying.


“The last…and the first?”


He smiled again, though a bit more ruefully.  “Ah, I see.  Finally someone more interested in learning history rather than making it.”  He reached across the table to pat my hand. “We are kindred spirits indeed, my boy, for it was my fondness for history that got me into this situation…though I would not and will not trade a day of it for any amount of loot that man could dare to imagine.


“What do you know of me, from the books or stories you’ve read?  Forget the cinema or television…none of those performances have any merit in the consideration of my history.”


I thought for a moment before answering.  “If you wanted to know dates or places, then I guess I’m the wrong guy.  What I remember is that you were the confidante and teacher of one of history’s greatest legends, the means by which he gained Excalibur, and, by extension, the throne of England.  And, at some time, I have read or heard that you did not live in time the way most people do, but that you aged backward in some way, growing younger as the kingdom around you aged.”


He pondered for a moment, then got up from the table and walked to a bookshelf that lined the wall of the dining room.  All the books looked the same, as if bound by the same binder:  red leather covers with gold inlay, and a large number written on the spine of each.  Surprisingly, while the table and floor and virtually any other free surface was covered in books, this bookshelf was only three-quarters full, and the number on the spine of the book Merlin touched was not 1, but a number somewhere in the thousands.  He removed the book from the shelf, and resumed his seat at the table.


“There are more versions of history than there is truth about what really occurred,” he began, stroking his chin whiskers as he talked.  “In truth, I began my own journey with this ring because of my own desire to know exactly what did happen at certain times, and in certain places.  I hope it will not surprise you to know that I was born in the land known as Antarctica, in the year that most easily corresponds to what you would think of as 2632 A.D.”  His eyes took on a dark cast, as if remembering something bitter.  “If you can imagine it, at the time I was born, Earth was a ruined husk, fit for habitation only in one small area around what was once the South Pole.  Massive global warming had melted the ice caps hundreds of years before; overcrowding and failure to find a way to efficiently dispose of society’s waste made habitable land nearly non-existent on the major continents.  In the century before I was alive, the heartiest and fittest took to the stars, hoping to find habitable planets where they could start over.  All that were left eventually began to battle over what was left of the planet’s arable land.  In the battle for what many felt was the only place humans could survive long-term, a madman unleashed a plague, killing 99% of the world’s population, and poisoning the very land they were fighting over.


“All that was left was Antarctica…a hostile environment, but one that could support life after a fashion.  The ozone layer over the content had been depleted at one time, and it was still not the place to go without skin protection for any length of time.  Hybrid crops would grow fitfully, but the land was rocky and hard to cultivate.  We refused to die…but we had precious little comfort.


“As I grew older, I began taking any time I had away from scratching an existence out of that land to try to learn something about the history of Earth, trying to make some sense out of what had led us to this point in time…our progeny spread amongst the planets of the solar system and beyond, carrying on the dream of humanity.


“And the remainder of us toiling under an unforgiving sun on the last bit of land left that could support us.”


Merlin sighed, removing his reading glasses to rub his eyes.  He held them in his hands, folded, as he looked at me and talked.  “As the poet said, the end came not with a bang, but with a whimper.  I was the last human being born on the planet, as far as I know, and I buried the only other person on the planet sometime during my 26th year of life.  Alone, and with no reason to continue pushing myself to eke out a life in the middle of nowhere, I simply read what books there were to read, ate what little food there was to eat, and waited for my own life to dissolve into dust.


“And then, in the dawn of another monotonous day…a woman simply walked up out of the sea and asked if I might spare her a moment of my time.”  He smiled at the memory.  “Of course, I had nothing but time, and I was sure that she was some figment of my imagination conjured out of some desperate need for comfort and company.  But, if she was a figment, she was a beautiful one, and I guided her into my home and offered her a cup of tea.  She accepted, and we sat and eyed one another in silence across a tabletop not unlike this one.


“She finished her tea, and asked if she might tell me a story, and of course I, having nothing better to do, said “Please do.””  He leaned toward me a bit before he continued.  “She said that she had once been queen to the most powerful man of his time, and queen mother to one of the most powerful of all times.  While the name of Phillip the Second, King of Macedonia, may not be remembered through history, the name of her son remained legend even to me…”


“Alexander the Great,” I whispered, finishing his sentence.


His eyebrows rose just a bit, asking an unvoiced question.


“The wife of Phillip the Second of Macedonia was Olympias, mother of Alexander the Great, or so the histories tell us.  She survived her son, only to be killed by vengeful relatives of those she had ruthlessly slain to help cement her son’s place as ruler after his father’s death.”  I paused, closing my eyes.  “And in my dreams before I woke up here, I saw Alexander place the ring into a woman’s hands, heard him bind her to it as its keeper…heard him say it was she who had given him both the ring and his destiny, for which I’m not sure he was completely grateful.  He may have thought she would be the only person who could decide the destiny of the next person to wear the ring.  Or…he might simply have been damning her to a fate the exact opposite of his.  He died too young in the pursuit of conquest; she would never die, and could only watch as others conquered.”


He nodded, looking at me with admiration.  “A fine bit of reasoning, lad, and so close to the truth to be accurate enough for history.  However…” he paused, taking a deep breath, “I was the last human born on the planet Earth, and to me she entrusted the ring, and a destiny I found fitting, given my own passion for history.


“To be the last…and the first…to wear the ring.”


“That’s the second time you’ve said that, and it still doesn’t make sense to me.  How can you be both last and first?  Is it a riddle?”


“Bear with me, my boy, and let me tell you about that meeting with Olympias at what was truly, for all purposes, the end of the world.”


Setting the stage.  It was such an appropriate metaphor for what I had in mind.


Call it a reenactment.


Of course, first we needed some actors to play the parts.


I looked over at Tricksie, whose mind was still reeling from the pain of the self-inflicted slashes down his arm, and Richard, who was still in a haze of pain and pleasure from the use of the claw on his back.  I knew that Richard had never and would never – willingly – fuck a woman.  Tricksie, on the other hand, was aggressively bisexual – aggressive in this case meaning he would fuck any man or woman that would hold still long enough for him to screw.  However, even he would have qualms about putting his dick inside Matilda; images of black widow spiders ran through his mind when I projected such an idea to him.


But then, I really didn’t need their minds…only their dicks.  Matilda could do the rest on her own.


Reaching out to Tricksie’s mind first, I imagined his self-will wrapped in a cocoon, a sort of forced hibernation.  As I wrapped layer after layer of my own will around his, his moans of pain quieted, and the rocking motion he was making as he cradled his arm began to cease.  His muscles relaxed, and I was sure that all his will was repressed when he lay motionless on the floor, his unfocused eyes unblinking and glassy.  He was breathing, but it was obvious that whatever inner spirit that had animated Tricksie’s body before was no longer in residence.


‘Stand up,’ I thought, and Tricksie’s body jerked into motion, like a marionette in the hands of an inexperienced puppeteer.  He stood facing me, face blank, eyes looking at me, but unseeing.


Richard was beginning to come out of his own daze, and barely had time to register Matilda on her knees in front of me before I reached into his mind.  A startled ‘Wha??’ was the only thought he could muster before I locked his consciousness away in layers of my own will.  Within moments, he too was standing golem-like beside his partner, a robot waiting for orders, at my mental beck-and-call.


In the interlude that I had concentrated on the pair of men, Matilda’s mental fortification had started to buckle; the door to her little room at the top of her castle tower was cracked, and at any minute threatened to split open and admit what she thought of as the ravening horde that would most certainly cause her to cease to exist.  She fled from the center of the room, looking fruitlessly for some weapon with which to defend herself, or some other avenue of escape.


Feeling it was the moment I had been waiting for, I reached into her panicked mind, and, when she touched the stone wall at the side of the room, one of the bricks slid inward.  With a creaking groan, a door swung open in the wall.  Matilda ran to the door and looked in; all she could see inside were stairs leading down into what quickly became an inky darkness.  For a moment she stood uncertainly at the door, caught between her fear of surrender to the force that sought to take her, and the unknown that awaited her if she stepped forward.  But, as she heard the lock on the outside door give way with a tortured screech of rent metal, she ran through the opening and, standing on the first stair, managed to push it shut, sealing herself in darkness.  Feeling her way carefully, she began making her way down the uneven stone steps.


As I had intended, she had leapt from her mental interpretation of what was happening to her into mine.  And, as she descended, the stone steps of her castle changed to the carpeted steps of an old house; the pitch black of the secret passage gave way to hazy light that brightened the closer she came to the bottom.  As she emerged into that light, she let out a small mental gasp.


She was back in the basement of the frat house she had not seen since that night 18 years before.


Using her memories of the night, which were still fairly indelible despite the alcohol of that night, and the years that had passed in the meantime, I had recreated the basement in her mind.  She looked down at herself, and instead of the corseted dress she was wearing in her imagined castle, she was wearing the blue jeans and polo shirt of the college girl she had been.  However, there were bigger shocks yet to come.


The first came when she stepped from the last stair into the basement proper.  Her jaw dropped as she saw three figures sitting on a couch at the opposite end of the room.  Much to her amazement sat the drunken younger version of herself that she had often cursed since that night, the one she blamed for all her problems since.  On either side of her was a frat boy; one was kissing her deeply, while the other had raised her shirt and was groping her breasts through her bra.


The second big shock came when she realized that her younger self had one of her hands inside her jeans, and was fingering her clit while the other two played with her body.

In all the years between that one life-altering night and now, Matilda had never attributed any of the sexual activity of that night to herself.  She didn’t even think of herself as a sexually functioning person at that point in time.  However, there had been a very vital, very horny girl inside that body, and the beer and the dancing and the darkness had combined to bring it to the surface that night.

What she was experiencing in her mind was a sort of abridged version of the events of that night.  Tweaking her memories just a bit, I started channeling her raw feelings to cut away the fog of drunkenness and the bitter bile of the aftermath, honing each memory to its core.


She liked sex.  She liked it a lot, and liked a lot of it.  She liked it with multiple partners.  She liked the feeling of being fucked in her pussy and in her mouth, the taste of a man’s cum and the feeling when he came inside her.  She even liked it a bit rough.  Those were her true feelings about sex, uncoupled from the trauma of having no choice in the event that had shaped her sexuality, or lack thereof.  She had never been able to get past the mental and emotional barriers of the morning after that night, to truly make the connection I was forcing her to make now.


It wasn’t the sex that she hated; it was how the act had been forced on her without her consent.  It wasn’t all men she hated; it was those men, at that time, in that basement…and she had seen to it that they were punished.  More than that, she no longer needed to punish herself, to feel guilty about how there was pleasure and desire mixed with her anger and hurt and emptiness.  She could even control the time and place and means to fulfill her desires.


She could even start right now.


As the older Matilda watched, the younger Matilda pushed both the young men on the couch with her aside, then stood and started swaying to a sexy beat that was apparently playing through her head.  Turning slowly, she started giving the boys a strip tease, pulling her blouse over her head languidly, and then raising her arms to let her bra fall to the floor; thanks to the young man who’d been pawing her breasts earlier, it was already unfastened.  Swaying slightly, she brought both hands to her chest, and squeezed her breasts together, pinching the nipples as she did so.  She leaned forward slightly, as if offering her breasts to the two boys sitting on the couch; as she pinched her nipples harder, she gasped in pleasure, her eyes closed.  It was obvious from the bulges in both young men’s pants that they were enjoying the display.


It was obvious to me from the way that the real Matilda was playing with her tits that she was enjoying the show as well.


In her mind, her younger self had unbuttoned her jeans; with her ass facing the two on the couch, she slowly rotated her hips as she peeled the pants from around her waist.  With each thrust backwards, a little more of her flesh appeared, along with the black panties that she had deliberately put on that evening.


As she stood transfixed in the middle of the room, watching the sexy striptease, Matilda remembered how she had prepared for the party, right down to the black panties.  And remembered what she had said to her roommates, something else she had buried in her head in the aftermath:  “One way or another, I’m getting laid tonight!”  She had worn the panties because she wanted whoever she slept with to know that he was with someone who cared about being sexy all the way down to her underwear.


She had come to the frat party because she wanted to have sex, needed to have sex, was looking to have sex.  The thought was startling because she had let herself believe for years that she would never have had sex without the liquor, without being stripped and fucked without choice by the members of the frat.  But, standing in the dim light of room that no longer existed, watching her younger self strip for two men, she realized that she had wanted it.  And that, had she not drank so much that evening, it might even have been like this, with her in complete control of what was happening, making the boys all hot but not letting them touch her until she was ready.


Back in the living room, I knew that I had set the stage just right.  Matilda was standing now, swaying back and forth like the young girl in her mind.  It was time to give my other actors their cues.


Reaching out with my mind, I linked Matilda’s mind with that of Tricksie and Richard.  Randomly, I selected Richard to be the boy on the left side of the couch, and Tricksie to be the one on the right.  Then I released control of them to Matilda.


You see...I was not controlling Matilda’s imaginings to any great extent.  I was keeping her rooted in the setting of the frat basement, and I had set up the situation of her observing her younger self necking with the two young men.  However, once the college age Matilda had started the strip tease, the older Matilda had started taking control of the dream, and I had let her.  Like kid bumpers on a bowling alley gutter, all I planned to do was keep Matilda heading down the lane toward the pins; she wasn’t going to bail out until she knocked down at least a few of the pins.


So, as younger Matilda reached back a hand to pull one of the young men from the couch, the Matilda in front of me took Richard’s hand and pulled him toward her.  As she ground her ass into the crotch of the man in her mind, Matilda did the same thing to Richard.  As the frat boy in her head peeled the black panties off her college body, Richard peeled the same pair from Matilda’s real body, even though I had to conjure them into existence once I realized what she had in mind.


The college boy’s every move was aped by Richard, who was rapidly shucking his pants as Matilda spread her legs and then used her fingers to spread her pussy lips in a blatant imitation.  It took only seconds for Richard to spring forward and bury himself to the hilt in her copiously wet tunnel.


While all this was going on, Matilda had been maneuvering Tricksie’s character in her mind, and in real life he stood with pants down, slowly jacking his dick with his right hand.  While Richard thrust in and out of Matilda’s pussy at a leisurely pace, Tricksie walked up to stand by her head.  When she didn’t move to place her mouth on his cock, he grabbed a handful of her hair and jerked.  Head up and mouth open, he jammed his cock inside and started ramming it in and out of her mouth.  Since she was in control of what was happening, this was apparently the way she wanted to be treated; from the way she was grinning at the scene as it played out inside her mind, I was fairly sure that enjoyed the thought of being forcefully face-fucked.


Matilda imagined that both her college boys were sliding in and out of her at the same pace, so Richard and Tricksie began to develop a similar rhythm, pulling out then driving back in at the same moment.  As their pace began to increase, I set into motion the final act of my little play.


In Matilda’s mind, her older self suddenly seemed insubstantial; the room around her started to fade, as her body seemed to dissolve into nothingness.  However, that was only because I had removed the blocks holding her in her dream, and now her body was calling her to awareness, as it built closer and closer to climax.  As she blinked open her eyes, finally in full control of her body, she thought for a moment that she was still in the dream, but had suddenly become her younger self, stuffed with cock at each end.  It was only when she looked up and saw me smiling back at her that she realized that this was the here-and-now…and that two men were actually fucking her in the living room of someone else’s house.


More than that, her body was writhing in approval, finally getting the fucking she had denied it for over 18 years.


As she realized that not only was she awake but also that she was totally in control of her mind and body, tears sprang from her eyes.  They were followed almost immediately by the first vaginal orgasm she’d experienced since college.  She screamed, and would have bit down on Tricksie’s cock had I not reached out and mentally kept her from doing so.  The boys had no instructions to the contrary, so they kept right on fucking her in perfect rhythm, sliding in and out as if joined at the waist, which, if you counted Matilda, I guess they were.  She shouted again as orgasm number two took her; moaned as she reached five; mewled when the count reached eight.


I lost track myself just past 12.


Of course, after a bit, she wasn’t aware enough to even tell she was cumming, so I decided to override the boys’ programming and have them put on the brakes.  As she knelt between them, their cocks still inside both her mouth and pussy, she drifted in a blur of thoughts and emotions.  Mixed in with the still fresh feeling of erotic completion was just a tinge of sadness.  ‘God, I’ve been so stupid,’ she thought, as the 18 years of denial and self-hatred she called control flashed through her brain.  Again the tears began to leak from her eyes.


I was happy to see those tears.  I had pushed her toward absolute surrender, as a means to force her to reconcile her desires, her fears, and her hatreds.  Now that she could face the pain of the past without forgetting the pleasure that could be gained, I had some hope that she might actually start living again…instead of deriving all her pleasure from watching from the sidelines.


For tonight, I was content to let her play with Richard and Tricksie, knowing that she – and they – would not remember anything about the specifics come morning.  She would wake up the next day knowing she had a wonderful time, and looking forward to participating more at the next meeting.   More importantly, she would feel the need to start seeking out a sexual relationship more pleasing that the one she had always enjoyed with her fingers.


Satisfied with my handiwork, I set the boys back into motion, adding one last command to their one-track minds…to cum when Matilda had her 12th orgasm this time around.


As I turned to leave the room, I couldn’t help but wonder whether if, after 18 years without, the taste of cum would still send Matilda into the thrashing orgasms of her youth.  Unfortunately for me, I couldn’t wait around to find out.  I still had other people to deal with tonight, and they all were waiting for me in the converted garage they all called the dungeon.

END PART FOUR

PART FIVE


“What you have to understand, lad,” Merlin said, “is that I had been alone for quite a long time from a human standpoint, with no hope of ever seeing another human face again.  There was no need to talk, for there was no one to talk to.  Instead, I read – history, literature, fiction…whatever the text, I devoured it from beginning to end, absorbing vast amounts of knowledge in the years that passed without number.  Therefore, when Olympias appeared to emerge from the sea without any mode of transport save her own legs, I thought that I had at last succumbed to the insanity that I had always feared would claim me.


“She was not a beauty in any objective sense; not tall, but not short; not fat but not thin; not well-endowed, but not flat-chested.  She had olive skin, and iridescent eyes that glittered in the right light, but her nose was too flat, her chin too firm and wide for her to be labeled beautiful.  Yet, had she stood among a hundred other women, she would have shone brightest among them.  It was not her looks that set her apart, but her bearing, her manner.  She was, to sum everything to one word, regal.


“And yet, as she sat drinking my tea in the kitchen of my home, she was not cold or distant, not aloof or haughty.  She was quiet, but that was the awkwardness of trying to find some place to start a conversation; she smiled and complimented my tea, and declined my offer of something to eat, as if she knew that there was very little in the larder that could be considered a suitable companion to afternoon tea.  I looked at her in somewhat fuddled amazement, and she looked back as composed and calm as if we were longtime friends doing something completely routine.  Yet still, she didn’t speak.


“”Who are you?  Where did you come from?  Is anyone else still alive there?”  The words came pouring from my mouth like the fire comes to the dry brush in the dry summer.  She smiled at me, amused, and then began speaking with a distinctly non-English accent.


““There is no one left alive anywhere on this planet save you, dear Merlin; had there been, I likely would not be here now.  You are the last human born on this planet, perhaps the last that will ever be born here.  As such, you are the last to whom I may give the gift that has been entrusted to me.  More to the point, you have a destiny to fulfill, one that you do not know about, but one which I have waited hundreds of years to bring to you.  I shall tell you about that before too long.


“”As for me, my name is Olympias, queen of Macedonia, wife to Phillip II, queen mother to Alexander the Great.”  Seeing my jaw drop even further, she laughed, a rather harsh sound to be sure.  “You look at me and wonder how such a thing could be, that I could come to you still young had I been alive before the birth of Jesus all those centuries ago?  The answer is simple…my son cursed me to live through the centuries as caretaker to this…” she held out her left fist, palm up, and let her fingers uncurl.  Inside was a ring…” he held up his own left hand, indicating the ring of Solomon “…this ring.


“Olympias looked at me in silence for a moment, as if contemplating where to start unraveling something complicated.  Apparently, she decided to start from the beginning.


“”In the days after my marriage to Phillip, I began gathering to me the avatars of the metaphysical world…witches, sorcerers, psychics…those that could divine for me not only the future for myself, but for the heir that I intended to produce for Phillip’s throne.  In the midst of all those I called to my chambers came one from the heart of the desert of Africa.  He had uncovered, in the ruins of a temple that bore Solomon’s name, a scroll…and a ring.  He had thought to bring it to the religious scholars of the East, but, no matter how hard he tried, no matter how far he set his course by the daily rising of the sun, he found himself traveling north.


“”It was only when he reached the Mediterranean Sea that he encountered a Macedonian trading ship bound for home, and he was captured by those men and brought in bondage to Phillip’s court.  Hearing of my search for divinity for my son, he begged for an audience with me, and soon had me convinced that the ring might have belonged to Solomon himself…and that the scroll was the key.


“”But he had buried the scroll and the ring near the shore where he was captured, before he encountered the ship.  With Phillip away on yet another mission to conquer the rest of Greece, I used the power of the throne to send the same merchant ship back to shore of Africa, to search out and bring to me the ring.  The dark skinned man of the desert went with them, saying he would unearth the treasure I wanted, if they would allow him to return to his home.  I told the captain of the ship that, should he keep his bargain, the man should be freed…” here, Olympias’ lips twisted into a cruel grin “…then killed before he could ever breathe word of the ring to a soul.


“”Six months passed, until finally the merchant ship returned from its mission, and the captain called upon me privately in my chambers at the palace.  The captain knelt before me and presented both the ring and the dusty, tattered scroll to me.  I thanked him and promised him great reward and the favor of the king.”  Again, she smiled cruelly. “Within the week, he and his crew were charged with high treason and collaborating with the enemy, and were summarily executed.  And I only had to pay such a little money to have the evidence of their “treason” snuck onto their boat as they drunkenly celebrated the ‘favor of the king.’”  She laughed, a cold, hard sound that matched the winter in her eyes.


“”I took the ring and the scroll to the witches I had brought to Pella to advise me on the future of myself and my son.  In turn, they took the scroll to one of the scholars of the Talmud who lived by trading and lending money to the sailors at the docks.  The translation was slow, but gradually the scroll emerged as the writing of Solomon himself. In it, he described how he had used the ring to glorify his God, and to complete the temple as God had commanded him.  Having bent the demon’s to his will with the ring, he placed it and the scroll inside the temple, never again using or even touching it until the end of his life.


“”Though the translation offered no instruction on a way I could use the ring, the witches saw that, by using the dark arts of their kind, they could summon a demon known to have been in the ring’s power…the one known as Ornias.  And, once they had summoned it, they thought that it could give them the key to unlock the ring’s power.


“”Their summoning was successful, but for months, Ornias refused their entreaties to give them a way to bind the power of the ring to a human other than Solomon.  Finally, in desperation, I went to the dark cavern where the witches chanted while Ornias hissed and screeched to be dismissed from their imprisonment.  I walked up to the mystical chamber in which it was imprisoned, and yelled into its face “What do you want?  What will make you give me what I want?”  It stopped screeching, and faced me directly, standing to its full height inside its trap.  “What do I want?” it asked menacingly.  “I will release the power of the ring to you, or to the one you wish to have it, but only for a price you will never pay.


“””I want you.”  And it shrieked with laughter as I turned away, enraged, with no intention of granting its wish.


“”But, as the days passed, Phillip grew closer to winning his campaign to unite Greece under his rule, and I knew that when he returned, he would desire me to join him making his son and heir.  So, as that day approached, I again returned to the cavern, and began to dicker with the demon as to what agreement we might reach.


“”In the end, the bargain we struck was as hard fought as the war Phillip had just won, and it would cost me as dearly individually as it had cost his men in blood and effort.  The demon would have me, but would not have use of me in its demon form.  Instead, it could inhabit the body of another mortal, and use me until its desire was satisfied.  If even this was too close to it for my own security, I could also inhabit the body of another, though it would be one of the demon’s choosing.  And, there would be one final condition – it could not have me until I had watched my son fulfill his destiny as king and ruler of an empire…or, should it come to that, until after I had seen my son die.


“”The bargain struck, I used a sacrificial blade held by one of the witches to prick my finger, and watched as one drop fell from its tip into the circle which held Ornias at bay.  The demon caught it before it touched the floor, and, using it as ink, affixed its symbol to the contract that would bind us together once my son’s destiny was fulfilled.  Then, saying only “It is done,” the demon disappeared in a thunderclap, leaving behind only the contract…and the ring.


“”I left the cavern behind quickly, leaving my bodyguards to complete the assignment I had given them; no wagging tongue could be left behind to tell of my deal with the demon, which meant that all of the witches had to die.  Their screams and curses chased me to my horse, which I rode at a mad pace back to the palace.  Once there, I hid the ring in a secret place, a slight hollow underneath a brick in the floor of my chambers.  There, the ring was to sit until I presented it to Alexander on his 12th birthday, after which he tamed the stallion Bucephalus, the horse he rode even to his dying day.  I told him the same things that Ornias had told me about summoning the demons controlled by the ring, and as he grew, so did his control of the demon horde.  Finally, he began to send the off to do his bidding as he chased his destiny across Europe, Africa, and Asia.  He fulfilled virtually every wish I had ever had for him…except one.


“”He died before he could ever stop to enjoy the fruits of his conquests, to relish the role of empire builder and legend.  To sit on the throne of his father and know that he had conquered parts of three continents, and to make plans anew to conquer more.  In that way, my dreams of his destiny were dashed when I realized that the power of his ring could not save his life.


“”Then, he called me into his tent, just moments before his death.  And, putting the ring in my hands, he told me that I had given it to him to because I had planned his destiny, pushed him into it without choice or voice of his own.  And the ring had only kept him on the path that I had chosen for him, pushing him forward by giving him victories he did not deserve, conquests he could not have achieved without some aid from the demons of the ring.  In his heart, he blamed me for how he was dying…having used all the power at his disposal to further my grandiose dreams, and having none left to heal himself.


“”But, he still had some control over the ring, and, using it one final time, he bound my destiny to it, making me its keeper.  I can never wield its power, but I can give it to those who I feel can use it to fulfill a greater destiny within themselves.  I can never die, for the ring cannot be destroyed, and I will exist as long as it does.  I am alive, but with no need for food to stay that way.  I can change my appearance in an instant, to better survive or fulfill my purpose as ring-giver, but I will never age in body beyond where I was that day my son died in Babylon.”


““But there is one more thing.”  Her voice dropped to a whisper.  “The demon Ornias was enraged by Alexander’s last action, but could not claim me while I held the ring in my possession.  Our agreement said it could claim me once Alexander’s destiny was fulfilled, and as long as I held the ring, that destiny could not be finished.


“”However, whenever I gave up the ring, that gave Ornias power over me.  Once it rested securely on the finger of another, my body would fade, and I would find myself in someone else’s body, at the cruel command of some man who Ornias had taken possession of.  And he would use me again and again, day and night, until the destiny of the ring wielder had been fulfilled, and the ring came back to me again.


““But that brings me back to why I am here.  Even though you are the last man left alive on Earth, I do not have to give the ring to you.  I imagine that, if I did not, you would die and I would be left on this planet, alone, until another human being dropped from the stars and I decided whether his destiny was somehow intertwined with my own.


“”However, while that could happen, there is one last thing that must be said, so perhaps you can understand why I am standing before you now.  You see…you and I have met before.  In the year 637 A.D.


“”In the court of King Arthur.”


“And, that, lad, is when my jaw finally hit the floor.”


Leaving Matilda and the two will-repressed men to their fun and games, I turned toward the dining room…and saw, just before I completed my turn, a slight movement.  Reaching out with my mind, I felt a presence there, one that desired to quickly return to the dungeon before I noticed him.  With virtually no effort, I reached into his mind and locked his muscles, so that his flight from me was arrested mid-stride.  The resulting “Thump!” that reached my ears was explained seconds later when, rounding the corner, I spied a man lying in a heap next to the countertop that separated the dining room from the kitchen.


“Steven!  Fancy meeting you here!” I said to the paralyzed body, legs still cocked as if to take a step forward.


By my way of thinking, Steven Howard was my Public Enemy Number One.  From the first time Sara had brought me to this house, he had been cold and distant, and over a few months, that distance had had turned to contempt and hatred…and I really couldn’t understand why.  I had politely rebuffed his few invitations to top him in the dungeon, but I had done that with everyone else, since Sara was the only one I had ever planned to play with inside this house.   No one else took it as the personal affront Steven did, and I often wondered if the love Sara and I displayed openly only made Steven’s peevishness grow more quickly.


Of course, when Sara made it known that she and I were through, no one took more happiness in the announcement than Steven.  But all the venom he apparently had for me became apparent in what had happened two months before…at the last monthly meeting I had come to before this one.


Sara and I had been broken up for a month at that point.  I had skipped the meeting before that, still too wrapped up in my own misery to even wish to be around anyone.  But, perhaps seeking one of those Cheers moments, hoping I would walk in the door and everyone would shout “Daniel!” in hearty bonhomie, I had driven to Gerry’s home and walked into the living room as usual.


I could have heard crickets chirping, had there been any in the room.  The feeling of having 12 people suddenly drop dead silent when you walk in the room, staring at you like you’ve just dropped the f-bomb in the Queen’s presence…well, I should have turned around and left.


But I didn’t.


I smiled bravely, paid my meeting dues and signed in as normal…and was thusly ignored by all present.  Even Sam kept his distance, though I did see some stirrings of sympathy in his eyes, on the few occasions he made eye contact with me.  It was as if everyone had gathered for my wake, but I, the corpse, had had the indecency to show up alive. 


Like Iago watching the downfall of Othello, Steven reveled in my discomfiture.  I’m sure if he had thought of it, he’d have rubbed his hands together with glee, the villain seeing his evil plot coming to fruition.  But even then, he wasn’t quite finished.  As I sat pondering the depths of a plastic cup full of Diet Coke, he walked up to me, and stood as if posing for a picture, hands on hips and standing at his full height.  It was only later that I realized his stance blocked me from the rest of the room, so no one could see me fully…could see what, if anything, I did in reaction to what he said.


I continued staring into my cup, ignoring him.  I suppose this must’ve infuriated him a bit, since he wanted a confrontation with me – something I didn’t know then, but which made itself apparent quite quickly.  As I stared at the bubbles that occasionally broke the surface of my soda, something white and gooey dropped into the cup from above.  I looked up, just in time to see Steven sucking a line of saliva back into his mouth.


He had spit in my drink.  He had deliberately spit in my drink!


His sneer on his lips and the set of his eyes both held the same unspoken message:  ‘What are you going to do about it?’


As I said, I should have left, just got up and got gone.  But, perhaps more in amazement than anything, I simply sat there looking at him, wondering dumbly what the hell had gotten into him.  And, when it became apparent that I wasn’t going to make any move, either to get away from him or in payback for his insult, he made his grand gesture, his Edward-Norton-gets-fired-in-Fight-Club play.


He reached up to his nose and, taking it between thumb and forefinger, twisted it.  As I stared, a rivulet of blood came running down his nostril, pooling on the tip.  Satisfied with the result, he suddenly hunched over, and in a loud, harsh voice that sounded nothing like his own he uttered one word.


“Faggot!”


Then, having guaranteed that every eye in the living room would be turning toward him, he jumped backward, crashing into a coffee table, flipping over it, and winding up on his back between the table and a couch.


Everyone froze, as if waiting for something more to happen.  Their eyes locked on Steven, who lay still on the floor.  Then, they all turned their heads toward me.


My eyes were still riveted on Steven.  From my angle, I could see his face clearly, framed by the legs of the table.  He turned his head toward me…and I’ll be damned if he didn’t grin at me, the grin of a man who, running toward a soccer ball on a penalty kick, is sending a message to the goalie:  ‘You don’t know it yet, but you’ve already lost.’

Then he began moaning piteously, blood smeared around his nose and mouth.


I don’t remember getting to my feet, but I was about three steps across the rug toward him when Sam and Richard stepped in front of me, blocking my path.  As others rushed to help Steven, they kept me from going any further forward, though I really had no intention of doing anything other than seeing what Steven was about with his vicious little charade.


I’ll give him this:  if they gave Oscars for best performance by a lying little weasel, he would’ve been a shoo-in.  He simpered and wailed, tears streaking the blood on his face.  He pointed at me and told of how he had only tried to start a conversation, to offer me comfort, and I had slapped him across the face, and then shoved him into the table.  He drew on the sympathies of all present as the aggrieved party who’d done nothing to deserve such treatment…especially since I was now sans Sara, and could be considered an outsider, an interloper.


As he carried on, Sam looked at me and shook my head.  Just loud enough to be heard, he whispered, “He’s been running you down to everyone since last month, Daniel.  He’s even extracted a promise from Gerry that, if you caused any type of scene or disruption, you’d be kicked out and not invited back.  And now…” his voice trailed off into silence as he looked back toward Steven, who was now propped up on the couch, sucking up the sympathy of those gathered around him.


Things moved quite quickly after that.  Gerry, not wanting to take all the responsibility on himself, called for a vote on banishing me from the club.  When asked to raise their hands if voting yes, only two hands didn’t go up:  Sam’s and Richard’s.  Less than a minute later I was out in the driveway, with the admonishment not to come back.  As I looked back at the house on that evening, I saw Steven looking out the window at me, grinning a victory grin.  As I walked to my car across the street, I cursed about what had happened, and I cursed Steven’s petty little game…but I had no illusions about returning to a place where I obviously wasn’t wanted.


But now, Steven lay before me unmoving, unblinking, and unthinking.  I had simply frozen his muscles and locked his mind, trying to keep him from getting back into the dungeon to spoil the entrance I had planned.  But now, as he lay helpless, I wondered if he might utter the same words as Jupiter in Prometheus Unbound:



Mercy! Mercy!

      

No pity, no release, no respite! Oh,

      

That thou wouldst make mine enemy my judge,
      

      Even where he hangs, seared by my long revenge…


He had sought vengeance upon me, and won.  But now, as I held him in my power, I wondered if he would be as quick to cry for mercy as he was to inflict his desire to humiliate and exile me?


There was only one way to find out.


“Olympias laughed at me, of course…an actual laugh of good-natured sympathy at my lack of understanding.  Though she had shown me the iron demeanor of a queen used to the intrigues and bloody back-stabbing, her laugh at that moment made her look warm and human, and that feeling was only amplified when she patted the back of my hand before continuing.


“”Poor Merlin!  Of course you know not of what I speak!  How odd it is to me to sit here and know your destiny better than I know my own!  But, that is why I am here…to offer you your destiny, knowing you will accept it, yet hoping, in some way, that you might not!


“”I have lived through many centuries, Merlin, and have seen the rise and fall of many an empire.  The ring draws me to places where those to whom it might belong are living, and, by its command, I was drawn to Camelot.


“”I lingered in the kingdom for several seasons, finding no one who seemed destined to wear the ring.  Instead, the two men who it seemed it might be most suited – Arthur himself, and Sir Lancelot – did not set off the sympathetic harmonies in the ring that let me know that their destinies were tied to its use.  No, there was no one in the kingdom that seemed in any way tied to the ring…until one day, the wizard Merlin and I came into sight of each other as we passed in opposite directions at the main gate of the castle.  The ring buzzed angrily on my finger, and seemed literally to raise my hand of its own accord, pointing directly at the mage.  Startled, he bore down upon me, perceiving me as some sort of threat.  But, when he was within a few feet of me, he noticed the ring upon my finger, and, quite suddenly, he began to smile.  As he drew closer, I began to feel faint, and he stopped a few paces from me, as if he knew what discomfort his presence was causing me.


“”He stood still, looking me up and down, as if comparing me to some picture in his mind.  Still smiling, he said “Come tonight to the castle keep, sometime after the changing of the guard for evenwatch.  Leave the ring where it cannot be seen, but where you can find it easily afterward.  You will know why after we talk.”  And then, without a glance backward, he walked away from me and into the forests surrounding the castle.


“”As he walked away, the pain being exerted by the ring faded, but I could not fathom what might have caused it!  Usually, if someone is to be a ringwielder, there is a sense within me that I must find a way to be near that person, to offer them the chance to have the ring for themselves.  It is not an unpleasant feeling, rather more an urge – something akin to what I’m feeling as I stand here with you now.  But the feeling I had then was more like an electrical shock, entirely unpleasant.  I had my doubts that I should want to meet Merlin again, no matter what he had to say to me!


“”But, my curiosity proved stronger than my aversion, and soon after evenwatch had begun, I found myself in the castle keep, the ring left safely inside the pallet of straw which served as my bed each night.  Once there, I did not have to wait long, for Merlin appeared directly and beckoned me to him.  We ascended a set of stairs together, him leading the way, until he opened a door at the very top of the staircase and waved me inside.


“”He ushered me to a chair, and then swung a kettle into the hearth above the fire.  Only then did he sit in a chair opposite me.  However, he still did not talk; he only looked at me, sweeping his eyes over me as if to find some flaw or imperfection.


“”I used the silence to look him over as well.  His head was bare, though several pointed hats sat perched in various places throughout the room.  His hair was totally white, and it ran in uncontrolled cascades from his head, over his shoulders, and down his back.  His whiskers were also long and flowing, and his mouth was not visible through the tangle of white locks.  He wore long flowing robes, with billowing sleeves, his hands invisible unless he held his hands outward so they could fall backward, out of the way.  Around his neck, he wore a simple silver chain, with a matching silver charm a pentacle, as befitted his status as a wizard.  His look and manner befitted his reputation as a wise and powerful counselor and magician.


“”Only when the water had boiled and he had brought me a cup of very good tea did he actually begin to speak.  “So, Olympias, you have finally made your way back to me after all these years.”


“”Now, I had no idea what he meant, but he held up his hand, as if to silence any reply I might make.  In doing so, the sleeve of his robe fell backward and down, and I saw his left hand clearly for the first time.


“”On his ring finger sat the ring of Solomon!  Quite quickly, I thought I understood why he had bid me to leave the ring behind.  There should be only one ring of Solomon in existence, and the presence of a second ring is likely what made the one I carried exert such a painful effect on my hand.  But, that didn’t explain how HE was wearing the ring at that moment.  Or how he knew my name!


“””How I know your name is easy enough.  We have met before…or mayhap I should say, we have yet to meet.  In any case, this meeting tonight closes a circle that spans almost 2000 years.  You needed to be here, in order to know something of your own destiny, and something of mine.  In a few moments, you will finish your tea, and we will part, and the ring will start pushing you toward your next meeting with destiny.


“””At the end of the world, you shall come upon a man alone.  You shall offer him this ring, and, when he hesitates, you should take this,” he produced a small, black book from the pocket of his robes, “and give it to him, and say only this:  It is a gift from the past, to a man with a future that runs backward rather than forward.  That will spur him to accept his destiny.


“””As for you, my dear, I have a gift for you as well.”  He again reached into his robes, and produced a wooden box, and handed it to me.  I opened the lid, and inside rested a small charm, what the Celts called a rune.  Carved in silver, it was attached to a small black cord, to hang around the neck.


“””You have a long journey ahead of you, Olympias, and many trials which you will face.  I hope that this rune will help you find the rightful end to your journey.  It is called ‘Poerdh.’  It influences the rightful outcome of the destiny of its wearer.  I entreat you to wear it, for I have invested it with a bit of power, so that your path may be a bit easier along the way.”


“”He fell silent again then, as I stared at the gift and wondered if I should put it around my neck.  Touching it with my finger, I felt a slight throb of power, and then a feeling of comfort and security washed over me.  It was as if the charm was trying to reassure me that it meant me no harm.  Thinking it would be bad manners to turn down such a gift, I slipped the knotted cord over my head, and let the charm settle face out atop my gray cloth dress.  We remained in silence until the last sip of tea was gone, and then he quickly showed me out.  As he predicted, we never spoke again…in fact, the few times I caught his eye across a courtyard or pathway, he looked through me, as if we had never met.  It was no matter, for soon I was gone from Camelot and headed back into Europe for my next meeting with destiny.


“Olympias reached under her dress and pulled the end of a silver chain from underneath the fabric.  On the end of the chain was a charm, I suppose the rune that had been given to her so long ago by Merlin…and at that point, all the little pieces of the story she had been telling since she began speaking came together in my mind.


“”You think I, in some way, am Merlin, wizard to King Arthur?” I asked her, incredulous.  Pointing at the rune, I said, “You think I gave you that charm?  That I was the one who told you about meeting a man at the end of the world?  Are you insane?”


“She only smiled at my accusation, as if I had made a jest.  “Do I think that you, the man sitting here in front of me, gave me this?”  She fingered the rune idly.  “No, I do not think that precisely.  What I think is simple in summary, yet complex by its very nature.  What I think is that you will give me this charm…2000 years from now.


“”Or, should I say, 2000 years ago?”


I decided not to return Steven’s mind to him yet, but instead simply instructed his body to rise from its prone position to its feet.  “Now…what to do with you?” I mused.


I did not really believe that I had a greatly evil nature.  While it was true that I greatly enjoyed the control aspects of being dominant in a D/s relationship, I never pushed anyone farther than they wanted to go during play.  If they said their safe word, or seemed more in distress than pleasured, then I would stop whatever was happening until I was sure that everything was okay.


But, looking at Steven at this moment, I felt something build inside me that could only be described as a dark rage.


I wanted Steven to hurt.  And I didn’t want him to enjoy it.


Pulling a chair out from underneath the dining room table, I placed it in the exact center of the open space between the table, the kitchen counter, and the hutch that hugged the wall across from the table.  Stepping back, I had my zombified captive walk over to stand in front of the chair.  He was wearing black leather pants, a black t-shirt, and pointy black boots; a leather wrist cuff with two small “D” rings worn on his left arm was his only outward adornment.  With a thought from me, his clothes disappeared, leaving him dressed only in a pale blue Speedo that, given the way it emphasized the shape and bulge of his cock, was likely about four times too small for him.  I left him his wrist cuff, and it went well with the gold ring that penetrated and dangled from each of his nipples.


At my mental command, Steven sat in the chair, spreading his legs so that each ankle made contact with the leg of the chair it was closest to.  His arms went behind the chair, crossing at the wrists.  A placed a compulsion in his mind that he had been bound to the chair by his wrists and ankles, and no matter how hard he struggled, he could not break free.


I walked over to the dining room light switch and turned off the ceiling light.  To each side and directly in front of him, powerful halogen lamps – the kind used atop portable generators to illuminate large outdoor areas – materialized into being.   It didn’t matter that there were no generators attached.  The power of the ring would bring them to life when I was ready.


Steven’s body sat rigid and immobile, staring straight ahead but looking at nothing.  Standing there looking at him, I knew that I could very simply get the answers I wanted from him by just looking into his mind, probing until I had what I wanted.  Except…I could not let it be that simple.


Of the two words that might be used to describe what was to come for Steven, “hard” would be the first.


“Painful” would be the other.


“I tell you, lad, her tale was simply too fanciful to be anything short of lunacy.  Any truly sane person would have dismissed her out of hand, sure that she was madder than the fabled Hatter.


“And yet, she evinced no sense of madness, no wild-eyed intensity which would have given me confirmation of what my brain was telling me.  Instead, she sat calmly smiling at me, while she traced the pattern of the rune around her neck with one finger.  But, before I could even put my disbelief into words, she was speaking again.


“”I know it is hard for you to believe, and I know you desire some proof of what I am telling you.  And you shall have it, I promise.  But let me finish before you say anything else.


“”I have told you that the demon Ornias can control me as it wishes during those periods when the ring is being worn by one it accepts as its wielder.  But, Ornias must have a vessel in which to act, for its agreement with me does not allow its demon flesh to touch my own.  This simple fact joins our destinies thusly:  when you take the ring, as I am sure you will, Ornias cannot touch you.  And, since you are the last human being on this planet, Ornias will have no vessel through which to use me.  Thus, it will have no way to continue holding power over me.  And so I imagine I will be free, once and for all, of the burden and curse I have carried for more than two millennia.  But, having pondered this day for years, I find myself quite fearful of its outcome.


“”Your fate, Merlin of Camelot, has already been written, and lacks only your acceptance of the ring to be set in motion.  When you take it, if I am indeed free, I may live out a natural lifespan, or I may find myself trapped in the same unnatural state of perpetual living as I have endured from the time my son bound me to the ring.  Either way, I will be alone here, at the end of the world, with no reason to go forward.  So, knowing this, I have thought sometimes to deprive you of your destiny as ringwielder, and in doing so guarantee my own continued existence and purpose, perhaps on this planet, or perhaps beyond Earth with some future extension of humanity.


“”But, the man who gave me this rune knew of how my uncertainty regarding my own fate would grow as I moved closer to this day.  I believe that he – that is, you – gave it to me so that, when I had to make my choice, I would not forget that for every ending there is a beginning; for each death of purpose, new purpose is found.


“”So I have made my choice.  It is to be here, at this moment in time, to offer you the chance to accept your destiny, no matter how it may affect my own.  And, holding your charm in my fingers, I know that this decision is right and true, and I am reassured in some way that my own destiny will not be as bleak as I have often feared.


“She smiled fondly at me, and then held out her left hand, palm up.  In it sat the same silver ring you see upon my finger now, the one that also sits on your left hand.  “This is your destiny, Merlin.  Take it.  Take the ring.”


“For a moment I was tempted, lad.  But, as I am too often aware now, I am a contrarian at heart.  Things that people want me to do often fall upon my own deaf ears, I’m afraid, while those that they would rather I did not attract me like the shark to the smell of blood.  Her story was a fine, fanciful invention, and my own future looked bleak and lonely in my hovel at the end of the world…and yet, I could not do as she asked so easily, without seeing at least the one thing she had suggested was brought by her from the past to help guide my decision.


“So I told her, “No.””


As I turned on the portable lights, blinding and hot, I restarted Steven’s mind.


The first thing he heard as he came to his senses was my voice saying, in a bad German accent, “Vee hav vays uff making you tock.”


He had barely comprehended the words before I used my power to squeeze his chest as if he were being crushed in the hand of a giant.  When I relaxed my mental grip about ten seconds later, he gasped in agony, gulping air like a fish taken from the water.


“Hello, Stevie boy.”  I amplified my voice, but only in his ears; to him it must’ve sounded like God had landed on his left shoulder and was speaking to him in a very, very angry tone of voice.


Imagine yourself in his position for a moment.  You’ve gone from spying on me in the living room with Matilda and the boys to running back toward the dungeon to alert everyone that I was there…but suddenly, in an instant, you find yourself bound helplessly to a chair, blinded by overpowering lights, seemingly naked.  Before you can get your bearings, your lungs and ribs are squeezed as if by an invisible bear, crushing you where you sit.  And, to top it off, a really pissed-off disembodied voice echoes inside your head just as you’re finally able to take a breath.  I suppose a strong man, used to or prepared for such indignities, might have been able to maintain some façade of strength, some thin veneer of defiance.


Steven was not that man.  I watched in utter surprise as a dark stain spread rapidly from the crotch of his Speedo, and then across the wood of the seat, until it began to puddle on the floor between the legs of the chair.


He had pissed himself!  Not only that, but his body shook in wracking sobs, tears flowing from his eyes.  Concerned, I delved into his mind, wondering what I had wrought with my desire for vengeance.


What I saw there amazed me…for, underneath his hard, disdainful surface, Steven truly believed in God, in Heaven and Hell, and, most certainly, that there would be a Judgment Day.  Therefore, his mind, forced to try to cope with going from one situation to another without any sense of lost time, and finding itself in the nightmarish grip of interrogation and punishment, could only come to one conclusion.


This was his Judgment Day…and he was in big trouble!


I suppose, given my desire to trample the grapes of wrath all over his freaking body, I should have been rubbing my hands and twirling my Snidely Whiplash mustache in glee.  Maybe even making little whiny Muttley laughs as I did so.


But then, being the source of a man’s painful recantation of his wrongful actions was one thing.  When it was all said and done, I guess I had hoped for some balancing of my own internal scales of justice, and a modicum of payment in kind to Steven for the way he had assured my downfall within the group.


But this??  The part of me that still remembered the embarrassments of grade school, as well as the day-in-day-out degradations and humiliations set upon me by my father…that part of me cringed in empathy at what I had done to Steven.


But I didn’t release him…because the part of me that wanted revenge was still A LOT bigger than the part that might grant him mercy.


“Well, well, well…what a bad boy you’ve been, Steven.  So nasty.  So petty.  So willing to frame a good man, to have him ostracized, simply because of your own dislike.”  My amplified voice resounded in his head, and he nodded vigorously at each of my accusations.  “But while I can see into your heart, I want to hear the words from your own lips, Steven.  I want you to tell me why you hated Daniel so, and what possessed you to act the way you did the last time you saw him.”


Tears continued to roll down Steven’s face, and they mixed with the sweat that was being created as he sat under the unrelenting lights.  “I…I know it was wrong of me,” he began hesitantly, “but he kept me from something I wanted.  It only made it worse that he really cared for Sara, really loved her…because it made it that much more likely that she would never do what we talked about.”


I wasn’t sure what he was talking about, but Sara had often told me about the conversations she had with various members of the group before she met me…propositions, suggestions, even a proposal!  But she never talked specifically about anything between herself and Steven.  “Go on,” I intoned.


“She and I had been talking casually one night when she mentioned that one of her fantasies was to take a strap-on and fuck a man in the ass.  She said it was something she wanted to try, both as a physical sensation and a way to exorcise some long-standing frustrations she had.  After we chatted more about, I told her that I’d like to volunteer.  She said she’d think about it and we’d talk about it at the next meeting.  It sounded like heaven to me, and I fantasized about it for the entire next month…and then she showed up here with Daniel, and it was never mentioned again.  How I hated him for taking that chance away from me!”


So he was the one!  Sara had told me about this particular fantasy of hers, and had mentioned that she had even gotten down to discussing making it a reality.  But she had never said with who or when.  And apparently, when it didn’t happen, Steven had put the blame squarely on my shoulders.


But he wasn’t finished talking.  “He didn’t deserve her anyway.  He never really fit in, always hanging around the edges of the group, and while he had Sara on his arm, she did too.  He never really fit in, watching everyone like we were specimens under a microscope.  He was so nice, so polite, but under that exterior, you could just see that he held us all in disdain.


“And most of all, you could see that he hated gay people.”


What the hell?  Where did that come from??  “And you could tell that how, Steven?”


“He never wanted to play with us, never seemed comfortable around us.  He looked down his nose at us, smiling that little smile of his, all superior and reserved.  Once, I reached out to hug him, and he shied away from me, like I had a disease or something.”


I remembered that night well.  Perhaps Steven didn’t remember it exactly the way I did, seeing as he was the one who had been beaten with the cane.  He came out of the dungeon with his back and buttocks raw, and his skin was broken in some places.  It was obvious that he had touched one of those places, because when he held his arms out to me, there was fresh blood on his hands and fingers.  He was right…I did shy away from him, because I didn’t want him to smear his blood on me.


While his accusation struck me as absurd, it made me wonder if there might be a kernel of truth buried there somewhere.  I thought of Frick and Frack snorting and humping in the back bedroom, having been turned by me into something less than men.  And I thought about how Steven, despite his antipathy toward me, had come to me that night, still high from his caning, and had reached out to me to share his joy…and how I had kept him at arm’s length, perhaps not only because of the bloody hands he extended toward me.

“Did you want Daniel to like you?”

“I could care less if he liked me!  He should never have been invited here in the first place!  If anything, he should have been happy we let him through the front door!”

“So, even if he had shown some friendship to you, you still would have hated him?”

“I wouldn’t have liked him even if he got down on all fours and kissed my ass every time I walked through a room!”

Which was exactly how I thought of him!  I was sure I didn’t dislike Frick, Frack, or Steven because of their sexual needs or preferences.  No, if I disliked them, it was because they were loud, boastful, arrogant, demanding, bratty.  It was because, despite what Steven might want to believe, I disliked them as people, the same as I disliked Gerry, and, to some extent, still disliked Matilda.

Because, to my way of thinking, they weren’t people I wanted to spend any more time with than I had to.

I tightened my mental vise around his chest.  “So why did you execute that last charade?”  Tighter.  “Why embarrass him in front of the rest of the group in that fashion?”  So tight I could feel his rib cage poised to break should I squeeze any harder.  “Why, Steven?  Give me an answer!”

He screamed in torment, gasping for breath, unable even to sputter a few words that made sense.  I eased my grip, allowing him to gather some air into his lungs, then asked again, “Why?”

“Because I enjoyed watching him suffer.  Because I enjoyed planting the seeds of doubt and suspicion in the minds of the group, then ensuring that springing my little trap would get him kicked out.  And most of all, because Master Ramon assured me that he would see to it that what I had wanted all along – what he had prevented me from receiving – would happen if I would make sure Daniel would not come back!”

At that point he began to cry piteously again, great wracking sobs of pain and sadness.  “And now, that will never happen!  I’ll never get to live my fantasy!”  He hung his head in misery and exhaustion, shuddering every so often as another wave of desolate sadness washed outward from his unhinged psyche.

I could only stand there, outside of his sight, and shake my head.  I had expected most of what I heard, but I had supposed that he might be slightly repentant, somehow…just a small bit of shame for what he had done in making me look both homophobic and out of control.  Instead, his only real regret was that he would never collect on the reward he was promised for driving me out that night, now that he thought his own life was at an end.


And why did Ramon want me gone so badly?  I had obviously accepted that Sara wanted him more than she did me.  Did he just not want me around to remind her of what had been?  Was he afraid that seeing me miserable and alone would bring out feelings she had buried in her lust for him?  I would definitely have to ask him that, once I stepped through the kitchen door and down the two steps that lead into the dungeon.


As I studied Steven’s agonized face, perhaps I did pity him a bit.  Sweat and tears and snot dripped from his face and onto his legs; he trembled like a man with Parkinson’s disease, seemingly unable to control his limbs.  It was obvious to me that I would not wring from him any concession that he had wronged me, nor would he feel guilt for what he had done.  No, he felt fully justified in what he had done, his only disappointment that he would never collect what he felt was his long overdue reward.


As my anger faded, the lights surrounding him started to dim.  I was still pondering what to do with him as the light disappeared completely, leaving only his raw, tortured breathing to fill the silence between us.


Sometimes, when I’m trying to find a solution to a problem, my thoughts turn to jigsaw puzzles.  Each piece is a part of the whole of the solution, but they must be properly laid to make the solution known.  As I stood in the dark, I turned each piece of the puzzle in my mind, trying to make sense of it, trying to fit certain pieces together in place, and then in another.  And then, with no warning, one piece fit to another piece, and then another, and then another…until finally the whole puzzle of the ring, Ornias, Merlin, Olympias, Sara, and I lay before me finished, and I thought I saw how all the disjointed pieces fit together into one abiding whole.


And inside that whole were both the reward that Steven had worked so hard to deserve…and the punishment that I had yet to mete out to my satisfaction.  With a thought, I turned off his mind again and broke the mental bonds that held him to the chair.  Before he had time to slump to the floor, I directed his body to stand, and, as if reversing time, restored both his clothing and his appearance to what it was before I had exerted my will to interrogate him.

For the rest of the evening, he would remain a marionette, pulled along by my mental puppetry.  But, in his own way, Steven would play a key part in fulfilling the destiny of several people, even if he didn’t know them personally.

And, rightly or wrongly, he would not remember any of it come morning.

Merlin ruminated a moment before continuing his story.  “Well, lad, I don’t know what Olympias expected me to say.  Perhaps she wanted me to ask questions, or perhaps she truly expected me to say “Yes” without so much as a word otherwise.  But, when I uttered my flat refusal, she recoiled in her chair as if I had struck her, and she looked every bit the offended royal as she glared at me over the table.

“As I looked her in the eyes, I smiled inwardly.  In truth, I had nothing to gain from not agreeing to her offer, except an exceptionally lonely life on a desolate shore with no hope of companionship.  Yet, she was still holding something back, something she had mentioned in her story about meeting me in some past life…something that I had to see to prove to myself that her whole fantastic story was not just the maddened meanderings of a loon…or, even worse, that her very presence there was not the mirage of an intensely lonely man.

“So I asked her, “Can I please see the book that Merlin gave you when you met him?”

“She kept her gaze hard and cold for a moment more, than reached under the table to pull at something in or around the hem of the dress she was wearing.  She tugged for a moment, then finally brought her hands out from their hiding place to put a very old book onto the table in front of me.  Despite the wear and tear of age, my eyes widened as I recognized what it was.  In order to be sure, I left my seat and went to my bedroom, picking up another object from my nightstand and returning to the table with it.  Then I sat them down side-by-side.  If I simply imagined the cracks in the leather cover healed over, and the yellowed, brittle pages turned back to their pristine white, I would have no way of telling the two books apart.

“The book she had handed me was a duplicate of my own daily journal, in which I had kept a record of each day’s passing for well on to two years.

“I reached out to the aged text Olympias had set on the table, and opened the cover to read the first page.  Not believing the evidence of my eyes, I opened the cover of the other book, my book, and compared them.

“They were the same in every detail, other than the yellowing of the page and the fading of the text, with every circle and dash and loop of my own handwriting identical in both books.

“I flipped through the pages of the journal I had picked up from the table, scanning its contents, until I reached the next-to-last entry.  It was from the day before Olympias’ appearance, the musings I had put to paper the night before as I prepared for bed.  Those words were still fresh in my mind, but, in the book that I held, seemed as if they had been written many, many years before.”

“However, it was the last entry that truly struck me.  It was my handwriting, and yet it was not.  The script was more ornate, less direct, and the hand writing it seemed to have far better penmanship than I had ever possessed.  Its message was direct and clear in its meaning.

“”You may convince yourself of the authenticity of this journal by writing a new entry in your own.  Then turn to the same page in this one.  After that, you should have no doubt.  Take the ring!  Just remember before you do that you should hold Olympias’ hand in your own when you place it upon your finger.  All else that will happen will explain itself in due course.”  In flowery script in the bottom of the page was my own name.

As you might imagine, lad, I reeled at the sight of this message from me, to me, apparently written at some elsewhere and elsewhen.  But, the author – who I still could not acknowledge was me! – had said that the proof lay in writing in my own journal.  I laid down the older version and picked up my own, its pages turning crisply and easily to the next empty page from my last entry.  There had been nothing on that page in the journal Olympias had given me, so there in my own journal I wrote:

Our destiny, our being’s heart and home,

Is with infinitude, and only there;
With hope it is, hope that can never die.


“I closed my journal and set it down upon the table, and quickly picked up the other and opened it to the proper page.  Perhaps I had hoped for something dramatic, like the words fading onto the page like a ghostly apparition as I watched eagerly.  Instead, as I found the place where I had left off writing the night before, the quote I had only just wrote a moment before in my own journal was already there, just as faded and old in appearance as any of the writing that had gone before.


“As if it had always been there…though it had not just minutes before.


“I closed the older book and set it back on the table.  Merlin…or should I say, I had been right.  I was convinced now that whatever would happen when I put on the ring, it would lead me to someplace in the past, though I didn’t know why it would be my particular destiny to be transported there.


“Olympias had watched what I had just done with a frown of puzzlement, but, when she looked at my face the moment after I had put the old book back on the table, she knew that I had reached the decision that Merlin had told her…that I had told her I would come to.   Again, she held out the ring to me in her outstretched palm.


“Still, I did not take it.  Instead, I put my right hand out, palm up, saying, “Whatever part I am to play in this fantasy, I must apparently have not only the ring, but your hand as well.  So, I ask you to please take my right hand in yours, then place the ring upon my finger yourself.”  She looked at me askance, seemingly about to question the necessity of my request, but I said firmly, “This is part of the message that Merlin sent with you in the book, and, as you have trusted so much of your fate to him by now, I think you must trust again, and do as I ask.”


“She looked doubtful, wondering what holding my hand could have to do with the passing of the ring.  So I reminded her gently of her own words.  “For each death of purpose, a new purpose is found.”


“Olympias regarded me gravely for a moment, then nodded.  Taking my outstretched hand in her own, she gripped it tightly.  Then, as I held my left hand out, she slid the ring onto my third finger until it nestled loosely around the base.


“As soon as it was seated there, it began to shrink, and within seconds fit around my finger like it had been custom-made.  As Olympias guided me, I found the points on the ring that extended the teeth of Solomon, and found the spot where the tattoo had come to rest on the back of my leg.  And, as every ringwielder has done since Alexander, I drove the sharp points into my calf, and my consciousness faded from me the moment it was done.”  He stood from the table and walked around to me, lifting his pant leg.  There, on the back of his left leg, was a tattoo marked in what appeared to be red ink.


It was the mark of Solomon.

END PART FIVE

PART SIX


I had sat, entranced, listening to Merlin’s tale of how he’d received the ring, and all that went with it.  But as he stopped talking to sip at our now cold tea, I was still unsatisfied, despite everything he’d said.


I gestured around the nonexistent room around us, saying, “But all that you’ve told me still doesn’t explain what you said at first…that this room represents the time and place you were in when you came to meet me – Berkley in the 60s.  If your destiny was to be in King Arthur’s Court…why are you here?”


“I can tell you has happened to me, my lad, and I can even speculate as to why it has worked this way…but I cannot readily tell you why it must be this way.”


“You see, when I awoke again after awakening the power of the ring, I had been transported to the past…just not the past that I had expected.  Instead of finding myself in the era of King Arthur, I awakened in the year prior to my own birth, 2631 A.D.  I was still in Antarctica, but I had another name, though at the time I awakened I was not aware of it.  I was in a different house, with different clothes…well, suffice to say that everything that I had known before was gone, except for my journal.  It was only logical that it would make the trip backward with me, as I would need to give it to Olympias in Camelot.


“As I combed my new home on the day I awoke, I found a bookshelf just like this one,” he gestured behind him to the books he had examined earlier, “filled with thousands of volumes just like this,” he picked up the book he had sat on the table earlier.  “Each was numbered, and arranged in descending order, the first being number 4267.  Thinking that they must be numbered that way for a reason, I took out the highest numbered book and opened it to its first page.


“It was another journal, of all things, written in my own hand!  The date read August 22, 2631…which according to the calendar on the watch I was wearing, was actually the day before!  I had just arrived in another time, yet here was a book with a journal entry in my own handwriting, from a day that I had not lived in…yet.


“Unlike in a regular journal, the dates ran backward instead of forward, in this case from August 22 to January 1.  There was only the one entry; the rest of the pages were empty.  So, I sat down to read what had been written.


“The entry was short and to the point:  “Welcome to your new life.  There is no use in writing a journal entry for today, though I know you will anyway.  Your name is Jacob Kroninger.  Your neighbors think you have been ill, expect one or two of them today; this “illness” will help cover your disorientation and unfamiliarity with where and when you are.  Check this journal first thing every morning.  I have a feeling it will be the signpost that will help explain where you are going…by telling you where you’ve been.  Sleep well, for apparently our tomorrows are now our yesterdays…and our future runs only in reverse.”


“Most of what had been written there was nonsensical to me…but, no sooner had I closed the book than a knock came at my door.  When I did not come quickly enough to suit her, a woman let herself in, and seemed surprised to see me walking toward her.


“”Jacob!” she said loudly, “What are you doing out of bed!  The way you’ve been feeling the last few days, you know you should be resting!  I just came over to fix you a bit of something before going out to work myself.”


“Now, lad, I felt fine, but I didn’t know who this lady was, or why I was standing in someplace other than where I had expected to wake up, which was Camelot in the Middle Ages!  Perhaps my own frustration got the better of me, but, in a rather surly way, I blurted out, “Madam, who are you?”


“Instead of getting angry, she rushed over to me and put her hand against my forehead, as if checking for a fever.  Apparently not finding one, she took my hand and led me over to a soft chair; when I hesitated to sit, she pushed me down into it.


“”The doctor said you might still be disoriented, and that’s why you shouldn’t be moving about.  So you just sit there and I’ll fix you a nice breakfast, and if you feel like you need to, ask me any questions you want.”


“Very well, answer my first question.  Who are you?”


She walked back into the kitchen, apparently to begin fixing something for me to eat.  She talked loudly enough to be heard as she looked through various cabinets for something to fix.  “I am your next door neighbor, Sally Cross, and we have lived next to each other for four years now, ever since we both left Australia just before the desert overran the last livable city.”


“Well, lad, I had to admit I was rather stunned!  My father had mentioned Sally Cross several times to me as I got older, and with good reason!  The good Miss Cross was the first of many to die from the first “plague” at the Antarctic colony, a pulmonary Hantavirus.  With no effective antibiotic treatment, the only thing the colony could do was isolate those that had acquired the virus and hope for the best.  In this case, the best was a mass burial, as the virus proved to be 95% fatal.  I believe Dad said that the colony lost 50% of its numbers from that first massive wave of illness, and Sally Cross was the first to be diagnosed, the first to be placed in isolation…and the first to die.


“And here she was standing in my kitchen!


“As I sat pondering the unlikeliness of such a thing, Sally came out from the kitchen with a tray, which she settled in my lap.  “I’m afraid its soy coffee, toast, and imitation fruit spread, but it will due for now.”  She looked me with concern.  “I do hope you snap out of whatever this is that is ailing you, Jacob.   Each day that goes by, you seem a little fuzzier, a little less sure of who you are and what you’re supposed to be doing.”  She smiled slightly.  “If it gets any worse, you’re not going to even know what day it is, or which way is up.”


“I tell you, lad, she was a lot closer to being right on both of those counts than she ever knew!


“At any rate, she left shortly afterward, and I was alone again.  For most of the day I simply looked through the apartment, trying to find some clues about who I was supposed to be, what I was supposed to be doing.  Sally appeared again, later in the day, and fixed me a nice salad with fresh vegetables she’d harvested from the fields just that day.  As we sat together in my living room, I couldn’t help but sense she’d spent time with me here before, talking at great length about things both great and small.  She stayed with me until darkness fell, and then excused herself to go back to her home to prepare for bed.


“I decided that wouldn’t be a bad idea myself, so I did my toilette, and found a nice pair of pajamas in a drawer in the bedroom.  Before I turned out the light, I took my new backward-running journal and wrote under the day’s date, “What the hell am I doing here?”


“When I woke up the next morning, what I had wrote the night before was gone from the pages, as was the entry for August 22.  But now, there was something written on the page for August 21.


“The calendar on my watch said the day was August 22, 2631.


“I had just awakened one day further into the past.”


I wanted Steven to enter the converted garage first, so that I those inside would not think anything was wrong.  I could hang back, just out of sight, and take control of those inside once I was sure of how many there were and where they were in the room.  The little scene I had played out with Matilda and the guys had convinced me that I could control multiple people at once, but it would be easier to just turn them off, like I had Steven, until I was sure what I was going to do with them.


However, my worries about multiple people inside the room were misplaced.  When the human puppet that was Steven opened the door and walked inside, it was apparent that the only other people inside were Ramon and Sara…and Sara was not going to notice much of anything with a blindfold over her eyes.  I doubt I could have broken Ramon’s concentration on Sara with less than the air horn from a Mack truck…but, just to be safe, I made myself invisible to them, entering the room and letting the door shut behind me.  I had Steven walk into the room and sit on a folding chair facing the other two, then locked his muscles in a sitting position, so that I could take my mind of controlling his every movement and concentrate on the last two people I had need of confronting tonight.


Sara had her wrists tied together, and these ropes had been hung on a hook that was connected to the ceiling.  It was apparent from the sweat on both of them that Ramon had been working on Sara for quite a while.  As she stood naked in the middle of the room, I drank in the sight of her.  The body she worked so hard to maintain was still in impeccable shape, soft yet firm in all the right places.  Her lips, parted in anticipation of the next blow from Ramon, were still so desirable, so kissable, that I wanted nothing more than to close the distance between us and press my own lips against them.  Her fiery red hair was stringy from the exertions of the evening, but I still wanted to run my fingers through it and stroke it as I had so many times before.  In every aspect she remained as fully beautiful as I remembered, and I ached to touch her, to wrap my arms around her again.


But her body also showed the evidence of a woman well used by the man she called “Lord.”  Already, bruises were forming in several places on her breasts, a sign he had used something hard to strike her there repeatedly…perhaps a crop, I thought, seeing one nearby on the floor, as if it had been thrown aside in a tantrum.  I couldn’t see her back or buttocks, but I knew they were likely red, inflamed, dotted here and there with the welts and imprints of the flogger and the cane.  But Ramon had not finished for the evening, and was rapidly reaching the climax of his sadistic exertions.


He had arranged a circle of clothespins on each of Sara’s breasts, until they both looked like that onion appetizer from the Outback Steakhouse.  He had placed even more clothespins on her stomach and the insides of her thighs.  And now, using a single tail whip, he stood six feet away from Sara and began to flick clothespins from her body with aim and manner of a master whipwielder.  Some pins came off so gently that Sara barely moved and uttered no sound.  However, when caught one just right, the clothespin was ripped from Sara with the jaws still closed around the skin, and she would convulse as if in epileptic seizure, a deep moan tearing its way from between her lips.  I knew that if I reached between her legs after one of those body-wrenching strikes, I would find her pussy so hot and wet that, if you didn’t know Sara, you would have thought she’d just cum.


Ramon was an artist, and he moved around Sara with the grace of a dancer and the balance of a swordsman.  He seemed to be able to find whatever mark he sought, no matter the angle or distance.  His whip never touched Sara in any spot that was not covered by a pin, and he seemed to have minute control over how the blow would land.  He varied them, so that, after a particularly intense moment, the next few might be feather light, until again the whip struck and the clothespin was torn from Sara’s body, and she again shuddered and moaned, lost in the agony and ecstasy of her divine torture.


At the last, he varied his strikes not at all, but hammered each whip strike home as fast as his wrist could bend, striking each pin from her body with savage force.  Her moans were constant, growing greater in intensity and volume until they were the shrieks of a wild animal, all reason gone, with nothing left to do but howl as the pain and the pleasure built to its wild crescendo.  At last, all that remained was one lone clothespin, clamped upon the nipple of each breast.  He paused for a moment, gathering the whip in his hands, calculating like a marksman with a thousand yard shot.  Then, in the blink of an eye, his hand moved, and the whip cracked twice with a sound as loud as lightning.  Before I could really register what had happened, both the clothespins went flying through the air.


It seemed like it took Sara’s body a moment to react as well, as she stood uncertainly, as if knowing something had happened, but unsure how to react.  But then, like a volcano erupting after long lying dormant, her body twitched, and then began shaking with such force that her feet left the ground.  At the same time, the wild animal shrieks that had built with such force before reached their ultimate peak, a lung-rattling “AHHHHHHHHH!” that only died when Sara collapsed, her bound wrists the only thing keeping her from falling bonelessly to the ground.  Even as she hung there, her body was overcome by small aftershocks from overloaded nerve endings; it was apparent that she had been pushed over the edge of consciousness into that nebulous world called subspace, and I had no doubts that, with a double stroke of his whip, Ramon had given her the rarest of gifts…an orgasm.


Ramon watched Sara hang in her bonds, a satisfied smile touching his lips.  At that moment, I dropped my shield of invisibility, and stepped away from the wall where I had been leaning.  Ramon was startled by my sudden appearance, but even more startled when he realized who I was.  I began clapping my hands together, an ovation for my better and successor.


“Well done, Ramon!” I shouted, as I walked toward him.  “Bravo!  You make me envious with your skill!”


Ramon seemed uncertain as to what to say or do, so he simply stood where he was in silence.


“I have to admit, I had half a mind to charge in here and make some sort of mad charge at you, in hopes of getting Sara back for myself.  But you two are getting along so famously, perhaps that’s not the best thing for me to do at all.  Besides, you and I should have a friendly talk, man to…whatever you are.”


His nostrils flared just a bit at that, but he still said nothing.


“It took me a while to figure it out.  Ramon.  There was something there, something I couldn’t put my finger on, but it tickled the edges of my brain until it all came together.  Sara leaving me.  The occult store in the mall.  A demonic symbol in Sara’s journal.  Destiny and fate, mythology and religion.  And then it all just came to me at once.


“Ramon could be an anagram.  Rearrange the letters, and you get Roman.  As in Romans.  You know, the chapter in the Bible?  Romans 13, Verse 4 comes to mind.  “For he is the minister of God to thee for good. But if thou do that which is evil, be afraid; for he beareth not the sword in vain: for he is the minister of God, a revenger to execute wrath upon him that doeth evil.”  I like that verse.  I really like it a lot.


“What do you think about it…Ornias?”  Before he could react, I threw the ring of Solomon as hard as I could directly at Ramon.


He tried, I’ll give him that.  He flicked his whip toward me out of desperation, trying to deflect the path of the ring…but missed, as neither the ring nor I was as steady a target as clothespins on naked flesh.  His biggest mistake was standing still, and he was still standing there when the ring struck him right between the eyes.


The flash of light was tremendous, and Ramon’s body collapsed to the floor when it was done.


It didn’t matter, really.  The force that had animated it stared out from its conical prison of light, hissing in hatred and embarrassment.


“Welcome back, Orny old boy.  You’ve got a lot of explaining to do.”


“Ah, my boy, would we the time, I could tell you so much about my unique traverse from the future to the past.  As it is, you will have to settle for this.


“Each day I wake is one day further from my own time.  As my doppelganger in the past so eloquently put it, my future now runs backward rather than forward.  Each day still runs its normal course, but when I put head to pillow, or when the dark and the dawn meet at the sunrise, my time in one day comes to an end, and in a blink I find myself in the day before.


“No matter where I go, the journals follow me, each one accounting for a year in my travels backward, but each revealing to me only the writing of the day before.  This, I have learned, is so that I can prevent myself from making mistakes that could lead to injury to myself or others…as well as to keep me from saying things that might unknowingly lead to my incarceration as a mental defective.


“And, as each year expires in my backward progression, the corresponding volume in my journals disappears!  I can only speculate as to why the journals work so strangely, but my best guess is that, if I could read every day in my own history before I had chanced to live that day, I would grow bored with living altogether, and would likely seek some way to extract myself from my agreement to wear the ring.


“Thus, the journal entries are rather vague in some respects.  Only if something absolutely must happen is the journal ever specific as to what I must do.  Or, if I wake up in a strange place with a new identity, the entry will give me as much detail as possible to help me fit into my new life…though I may have been carrying on as that person for many, many years.  It can be confusing sometimes to live a life where my beginning would be someone else’s ending.


“So I get a chance to live through interesting times in history, seeing for myself things that I had only read about in books.  And, though I know I have a destiny waiting for me even farther back in the past, perhaps it is necessary for me to see something of these times, to live in them myself, in order to impart the wisdom and knowledge that Arthur will need to build Camelot.


“I have aged very little in the time I have worn this ring…perhaps just a few years in the 700 I’ve seen.  And, every once in a while, I disappear.”  He saw my questioning look and smiled.  “I know it sounds strange, lad, but its true!  I believe that, when a ringwielder is chosen by Olympias, the forces of natural law make it impossible for them both to exist in the same plane.  Thus, I disappear, and reappear in the time before the most current ringwielder was chosen.  It is confusing and disorienting, but it is the only answer that fits the circumstances.”


I had to interrupt him at that point.  “You need to explain something to me.  You say you don’t have knowledge of the past of more than the day before…yet, you told me I was the 12th ringwielder when I woke up here.  How did you know that?”


He laughed out loud.  “Still trying to find holes in my story, lad?  Very well.  This is the simplest thing to explain.  Olympias told me I would be both the last, and the first, to wear the ring.  But she also told me I would be the 15th and final ringwielder.  And I have met and counseled 2 others so far.  By simple deduction, that would make you number 12.”


I may have reddened a bit at the simplicity of his explanation, and he hastened to pat my hand again to reassure me.  “There is no shame in the asking of a question, especially in as strange a situation as this.  Remember, I meet you here having come from decades in your own past.  That is again part of the design of the ring, as it cannot allow me to come from your future, or, obviously enough, from your present.  As far as you are concerned, I cannot exist except in your past.  So here we sit, in my kitchen, which is not my kitchen, just a convenient energy construct to contain our spirits for a while, while we talk.”


“Energy construct?  You make it sound like science!”


“Any sufficiently advanced science can appear like magic to another culture.  Before I wore this ring, I would have scoffed at any suggestion or hint of the supernatural in anything.  Now, I feel that they co-exist, and this ring is a tool that can be used in the pursuit of science, or magic, or both.


“It all depends on what you wish to do with it.”


We both sat in silence for a moment, and then another question came shooting forward in my head.  “What happened to Olympias?  Do you know?”


Merlin nodded his head, his expression grave.  “I was holding her hand as I fell into unconsciousness after awakening the power, lad.  She is…here.  But she is not, as well.”  He reached under his shirt and pulled a silver charm on a leather cord out into view.  I had never seen it before, but I thought I knew what it must be.


“Olympias’ rune?  The one you gave her…or will give her?”


He nodded.  “Yes, lad, the same.  I can feel her presence, her spirit, if you will, locked inside it.  Her body did not make the transition, however.  Perhaps the journey back through time is something only I can accomplish, courtesy of the ring.  But, it is my hope that, when my last day as ringwielder has come, and time begins to run forward for me again, that she will again be restored to her body, and that I will have given her the destiny she hoped for…the death of one purpose, and the birth of another.”


I could think of nothing else to ask.  If he was right, the journals that traveled with him no matter where he went were like sands in an hourglass, ticking backward through time…until, inevitably, he would reach the final page in the final book, marking the end of his march through time.  And, at that point, all certainty in his life would stop, and perhaps only God could or would know what would happen to him then.


Merlin cleared his throat, bringing me back from my melancholy reverie.  “My lad, it has been wonderful talking to you about all this, but I fear that soon, this quaint kitchen of mine will dissolve, and along with it my chance to teach you what you need to know.


“In the main, know that the ring can and will translate your very thoughts into action.  It is not quite the wish-to-make-it-so powers of witchcraft as shown on television, but it is not far from it.  You will have to picture what you want, and then feed that image to the ring, and let it accomplish what you wish.


“You may effect anything with this power:  human, inhuman, living, non-living, it doesn’t matter, as long as you have a clear picture in your mind of what you want to happen.  However, the ring has limits, and you will be wise to abide them.  It can aid you to learn, but it cannot make you smarter.  It can aid you to conquer, but it cannot change the will of those you have not met or cannot see.  It cannot create things that have never existed, or invent such things based on your whim.  You cannot change what has happened in the past, nor can you see what will happen in the future.


“And, most important, the more you use the power, the less you will have, for the power is not infinite.  As Alexander found, the ring’s power will go so far and no farther, and, once it has extended itself to its maximum, it will not be moved another inch, even if you are in deadly peril.


“So you must use the power wisely, if at all, remembering that the more things you alter, the more energy you use to make things remain as you wish, the less you will have in the future.


“It is my hope that you will move quietly through the pages of history and use only the power that you need, and no more.  In that way, you may accomplish more than all the conquerors that have ever roamed the Earth.


He stood from his seat and walked around the table to my side, fingering the little silver rune with one finger.  Quietly, he added, “And remember one last thing, lad.  No matter how much it hurts, a love that runs one way is not a true love.  Remember that sometimes, you must let go…for your own sake, as well as theirs.”


I tried to move then, to reach forward to offer my hand to him, but found I could not move it from where it sat on the table.


Merlin smiled down at me from where he stood.  “And so, it begins!  Back to your own body, to your own time, to your own destiny!  It would be my hope, Daniel, that one day, when you have learned the extent of your powers, that you should look for me again on this plane.  I would have another cup of tea with you, for you have a ready ear and a good heart.”  He placed his hand over his heart, as if offering me a blessing.  But both his body and his voice were quickly fading, receding from me as if down a long tunnel.


“Godspeed, Daniel.  Choose your destiny well!”


And then everything was black again…until the moment I opened my eyes inside my apartment, lying on my back on the floor.  I didn’t feel any different, really…no better or worse for wear.  Then again, I felt as if a dark cloud that I had been carrying on my shoulders had been lifted, as if I could focus again on something other than Sara and how much I missed her.  As I got to my feet, I couldn’t help looking at the back of my left leg, just to confirm what I already knew.


The red tattoo was there on my calf, the same as it had been on Merlin.


I was the ringwielder.  Its power was mine to use as I saw fit.


The next monthly meeting was 10 days away.


The only sounds in the dungeon were the hissing curses issuing from Ornias’ ghostly form imprisoned by the ring.  I paid no attention to it, knowing it would not answer any questions from me until it had run out of outrageous insults to hurl at me.


Instead of waiting, I walked over to where Ramon – if that really was his name – was lying like a load of discarded laundry.  The mind that remind inside Ramon’s body without the demon controlling it had been submerged and brutalized for so long, it might take days to reassert itself.  What mainly remained was an empty, quivering mass of disconnected memories and disjointed impressions, with no will or personality to give them meaning or focus.  I left him lying there, knowing that Ornias had made himself a home and would likely return once I set him free again.


Then I turned to Sara.


She was still hanging by her wrists from the ceiling, still floating in her subspace haze.  She didn’t react when I wrapped my arms around her waist, lifted her from ceiling hook, and gently laid her upon the ground.  I let her head rest in my lap, removing her blindfold as I did so.  Her eyes were closed, fluttering, as she rode the waves of her overloaded nervous system; occasionally she would tremble briefly, then be still, as if she was trying to surface from her deep immersion but could not yet break the surface.  I simply let her stay down, content to be close enough again to run my fingers through her hair and remember all the times she had enjoyed that loving, tender stroking.  Even now, she seemed to push her head up under my hand, trying to keep my fingers in contact with her hair.  A soft sigh escaped her lips each time my fingertips brushed over her scalp or gently grazed the top of her earlobe.


As I stroked her head, I let my gaze travel down her face, down to her upper chest, where the only piece of jewelry she wore lay face down against her skin.  I had seen it dangling between her breasts as Ramon struck her with the single tail, and it had been the last confirmation I needed that I had indeed put the pieces of my mental jigsaw puzzle together correctly.  I reached out with my left hand and turned it over.


It was the “Poerdh”, the Celtic rune that had been given by Merlin to Olympias, that Merlin had showed me during our brief meeting in non-linear space/time.  The moment I had seen it, I knew.  She had said it to Merlin on that day at the end of the Earth:


…whenever I gave up the ring, that gave Ornias power over me.  Once it rested securely on the finger of another, my body would fade, and I would find myself in someone else’s body, at the cruel command of some man who Ornias had taken possession of.  And he would use me again and again, day and night, until the destiny of the ring wielder had been fulfilled, and the ring came back to me again…


She was in Sara’s body, riding along at the whim of Ornias, who still cursed me from its perch above the ring, which had landed about five feet from where I held Sara.  I held the rune between my fingers, feeling the traces of Merlin’s power, and the echoes of Olympias’ presence.  

I needed to talk to her…to Olympias.  I needed to know why she had picked me, what was happening to Sara, what I could do to break her free of the hold of the demon.  But I could only think of one way I could do it…and I didn’t know how!


Still, I remembered what Merlin had told me.  I had to picture what I wanted I my mind, and let the ring do the rest.  Concentrate on a room…my living room, maybe.  Yes, a familiar place.  Sitting in my chair, next to the fireplace.  Across from me is a woman.  Not just any woman, a regal woman of stature, not overly beautiful, but in every way the essence of a queen.  Wearing a simple cord with a silver charm around her neck.  Concentrate.  Think myself to that place.


As what I thought of as real faded from my senses, I could hear one thing clearly for just a moment before it drifted away.


The sound of Ornias hissing “NOOOOOOO!” at the top of its voice.


When I opened my eyes, I was exactly where I had pictured myself…in the living room of my apartment, in my chair by the fireplace.  Flames crackled on burning logs, though I doubt I would have lit a fire in the middle of August.  Still, it added another point of reference that seemed to solidify the illusion surrounding me.


She was sitting across from me, smiling.


“Olympias?”  She nodded, confirming my question.


She looked exactly like Sara, right down to the tattoos and the barbells in her nipples.  I couldn’t figure out why, exactly, but Olympias must have seen something in my expression, and she laughed out loud.


“Well, Daniel, you don’t really know what I look like, but you know Sara’s so well that it was very simple for you place her skin on my spirit.  And, of all the bodies that I’ve been forced to wear in Ornias’ power, I must say this is one of the better choices.”


As she looked back at me from the sofa, I thought I saw something akin to admiration in her eyes.  “You amaze me, Daniel.  When I gave you the ring, I never expected you would take to using it so quickly.  And, to be able to conjure a space out-of-time and pull me here to talk to you…I have never heard of anything like it!  It bodes well for you as a ringwielder!”


“That’s part of why I brought you here, Olympias.  I need some answers, and I think you will be more likely to give them to me than Ornias.”


“Yes, you’ve definitely spoiled his fun, and I doubt he’ll be likely to forgive and forget.  So, if I can be of any help…”


I leaned forward in my chair.  “Tell me why…why did you pick me to hold the ring?”


She said nothing for a moment, and then sighed.  “I could tell you many things, Daniel.  That I thought you were the perfect combination of self-control and empathy.  That I thought you would acquit yourself well, since you had no thirst for power or conquest.  Even that I thought you might be the greatest of the ringwielders, even greater than my own son.


“But truth needs be told, and I shall tell you the truth.  I let you have the ring because I thought you would never wear it.  In truth, I thought that, in your loathing and self-pity over the loss of your woman, you would give the ring away or toss it in the trash, and that perhaps it might be lost for a time, keeping Ornias at bay and away from me.


“I gave it to you knowing that your heart would be broken, Daniel…because I was the reason that your woman decided to leave you.”


I stared at her, my mouth open.  “You…you what?”


She nodded sadly.  “Yes, Daniel.  I caused your lover to leave you by giving her something she wanted, not days after you left my store with the ring you intended to give her as a present.  She came into the store without you, searching through the books on the shelves until, not finding what she wanted, she came up to me at the counter.  She wanted a specific kind of book, not something that would be lying out where any fool could buy it.


“She wanted a book from which she could summon a demon to her, and bind it to a contract of blood, to the peril of her immortal soul.


“And I gave it to her, and even pointed out which ritual I thought would work particularly well…the one which would summon the demon Ornias.


“You would have to ask her yourself, Daniel, but I think the fact that he and she and you and I are all together in that room shows that she was successful in her summoning…though now, she is at the demon’s mercy.


“As am I.”


We both sat in silence for a moment; mine sprang from being figuratively hit between the eyes with brick at Olympias’ admission.  She had deliberately given Sara a book on summoning, told her which spell to use, put her at the mercy of a demon…all because she wanted to be free of the burden of ring without being at the mercy of Ornias herself!  She had put Sara in the path of Ornias, to have her break up with me, so that I, wallowing in self-pity, would forget about or trash the ring, freeing her of it for however long!


She broke the silence first.  “It was not my intention to have her enslave herself to Ornias, just as it was not my intention for you to put on the ring and become master of its power.  But now both have happened, and I have trapped myself as surely as the fly in the spider’s web.  For, if I had not given her the book, she would not have come into Ornias’ grasp.  And, if I had not given you the ring, I would not now be locked in her body, again at the mercy of the demon.  So, in my plotting, I have failed to help myself.


“You, on the other hand, have emerged with power, and have shown you have the imagination and control to use it wisely.  Perhaps…perhaps I made the right choice after all.”


She was silent then, her head bowed so her eyes would not meet mine.  At that moment, I didn’t want to look at her anyway.


I was angry, knowing how she had used Sara and myself to try to escape her own demon deal, pulling us both into its grip.  I stood up and crossed to the fireplace, which roared upward as if it could feel and feed on my anger.  But it cooled, as I did, because I needed more answers, more clues on how to beat the demon and reclaim what was mine.


I turned back to Olympias then, and she looked up in alarm as I closed the distance between us.  “Can I break the demon’s hold on Sara in some way?  Free her from his power, and perhaps you as well?”


“I…don’t know.  We need to know what she did, the contract she agreed to.  Even if you do free her, it won’t free me…I will not have my own body back until you die and surrender the ring, and Ornias will simply find another body in which to place me so that he can work his will upon me.  My fate is sealed.”


An odd thought struck me.  “While your spirit is here, talking to me, is she in control of her own body again?  Could I talk to her and find out what happened?”


She considered the possibility.  “With Ornias trapped within the ring, its possible he can’t do anything to keep control of her, depending on what her contract said.  So, it might be possible she could regain conscious control.  But, if you leave here, I’ll simply return to my place inside her psyche, at the mercy of Ornias.  There is nothing I can do while inside her body, except obey his commands, even if he is caught by the ring.  He would still control her through me.”  She raised her hand to touch my arm.  “Daniel…I think you should know this.  While what Ornias does to Sara’s body is odious to me and humiliates me…her physical body revels in it!  Even though she’s not in control, each time he works his warped will on her, she feels it and loves it!  I think that Ornias is a bit awed that he can take pleasure in my hatred and embarrassment…and also be the source of someone else’s overwhelming physical pleasure.  For him it is like being a chess master and winning two games at once…a two-fold boost of ego!  And she always craves more!


“What I am saying is this…do not assume that everything that has happened up to now is totally at the will of Ornias.  Sara may have wanted exactly this type of relationship, without knowing that it would mean being possessed in the bargain.”


“No!  I will not believe that, ever!  Sara and I were in love, before this whole demon business got started, and I will find out the truth from her once and for all!”


I closed my eyes then, concentrating on what I wanted to do.  I thought of the man I had met in another room out-of-time, picturing his unruly hair and beard, and his reading glasses perched on his nose.  Pictured him standing beside the sofa, next to Olympias.  Pictured him solidifying, then solid…


“Ahem!” a male voice interrupted my thoughts by clearing his throat.


When I opened my eyes, Merlin was standing there, looking startled.  “Daniel…?” he began to ask.


“I’ve no time to explain fully, my friend, but I need your help trying to resolve a bit of mischief she,” I nodded my head toward Olympias, “has dragged me into the middle of.”  I briefly outlined why I had pulled him into my mentally constructed living room.  “Can you do that?” I finished.


He looked at me for a moment, and then nodded slowly.  “Yes, I can maintain this illusion while you return to outside world, and keep Olympias’ spirit while you’re gone.  But Daniel…” Merlin paused for a long moment.  “What do you hope to accomplish?”


I chewed a bit on the inside of my bottom lip, trying to phrase what I was going to say.  “I’m reminded of what Churchill said during World War II. ‘This is not the beginning of the end…this is the end of the beginning.’


“I’m going to resolve this…this thing that’s been hanging over me like a cloud once and for all…and then I’m going to get on with whatever life holds in store for me.”


Merlin nodded thoughtfully, then said, “And, to that end, I will be happy to help you.”


After a moment’s consultation with my fellow ringwielder, I began letting slip whatever power was holding the living room together in my mind, bringing my consciousness from the netherworld to the here-and-now.  As my own hold on the simulacrum lessened, Merlin’s hold on it grew, until he maintained it fully, allowing me to disengage from the illusion totally.  The transition was brief and disorienting, but when I opened my eyes again, I was sitting on the floor of the dungeon, Sara’s head in my lap, Ornias’ scream of “NOOOOO!” still resounding in my ears.  In my left hand I still held the rune, which I imagined as my gateway back…if and when I was ready to fetch Olympias back.


Now, I could find out exactly what had happened…and why!

Sara moaned slightly as I continued stroking her hair with my free hand.  I had been sitting quietly for about 10 minutes, ignoring Ornias’ continuing string of verbal abuse.  Finally realizing that I would not be goaded, he cut off his litany of invective and turned his back to me, apparently thinking that ignoring me would pay more dividends.

I knew she had returned to consciousness when she took a deep, shuddering breath and attempted to raise her hands, still bound at the wrists, to touch her face.  Still blindfolded, she couldn’t orient herself or see how she was lying or who was holding her.

“Master?” she asked softly, still coming back from her happy delirium.  “Master, is that you?”

“No, Sara.  It’s me…Daniel.”

She said nothing for a moment, lying still with her head in my lap.  Then, she laughed softly.  “I suppose I should have known it was you, Daniel.  Ramon would never be content to simply let me lie and just stroke his hands through my hair…which always has been your problem.  You’ve always just been a little too nice to me.”

I was glad her blindfold was still on, so she couldn’t see my face.  I suppose I couldn’t have looked more shocked if she’d simply knocked me on my ass and walked away from me.  I took a moment to compose myself, then reached down behind her head and untied the cords holding the blindfold on, pulling it from her face.

She closed her eyes when I took the blindfold away, letting her eyes adjust to the dim light of the room.  When she opened them, I was again reminded of why I had cherished the moments when we lay side-by-side, simply holding each other and looking at each other.  Her eyes pulled me in, promising laughter and joy and answers to myriad questions, if only I would fall into their depths.  I tottered for a moment on the edge my desire to do just that…but wound up saying “I always thought you looked better when you wore your glasses.”

She broke into riotous laughter.  “You always had a knack for killing a moment with a well-timed smart-ass remark.”

She sobered quickly, though, as she realized that several things were not quite right.  “Daniel…where’s Ramon?  And how is it that I’m talking to you?  For the longest time its been like I’ve been a passenger in my own body, with no control over it, just kind of observing things as they happened to me and around me.  Just kind of…detached from it all.  And there’s been this other voice, this woman…its like everything that’s been happening to me has been aimed at her, in some way.”  She thought for a moment.  “I can remember everything that happened since…since the night I first saw Ramon here, that night he played with me for the first time…but its like the memories are insulated somehow…shielded.  But now…I feel like I’m right back in the center of myself, in control again.”  Her eyes, locked with mine, conveyed just a bit of fear.  “Did you…” her voice dropped to a whisper, “did you do something to Ramon?”

I shook my head in a silent “no,” then reconsidered.  “Sara, I have some things I need to tell you, but I have very little time with you before everything will return to the way it was, so I’ll have to keep it brief.”  I told her about receiving the ring, unlocking its powers, how I’d used those powers in various rooms tonight, how I’d come into the dungeon and confronted Ornias, then pulled Olympias from her body so I could talk Sara alone.  As I did all this, I untied the ropes from her wrists and helped her sit up, so I could point out Ramon’s still unconscious body, and the ring, from which Ornias’ prison still emanated brightly.

She had looked at me disbelief through most of the telling, obviously fearful that I had lost my mind.  That look faded when she saw Steven slumped in his chair, Ramon lying on the ground, and the apparition that glowed above ring.  It disappeared completely when I stretched out my hand, and the ring flew from the floor to land in my palm.

“That’s everything in a nutshell, Sara.  Olympias said that she put the book in your hands, even showed you which spell to use to summon Ornias, but…that still leaves one question unresolved.

“Why did you want to summon a demon in the first place?”

She looked at me a moment, shaking her head.  And then, to my amazement, she began to laugh.  Harsh, bitter laughter that juxtaposed oddly with the tears that began to leak from her eyes.  But, to her credit, she managed to look straight into my eyes as she delivered her knockout punch of an explanation.

“Because, no matter how many times you said you loved me, it wasn’t enough.  No matter how much you used me, spanked me, beat me…it wasn’t enough.  Because no matter how well suited we were for each other, no matter how much we enjoyed being around each other…it wasn’t enough.

“When I looked at you, I saw someone I liked and cared for and needed…but it wasn’t enough.  If I cried out, you would hasten to comfort me, instead of pushing me further.  As much as you gave me as a friend, you never gave me enough as a dominant.  In too many ways, you cared too much about me to hurt me and use me the way I wanted, the way I needed to be used.”  She raised her hand to touch my face.

“You were just too nice to be the man I wanted to spend my life with.  I think I really believed that there was no man out there who could be everything I wanted, but I wouldn’t accept not having the one thing I did want – someone who would use me the way I needed to be used.

“So I went to the occult shop, and I got the book, and I came home that very night and began preparing for the ritual.  I drew the pentagram in blood, chanted the words of the ritual, and then the demon came to me.  And even with its back turned, I can still recognize it from here.”  She looked at the light coming from my ring.  “Isn’t that right, Ornias?”

The demon never moved, but its hissing voice was very clear.  “Go fuck yourself, bitch!”

She smiled at his words, and then continued.  “I told the demon what I wanted.  A powerful man, dark and handsome, but with the presence of a feudal lord…indulgent to those in his power, but menacing and vengeful to those who threatened either him or those he protected.  A dominant man, a sadist, one who knew when a cry meant “Enough!” or when it actually meant, “Give me more!”  And Ornias promised to do just what I asked, saying that if I placed a drop of blood on a piece of paper and slid it into the pentagram, he would make his mark, and our deal would be complete.”

I looked at her in horror.  “Sara, you didn’t!!  You let the demon make his mark in your blood, on a blank sheet of paper?”

“Yes, just as the book from the occult shop said to do.”

I let out a sharp cry of dismay as I realized what she had done.  No matter what the situation, a contract is intended to spell out both the responsibilities of the two parties involved…and the limitations of those responsibilities.  Giving a demon a blank contract was like giving a Beverly Hill’s girl a platinum credit card with a $25 thousand dollar limit and then turning her loose in an upscale mall…you can’t expect her not to shop!  And you can’t expect a demon with a blank but signed contract not to anything he damn well pleased with the fool who would enter into such an agreement.

And Olympias, in her manipulative scheming, had put into Sara’s hands the book that had prompted that horrible outcome.

“So you gave Ornias this blank contract…”

“Oh, no.  I told him before I gave him the blank paper that I wanted the contract back, so that if I didn’t like what was happening, I could tear it up.”

I looked at her, incredulous.  Once a demon has signed a piece of paper like that, he wouldn’t give it back…unless he thought it wouldn’t make any difference?  “And did he give it back?”

“Yes, he did…along with the rest of my journal.”

I couldn’t help it.  I really didn’t want my face to break into a grin like a barracuda smelling blood.  But I felt it settle there anyway.  I looked down at Ornias, who had turned to face me.  And my grin got wider.

“And did you ever try to find your journal, so you could tear up that page?”

“Well, no, I didn’t.  I mean, why should I?  Ornias did everything he promised to do, except for putting that other woman in my body.  I haven’t really liked riding along and experiencing everything second-hand.

“But, other than that…I wouldn’t want anything to change.”

I was still looking at Ornias when she said that, and suddenly I saw him grinning at me around his mouthful of fangs.  The expression on my own face was more like open-mouthed astonishment.  I quickly looked up at her.  “But, Sara…?”

“No, Daniel.  You’ve made it quite clear that you came here out of some misplaced desire to ‘save’ me, as if I had been kidnapped and forced to love somebody else.  But you’re wrong.  I made my choice, and I’ve lived with the consequences, and, truth be told, I’ve been damn happy with them!  I’ve been used and used well, at the whim of a man – or demon – that pushes me over the edge every single time we play.  And, even if I’m getting the pain and pleasure of those experiences from a distance, because of the way the demon inside him is punishing someone else…I’ve never felt anything like it.

“And I don’t want it to stop.”

She looked at me defiantly, confidently…every inch the woman I had fallen for so quickly and completely.  A mass of contradictions, she was, but also someone who wouldn’t settle for anything less than living her vision, no matter what the consequence.

In that moment, I loved her more than ever…even as I realized that she could never feel the same for me.

It was time to let her go.

With a slight exertion of my mind, I reached out to her with my power, and, as I had with Steven, simply stopped her mind, freezing her firmly in place.  Then I looked down at my ring, and at the demon looking back at me.

“Orny, we need to talk.”

“There is nothing we need to talk about, whelp.  You heard the cunt; she likes it and wants it, and wants to continue getting it, and as long as there’s a signed contract, that’s what’s going to happen.”

“Perhaps,” I said easily, pulling something from my pocket to show to it.  “Perhaps not.” 

I showed the demon the piece of paper with his symbol on it, the one that it had made in Sara’s blood on the blank page in her journal.  As it watched, I concentrated on the paper, regenerating it, until a whole unbroken sheet had reformed around its mark.

Ornias eyed me warily from inside its cage.

“You know, Orny, I read a lot.  Different types of things, a mixed bag really.  And I’ve read my share of “deal with the devil” stories.  You know what interests me?  Its how, when the demon and its victim agree on the terms of the contract, its signed by them both, and, if the unfortunate victim hasn’t nailed down all the stipulations and limitations, then said person might find themselves richer than any other person alive, but buried in some unknown tomb and unable to spend any of it.  So the victim gets his wish, but also gets the short end of the stick while he’s alive, and soon his soul is claimed too.  Nasty stuff, that.

“But I also find it interesting that, because you and Sara left this little contract so open-ended, I was able to take this little symbol right here and use it to bend you to my will by, in a sense, sticking you in a freezer until you cried “uncle.”  So I just wonder what might happen if I were to take this,” a Sharpie marker with a thin writing head appeared in my hand, “and were to start writing certain things down on this sheet of paper.

“What if we start with “The demon Ornias is banned from the mortal plane of Earth…”  Hmmmm…what do you think, Orny?  Is forever too long?  I like forever, myself, though it seems a little vague.  Let’s try it out for feel.”  I took the Sharpie’s cap off and began to write in my sloppy print, “The demon Ornias is hereby banned from the mortal plane of…”

“STOP!!”  Ornias was literally clawing at the sides of its prison.  “DON’T WRITE ANYTHING ELSE!!”

“Why, Orny?  We don’t have anything to discuss, do we?  I mean, banning you from Earth won’t disrupt your activities, will it?  I mean, other than being unable to keep your bargain with Sara, and being totally unable to wreak any more havoc on Olympias, that is?  I just don’t see why I shouldn’t just write Earth here and get it over with.”  I dipped the Sharpie downward toward the paper…

“DAMNABLE HUMAN!!  WHAT IS IT THAT YOU WANT??”

“Well, first of all, you can stop shouting,” I said, relaxing my reflex cringe at the volume of its last verbal barrage.  “And second…my name is Daniel, not whelp.  Use it.”

I put the cap on the marker, content for the moment that my threat to bar the demon in all ways from the Earth was clear, and that it understood I could carry it out at any time.

“Now, Ornias…let us talk about all the things that have happened and a few of the things that are going to happen, through the good graces of you, I, and the piece of paper I’m holding in my hand.”

END PART SIX

PART SEVEN


In the end, Ornias was forced to accede to everything that I wanted.  However, the little sacrifices the demon made at the point of my Sharpie marker were, in the end, compensated by one request of its own that I did grant.


I finished that first sentence with the words “Joe’s Bar and Grill in Hoboken, New Jersey, weekdays from 9 AM to midnight and weekends from 6 AM to 1 AM.”  Even Ornias laughed slightly at that.


The next sentence on the page was easy for him to digest, as well.  “I, Ornias, vow to fulfill Sara’s wishes, including to be used and taken by a dominant male to the end of her natural life.”  Seeing it written on the sheet, he flapped his hand at me dismissively.  “I had never intended to go back on my word on that, whe…Daniel.  It has been great fun to have Olympias locked in the front of the woman’s mind, hating what was happening, even as the cunt was screaming in pleasure at my efforts.”


“Well, I’m afraid you’re going to like the next part a bit less, Orny.”


On the paper I wrote, “I, Ornias, will let Sara be in control of her own body, and will not permit another presence to take control or inhabit her body for the rest of her natural life.”  Followed quickly by, “I, Ornias, will release the woman Olympias from her amended agreement with me, allowing her spirit to wander free, without restriction, when she is without the power of the ring.”


Ornias, who had seemed to be relaxing, shot to attention as if he’d been goosed.  “NO!  You cannot do this to me!!!”


I shook my head at him.  “Yes, I can do this, Orny.  You have held on to Olympias for 10 cycles of the ring, punishing her in different ways, different bodies, as ringwielders have come and gone.  This time, she ensnared Sara in her attempt to break free of your grip, and who knows what lengths she might go to next time?  No, Ornias…enough is enough.  Release her.  Besides…I think that, if you need a companion once Sara has lived out her natural life as your contracted sub, she might be willing to work out an extension of some sort.  She’s always been the adventurous type.  Besides,” I added with a wink, “there are only going to be three more ringwielders, so it’s not like you haven’t already had most of your fun with Olympias.”


He mulled the idea silently, and then nodded.  “I have grown a bit tired of Olympias these past 400 years or so.  Perhaps I will have to follow your example, and let her go…despite my wishes to the contrary.”  It mulled a moment more…not that such hesitation made any difference, since each line was written in permanent marker on the contract and would not be coming off.  Of course, out of prudence, I didn’t voice that fact.  Finally it said, “Very well.  I agree.”


“Good.  Then we’re nearly done.”  I wrote another quick line, “I, Ornias, agree that, once Olympias reaches the last ringwielder and gives him the ring, she will still be tied to it, in body and in spirit, until the last becomes the first and frees them both.”


When Ornias read what I had written, it looked at me in puzzlement for a moment.  Then, a wolfish grin crossed its face.  “You seek to punish her even more?  By keeping her from being free even at the last?”  It looked at me in admiration.  “Perhaps I underestimated your capacity for revenge after all.  By all means, add that to the contract.  I shall make sure of it!”


I smiled at it, glad the demon could not fathom the real reason behind what I had written.


I added one last line for myself.  “I, Ornias, agree to let Daniel have sole possession of Sara to do with what he will until 6 AM on the morning this is written, in order to finish any business he might have with her.”


Its grin grew even wider.  “Unfinished business, is it?  Yes, I think this will be a truly interesting dawn!  I will enjoy seeing what you do with the cunt!”


‘Or perhaps you won’t,’ I thought to myself, glad to be nearly finished.  “I have nothing else to add, Ornias.”


It cleared its throat.  “I would like to ask you to add something for me.  A small request, and one I think that you will agree is not so much to ask.  Could you…”  His voice got much quieter, adopting a pleading tone.  “Would you write down that I could no longer be summoned by the ring?  Make it so that Olympias shows the ringwielder she picks how to use the ring.  I am tired of being the one always at the disposal of those who should never have power in the first place.”


“Very well, Orny.”  I quickly added, “I, Ornias, can never be summoned by the ring of Solomon ever again, and in return pledge never to plague or harm in any way the ringwielder or any of his family or friends.”  In truth, that last bit was my own insurance that Ornias would never seek to avenge this little contract session by hurting anyone I liked or loved.  “Anything else?”


It shook its head “no,” and so I rolled up our little contract and mentally conjured a ribbon to tie it shut with.  Then, closing my eyes, I imagined the contract fading from my own hand, and reappearing in the demon’s claw inside the ring.  When I opened my eyes, it was clutching the contract to its chest as if afraid it might disappear again.


“Very well, Ornias.  Our business is done.  You can no longer be summoned by the ring, though your power is still bound, as is that of your brethren.  You may reclaim what is yours at 6 AM.  Until then…be gone!”


And with that command, Ornias slowly faded from view.  My last solid picture of the demon was the mixture of relief and happiness on his features, knowing the ring would never summon him again.


Its relief at that state of affairs had to be almost as strong as my own.


However, I had less than two hours before the 6 AM deadline, and there was still one piece of business I had to conduct with Sara, and another I needed to conduct in a place out-of-time.


Closing my eyes, I let my mind call out to all those I had touched tonight, bound in one way or another by the power of the ring.  ‘Come to me,’ I thought.  ‘I summon you to my side.’  As they stirred and began coming toward the dungeon, I found one mind in particular in their midst, and issued special instructions to it, so that when I returned, all would be ready.


Then I again imagined a place – my place – outside of time and space, the place where two spirits awaited me.  I could feel it there in the back of mind, solid and reachable, imbued with the power of Merlin.  Much more quickly this time, the sense of being in the “real world” faded away.


When I opened my eyes, I was again in the living room of my modest apartment, the fire still roaring in the fireplace just as it had been when I left.


However, Merlin and Olympias were nowhere to be seen.


I couldn’t believe it!  I could feel Merlin’s power here, holding the room together, but both he and Olympias were gone!  I felt a bit cheated, as if I had rushed home from school with a great report card, only to find my parents had left town without a forwarding address!  Where could they be?


That’s when I heard a faint noise from the door that lead to the master bedroom.


A squeaking noise.


I followed the sound down the hallway until I stood in front of the closed door. 


“Squeak…squeak…squeak.”


The kind of a sound a mattress spring makes when it’s being used…


Holy Mother of God!!


“SqueaksqueaksqueaksqueaksqueaksqueaksqUEAKSQUEAKSQUEAKSQUEAK…”


One voice from inside the room went “EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!”


The other went “Ah…AHHH…AHHHHHHHHHHH!!!”


And then there was silence.


I went back into the living room and sat on the couch, preoccupied with the thought of having sex without a physical body.


When the door opened, I watched with great interest to see who would emerge first from the bedroom.  The answer was neither, as they walked arm in arm, looking deeply into each other’s eyes, the way lovers do.


Olympias noticed me first, and she literally screamed when she saw me, and then she threw herself at me.  I braced myself for an attack.


Instead, she wrapped her arms around me and began kissing my face!!


Between kisses I could make out words that sounded like “Thankyouthankyouthankyouthankyou….”  You get the idea.


Merlin came over and rescued me from these rather enthusiastic thanks, pulling Olympias back up into his arms and holding her there while I regained my senses.  Still, as he gazed down at me, I could see he was adding his own silent thanks to the much more expressive thanks of…


I think I might have gaped, just then, because Olympias had changed completely in her appearance.  Where the woman I had left here looked just like Sara, the woman who stood before me now was thin, with virtually no breasts to speak of.  She seemed delicate, yet immensely regal, with raven black hair and deep green eyes that reminded me of a Siren.  I looked from Merlin to Olympias then back again, seeking an explanation for all that I saw…and all I had heard.


Merlin obliged me, after sitting on the couch beside me and seating Olympias on his lap.  “Daniel, I don’t know if you knew what you were doing when you wrote what you did on that sheet of demon signed paper, but, even if you didn’t, we are both in your debt until the end of time…and back,” he added with a grin.


My mind was reeling with the implication that my long shot of a wish for Merlin and Olympias may actually have paid off.  “Just tell me in small words what happened, please?”


“Well, my boy, several things happened at once.  When you bound Ornias to release Olympias from her torment, her spirit had to have somewhere to go each time it disappeared from Earth.  Of course, since I disappeared during the same time period, my own spirit had to go somewhere.  Therefore, it was no great surprise that, since we were both incorporeal, and since she was bound to the ring and I was wearing it, that we were drawn to each other in the limbo realm we were forced to inhabit.  So, using my power, I was able to create for both of us a place to go, and thus we were able to forge a unique companionship.  Remember how I told you she looked at me so fondly in our first “real” meeting in Antarctica?  It was not an illusion!  As she progressed closer to the end of the world where she would present me with the ring, we were already cultivating a relationship, and by the time she reached me with the ring, she desperately hoped that there might be a way she would stay with me…which is why she was so upset when I refused the ring the first time.”  He turned to look fondly to Olympias, who stuck her tongue out at him in response.  “Of course, I’ve had to remind her since that she had been warned I would do so…by my doppelganger, the Merlin of Camelot.”


“But...but how?  I mean, what version of Merlin developed a relationship with what version of Olympias?”  My head started to spin trying to grasp the temporal implications of it all.


Merlin smiled in sympathy.  “It is a bit confusing, Daniel, considering that I was moving backward in time, while the Olympias of your time was moving forward.  However, the rules of elsewhen do not follow the same rules as the temporal universe.  In each instance that Olympias disappeared after choosing another ringwielder, I also disappeared.  But, there was no temporal dislocation for either of us; the first time I met Olympias here was the first time she met me, the second was the second, and the third was the third.  Three times we met here, and by the end of that third meeting, we both hoped that something might alter her destiny so that it could be tied to mine.


“And, thanks to you, that did happen!  When you bound her to the ring, and the wielder who would be both the last and the first, you made it possible for her to travel with me backward in time!  She lives the same type of existence I do, waking up to a new day in the past at my side.  And, when I disappear into the limbo realm, she is here as well…except, of course, for those three times when I had to meet her doppelganger, on her way toward meeting me in real life.”  He smiled fondly at Olympias, gripping her hand tight as if to reinforce their bond.  “And we shall likely continue our journey backward through time together, thanks to your quick thinking.”


I still was confused.  “But…which Olympias is this?  The one going forward, or the one going back?”


Olympias laughed at my confusion, but in sympathy, not making sport.  “Dear, dear Daniel.  The moment you declared you were finished with Sara’s contract with Ornias, my spirit was set free.  And, at that moment, the future changed, so that I was able to return to the past with Merlin.  So, the moment Ornias disappeared from your ring is essentially the dividing point between my “forward-future” and my “backward-future.”  And, Merlin has told you that he could not meet you in a point in your own future, but could only come from a moment in your own past, so, at the moment you set me free, Merlin began wooing me in earnest” here she paused for a moment to give Merlin a lascivious grin, “but, in the past, or that is, in your past, once we were beyond the moment I became truly free, I was able to rejoin Merlin as my “backward-future” self.  Until that moment, he had been forced, as he showed you before, to hold on to my spirit in the “Poerdh” rune, even as he spoke gently and began to endear himself to my “forward-future” personality.  So, when you happened to return to this thought-created set of rooms, Merlin and I were happily trying something we had never had the chance to do before in elsewhen.”  She turned her lascivious grin on me.  “You have a very comfortable bed, by the way.”


I turned my attention back to Merlin “And this is what Olympias really looks…err, looked like?  What she looked like at the time of Alexander?”


“Mostly…with a few improvements here and there.”  He smiled, showing all his teeth.  “After all, what good is it being a master magician if you can’t subtract a wrinkle or a gray hair here and there?”


“So everything is alright?  You’re both okay with what I did?”


Olympias leaned forward from Merlin’s lap and gripped my face between both hands.  “Silly boy.  “Okay” does not begin to describe how grateful we are about what you did!


“I did not know it at the time, but I truly did make the right choice in giving you the ring!”


That’s when she kissed me.  On the lips.  For about 2 minutes.  Until I was forced to break free just to gasp for air.

It beat a thank you card any day.


Soon after that, I decided I needed to leave Merlin and Olympias to their revels, as they kept exchanging rather smoldering glances, with the occasional well-placed fondle or pinch.  But something was still nudging me in the back of my mind.


“Merlin?”  He stopped tickling Olympias long enough to turn his head toward me.  “How did you know about the contract with Ornias?  You and Olympias were not there, because you were both here in elsewhen.  So…how did you know?”


Merlin looked at me with a very serious expression for a moment, as if weighing in his mind exactly what information he could trust me with.  Then, as he came to a decision, he nodded once, and smiled slightly at me.


“Daniel, I am far from completing my journey backward with the ring, and I have yet to meet the ringwielders of the past.  Yet, after talking with the “future-forward” Olympias about those she gave the ring to, it became very clear to me that most were self-centered, power-hungry despots, not very much inclined to actions beneficial to anyone other than themselves.  You, I think, are cut from a different cloth.


“Though I’m not supposed to talk about the future, especially not your future, I think I can make this one exception.  Once all the events of tonight are finished, you are going to write them all down in the form of a letter, which you will then attempt to send to me by mental projection.  However, by some luck or accident or unknown aid to fortune, that letter will not wind up in my hands.  Or, that is to say, in my hands at this point in time.


“You see, when you or I create something in this place we call elsewhen, it leaves a particular energy signature.  When you or I decide we want meet each other again in your future, you will home in on this energy signature as a method of finding me, as I will home in on your energy signature to find you.  The first time I was forced into elsewhen, during the time of the 14th ringwielder, I created a place for my spirit to reside comfortably while waiting to return to normal time and space.  It’s my belief that, each time I come back to elsewhen, I return to the exact same place I created that first time…mainly because it is so much easier to home in on that unique energy signature than to create another, entirely different one.


“All that being said, I think that you will focus on the energy signature that you now recognize as “Merlin’s home in elsewhen” while trying to send me your letter.  But it will wind up, not in this particular version of elsewhen, but somewhere far in the future.  Where I, having just disappeared from Earth for the first time, will find it waiting for me.”  He smiled broadly.  “You have no idea how much that letter helped me, Daniel.  It explained some very important details of what had happened to Olympias that she had no way of knowing.  And, though my dear Olympias knew that I had “wooed” her in elsewhen during her “future-forward” life, neither she nor I could know what would happen to her while her doppelganger was here with me.  So, your letter confirmed what would happen, and ensured that we both would be ready for both your coming…and being reunited in spirit, as well as in body.


“So, when you have thought through everything, Daniel, and you are sure of it in your mind, write it down and send it to me.  And, in doing so, you will fulfill another piece of your destiny.


I thought about that for a moment.  “But what is my destiny, Merlin?  This ring always seems to have been wielded by men of conquest, by those who would forge for themselves new worlds in their own image.  I just don’t see myself in that role.”


Merlin frowned a bit at that.  “Lad, there are many ways to forge new worlds without trampling people underfoot.  I once told you that some ringwielders made such a mark on history that their names would always be remembered, while others walked quietly through the corridors of history, making their mark without leaving a trace.  


“But you, Daniel…I remember your letter to me, and the things you told me about what you did on the night you set Olympias free, and something strikes me.  You wanted vengeance for the way you had felt so badly treated by the group, but something happened to you when you met and helped Samantha.  I think that, unconsciously, you remembered something about yourself that you had forgotten in your anger.  You remembered that you had always been more giver than taker.  You remembered that you always preferred helping others to be happy, sometimes at the cost of your own happiness.  You could have simply wreaked havoc and walked away…but instead, you chose to help those you could, give happiness and release to those who deserved it, and, at the very end, not to let any, except the one who had wronged you, be permanently punished.”  He looked at me in admiration.  “I don’t think King Solomon could have done any better, my boy.”


Can disembodied spirits blush?  I think that, if its possible, it happened to me when Merlin said that.


“I know what your future holds, Daniel, and I think it is a fitting and fine future for a man such as yourself.  However, I apparently am required to give you a clue to that future, as your letter said I did such.  And so, these words, Daniel, apparently hold some key to your future, some significance of which I am not aware.  But I will repeat them verbatim, as you wrote them down.


“”The needs of the many outweigh the needs of the few…or the one.””


My eyes widened at that, because I immediately recognized the source of the quote.  Except…I could not really make any sense of it at all!  “What does it mean, Merlin?  How is that supposed to a key to my future?”


“I cannot tell you that, Daniel.  But I know you will make the right connections…in time.  Or,” he smiled as he gestured around my imaginary apartment, ”perhaps even outside of time.  But for now…I think its time for you to return to your present.”


There were still so many questions, so many things I wished to know, but, when I opened my mouth to speak, Merlin shook his head firmly.  “I can give you advice, Daniel, but I can’t tell you any more about the future.  If you remember the things I’ve told you, you will figure it out on your own.  And that is the way it is meant to be.”


I looked at him with a bemused expression, knowing what he said was true, but still wanting to know what the future held for me.  The moment stretched…until I nodded in acceptance and pushed myself up off the sofa, preparing to leave.


Olympias removed herself from Merlin’s lap, and, without warning, jumped into my arms and wrapped her legs around me.  As she hugged me tight, she whispered in my ear, “Come back and visit us anytime, Daniel.  There is nothing I can ever do to repay you for setting me free, but you have but to ask, and I will try.”  Kissing me gently, she disentangled herself from me and walked slowly back to Merlin.  As she turned away from me, I noticed the firelight reflecting the tracks of tears on her face.  When she reached Merlin again, she buried her face in his shoulder, as if unwilling to watch me leave.


I looked at Merlin curiously, not sure what had just happened.  Without moving his lips, I heard his voice in my left ear, as he mentally projected his words to keep Olympias from hearing them.  “As far as she’s concerned, Daniel, you are her hero, the man who rescued her from her own scheming and plotting.  She thinks she owes you, not only for freeing her, but for how she dragged Sara into this, as well.  Olympias would literally do anything for you that she could manage.”  He wrapped his arms around her and held her.  “Thank goodness for both our sakes that you are not the kind of man who would hold her to such a bargain.”  His smile tightened in warning; his tone made it clear that he would not allow such a bargain to be consummated.


Nodding in understand, I raised my hand in a gesture of farewell.  I knew I would visit again, for advice and fellowship…but for now, I had a last piece of business to attend to, something that had to be finished before the clock made its last tick up to 6 AM.


The disorientation I had felt the last time I returned to my own body was less this time, and I was quickly able to open my eyes and assess what had happened in the dungeon while I was visiting Olympias and Merlin.


They had all gathered there, all those I had touched during the long night.  Leslie had found a leash somewhere, and had led her rubber-doll husband into the room, where he stood against a wall while she was off running the errand I had placed her mind before I went to visit Merlin.  Jennifer and Margaret were posed in the same positions that they had assumed in Gerry’s office; the wax that had coated their bodies had, with my help, taken on a rubbery aspect that kept it from flaking or breaking while they moved, and thus they still looked like beautiful wax statues, fresh from dipping – or, in this case, dripping.  Frick and Frack sat on their haunches, sniffing the air, snorting occasionally, but otherwise quiet.  Richard and Tricksie had carried Matilda into the room, as she was unconscious from the last of her 12 orgasms; they stood stiffly, roboticized, keeping Matilda upright in the chair in which they had placed her.  Sara still stood, glassy-eyed, in the middle of the room; Ramon remained unconscious on the floor against one wall; and Steven sat, hunched forward in his folding chair, as if studying something in front of him, though unaware of anything that might have been happening.


Samantha had borrowed a leash from Gerry’s bedroom, and had guided Cassie into the dungeon.  She waited until my eyes reached her, then smiled and ran to where I was standing, dropping to her knees in front of me.  “Oh, Master, thank you for letting me play with Cassie!  She came so many times, I was afraid that she would faint!  But she was very, very disciplined.  Can we keep her?”


I looked down at her in astonishment, and it wasn’t just because of her audacity in asking if we could just take Cassie home like a kitten at the SPCA.  I still had not resolved in my mind if there could or should be a “we” once this night was over.  I had no problem letting her keep the body she was in…but I was still uncertain, given all that had happened and all that I had learned, that she should come home with me.  Whenever I tried to grasp some vision of the future, it tended to slip from my hands, to be replaced by a ticking clock…a reminder that 6 AM would be here quickly enough.  I could only look down at her and shake my head.  “We’ll see, pet,” I temporized, stroking her head, “we’ll see.”  She smiled up at me, but I could see a frown in her eyes from the uncertainty in my tone.  Then, as I gestured, she returned to Cassie’s side, arranging herself comfortably on the floor.


By that time, Leslie had returned.  Without looking at me, she had started setting up a video camera, placing it on a tripod and then plugging it in to an outlet in the wall.  After turning it on and assuring it had a tape to record on, she walked back over to husband, smiling at me as she stroked his cock through the shiny black latex.


It was time.


I looked over to Sara and released her mind from its holding pattern.  She panicked for a moment; from her point of view, all of these people had suddenly just materialized around her, and it unsettled her to the point that she closed her eyes and waited for a few seconds, then opened them again.  In disbelief, she shook her head slightly, as if trying to make her eyes stop seeing things that could not be.  When she looked at me, I held out my hand to her, silently asking her to join me in the center of the room.  After a moment of hesitation, she acquiesced.


“You told me you had done things to everyone, but…” she trailed off, looking around the room, her eyes wide.  Her eyes lingered on Gerry and his tremendous cock, on Marg and Jen in their wax sheaths…until she finally saw Samantha sitting comfortably on the floor next to Cassie.  Sara looked back at me, saying  “Sam?”


But it was Samantha who answered her question.  “Yes, Sara, its me.”  She looked at me, asking permission, and I nodded slightly.  She got to her feet and posed like a runway model, turning her new body around for Sara to see.  “How do you like it?  Does it fit with what you’d always imagined I’d look like as a girl?”


Sara eased over to stand in front of Sam, putting her hands out to touch her friend’s face, then dropping down to her shoulders.  “Is it…is it real?  Are you really…a woman?”


Samantha broke into laughter.  “Yes, it’s real.  I’m a fully functioning, anatomically correct female of the species.  And, thanks to Daniel, I’m fully broken in, too!”  Looking at me, her expression turned serious.  “Though I think he’s not sure whether to keep me or not.”  She looked back at Sara.  “I’ve been as happy the last 6 hours as I’ve ever been in my life Sara.  Daniel says it’s my choice whether or not I stay in this body…and my choice is to stay this way, permanently.”  She flicked her eyes back toward me before continuing.  “But, I’d also like to belong to him permanently, and I’m not sure that Daniel wants that.”  I found myself looking at the floor as they both turned to look at me.  However, Samantha could not stay moody for very long.  She tugged on Sara’s hand to get back her attention, and then smiled widely.  “I never imagined that I would ever get my wish to be a woman so completely fulfilled, Sara, but its happened, and I am going to enjoy the ride for as long as it lasts.  And if you don’t say you’re happy for me, I’ll never speak to you again!”


Sara wrapped her arms around her friend and held her tightly.  I could feel the tears of happiness that brimmed from their eyes as they rocked together, sharing the depth of their bond of friendship, a bond that I had only been able to share from a distance.  I couldn’t help but feel a bit of envy at how much love they could show for each other…love that had nothing to do with romance or sex, and everything to do with caring for and supporting each other, accepting each other fully no matter what the situation.  Their embrace lasted until, aware of the passing time, I cleared my throat to get their attention.


They pulled away from each other reluctantly, but again I held my hand out to Sara, and she moved to come back to where I was standing.  But Sam didn’t let go of Sara’s hand.  When she turned around, puzzled, Sam reached up with both hands and pulled Sara’s head down to her own, kissing her hungrily.  Startled, Sara tried to pull back…but after a moment, she responded, returning Samantha’s kiss with passion and heat.  I was afraid for a moment I would have to walk over and separate them physically, or risk running out of time…until Sam pulled away, a huge smile on her face.  “I always wanted to do that to you, you know?  And what I thought was right…you DO taste good!”  Sara laughed loudly, and Sam joined her, and they again hugged each other tight.  Then Sara walked back over to where I was standing, and Samantha sat down again on the carpet next to where Cassie stood.


Before I could even say a word, Sara bent her head close to mine and said, “If you don’t take Samantha home with you, you’re both heartless and crazy.  And, if you hurt her by rejecting her…I’ll hate you forever.”  I nodded, not letting my emotions show.  If I was going to finish what I had planned, I had no time left to waste.


I quickly told Sara about the contract, and about how I had ensured that what she wanted – to be the front seat driver in her body while Ramon had his way – was written in and agreed to by Ornias.  However, when she saw that I was grinning at her, she knew there was something I wasn’t telling.  “What?” she demanded.


“Well…the way I wrote the contract, I made sure that it said “would fulfill all of Sara’s wishes,” not just your wish to be used.  Ornias is bound by the contract to make sure that, however you wish to conduct your life, you are in control of it…to whatever degree you wish to control it.”


She gaped at me for moment.  “I don’t understand.  Are you telling me that the demon has to do what I say?”


“No, I’m telling you that the demon has to defer to your wishes on how you live your life.  He can’t make you give up your job, or work as a stripper, or keep you from going to school.  You can give up as much control as you want, whenever you want…and you can take it back, too.”


She looked at me, amazed.  “But…but why?  Why go to that trouble for me?”


I shook my head at her.  “Don’t you get it, knucklehead?  I love you.  I always will.  In the end, I’m probably not the person you ultimately needed in order to feel complete, and I would have known that if I’d been listening close enough.  You told me that, if you just wanted to be loved, you’d have stayed with whathisname in Canada.  But you needed more than that, and I wasn’t it.  And now, I’ve got to let you go.  But I won’t ever stop loving you.  Ever.”


I thought I could see the tears forming in her eyes again, so I gripped her hand tightly, hoping to distract her.  “Don’t.  Don’t cry.  It hurt to find out that I wasn’t your ideal, and it hurt to lose you to someone else.  But if the best I can do is know that you are going to get what you want, the way you want it…then I’ll take that, and know that, for a moment in time, we loved each other.  And it will be enough.”


One tear spilled out of the corner of her left eye, and she reached up to brush it away.


“Besides, you were always the one talking about ‘topping from the bottom.’  See how your demon boyfriend likes that idea!”


She looked at me in shock for a minute…and then broke into relieved laughter.  I hugged her to me tightly for a moment, feeling all the envy and jealousy and hurt I had harbored finally drifting away as she hugged me back.


Finally, I pulled away from her, knowing the time had come at last for the final act, the one that would close the book on this night forever.  I quietly explained to her what Steven had done, and of my need to punish him for the way he had conducted himself since that first night we had been together in Gerry’s house.


She nodded in understanding.  “What do you need me to do?”


I smiled, showing her all my teeth.  “I need you to let me do what I seem to do best, at least tonight.


“I want you to fulfill both your fantasies.”


I had Leslie return to the video camera, and she nodded at me when the tape was running and the camera was pointed at Steven.


For his part, Steven was convinced that his wish was indeed coming true, that Ramon had agreed to let Sara take a strap-on and fuck him up the ass.  I had planted those thoughts in his mind before I returned him to awareness, and now he smeared lube all over his rectum, pushing one finger inside, then two, trying to make sure his rear passage would accommodate what was soon to happen.


As for Sara, I had looked into her mind for how she might want to proceed, and managed to translate that into reality.


She was dressed in tight, form fitting PVC – stiletto-heeled boots that ran almost to her hips, a sleeveless bodysuit, opera length gloves, and a mask that that covered only the upper part of her face.  Snugged around her waist was probably the nastiest looking dildo I’d ever seen.  Though not quite as long as Gerry’s “horse cock,” it was easily 18 inches in length, and perhaps 3 inches wide through the middle.  When her outfit had materialized on her with a thought, she’d looked at me strangely.  Feeling her thoughts, I saw she was startled by the fact that the dildo didn’t stop at the point it was cinched around her waist, but that I had given it a six inch extension…and that it had suddenly materialized inside her pussy!  I smiled at her as she cocked her head, trying to work out her feelings about suddenly having her pussy full…but then, looking at Steven, she began to voice the things she’d imagined saying to another man in a similar situation.


“You piece of shit!  You moronic fucking piece of shit!”  Her voice was filled with venom of a woman who was picturing someone else in front of her…not a willing victim, but someone whose ass she’d like to penetrate without consent.  “You think you can just use whomever you like, whenever you like, without any consequences?  Without any punishment?  You think you can just get away with hurting people and breaking their hearts without facing the music?”  She walked around to his head, grabbed a handful of his hair, and pulled on it until his face was turned toward hers.  “Is that what you think, you cowardly worm?”


Steven, playing along as he’d been programmed to do, tried to nod while keeping his eyes averted from Sara’s.  “No, mistress!  Absolutely not, mistress!”


She yanked his hair in disgust, and then released it, swatting his head as she did.  “I don’t believe you, scum.  I don’t believe you think you can be punished for what you’ve done.  I think you believe you’re better than everyone else, that you’re superior to them.  Is that right, worm?”


“No, mistress.  Never, mistress!”


She walked back around him, strutting like a true dominatrix.  “No? Never?  Then how do you explain what you’ve done, asshole?  How do you explain how you’ve hurt people and screwed them over time after time?”


Steven, unsure how to answer, said the first thing that came to mind.  “Because, if they let me do it, mistress, then they deserved it.”


For a moment, the room was deathly quiet.  Then, two things happened at once.  Sara turned her face to the ceiling and let out a bellow of rage and frustration that, to this day, might have been the scariest thing that I’ve ever seen a woman do.  Then she raised her shiny PVC clad foot…and kicked Steven right in the balls.


I made sure with my power that the blow didn’t seriously damage Steven, but I also made sure he felt all the pain that accompanied it.  He fell to the floor, gasping, and his face purple.  They say some men can actually go into cardiac arrest from a blow to the scrotum, but I made sure that Steven wouldn’t do more than just choke a little as the pain washed over him, and then receded a bit.


After a few moments spent watching him wriggle and writhe, Sara nudged him with her boot.  “Get up, slime.”  When this didn’t prompt him to move, she reached down and got him by the hair again, saying in a menacing voice, “You can either get up now, and get what you deserve…or I can have a couple of men come over here and strap you into a chair, and you can feel what’s its like to have a catheter shoved down the hole of your penis…while you’re awake.”


Of course, that wasn’t going to happen, but Steven didn’t know that, so, despite his pain, he pushed himself up onto his knees.  Sara let his hair go once he had managed to get to his feet, knees bent, his ass thrust out as if on display.


Sara wasted no further time, and put herself directly behind him, her strap on pointing directly at his anus.  “Spread your ass cheeks for me, fucker!”  Though unsteady on his feet, Steven complied, presenting his puckered little asshole for her inspection.


The last words she said before she slid the dildo home were “This is going to hurt you a lot more than it’s going to hurt me.”


Now, I wanted Steven to experience pain, which is, coincidentally, what he wanted as well.  But, I didn’t want him damaged too severely.  As the tip of the fake cock entered his anus, I elasticized the opening a bit, giving it a bit more ability to stretch to take the width of the dildo.  He moaned as the tip slid in, the moaning increasing to a painful whine as the first inch of the dildo slid inside.


Sara pumped her hips a bit, pulling a whimper from Steven’s lips.  Slowly, two more inches of the dildo slid into Steven’s rear…and then stopped.


Steven had already released his ass cheeks, and had put his hand on the floor to keep him from falling due to the steady pressure from Sara’s anal thrusts.  However, finding that the slow and steady approach wasn’t getting her any further, Sara pulled the dildo out until the only the very tip was still inside Steven…and then rammed it home savagely.


Steven let out a howl of distress, even as another inch of the dildo was buried deep inside.  Again Sara pulled back, and again she drove forward, and Steven screamed again.  Another inch.


Again and again, Sara drove her strap-on into Steven’s ass, as I monitored his physiology to make sure it was painful, but would leave nothing permanently problematic.  Steven’s mind was a confused mixture of pain and satisfaction; with each thrust, the pain seemed to shrink, even though he still yelled as if he’d been mortally wounded.


Sara, on the other hand, was exorcising a major demon.  With each thrust, a mad kind of lust for punishment was leeching out of her, even as the dildo in her pussy was building a different kind of desire.  She kept thrusting violently, driving the dildo deeper and deeper in his ass, her strokes starting to take on a measured rhythm as dildo and the lube worked together to smooth the way.


In the end, if you’ll excuse the expression, Sara managed to get nearly nine inches of the dildo into Steven’s rear before it became physically impossible for it to go any farther.  However, she rammed that nine inches in and out like she wanted to drive it through his body like a spike.


By this time, Steven was fluttering near the edge of consciousness.  He had long since abandoned any coherent speech, simply grunting with each thrust, or emitting a squeaking noise when she hit a particularly tender spot.  His penis was erect, and leaking pre-cum, and, with each thrust, Sara was massaging his prostrate, bring him closer and closer to cumming.


Sara was getting tired as well, sitting right on the edge of orgasm, but getting no closer.  She looked at me, pleadingly, silently asking when it might be over.


It took just a moment’s thought to push them both over the edge.  Sara came first, driving the strap-on deep within Steven’s anus, then thrusting her hips forward and side-to-side as she rode the dildo inside her to one orgasm, and then a second.  Almost as soon as Sara had completed her last thrust, Steven began convulsing, as his own cock spurted cum in huge amounts, depositing it on his arms, thighs, and the carpet.  Certain that Sara was finished, I let the buckle on the strap-on unlock, and, as Steven collapsed on the carpet into unconsciousness, the dildo pulled itself from her cunt, gleaming wetly from her juices.


When I signaled to Leslie, she stopped taping, and removed the tape from the camera, handing it to me as she walked back to her place.  Hefting it in my hand, smiling hugely, I lifted Steven’s head and slid it underneath, as if for a pillow.  When he woke up, those that remained in the dungeon would tell him what a wonderful scene it was, and that the videotape was his to remember it by.


Slowly, I turned to gaze at the people I had brought under my control in one way or another during the night.  Each of them had experienced something tonight that they never had dreamed of, willingly or not.  As my eyes touched them, they began to slump, their eyes closing in forced sleep.  When they awoke, they would be back to normal, back to what they were before I came through the door, all of tonight’s activities confined to the category of a fever dream.


They all went to sleep…except Sara and Samantha.  Looking at my watch, I saw that it was five minutes until six.


Taking one of their hands in each of mine, I led them out of the dungeon and back through the house, until we reached the screen porch.  There, I sat down in one of the plastic bucket chairs, and put Sara on one knee, and Samantha on the other.


Sara spoke first.  “I don’t understand why you thought you were punishing Steven.  I mean, he wanted what just happened to happen!  I don’t see how giving him something he wants is any kind of revenge.”


I allowed myself a small smile as I looked at her.  “I suppose you’d be right…if I was going to allow Steven to remember what just happened.”  Sara looked at me, puzzled.  “I basically turned Steven’s memory off while you fucked him.  He’ll wake up in pain, in a puddle of his own cum, but he won’t know how he got there or what happened.  Everyone will wake up and tell him what an intense scene it was, and that the videotape there is for him to remember it by.  And he’ll go home and play it over and over and over again.  But…he’ll never remember taking part in that scene.  He’ll wrack his brain trying to associate anything he sees in that tape with something that actually happened to him…and he’ll fail.  And it will haunt him, because it was something he wanted so bad, something he was willing to screw me to get.  And…I don’t think he’ll ever get a second chance.”


Sara nodded in understanding.  We sat quietly for a moment, watching the sky brighten through the screens as dawn started to overtake the darkness.  Then she asked quietly, “What happens now?”


“Now?  Now you return to your new life with Ramon; all the other folks go about their daily lives as normal, as if nothing had ever happened; and I suppose I’ll take Sam home and then try to figure out what we’re going to do with the rest our lives.”


It took Samantha about 4 seconds to register what I had said about her.  Then she both burst into tears and started trying to kiss any portion of my face she could reach with my lips.  She only calmed down when I told we didn’t have much more time before Sara would have to go.


Sara smiled at us, but her lip had a trembling aspect to it, as if there was a sob underneath trying hard to get out.  “Does this mean we won’t be seeing each other again?”


I shook my head slowly from side-to-side.  “I don’t think Ramon, or Ornias, would want that, and I guess I’d have to agree it would be for the best.  I think we were meant to take separate roads, Sara.  Your path will take you elsewhere, and that is sad, in a way, but its appropriate.  My only hope is that you really have found what you want, and that all the rest – school, job, travel, etc. – will be utterly thrilling and utterly satisfying.  That is my wish for you.”  I reached up to touch her face.  “I love you, Sara.”


She put her hand on mine and pressed it against her face, then lowered it to press against her heart.  “And I love you, Daniel.”


A soft double chirp came from my watch.  It was 6 AM.  Sara’s eyes glazed over, and she rose from my knee like a puppet, her strings being pulled by her master.  She walked back through the door into the house without a word of goodbye, and I knew it would be last I would ever see of her.


I sat there for a few minutes and held Samantha, thinking muddled thoughts about the past, the present, and the future.  Finally, I told Sam it was time for us to leave.


With more bravado then I felt, I told her “Destiny is summoning me.”

END PART SEVEN

EPILOGUE

Merlin, my dear friend:


It seems so long since I’ve seen you; so long since I’ve had the chance to settle my thoughts and escape to the quiet corner of netherspace we call elsewhen.  But so much as happened since that moment 30 years ago when I walked from Gerry’s house into the light of a new day.


I understand that, not long after that momentous night, Sara and Ramon found a house and started converting it into a wonderful meeting place for the group.  From what I hear, their dungeon was so much better than Gerry’s that he quickly went from being leader of the pack to a much-maligned former member.  It turned out that Sara became the hostess par excellence, running the group with a much fairer hand than Gerry ever did, while Ramon kept a strict and disciplined order among the members.  Last I had heard, the group reached 60 members…all of whom wish they could have found such a great place to meet sooner.


As for Sara’s contract…well, I guess it must’ve worked out at least partially as I had hoped.  When she completed her B.A., she invited both Samantha and I, and I was happy to see her up on the platform receiving her degree.  Not long after that, she started studying pharmacology, apparently in hopes of becoming a licensed pharmacist.  However, when things started moving along toward the destiny about which you hinted the last time we saw each other, we lost touch, and I can only hope that time has treated her well, and kept her adventuring and happy through the years.


Samantha has been a wondrous companion; each time I feel like I don’t want to go on, she has braced me with her love and enthusiasm.  She has been content in her role as friend, lover, submissive, and, sooner than I ever expected, mother.  The twins are now 13 years old and tearing up the place, and she is constantly yelling for my help in containing their more destructive pursuits (the attempt to blast off on a trip to Mars using nothing more than a propane tank and an abandoned lunar rover may have been the worst of that, so far).

”The needs of the many outweigh the needs of the few…or the one.”

I’ve thought often about that comment.  You see, I knew immediately that it came from one of my favorite science-fiction movies.  And, in saying it, you were giving me a hint about what I needed to do.  Tying that quote into your fate, alone at the end of world, gave me the answer.  The answer is space…the final frontier

Once I had time to think about what you told me that night, the quote that you gave me, I think I puzzled out what you were hinting about my destiny.  Given all the information I’ve been able to gather, both through public sources and through private means aided by the ring, I’ve been able to piece together the recipe that will spell the Earth’s doom.  Pollution, failure to recycle, failure to conserve, failure to find new energy sources, rampant industrialism…man is going to overpopulate the planet, then refuse to find ways to keep the ecological peace.  And, when hard choices need to be made…the politicians will abdicate their responsibility, until it is too late to save our planet.


Which leaves us with one place to go…space.


I remember what you said about where you wound up, and that the only way that humanity didn’t end on that day you accepted the ring was that some had already escaped to space.  However, that cannot happen unless the seeds that will allow man to escape the solar system are sown now…in this century.


Using the ring, I have influenced some key people in the United States government to allot more funding for the research and exploration of space.  Hell, I had to get the government to pay for it, since there is no guaranteed return in profit shown from space travel…yet.  However, we are exploring now, in much greater numbers than we ever have.  There are now five orbiting space stations manned jointly by civilians and military personnel.  There is a permanent manned city on the moon.  We have a research team on orbital stations around both Venus and Mars.  The budget battles haven’t been pretty, but the money has flowed, and we have taken advantage of it.


Make that, I have taken advantage of it.  You see, once I decided what I needed to do, I thought my best course would be to become a permanent fixture at NASA.  So I basically made myself the right hand man (non-appointed, of course!) to the head of the space program, and made sure I was in the right place at the right time to whisper in the right ears.  We’ve seen so much being done since then, that I am heartened…man will survive in the stars, if no where else.


Once the lunar base was up and operating, I made sure that Samantha and I were one of the first civilian settlers selected for permanent posting there.  I am now the head of solar system exploration for the United Nations Space Exploration division.  Samantha and I are raising our boys on the moon!  It can be a bit difficult living here, but perhaps no one will notice if, 50 years from now, both Samantha and I are still living.  They say lower gravity helps the aging process.  Having a powerful magical ring doesn’t hurt either.


Here on the moon, I have had time to ponder the fates of the ringwielders, how they met their ends…at least those that I know about.  And I think that they expended their power trying to keep so many people’s minds aligned to do what they wanted, that it became impossible for them to have any power left to protect themselves.


In my own hands, I don’t try to make people think the way I want them to think all the time…only when it counts.  Samantha and I are both healthy, and will live well past our normal human allotment of years.  I will shepherd the fledging solar exploration program until it becomes an assured success, and then perhaps I will feel it is time to let go and pass into whatever awaits me beyond this universe.  In the end, I will know something that not many can ever say.


I will have known happiness.  I will have known peace.  I will have known that what I did ensured the continuation of my species.


And I will have known boundless, exuberant love.  For that, I will always be the most grateful.


Be well my friend.


Daniel

