By Cylis Derrens
A Dark Lord’s Lust
Darth Demus a descendant of the ancient Sith Lord Naga Sadow had never truly given up his access to the parallel universe, which had given him so much power. He had made a second crystal just in case as a mere precaution. Now he could travel to the parallel universe whenever he wished.

There he was able to indulge his every whim, picking which time period he wanted to visit down to the very moment he wished. This was the power the Darkside of the Force offered; freedom with little responsibility. 

During his visits to this universe he found traveled to many time seeking to learn about other Force users. In one event he learned about a young Jedi named Luke Skywalker. While he noted the boy’s skills, it was an event before his first appearance as a hologram shown from R2D2’s holoemitter that caught his attention.
Oola a young twi’lek dancing girl in Jabba the Hutt’s court was dancing before she met her fateful end, when she refused the disgusting Jabba’s advances. Watching the woman’s taunt green body so feminine, and yet so alien move Demus felt an all too familiar feeling of lust ripple through his body.
Memories of Aayla Secura the blue-skinned twi’lek Jedi who he had saved, and later returned to Jedi had reminded him of his weakness. She had never had known of his lust for her, and he had been forced to give her up or give in to that lust. Offering an enemy that much power over him was unthinkable to him, but Oola wasn’t a Jedi. 
With her he could indulge in the exotic and famous twi’lek female so sexy and inviting. Males for centuries had sought them and here was his opportunity to capture his own little dancing girl. A smile played on his lips as he planned to put this new idea into action. 

Appearing inside Jabba’s palace using his crystal he stored in the folds of his robe. Waiting inside the Rancor Pit he could smell the stench of decaying corpses, but he paid them little mind. Bones covered parts of the sandy ground where the Rancor had spat them out not able to digest them.
Demus’ eyes were not on the bones but a trapdoor in the sealing. He had noted when poor Oola was sent into the pit after defying Jabba. Demus had chosen to appear only minutes before when few would notice him. 
It did not take long before the door sprang open, and Oola screaming fell in landing right in front of him. Sounds of surprise of came from above as all noticed a second figure inside the pit waiting. 
A huge door opened at the far side of the room as Oola rose to her feet looking from Demus to the Rancor now emerging into the pit lit from artificial light, and the sunlight coming in from the grating above where all watched the three of them. 

Oola stared to scream in terror as the ferocious beast came towards them. Both were easily dwarfed by the huge creature, but as she turned to look at the stranger she saw no fear. 

She couldn’t believe it as Demus’ outstretched hand began to ball into a fist. Looking back at the Rancor she saw the creature fall to its knees as it bellowed in agony. Demus’ grip through the Force was crushing its great heart. 
With a single jerk Demus ripped the heart from its purchase severing arteries, and veins attached to the great muscle. The Rancor gave a horrible scream as it died bleeding to death.

Oola couldn’t believe that great monster was dead as it lay still without the slightest sign of life. Turning around she could only stare at him before she heard Jabba’s voice from above.

Bib Fortuna began to translate but Demus interrupted saying, “I understand Huttese you pathetic little worm. Now listen to me you disgusting slug. I am taking what was once yours with me. 
If you attempt to stop me I will slaughter most of your men without mercy before I come for you. Those few who surrender I may indeed spare, so long as they prove useful to me. You Jabba will be the last to die and I assure you like so many of your victims, I will teach you a new definition of pain and suffering.”
Jabba was furious as he watched Demus grab Oola by the elbow as he made his way to the lower gate. Not heeding the Dark Lord’s warning he immediately ordered his men to kill the insufferable intruder. It would prove to be the last mistake of his life. 

Jabba could hear the firefight below and the screams of his own men as they died, some begging for the very mercy the Dark Lord would never give them. Oola waited down the hall from the main throne room deciding it was best not to run based on what had happened to those who had tried before. 

She had seen Demus cut each of them down moving faster than anyone she had ever seen, his technique with a lightsaber flawless. 
 Watching him enter the throne room she stood among the dead trembling in the cold air. Had they been anyone else she might have felt pity for them, but these men had laughed when Jabba had degraded her; licking her with that smelly and slimy tongue of his. 
She could still remember the feeling of it and how she could not be made to endure it again. When Jabba had called to her she had refused, before he sent her into the Rancor Pit with a push of the button.
Looking at all of Jabba’s guards Oola felt she had received some measure of justice from the strange Jedi. Not long afterwards Jabba’s screams joined the others before he eventually succumbed and died unable to stand anymore. 

“Come here Oola.” Demus called from the throne room. 

Coming at his command Oola found the only survivors in the room to be the other dancing girls, a few guards weaponless in the far corner battered and brushed, and Bib Fortuna Jabba’s majordomo. All were quite frightened as they expected to be the next to die. 

“Well this is an extra bonus. I had only intended to capture but it appears I will have an entire harem to choose from. But first come closer Oola I have a gift for you.” Demus said.
Moving closer Oola was handed a blaster by Lyn Me another twi’lek female who had pale skin. Taking it Oola looked questioning at Demus.

“Bib Fortuna’s life is now yours. You may do with it what you will. It is my gift to you.” Demus said with a chilling smile as he looked at Bib Fortuna. 

The twi’lek male begged for his life, but Oola taking her chance at vengeance shot him twice before he fell dead. Demus smiled as he remembered the rage that had come from her. Even now it was barely dissipating. 
“Excellent. Now let’s see if we can get this place cleaned up.” Demus said. 

Demus had spared some of the servants in another room deciding that they could prove useful, and they hurried to do his bidding. In a matter of hours the place was far cleaner than ever before and the throne room reset with cushions for the dancing girls. The guards returned to their posts happy to be spared as well. 
Oola herself was performing a dance when Demus called her to him. 
“On your knees my little slave, and face the others.” Demus said watching her comply. 

Moving behind her he used the Force to tear the scant amount of clothing she wore.

“From now on all my female will remain naked, and you my sweet will be among my favorites.” Demus said as he removed his own clothing and set it on his new throne. Oola looked over her shoulder admiring Demus’ beautiful body. He was fully toned and fit with a handsome face and deep brown eyes. Demus undid the braid holding his ponytail letting his hair hang loose. 
For Oola and the other women it was a breathtaking sight, a far cry from the sluggish and ugly Jabba. Demus moved confidently and with a purpose totally in control.
Rock hard he moved in behind her, taking his position as Oola’s body shivered in excitement. When she felt his cock press against her pussy she gasped waiting in anticipation. She wanted to be inside her to feel his hard body against hers, and feel his hard member moving in her pussy. 
Twi’lek female bodies were far more sensitive than humans. Even the slightest touch could cause their entire bodies to quiver in pleasure. Their bodies seemed geared for sex something Demus was looking forward to.
Pressing forward Demus heard Oola moan in pleasure as he entered her ever so slowly taking his time, and enjoying the feeling of being inside her. Demus paused a moment taking his time to grasp one of her long lekku attached to her head. It was one of the things that made the twi’lek women so exotic and exciting. 

Taking it into his mouth he held it gently, but firmly between his teeth as his tongue stroked it. Oola moaned loudly as she felt more pleasure course through her body. Shivering uncontrollably she came right there, her pussy tightening on his member and massaging it with each inner spasm. 

A lesser man might have been milked dry, but Demus was very in control of his body. Reveling in the feeling of her he smiled, feeling the triumph of taking such a female like this.

Grasping her hips he began fucking her pussy slowly taking his time. His member burying itself up to the hilt he moved in and out of her tight hole loving every minute of it. Oola moaned in pleasure as the other women watched becoming excited. 
Seeing Lyn cum as she masturbated herself Demus ordered her to him. Arica, and Rystall watched as Lyn approached their new master.
Arica was a red haired human female who Demus easily recognized as a Force user. She had been given some training allowing her to tap into it when she needed to. This peaked Demus’ interest before he switched his attention to the other dancer.

Rystall also had red hair that rose away from her scalp giving her an exotic look along with her pinkish and purple spotted skin.
“You will let me taste your juices as I suck on your fingers.” Demus said still fucking Oola not missing a beat.

Offering the hand that she that she had used to rub her pussy she slipped them into Demus’ waiting mouth. Naga’s tongue cleaned her fingers of all her succulent nectar which was such a turn-on for both of them. 

“Does master want more?” Lyn asked eager to please. It was so exciting to her to watch and feel Demus lick up her cum.

Nodding Demus began fucking Oola faster causing her to moan even louder. Her breasts bounced each time their bodies came together and you could hear the sound of skin against skin. 
Demus’ body so hard and athletic from training gave him great stamina, as he managed to keep up the fast pace without seeming to tire. All the women were appreciative of this as they watched the originally cold Demus become more lustful and animated. 
Lyn kept feeding him as she came her fingers a blur after each time she stopped to slip her fingers in his waiting mouth. Lyn saw Oola come again her body trembling before it collapsed as thousands of mini-orgasms caused her body to buckle and slip to the floor.
 A steady gush of juices poured from her pussy as Oola came again, and again. Growling in dissatisfaction at being unable to finish Demus leapt on Lyn forcing himself into her in a single stroke. 
Lyn moaned and kissed his neck and chest as fucked her savagely on the floor hammering into her wanton body. Lyn was soon cumming too as she lay their on her back as he pumped between her legs. 

Noticing the change in his breathing Lyn said, “Cum in my mouth master! Please cum in my mouth! I want to taste your cum!”

Pulling out Demus straddled her face slipping inside Lyn’s waiting mouth. Lyn quickly went to work, licking and sucking the Dark Lord’s more than adequate tool. Oola began to whimper as she wanted to be the one to take him into her mouth instead of the other twi’lek. 

Giving a quick smack to the ass of the green skinned slave Demus growled, “You failed to make me cum now you must wait your turn.”
Staying silent Oola was forced to watch enviously as Naga came in the other twi’lek girl’s mouth as she masturbated, stroking her pussy and breasts. Lying on her side she watched Lyn cleaned his tool while looking smugly at Oola.

Demus smiled but not for the reason they were thinking. He had purposely held back from cumming with Oola to test their reactions. Just as he had expected both women were jealous with their lovers and would try to one up each other. It would be a trait that Demus planned to use to his advantage.

Demus was idly wondering what Oola would do to regain his favor, when one of the surviving guards came to him announcing the arrival of a bounty hunter. Standing up Demus realized he had quite forgotten about the Princess of Alderaan.
It wasn’t easy for Demus to become distracted, but for one brief moment he was allowing Oola to make her move. Like a hungry tigress she stalked her prey crawling towards him. Demus’ attention was focused on the young presence and what he should do about her.
Taking him in her mouth Oola engulfed as much of his member as she could sucking hard as she could. Now it was Demus’ turn to gasp as the action threatened to overwhelm him.
 For a time he managed to fight his body’s urge to cum until Oola played the remainder of her hand. While one hand stroked his shaft faster and faster the other slid towards his ass underneath. Demus was gasping for air when Oola’s finger slid into his ass and began to massage his prostate. 

Groaning loudly he shot hot cum into her mouth filling it with his seed. Oola tenderly kissed her master’s cock before rubbing the remained of his cum on her lips licking it off them. 

Catching his breath Demus stroked Oola’s head softly as he looked at all of his slaves asking, “Would you like me to invite Princess Leia in to join in our little fun or would you like to keep me all to yourselves?”

“The princess is coming here master?” Oola asked. The other women were also surprised by this news. 

An impish gleam showed itself in Arica’s eyes. In truth Arica was not her real name. It was in fact Mara Jade the Emperor’s Hand. A servant to the evil emperor she had been sent to kill Luke Skywalker, and had been waiting in Jabba’s palace to do just that. 

Now was her chance to put that little rebel princess in her place. The fact that the handsome man before her would do the honors only seemed to make the idea more enticing. 

“Why not have fun with her master? I am sure we would all enjoy it especially if we were next in line.” Mara said.

She saw one of the Gammorian guards bow as Demus turned to him giving him his instructions mind to mind before leaving the room. Mara lacked the ability to listen in but she assumed it was Demus giving the instructions for her plan. Pleased with herself she expected that they would wait until the princess entered before they began. Demus on the other hand had no intention of waiting. 
“While we wait you will give me an early preview my little slave. On your hands and knees.” Demus said calmly as he stroked his cock until it became rock hard again.

Mara assumed the position unaware of what he had planned. Grasping her hips Demus entered Mara’s tight ass causing her to gasp. Mara had expected pain, but all she felt was unbelievable pleasure as Demus inched farther and father into her. 
Demus chuckled as Mara moaned deeply as he started to fuck her ass. Her eyes rolled into the back of her head unable to focus on anything else. Her pussy began to tingle, the pressure building with each stroke. 
Soon Mara’s pussy began to gush as she came falling to the floor trembling. Breathing hard and sweaty she found her legs and arms could no longer hold her up. 

Laughing Demus said, “Did you think I wouldn’t notice who you are Emperor’s Hand? I know Palpatine quiet well and I will enjoy making his little servant my little whore. Now let the real fun begin.” 
Some of the guards removed Han Solo from his Carbonite prison taking him to where his friends waited and in clear view of Mara, but Mara Jade was in no condition to voice her objections.
With a simple gesture of Demus’ hand Mara feverishly began rubbing her clit unable to stop herself. While watching many of the guards began to stroke their cocks excitedly. 
“Go ahead I believe you will find her most receptive.” Demus said with a smile. 

Taking their cue two of the guards approached Mara as she rose to her knees. Grasping the hard cock of the nearest guard she eagerly began sucking on it. Moving her head back and forth she heard her guard groan as her tongue worked its magic. 
Impatiently the second guard picked her up by the waist, lifting her up into the air before penetrating her ass. Mara gasped at the sudden intrusion but she had very little time to adjust to the Gammorian’s giant member as it was buried inside of her. Wider then a human cock it stretched her ass to the limit.
Wanting to get inside that wet pussy the other guard entered her pussy. Now with two cocks inside of her Mara was helpless to merciless Gammorian males as the proceeded to fuck her slowly and deeply enjoying her tight holes. Grunting in pleasure they took turns pumping into her creating a rhythm. 
Leaning back Mara relaxed leaning back against the Gammorian behind her, as her feet dangled above the floor. For awhile she just closed her eyes focusing on the hard cocks fucking her.  

“Do you like them Mara?” Demus asked.

“Yes master. They feel so good.” Mara answered. 

“You love being a little whore don’t you? Say it slave! Whose whore are you?” Demus commanded.

“Yours master. Ah, oooh. Only yours. Ooooh Ooh.” Mara said shivering as she came.

“Very good you can let her down now.” Demus said knowing full well both males were on the verge of cumming. 
Afraid of what might happen if they defied him both guards gently let Mara down. It was hard to keep their lust in check but the Dark Lord was one they did not wish to cross. 

“Excellent now jack them off Mara. I want to see them cum all that pretty face of yours.” Demus said. 

Taking each cock in either hand Mara began to stroke each on her knees. Both Gammorians groaned loudly as they spraying her face with creamy sperm. Satisfied both guards rejoined the others putting their cocks away.
Sensing the lust from the other guards and their eagerness to have their own fun Demus called Lyn forward. 

While he did this Demus sensed a dark and violent thought he did not like. Noting the individual he continued on.

“You will go with these men and let them have their way with you. I am sure all of you will enjoy it but…” Demus said pausing as he saw Lyn’s eyes go immediately to the Gammorian guard that he had noted earlier.

Reaching out in the Force Demus clamped an invisible hand on the guard’s throat. The others immediately moved away from the individual as he began to choke. Holding his hand as if choking someone he didn’t even look at the man in question, as his eyes traveled over the other guards faces as they turned to him. 

“…but if any of you have thought or think of abusing my slave or harming in any manner, you should know I will be very upset.” Demus said.

With a snap of his wrist he broke the guard’s neck hearing him fall to the ground. Everyone turned to see the dead guard’s and Demus could sense the fear of many of them except Oola. Somehow even without the Force she sensed that she would never be a victim of his wrath. Even when he had seemed angry with her he had never hurt her.
If anything she felt a sort of justice from the creature’s death. That guard had enjoyed abusing and hurting women getting off as hurt them severely even with the willing ones. Oola herself had suffered under his hand when she had displeased Jabba when she had first come to his court. 

After a moment the other women began to realize the same thing. Everyone knew about the guard’s habits and now anyone else wouldn’t dare cross Demus for fear of joining him. 
“I am a jealous master. Do not confuse my rewards for weakness. Betray me in any manner, and you will join your former master perhaps in the same manner he died. Now take her away and have your way with her.” Demus said watching Lyn being led away. 
Smiling at Rystall Demus said, “Now it is your turning my pretty. I want you before me on your hands and knees for me to enjoy.”
Rystall did as Demus told her to do and he knelt behind her. Giving her a few teasing licks to her pussy Demus tasted her sweet nectar as she was still wet from playing with herself while the guards had fucked Mara. Demus did love these alien and how good they tasted but nothing compared to twi’lek women especially Oola. 

Demus’ tongue became alive as he remembered tasting Oola’s cum. Still Rystall was willing and Demus was not about to let fine pussy go to waste. 

Working his way up to her ass Demus tongued her asshole making tiny circles around it’s entrance. Leaning forward he began to lick with longer strokes hearing Rystall moan and showing her appreciation, as she leaned back into him pushing her ass towards him for more. 

Demus sensed Oola’s approach and felt her slip underneath him between his legs. Taking his hard cock in her mouth she began to lick, and suck it playing with his balls.

Now it was Demus’ turn to groan in appreciation as he slipped his tongue into Rystall’s asshole hearing her sigh in pleasure and contentment. She was in heaven as Demus ate her ass making her cum. When Demus had trouble holding back anymore gritting his teeth Oola made her move. Taking a single finger she slipped it smoothly into his ass massaging his prostate. 
Demus let out a bellow as this drove him over the edge and he came harder than he had ever cum before. Feeling his cock shooting hot cum continued to groan as Oola seemed unwilling to stop making him cum again longer than he could have imagined. It seemed little Oola had managed to surprise Demus which was a rare thing. 

Suddenly feeling weak from exhaustion after the last spurt Demus crumpled to the cushions breathing hard. Oola kept on sucking and licking his cock until he had no more semen left to give her. Licking her she smiled at him her jaw sore from all that work. 

She moved to lay beside him but received a welcome surprise as Demus rolled her on top of him. Sighing happily Oola nuzzled his chest falling asleep comfortably in her master’s arms now assured of his favoritism. 

Holding his pretty little slave Demus was well pleased with her. Oola would prove to be everything he imagined and more. He would have his fun with the others eventually giving them over to the guards one by one before release them, but Oola would only be with him. 

He would jealously covet her keeping her only for himself. When the time came for him to finally leave this place and all its pleasures he would take her with him for he had the power, after all she had been the entire reason he had come here.
