
In the Hall of the Demon Lord.  

 

Danger! Every instinct inside of me urged me to get out of this darkness and back to the lit 

street ahead.  

 

I was nearing the end of the road and my heart exhilarated. Only a few more steps before I 

would be out of the danger zone I told myself and that is when I stumbled into a hole which I 

had not noticed.  

 

At first only my right foot seemed to sink in a little and I tried to withdraw it, bringing the other 

one closer so I could regain stability. Just when I thought my foot would be free, my other foot 

slid in as well until I was standing in the hole up to my ankles. I tried to struggle to get free but 

soon discovered that I would only sink deeper into the ground beneath me.  

 

I tried to lean forward, to get a better hold on the solid ground and perhaps crawl forward. I felt 

around me, searching for something, anything to pull myself up on. That is when my hand 

touched a lever and without warning a cage is dropped down on me. I became frantic, my heart 

sped up and I began to scream.    

 

This is when I saw the eyes. A “creature” crouched mere feet away from me and watched me 

with its unblinking eyes.  

 

It appeared content to simply wait and see what I would do next. My heart started beating faster 

and faster, fright rushing through me until I finally passed out. Mercifully sinking into oblivion.  

 



I awake, open my eyes and to my shock notice that I am no longer on the street, in the hole or 

under the cage but on a big bed of white satin sheets in a decadent room. I try to rise and find 

my limbs paralyzed from the shoulders down. In a mirror above my head is see clothe have 

been removed.  I’ve been washed, dusted with gold powder and dressed in a gauzy dress 

barely covering my breasts. Someone or something had taken great pains to ready me I realize 

and my heart speeds up once more as I contemplated for what or who.  

  

I appear to be alone in the room but a feeling of being watched is persistent. I begin to shiver 

and concentrate hard on moving my limbs but to no avail. I need to gain control over myself and 

this fear which clings to me, I tell myself sternly. 

 

I lay silent and listen. The distant sound of an intoxicatingly sensual and haunting tune flows 

through the air. I smell a sweet opium-like scent which makes my head lightly ache and spin, 

but also relaxes me. With the fear in check I seem to drift on a cloud of sensuality.  That is when 

I see those eyes once more studding me. Those strange eyes gazing out of a large painting on 

the wall opposite from me. 

    

I stare back and almost will the “person” to show himself to me. My wait is short and the painting 

swings open. A huge man steps into the room. At least 9 feet in height and powerfully built. The 

look of complete coldness on his face fascinates and scares me in equal measures. Nothing 

shimmers in those eyes, and I find myself reluctant to even call him man.  

   

He approaches, one measured step at a time, never taking his gaze from my face.  

I feel myself growing hot and cold under the stare of those cold eyes. Suddenly the paralyses 

drops away from my body and I am able to move again; almost as if he had given me the 

freedom to move.    



 

With one swift move I scramble up and try to scoot away from him, drawing a growl from his 

lips. An almost animalistic growl that comes from deep within his chest. It vibrates through me 

centering in my loins. To my horror I feel myself growing moist as he stalks me relentlessly. 

 

When I can go no further he leans down to me and inhales my scent, his breath playing over my 

body. I try bring my hands up only for him to simply capture both of them and trap them to his 

chest. 

 

Pinned to his chest, I feel his extremely slow heartbeat beating in complete contrast to mine.   

  

The urge to scream overcomes me but as soon as I open my lips his mouth is on mine. He 

shows no feelings at all, no emotions just a kiss which holds me breathless and silent, while he 

continues to watch me. 

   

When he pulls away he takes in the rest of my body for the first time; slowly, never letting go of 

my hands. He lowers his mouth, grasps my dress with his teeth and rips it completely away with 

a throw back of his head. I gasp as I lay there completely exposed to him, shimmering like a 

gold painted sacrifice.   

  

He doesn’t say a word, only looks his fill before he leaves as suddenly as he came. Leaving me 

alone dazed and confused.  

   

A different door opens and admits a faceless woman into the room. With her she carries a tray 

of delicious smelling foods the likes I have never seen before. She places the tray onto the bed 

and silently points to the food indicating that I am to eat.   



 

I shake my head refusing to eat. She picks up select morsels and forcefully puts them to my lips 

until I finally relent. I swallow each bite I grow numb inside. I have no care in the world. My 

analyzing and thinking seems to stop.   

 

Still nude she leads me into a huge hall and seats me in a chair inside a little alcove. The 

paralyses returns, but I can see everything clearly before me.   

  

It’s a huge hall with a big marble altar in the middle. Dried blood stains on the ground. Along the 

sides of the walls are naked humans’ restraint by shackles in various stages of arousal. Each 

seemingly in a state of agitation, fearful but silent.  

 

Large robed figures walk back and forth among them. Tormenting or keeping them sexually 

aroused. None of the captives move, moan or show any sign of being alive other than their 

aroused organs and fearfully shifting eyes.  They appear as living statues, like myself paralyzed 

and helpless to protect themselves. 

 

 A huge Throne takes the place of honor on the opposite side. Two huge panthers tied to each 

leg. Three wrought iron candelabras topped with lit three foot black candles lend an even eerier 

feeling to the entire scene.  

 

A strong foreshadowing of something terrible to come weighs down the air. 

 

A noise like thunder echoes of the walls and out of nowhere appears a tiny figure. This stark 

contrast to all the grandness and enormity of  everything around me startles me. Yet strangely 

enough it seems to be this small figure that breaks the silence of those captured slaves. 



 

They plead, implore this tiny creature in a language I cannot seem understand. I see tears 

forming on their faces and a horror and fear starker then before.   

 

The small figure seems to pay them no mind and instead walks over to the two panthers, 

kneeling between them. This tiny creature is a nonidentity for some reason and that too seems 

to make strange sense. Why should it have the identity of something even as simple as a 

gender in this strange place?   

 

Another clap of thunder sounds the huge man from my bedchamber appears upon the Throne. 

He touches the heads of the panthers and that of the bowed creature before him, rises and 

surveys his Domain.  Dressed in nothing but a loincloth I can take the full measure of his 

powerful build and features. I notice his slightly animalistic features. His eyes slits reminiscent of 

a huge serpent. His teeth as sharp as that of the panthers in front of him. When he begins to 

walk his stride is powerful yet with a feline grace.    

 

The sounds in the hall are becoming almost deafening. The slaves scream, cry, and plead for 

mercy. They are in a frenzy and petrified of him. He doesn’t even seem to notice me, and still  

I get the distinct feeling that he is aware of every breath I take and any movement I may wish to 

make. Just as this thought slips through my mind I can move again without restrictions. I get the 

distinct feeling that in some small way he is waiting for me to run. Perhaps hoping to be 

entertained with a hunt. This thought keeps me rooted in my space. 

 

He walks in long graceful strides along the length of the tied up slaves. Not once r touching t or 

speaking to them. Instead he seems to look deep into their soul and make some sort of 



decision. As he passes some grow even more frantic, while others suddenly quiet down 

completely and fall into an unearthly sleep.  

 

As he reclaims his seat upon his throne the panthers turn lick his outstretched hands, nuzzling 

him. This seems such a friendly gesture that I can’t help but smile. These dangerous and 

powerful animals being so without fear where humans tremble in terror. 

.    

The small kneeling creature before him starts crawling up to him and begins talking to him in low 

tones. He leans down listening intently. Nodding, scowling and then smiling bestially showing 

his fang like teeth. Once this creature is done, he stands and points to the various slaves which 

are being immediately taken down from the walls and forced to the middle of the room.    

  

One by one the hooded figures begin disrobing and I can see their true nature for the first time. 

Sex Demons with massive erect cocks, split tongues or tongues which end in a phalluses. 

 

Instantly they begin to sodomize and brutally fuck the captives. They scream in pain until those 

terrifying cries turn to frenzied lust than silence. Gender makes no difference as the Demons 

take their pleasure upon their helpless bodies.  

 

An orgy of brutality and lust unfolds while the man on the throne looks on with boredom. Nothing 

affects him and his eyes remain cold.   

 

I on the other hand am starting to move upon my chair. The moment I move the man on the 

throne turns his attention fully to me. He watches my movements and smiles. His first real smile, 

which is neither approval nor condemnation. He leans down and lets one of the panthers off its 

chain and with a few words into its ears points directly at me.   



  

The panther slowly stalks towards me, nose flaring, sensing my arousal and I am once again 

petrified yet strangely aroused. The Demon Lord on his throne just watches and begins to hump 

into the mouth of the thing between his legs. He lost all interest in the slaves being used and 

tortured in the Hall. After a while he waves his hands in their direction. All but one female is 

being carried away. She is tied to the altar where she remains crying and screaming until three 

of the Demons start taking turns on her and muffling her every sound.    

  

As the panther comes closer to me I can see his eyes focusing in on my exposed cunt and its 

tongue is licking over its lips like someone about to have a meal. I can see it is a male panther 

and his cock is starting to extend, his growl becoming louder. I scream in terror, try to scoot 

away but just as he reaches the space between my legs he turns into a Demon and begins 

licking me as if he was starving to death.  

 

The Demon Lord roars in laughter at my shock, terror and finally my moans of pleasure as I 

become more and more aroused by the tongue lapping at my most sensitive spots. Lashing me 

into orgasm if I want it or not.  

 

The eyes of the Demon Lord take on an unearthly glow, red like lava, flaming hot and bright as I 

spill into the mouth of the demon. He roars, his head thrown back and seems to grow even 

larger before my eyes.  

 

His fangs grow and flare at me, then he stands. His rod immense and fearsome too large for 

any human to endure. He stalks towards the sacrifice upon the altar, never taking his eyes from 

mine. She screams in agony as he forces himself into her, ribbing her apart as he pounds into 

her tortured body.  



 

The Demon between my legs redoubling his efforts, forcing me to become aroused once more 

regardless of the scene before me. Pushing me to the edge.  

 

Those unearthly demonic eyes of the Demon Lord and mine, lock and suddenly there is a 

strange understanding flooding through me. Tears run down my face as I reach my final 

orgasm. He too starts roaring. As he begins to shake in a violent release the poor unfortunate 

girl beneath him seems to explode from the force of his cum.  

 

The Demon Lord does not even spare her a glance as he walks over to me and leans down, 

kicking his demonic minion away from me.  

 

The Demon Lord stares into my eyes and soul this time, searching for what I know not. He 

growls deep in his throat and leans forward piercing the sensitive skin above my breasts with his 

fangs. Just enough for a few drops of my blood to emerge on my heated skin. He licks them 

away almost gently and groans deep within.  

 

With a wave of his hand I am once more in the luxury room from before and alone. Dazed, 

confused, and somewhat mortified by what I had seen and my reactions to them.  

 

For endless nights I watch from my alcove as he punishes his captives. Sometimes with sexual 

depravation, other times with whips and at times by burning their flesh with a blue fire that 

seems to leave no marks upon their skin. Each night I noticed that it was the same men and 

women enduring these punishments with only the final victim changing. 

  



I shivered and feared, became aroused or disturbed by each act performed before us. We never 

spoke, nor did he ever touch me other than that kiss and bite to my breast after which he would 

lick a few drops of my blood from me.. 

 

He didn’t seem want me, but could not bear to let me go either. Yet behind his cold eyes I could 

read loneliness and a need so deep that during the day I would weep for him.  

   

Then finally the night came where my heart was so overwhelmed with love and sorrow for him 

that I stood, walked to his throne and kneeling  reach up to him, beckoning him with my 

outstretched arms.     


