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Fucked by the Demon Tentacle

I woke in a small cell with barely any space
to move, my head pounding.

The last thing I recalled was being brought
into this abysmal place with my sister and a handful of other
incidental people, lowered into a seemingly never-ending pit.
Darkness had ceased to have any meaning, the chill of being so far
underground forcing us to huddle together. And when the lift
finally stopped, our weapons were returned to us and we were all
but shoved into a center chamber.

I remembered the rise in my sister’s temper.
She blamed me for our presence here and she spent the better part
of an hour ahead of the rest of the group – far away from me –
holding up a stray torch for the dark-skinned warrior, navigating a
path from one chamber to the next.

That had been our task: Find a way out and
our transgressions would be wiped clean.

Now I was alone with no memory of how I came
to be that way.



I pushed myself into a sitting position,
taking in my sparse surroundings. It might as well have been a box,
the ceiling low enough that I would never have been able to stand
at my full height. Straw lined the floor, slightly damp from the
moisture that seemed to permeate the entire dungeon, a feast for
the mold and ivy growing along the walls.

The door of the cell was made of rotting iron
bars, but still too strong for me to pry on my own. It opened into
another, larger room with a door at the end. More puzzles, no
doubt. The sort of torture intellectual types thought about when
they stroked themselves into some manner of smug superiority.

One torch was situated against the far wall
and in its light I caught the glimpse of dull metal. A key. It was
just past the bars and I reached through, pressing myself up
against the door of the cell. My fingers brushed over it and I
carefully tried to pull it closer until at last my grip closed
around it and I brought it to me, trying to keep my hand steady as
I fit it into the lock.

The click was a rewarding sound and I slid to
my knees, pushing the door open and using the bars to leverage
myself up, ducking my head. My robes dusted over the ground and my
boot touched the stone floor outside of the cell. I could feel the
distribution of weight almost immediately, but everything seemed to
move slower than normal. The stone slab was sinking away beneath my
foot, my only recourse the vague thought that I should grab onto
something. But the door was swiftly being dragged under, as well,
and my only chance was a metal rack a good distance away.

I leapt for it, gripping hard, my knuckles
turning white as I swung myself over the crumbling floor, landing
in a heap on what appeared to be steady ground.

My heart was beating out of my chest, my
breath coming in gasps, and I could only think one thing: “Dammit,
Amelia.” Somehow this had to be my sister’s fault.

I stood again, dusting myself off, and
crossed the room to retrieve the torch. It had been lit recently –
I could still smell the burnt oil from when it caught flame – but
there were no other sign that anyone was ever down here. And yet I
remained under no such delusions that I was completely alone,
knowing there was likely someone watching.

The door was obviously the next obstacle,
very much locked in place and with no keyhole or any other
practical means of opening. A statue of a demon sat on a pedestal
beside it, the writing underneath an ancient tongue I could not
read. I ran my finger over the tarnished bronze, a shiver running
through me. The essence of a demon still lingered and I wondered if
I would get to use my book after all.

It was an odd little statue; the demon lacked
eyes, its sockets collapsing and practically melting. But one of
its clawed hands clutched a small ruby. With the absence of the
other, I knew what I had to do.

“Wonderful. Another scavenger hunt.”

As I searched the room I pondered my part in
what had landed us here. There was a festival in town – a menacing
dragon finally laid to rest – and everyone was celebrating. I had
been at the tavern, turning down the rather uncreative advances of
a patron when I heard the shrieking. An entirely family murdered
and dismembered as they lay in their beds upstairs, symbols carved
into their flesh as they still lived.

The young man that had been denied my
attentions – the innkeeper’s son, I believe – apparently ran his
mouth about the book I had showed him on a lark, citing me as a
murderous temptress. All because I refused to fuck him. And yet
somehow in a rush of confusion it landed me in chains, tossed into
a caravan next to my sister and several strangers.
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