Chapter 4: Abyssal Seduction


Let me tell you about my seduction by Graz'zt, demonic prince of pleasure, lord of vice and indulgence. I had, on one of my aimless travels, ended up in the Abyss, a place of pure evil and chaos which no one of sane mind should wish to stay long. Still, if there is anywhere that one could consider visiting in that nightmarish plane, Graz'zt's realm of Azzagrat might be it. The capital and seat of his power at least is a place where merchants of rare drugs and paraphernalia so grotesque to be forbidden elsewhere can still be found for sale. So, ever the curious explorer, I wandered the market stalls of his city of demons. I was idly browsing a vendor's vials of inhumanely extracted fluids when I was approached with an offer which would lead into the start of this tale.


“Why hello, would you happen to be Zekir?” I heard a sultry voice ask from my left. Turning to see who was addressing me, I saw an absolutely stunning woman in silks which left little to the imagination. Demonic, of course, by her little horns and tail which flexed and whipped much like my own, and easily identifiable as a succubus by her beauty. Now, I'm certainly not against having my energy, essence, cum, whatever you want to call it drained by a succubus, but I knew it was best to keep my guard up there of all places.


“Why do you ask? I might or might not be, depending on your answer and the right price.”


“My master heard that you had arrived in the city and would like to invite you to dine with him.”


“Is that so? And who might that be?”


“Lord Graz'zt himself extends the invitation,” she said, stepping closer to me to lean against my chest and speak directly in my ear. “Between the two of us, I think you would be wise not to insult him by refusing.”


I felt her hand slide up my inner thigh to rest on my crotch, giving my bulge a squeeze. She nibbled my ear lightly as well before backing away again. 


“You can follow me to the palace,” she said as she turned to walk away. Dinner with a demon lord, that was a new one for me. It would be a shame to waste the opportunity, I thought, walking behind the succubus through the city. I managed to only spend half the journey staring at her swaying ass, and the other half watching as we got closer and closer to the silver citadel. Opulent, excessive, decadent, Graz'zt is not known across the planes for restraint or half-measures, and his palace was no different. Soaring towers, domes, and halls of gleaming silver made for a complex of likely thousands of rooms, and I knew within there would be as many varieties of hedonistic pleasures.


Our journey into the palace once we arrived brushed past nearly all of these imagined indulgences though, as the succubus led me on a direct route to where her master awaited. The corridors we walked through were certainly luxurious, draped in many fine works of art and precious treasures, but the only sign I had of the more carnal delights were the occasional sounds from behind a closed door as we passed. I was thinking it was a shame not to at least peek into one of these other chambers for a moment, but my guide seemed to have no intention of stopping so I followed reluctantly. I hoped this wouldn't be a huge waste of time, and then we came to a halt before an innocuous door, one clearly intended for servants rather than the lord of the realm or his guests.


“Prince Graz'zt is waiting for you just beyond,” the succubus said, gripping the handle in her slender fingers to let me in momentarily, looking me over to ensure I was presentable for her master. With her approval given, I was soon stepping over the threshold into the demon lord's throne room. A great silver chair lushly upholstered and draped in fine red and black silks sat raised on a dais at the end of the hall. A large figure was standing before it, facing away from me and bent over the seat as its hips thrust away at something there. The clear wet sounds of sex echoed through the chamber, along with the masculine grunts of the figure's exertions and muffled feminine cries from below. The door being shut behind me, I saw no choice but to move towards the throne until I was stopped about twenty feet away by the figure speaking.


“You can stay right there if you're going to dine with me. Leave, and consider my hospitality over, in my palace and my realm,” Graz'zt said.


He didn't stop thrusting as he spoke, and the woman's whimpers from below him didn't cut through his clear, commanding tone. If he thought I'd be put off by this, I assumed he hadn't read up on me much at all, so obviously I stayed. Even leaning over his throne as he fucked the woman beneath him, I could guess that Graz'zt was about nine-feet tall when standing upright. Six small horns protruded from the coarse black hair on his head. His skin was dark and glossy like polished obsidian, accentuating his chiseled body. His lower half seemed just as muscular as his upper, though it was covered in a pelt of thick dark fur and his legs were structured more like a goat than a man.


From that angle, I couldn't really see her very well, my view mostly of his backside. I could hear his heavy sack slap against his conquest every time his hips thrust back down though, and the squelch of his cock carving its way through her. His fuzzy ass was as thickly muscled as the rest of him, and every other thrust or so I would catch a glimpse of his pitch black asshole. While I stood there watching I noticed my cock stirring but wasn't going to assume Graz'zt had given permission to jerk off in his throne room so I left it contained. The demon lord pumped away without any more acknowledgment of me, focused on his own pleasure. For several minutes I did nothing but observe as the wet sounds of his thrusting filled the chamber.


He rammed into her one last time, driving his cock deep inside when his orgasm came. I saw his big sack tighten up and nuts pulse as they started to unload. My main view though was of his throbbing taint and twitching asshole while he took his pleasure from claiming this woman below him. He pumped his seed into her for more than a minute, and I saw some of it splatter down against the throne as it was forced from her hole. Finally, his balls sagged back under their significant weight and he gave one more hump of his hips before pulling free. With his body no longer in the way I could finally see his conquest, an elven woman folded into a position that made me curious if she was a contortionist before her encounter with the Prince of Dark Pleasure. Her legs were up behind her shoulders which put her raw and gaped pussy on full display for me as it oozed a pink mix of cum and blood.


Stepping away from the ruined creature and standing to his full nine-foot height, he turned towards me, cock swinging around like a club. It had clearly gone to half-hard at this point, but still slapped against his thighs at more than a foot in length. I remember thinking it must be a monster when erect, but held my tongue. One of his many succubi servants brought over a towel for him, which he took to wipe the sweat from his body and the juices which glistened on his cock. Another succubus went to the elf and dropped to her knees, taking a drink of her lord's seed from the woman's gaping snatch. Graz'zt dropped the cloth beside her and strode towards me.


“Zekir, welcome to Azzagrat. Take off your clothes, you won't be wearing them in your time here.”


That definitely wasn't a question, as the towering demon lord stood there expecting me to comply. I began to undress under his appraising gaze, his eyes wandering over my body hungrily as it was exposed to him. When I was left in my underwear, my erection was a visible tent in the cloth, and it sprang free to jut out in front of me as I took even that off.


“You liked what you saw.” Another statement, but then a question. “Did you imagine taking her place?”


That gave me pause. I didn't want to insult him by lying, but I wouldn't give him that easy a catch. I decided a non-answer would be best.


“You've heard about my travels, unless I'm mistaken on my invitation here. Men, women, top, bottom. And other options besides. You put on a good show, I will admit.”


He flashed a handsome smile.


“A way with words, I've always like that about bards. We'll have to see what else that tongue can do. Now, to the dining room, our meals await.”


He walked ahead of me out of the throne room, and spoke back to me without turning as led the way. The conversation was actually quite pleasant, as strange as the situation was, as he asked about my travels with a great deal of specificity, and even answered some of my own idle questions about his domain. I stayed away from potential sore topics, of course, like any mention of other demon lords or the Blood War. I will admit, here I let my guard down some, as though walking naked through his palace put his brutal rape of the elf woman out of sight, out of mind.


We soon reached a large feast hall, in which there was one long table with space for at least a couple hundred guests, though it appeared we would be the only two dining there. The head of the table was set for Graz'zt, and a few dozen feet down its length was another lone setting apparently meant for me. Several succubi servants were waiting against the walls to be of assistance. One of them was waiting by my chair as I approached, pulling it back for me to sit. As I settled in she came around to my side and picked my napkin off the table before kneeling down and draping it across my lap, her hand stroking across my member as she did. Then just as gracefully as the rest of her movements, she stood again and backed away to the side of the hall with the others.


“I do hope you have a sufficient appetite, Zekir. Indulgence and decadence are no sins here.”


“Turning down the pleasure of a fine meal would go against the tenets of the Sensates, I would never dream of it.”


“Ah, I thought so. Then let us wait no longer. Bring in the service.”


The last was followed by a snap of his fingers, and two servants entered carrying black plates covered by silver domes. One went to Graz'zt and one to me, setting them in front of us before taking a step back. I felt the succubus lean up against me from behind, her breasts pressing against the back of my neck as she wrapped her arms around me. Reaching forward with a slender beautiful hand, she lifted the silver dome off of the plate in front of me. The black porcelain was bare, without a scrap of food nor drop of sauce on its dark surface. I turned to look to my host, where another of his loyal servants had just done the same. There was a truly indulgent feast stacked before him though, piled high with delicacies whose aromas of meats, herbs, and exotic spices soon reached back down the table to me. And I could see more servants bringing domes out to set near him, until a dozen were arrayed fanning out from his place. The lord of Azzagrat gave no attention to these however, his eyes fixed on my own as he studied me.


“Are you displeased, Zekir?”


“Confused, perhaps. You invite me to dine with you, yet my plate is empty.”


“Ah, so it is. I see your error, I did not invite you to share in my feast. You will have your meal beneath the table, where you belong. Now.”


The succubus reached down to pluck the napkin from my lap, brushing my cock once again. She then leaned away from me, but I could feel her ready to pull my chair back. Slowly as not to give the impression I was about to flee, but not so slow as to draw Graz'zt's wrath, I lifted off my seat and then dropped to the floor. Crawling under the table, I made my way on hands and knees towards the head of the table where the demon lord sat. I heard the giggling of his servants as I went, clearly enjoying the game their master had made of my visit. Though the opulent decadence of the palace meant quite a ways for me to crawl, it still didn't take very long until I arrived before the demon lord, or rather his lower half.


His large goat-like legs were spread wide, clawed feet planted firmly before either corner of his chair. Between those coarse-furred thighs, his flaccid cock draped over his hefty sack to hang just off the edge of his seat. Even soft his manhood was still enormous up close, though this surely befit the Dark Prince of Pleasure. A haze of musk overpowered the aromas of the feast above, leaving only the scent of his dominant masculinity for me to enjoy. And as I continued to be immersed in it, I did find myself enjoying that potent odor, dark and powerful as it was. A hint of sweat, blood, and other unpleasant suggestions were present in the background of that air between his legs, but over all of them was something purely of carnal lust which drew me forward.


I shuffled up between his knees, those massive thighs surely able to crush my head without a second thought should he want to. Sitting on my shins, my face was roughly level with the edge of his chair and the meal Graz'zt was offering. I reached out to lift the demon lord's fat member with both hands, feeling the heft of it as I angled the end towards my face. His foreskin wrapped around the head to overhang loosely off the tip, and as I brought it up to to me I could see a glisten of pre ooze from the opening. I leaned forward to swipe my tongue across that bead of sticky fluid, and as the taste spread across my tongue that little drop was an intensely concentrated essence of the aroma around me. Chasing after that nectar, I dug my tongue into his foreskin, running it over the tip of his glans to pull up any moisture that had been caught there. Swirling my tongue between the folds, I traced around and around his tip until I was satisfied I had gotten all of it.


My hands had started to slowly slide up and down his shaft, teasing his cock to life. I pulled my tongue free and got to work in long, wide strokes ministering to his incrementally rising member. Steadily covering the hot skin with my saliva as I made my way unhurriedly towards his fuzzy groin, hoping that the demon lord would be satisfied with my tongue for a little while. By the time I reached the base, his fat shaft was all I could see to one side of me, reaching past my shoulder where I could feel it slowly drooling more musky pre down my back. My mouth reached his hairy bush, a thick coarse pelt of black fur which covered the entirety of his lower half. Including his massive nutsack, sagging loosely draped across his chair, which was the next destination for oral attention.


Running my tongue along one of those orbs, the overwhelming dominant note of his tool made way for other tastes. The flavors were more the funk of sweat and the tang of blood that had suffused into his fuzzy groin. A record of his conquests both on the fields of war and here in his palace. There was a recognizable earthy bitterness as well that did not come as a surprise given his insatiable need to find new holes for his cock to conquer. My mind did drift again to seeing that twitching dark star of his, wondering if he ever forced his concubines to rim him, and if I would be made to find that same earthiness there at his command. I switched from one of his massive nuts to the other, slowly stroking the base of his cock as the rest of it extended far over my shoulder. After a minute or two of attending to his sack, I lifted away again to behold his erect member in its totality.


At full size it was enormous, an obsidian pillar easily a foot and a half long of thick veiny manhood jutting from his crotch. With his foreskin peeled back completely, the fat head glistened with sticky pre as more drooled from its wide slit. Wasting no time, I brought my mouth back to that source of musky nectar, sealing my lips around the very tip of his glans as I lapped it up. The steady ooze of it washed over my tongue before flowing down my throat, always just enough to continually refresh my taste of his virility. Slowly, I pushed myself forward, taking more and more of his head into my mouth. Even that was a challenge, wide as it was, though much easier than what was to come. When it popped past my lips, I felt how it expanded again after squeezing through that seal to fill the space in my mouth from roof to tongue. Still licking along the underside of his cock, I kept going as the rigid girth of his shaft stretched my jaw wider.


It wasn't long before his tip was brushing up against the back of my mouth, slit oozing pre directly into the entrance to my esophagus. Determined, I forced myself to keep going, feeling it wedge into the opening and start to breach. With a little more effort and a squelching pop, I impaled my throat on the end of his cock, the first few inches sliding inside in one motion as my body's resistance buckled. I stayed there for a few seconds, letting him enjoy the tight sleeve while I swallowed around him. Then I pulled back, his glans popping back up into my mouth while I regained my breath.


His hand came under the table to rest on the back of my head, fingers running through my hair. It also immediately served to keep me from pulling my head back any more, his fat tip just barely free from my throat again. The message was clear, leaving only one direction for my face to go, even if he wasn't forcing me into it yet. I took a deep breath while I still could, then pushed his cock back down my esophagus. Graz'zt kept his hand on the back of my head, so every inch of thick shaft sliding down my gullet meant an inch less of space allowed to me. I could feel my neck bulge from the intrusion as it shaped itself around the demon lord's rod. He never pushed, never even acknowledged me swallowing his cock while I could hear him continue with his own meal.


I took a break, such as it was, around the halfway mark. Nine inches of hot demonic cock impaled my throat, nine inches more extended from my lips back to his hairy groin. Taking a moment to carefully breathe around big cocks like this is a practiced skill, as anyone who has found themselves swallowing a bit more than they intended can testify. I was just grateful that Graz'zt hadn't taken over completely, giving me a chance to show off my skills. I did reach up to take his balls in both hands while I paused my progress, hefting and fondling them before sliding my hands up along his lower shaft. I felt his entire cock flex, and a surge of his urethra against my tongue suggested a jet of pre had just shot into my stomach. My hands reached my lips and carried on down below my chin, one coming to rest on the fat bulge in my neck and the other going all the way to my own rock hard cock. I caressed my neck lightly, feeling that thick rod reach all the way to my collarbone where his glans was wedged. My cock was sticky with pre as well, and sensitive enough to make me moan a little as I touched the tip of it. The vibration elicited another flex from the demon lord as he sent more pre down my gullet.


He wouldn't be patient forever, so once I had gotten a breath I started trying to swallow the rest. After another couple inches though, I hit a wall. I still had another seven inches to go, the whole length of my own cock, but my throat wouldn't take any more. I could feel his glans just below my sternum, but couldn't get my body to accept his shaft any further. Graz'zt's hand still held me in place like a wall behind my head, I knew he wasn't going to let me back out now. Well, if my body wouldn't listen, there really wasn't any other choice. I made a sound to get his attention, which came out as a muffled wet gurgle, and readied myself.


“Ah, enjoying your meal?” I heard him say in a coy tone above me. “I knew you would. Your... instrument is wet and ready to be played just as it was when you first witnessed me. You can have your fun with it, I don't mind. But you haven't finished your main course yet, so your treat will have to wait. I will help you finish what you started.”


With that, his hand gripped harder on my head, digging his claw-tipped fingers into my scalp painfully. He started pulling me deeper between his outspread legs, forcing his cock insistently into my gullet against my body's protests. My esophagus stretched tight around his invading rod, letting him sink ever farther as his last several inches slipped past my lips. Then my nose was pressing into his fuzzy groin and my chin settled into the crease above his weighty sack. Just below my ribs I felt a fullness where his fat mushroom tip had breached my stomach. Even accounting for having to hold my breath, my chest felt compressed from the inside as my lungs had to make room for his massive eighteen-inch cock.


He yanked me back again, his massive spear slowly retreating from my stomach and chest until I returned to the halfway mark. I was surprised when he halted me there, and didn't have a chance to sneak in a breath before he was shoving me forward again to bury his cock in my stomach once more. Dragging my head back and forth along the lower half of his shaft, the demon never gave me an opportunity to pull in any more air. Every stroke sent my face slamming back into his groin, my chin wetly squishing into his sack where my saliva and throat mucus had splattered out over his balls. 


I came then, a sudden reaction to the intensity of him throat-fucking me. My nuts throbbed, sending sticky ropes spraying from my cock as it flexed up and down uncontrollably. I moaned around the enormous pillar buried in my chest, spurring Graz'zt to pump my face up and down his shaft even harder.


“Yes, fucking enjoy choking on a true demon prince's cock, slut. Spend your seed upon the floor, and know your real reward is coming very soon.”


Riding out the rest of my orgasm over the next several seconds, I could feel a shift in his demeanor as well, as he shifted his focus away from his meal to the tight sleeve of my gullet around his cock. His other hand came down to join the first, so that he was using both arms to yank my head up and down his massive shaft. I could see his legs tensing to either side of me, and his fat sack was starting to twitch. Soon, I thought in my air-starved mind. Take his load and I can breathe again. Soon. 


With a fiercer pull than any before and a deep snarling growl, he brought my head down. One last time, my face met his crotch and Graz'zt started to cum. His heavy balls throbbed against my chin, sending pulses of cum surging down his shaft. I could feel every rope swell his urethra as it compressed my tongue and rolled down my throat. I didn't have to swallow, of course, as his head blasted the demon lord's seed directly in my stomach, where that feeling of fullness and satiety soon started to turn uncomfortable then painful. My lungs were also burning with the lack of air and aggressive way he had been thrusting past them. I could only try to outlast his orgasm and hopefully then I could breathe.


My vision was going dark, my body thrashed to get away as all of my involuntary reactions were trying to keep me alive. Somehow, my conscious mind remained clear and aware there was no escape, feeling pity for those reflexes that didn't understand. With Graz'zt's steel grip keeping me choking on his whole enormous cock, I didn't have to wait long before my brain released me from consciousness and the world went black.


Pain brought me back. Pain in my throat and lungs as I could finally breathe and immediately started to cough up blood. But also pain from my other end, and an aggressive jostling as I took in my changed situation. I was no longer under the table but lying on top of it, the plates and finery cast aside to the ground. Graz'zt towered over me, standing before his chair, and had one hand flat against my chest while he shoved two fingers from the other up my ass. He added a third, not stopping his digits from pistoning in and out at any point.


“Good, you're awake,” he said when I started coughing, “Your throat was an excellent appetizer, I'm sure you're as excited as I am for the main course.”


Though I could see a roundness where he had blown his first load in my stomach, his massive cock was still rock hard and clearly aimed at my ass. The shaft was covered in a mix of my blood and throat slime still, while a viscous strand of cum dangled from his slit. Taking that monster down my throat felt like I nearly died, I wasn't sure I could survive another round of him fucking me. He didn't seemed concerned with my chances, his fingers pulling free from my ring as his patience for foreplay ended. Wrapping his hand around my thigh, he dragged my ass right up to the edge of the table to meet the drooling head of his cock. Without hesitation he drove his hips forward, punching the fat tip and several inches of his thick shaft into my hole.


I let out a cry of pain as I felt my sphincter tear some to accommodate his girth. My tunnel was on fire as it expanded around his shaft, and it felt like my prostate was being crushed up against my pelvis to make room for him. Even with his fingers stretching me before, I knew I'd need a moment to prepare if I was ever going to take the rest of that monstrous cock.


“Wait-” I said, and knew immediately I had fucked up.


“WAIT?” he snarled at me, “You forget yourself, toy. Your body is mine to do as I please, a sheath for my cock, a vessel for my seed. I do not wait for you.”


To accentuate his point, the demon forced the rest of his shaft into me in one thrust, the bulge in my abdomen surging up until the tip of it disappeared past my rib cage. A fresh wave of pain and distress roiled through me as his cock rammed into my vital organs. Somehow through it all I felt his heavy nuts slam against my ass, signaling he had managed to bury himself within me completely. He didn't stop to potentially enjoy staying hilted like that and give me a chance to recover, as he dragged his massive cock from my guts completely. His fat glans popped out of my abused ring with a sickening squelch, and I could feel my tunnel gaped wide by his cock's sudden departure. Again, he gave me no time to adjust to this before he forced the entire eighteen-inch shaft back in.


“Fucking 'wait'. Pathetic,” he grumbled more to himself than to me.


Every thrust hurt as his cock tore through my guts and felt like it was going to rip me open. A hot stickiness that I guessed was blood rubbed between his shaft and my abused hole. A dull ache filled my abdomen from my insides becoming a sleeve molded around his invading member. On and on he went for minutes, making sounds of deep, rumbling pleasure that told me how much he enjoyed brutally raping me. A strange sensation started to take hold of me, as amid the pain I began to submit to his will. It came over slowly at first, unnoticed against the searing heat of his thrusts, but my mind drifted closer to accepting my place as a vessel for Graz'zt's mighty cock.


At some point he moved his hand from my chest up to my face, and I felt two of his fingers pry their way past my lips. He pistoned them into my mouth roughly, scraping his claws against my tongue. However, the taste of blood was overwhelmed by my mind's suddenly renewed focus on his musk which lingered on his fingers and seemed to be thickening in the air around us once more. I could feel it wearing away more at my resistance, bringing me ever deeper under his domination. I started to suck on his digits, earning a low chuckle from the demon as he raped me.


“There, now you understand. You exist for me, it has always been so.”

I was getting lightheaded, both from loss of blood and the overpowering haze dominating my mind. But I was still aware enough to recognize when Graz'zt started thrusting with even greater frenzy, his fat sack slapping my ass painfully several times a second. He was going to cum soon! Maybe I could endure this after all. Then came the demon lord's final assault on my will. The demon's groin crashed into my ass, burying that massive rod once more deep inside me where it belonged. His hand gripping my leg squeezed tight, claws digging into my flesh and drawing fresh blood and pain. His fingers forcing their way back in my mouth until their claws raked my throat. Then his cock, impaling me to my lungs, twitching and throbbing before a boiling hot geyser erupted inside me. Whatever remaining resolve I had was washed away with his seed as he unloaded without concern for anything but his own pleasure. The wave of it flooded through me, rising in my throat until I cough-vomited up a mix of red and white fluids. And finally, all these sensations passing away, as the Prince of Dark Pleasure claimed me body, mind, and soul.

Ah, the careful reader may have noticed a discrepancy. I'm clearly able to relay my tale without serving as Graz'zt's cum dump for all eternity. But of course, such enchantments are but a small impediment to a determined adventurer, as it was for me this time. For you see, I had not come to the Abyss without reason. So when my mind was returned to me and I slowly regained a sense of my surroundings, I found myself lying on an ornate carpet with Tasha the Witch Queen looking down on me. I was just able to remember why I would be in the presence of Graz'zt's rumored paramour when my body decided to update me on all the pain I'd missed.

“Fuck, fuck, fucking nine hells take you! Gods damn it that hurts!”

“I could have let you remain under his alluring compulsion, if you'd rather. There are other servants in this palace who I'm sure would relish a turn on your orifices. Or wait until Graz wanted to play with you again.”

Writhing on the ground while she taunted me, and still naked I might add, I wished I had her agree to heal me as well as break the enchantment after my job was done. Every part of me inside and out hurt nearly as much as when that monstrous cock was tearing through me, and in a way the pain was more present without the demon lord's dominating aura clouding my mind. I was also uncomfortably full of his seed still, my belly stretched out and heavy with the volume of cum trapped inside me.

“I'm not going to thank you for upholding our agreement,” I said, coughing up some blood, “If anything, you should be thanking me for entertaining your boyfriend.”


She cackled at that, throwing her head back in glee. A few seconds later, she managed to recompose herself and respond. 


“Oh, and he was very entertained, thank you. He was surprised at how much your slutty little frame could endure.”


“Great, I'll add 'Graz'zt's Best Lay' to my list of accomplishments. Now, are you going to heal me or not?”


She stepped over to crouch next to my side, bringing a hand to caress my face before trailing it down my bloated body to lightly brush my thoroughly flaccid member.


“Not really my forte,” she said, “Good luck, Zekir, maybe we can catch up some time.”


A moment later, I was lying on my back in the fields of Elysium, as Tasha fulfilled the last part of our bargain by getting me out of the Abyss. At least there would be healing there, somewhere, when I could move. While I tried to work up the will to find help, my thoughts returned briefly to Graz'zt's last words to me, wondered if there was deeper meaning to his claiming me. If there's a lesson to be learned, I guess never deal with witches, genies, devils, etc. Fucks you over every time. Seems as good a place to end this tale as any, until next time.
