[bookmark: _GoBack]Evan turned and looked back at the wagon, briefly considering barging in and demanding more answers - but only briefly. The door locking shut behind him made it pretty clear that he wasn’t welcome back until he got that sigil the Duchess wanted. Why something like that would matter to her, he had no idea, but…he wasn’t exactly flush with allies, here. If the Duchess said she could help him get his daughter back, he was going to at least try.
“Right. The gate straight ahead, huh?” Evan shook his head, and turned towards one of the four gates lining the square where the Duchess’s wagon was parked. Most of the others had obvious structures behind them, but this one was different. Snow-covered trees crowded up against it, their branches seeming to almost claw and tear at the metal of the gate, as if they wanted to be let through.
Still, there was a path behind the gate and Evan wasn’t going to be dissuaded by a few creepy-looking trees. He fitted the key the Duchess gave him into the gate’s lock, turned it, and shoved.
A harsh metal squeal rewarded his efforts, as the gate swung open with all the subtly of an elephant trumpeting. He hastily stepped through and shoved it shut behind him, then locked it in the hope that it’d keep the monsters out. It was a tall gate and it had spikes on it, but he still didn’t think it had much chance against monsters that’d chased him down the side of a cliff.
The path through the forest was strange. While at first it looked kind of foreboding, as Evan walked, the creepy trees gave way to normal oaks and elms. Snow banks and brambles were replaced by small clearings and raised stone beds filled with rainbows of flowers. Small birds flew all around, dancing from tree to tree almost gleefully as they sung their songs. It was like a whole other world. There wasn’t even any snow.
He passed beneath a delicate golden archway, and found himself standing on a large stone patio. It looked practically new, and in the center of it, a huge rounded bed of flowers swayed in a gentle breeze. The flowers were beautiful, but the flowers weren’t the only thing in that bed.
Evan gulped, as he stared at something impossible. “May?”
His wife was sitting in the midst of the bed of flowers, cradling their baby daughter in her arms. She raised her head, her expression serene, and laughed lightly at him. “Hehe! Why are you staring like that, honey?”
This was impossible. This was not real, but he could see them, right there in front of him! Evan stumbled forwards, his hands reaching out for his wife and child-
“AGH!” A terrible splitting pain shot through his head. Evan clutched it and doubled over, his eyes squeezed shut as a strangled groan of agony ripped through him! “RGHH! Wh-What the f-NNNGHGK!”
Evan bent so far over that his head thudded into the flowerbed, but the pain didn’t stop. It was so intense that couldn’t feel anything else, not even the strange way his back clenched and how the muscles in his legs and neck spasmed. They bulged outwards so hugely that he couldn’t have raised his head even if he’d tried, but just as quickly as they’d begun this strange growth, his muscles shrank back down to normal - and took the pain with them.
“Oh…god.” Evan panted, slumping forwards. He wiped a sheen of sweat off his face, and gingerly shook his head, leery of re-triggering whatever that had been. After he was sure it was done with, he eased himself back to his feet and squinted at the forest around him.
It was different. The patio was still there, but it was cracked and deteriorated, and the flowers in the bed…they were weird cup-shaped things the color of rot. They smelled awful, too, like some kind of raw chemical. He backed away from them, his brow creasing as he looked at the frightening, sharp-limbed trees all around, and the snow piled up in thick drifts between them.
Had he hallucinated that summery, idyllic forest? If he had, it was over with now, it’d left him in a lousy mood. Seeing his dead wife and his daughter safe when he knew those things were lies made him mad. Even if that hallucination had come from inside his own head, it felt like someone was toying with his wife’s death.
Evan spotted a broken-down wrought iron arch on the far side of the patio, and jogged towards it. He had no more eyes for this place; he just hurried down the path beyond, until it ended in the doorway of a large, open-air elevator. He stepped in and punched the only button inside, and then the doors slid shut behind him.
There was a distant thud as something unlocked, and then the elevator started to slowly descend. Evan waited, patiently, immune to the thundering of water outside and the breathtaking view of the enormous waterfall falling only a few feet from the elevator’s windows. Normally he’d have been amazed by that view, but not now.
Something did catch his eye, however. The waterfall emptied into a vast reservoir that had several partially flooded buildings sticking up out of its center, and on one of these buildings, he could see someone. Evan leaned forwards, trying to get a closer view of the distant figure - but as he did so, the elevator descended into the solid-walled building at its base, and hid the unknown person from him.
The elevator door opened behind him, and Evan gave up on the figure in the reservoir. He had a job to do, here.
A short path lined with snow-choked flowerbeds lead the way from the elevator to the front door of a large slate-roofed mansion. It was a mansion; the thing was too big to just call it a house, but it was only barely too big. It looked like a decent place, though, unlike the mostly ruined structures he’d seen so far, and he took that as a good sign. Maybe whoever lived here was going to be reasonable.
Evan knocked on the front door and spent a solid minute waiting, before he realized he was being stupid. He wasn’t here to make a social call. He was here to get something, and probably not something the owner of the house wanted him to have. There was no point being polite in this crazy-ass place.
The door was locked, of course, but Evan wasn’t going to let that stop him. He took a step back, braced himself against the pain he was sure was coming, and rammed the door with a shoulder.
It snapped open like a sheet of balsa wood. Evan almost fell as he stumbled through the ruined door, his eyes wide. It hadn’t looked that flimsy, but…maybe he’d been wrong? It didn’t matter either way, of course. He was in.
A large, simply oriented front foyer greeted him beyond the door. Large arm chairs, a pleasant couch, and a very nice pair of standing lamps augmented the space aesthetically, but the effect was ruined by the presence of a whole bunch of…dolls. Porcelain dolls of the kind that a little girl might own had been carefully arranged on practically every surface in the room.
“Creepy.” Evan muttered under his breath, as he slowly surveyed the foyer - and then blinked, as he realized he wasn’t alone. There was a woman just there, standing behind the couch! She was dressed all in dark colors and wore a veiled shawl over her head, but he could clearly see her. She was holding one of the dolls upright as it sat on the back of the couch, like it was more important than her, or something.
Was this the woman the Duchess had warned him about? Vanita Ricevere? If it was, he wasn’t very impressed with her tricks if she thought just wearing a veil over her face was enough to hide from him.
He silently stared straight at the slim, petit woman, watching the veil over her face shift as she breathed in and out. Then, slowly, she turned the head of the doll to face him, until its neck cracked loudly. Evan winced. That was super creepy!
His look of distress turned to confusion, though, as she made the doll gesticulate and waggle its mouth like it was speaking, but…there was no sound coming out of his mouth. He was missing a part of her act, he guessed, but he didn’t particularly care. He ignored the doll, and just walked straight over to the woman holding it.
“Are you Vanita?” He asked, bluntly. “Not that it matters if you are or aren’t, I guess. I need the Ricevere family crest, and I know it’s here somewhere. Can you tell me where it is?”
The woman jerked her doll upright and used it to pantomime a screaming rage, but…it still felt like Evan was missing something. Either she was making a fool of him, or she didn’t understand that something wasn’t coming across - and either way, he was out of patience. With a sharp jerk, he snatched the doll out of her hands. “Look, lady, I just need the-”
As soon as he took the doll, the veiled woman turned and ran for it. He stared in shock as she bolted up a stairway at the back of the room, and then he growled under his breath. She was making a fool of him!
He tossed her doll down and sprinted after her, charging up two flights of stairs in a single hissing breath, but at the foot of the third set of stairs, he staggered. Something was rubbing between his legs…and when he realized what it was, he squeezed his eyes shut in disbelief. He was hard. He was crazy hard! He’d never had a boner pop up this bad in his entire life, and the stupid thing was still swelling!
“Not even a day after May…fuck. When the hell did I get a thing for mutes?” He shook his head and tried to ignore the throbbing, still-growing girth beneath his jeans, as he ran up to the top floor just in time to hear a door slam down the hall to his right. He rushed for it, ignoring every other door along the luxurious wood-paneled hallway, and kicked it open.
The room beyond was dark. There wasn’t so much as a candle lit inside, and the lamps in the hall were too far away to reveal much of the room’s contents. Still, there was enough light for Evan to make out…shapes. Vaguely human ones, several dozen of them, and all of them a match for the height and build of the woman.
They were dressed in the same obscuring clothes, too. Were they mannequins? Whatever they were, they were freaky…but if this was meant to trick him, it wasn’t doing a great job of it. Only one of the ‘mannequin’ women in the room was panting hard enough to make her veil flutter. It was only natural that she was out of breath, of course; she had just run up three flights of stairs.
As Evan stared into the room, the woman very slowly reached her hands into the back of one of the mannequins in the room, and it suddenly started to move. It turned towards him, seeming to imitate the woman’s quiet way of standing and staring through her veil. She was trying to pretend her ‘doll’ was the real her, by having it move around a little.
“I am gonna KILL you!” The mannequin suddenly screeched, a speaker in its mouth crackling to life as it barked out its recorded threat. It snatched a knife from one of its baggy sleeves, and charged him blade-first!
Evan reached out, caught the thing’s ridiculously flimsy wooden arm, and snapped it. Its speaker cut with a loud hiss as he took its knife, and then he dragged the thing to one side and smashed it into several other mannequins. They clattered to the floor, loudly. “I’m getting tired of these stupid games. What’s next, a coocoo clock with an axe in it? A giant marionette of my wife? Come on, lady, cut the crap!”
She didn’t answer. She just stood perfectly still, and pretended to be another mannequin. It was more believable now that she’d had a chance to catch her breath, but Evan knew which one she was. He scowled at her, and then tucked the knife away in his jacket as he walked up right in front of the petit, black-shrouded woman.
“All you have to do is show me the sigil. That’s it,” Evan growled, as he reached out for her shoulder. In the dark, he couldn’t quite see exactly what he was grabbing for - and his fingers found something much softer, and rounder. She twitched as his digits dug into one of her breasts, its petit softness filling his palm satisfyingly.
A jolt of shock shot through him, but the woman still tried to pretend she was just a mannequin even though one of her tits was in his hands. He felt a flush of shame for having grabbed her this way, and that shame multiplied with his irritation into full-blown rage! “You’re still pretending? I just told you, I’m tired of your stupid GAMES!”
He roared, and lashed out with his other hand. His fingers found one of her slim hips and yanked, wrenching her up off her feet and slamming her body against him! Finally her act failed her, as she gasped in shock and struggled against him, trying to force him to let go of her. Knives flashed in her hands, but he swatted them away, staggering forwards with her as they struggled!
“Aaugh!” She screamed at him, her fingers clawing towards his face, and Evan roared back as his legs kicked, and he tried to slam her back into a wall. It wasn’t a wall, though - just a black curtain, which they both fell straight through into the private bedroom beyond.
With a loud thud, Evan bore the woman down onto a thickly carpeted rug, her veil finally tearing free as her body pressed between him and the ground. The face beneath it was beautiful; pale, with full, gleaming red lips and large amber eyes framed by short locks of curly orange hair.
“A-ah!” She gasped, her eyes jerking downwards. Evan blinked, confused as to why her focus had shifted…and then he realized how they’d landed. Her pale legs were spread around him so much that her dress had pulled up around her hips, and his cock was throbbing harder than ever - throbbing beneath her dress, as it strained against the zipper of his jeans!
The throbbing suddenly got far stronger, and spit sprayed from between Evan’s teeth as his cock swelled so much that it tore his pants open and rammed out to squish against her pussy! He had a final moment of lucidity as he felt the tip force her pussy lips to part against it - and then his eyes glowed, as he slammed home balls-deep inside of her!
“AAAH!” She screamed, her head thudding back as his cock stretched her pussy around him, forcing her back to arch up and up, as he ground the head harder against her deepest parts - and then he dragged out and slotted back in, hard enough to make her pussy juices squirt around him!
“Ah! AH! AH!” She screamed, her eyes rolling as he stuffed her pussy with cock over, and over, and over, each thrust sliding from pussy lips to womb in an instant! She felt him stretch the clinging folds her pussy gloriously, only to leave her clenching for him as he pulled out. Her pussy spasmed with joy as it was refilled, again, and again, and again…until at last, she felt his cock pound home, and hold.
“A-A-AAH!” Her arms snapped shut around his neck and her legs crossed behind his back, clinging to him as thick cum sprayed into her pussy. It filled her to the brim, swelling her womb with his seed until her belly went tight, but still more gushed into her!
She arched her back even more, her head thudding into the floor as loud stretching and tearing sounds filled her body. She grunted as her tits bloated explosively, stretching her dress skin-tight around them, as her ass similarly bulged outwards into a huge, perfect bubble butt. Her thighs grew hugely thick so rapidly that they jiggled in place, even as her tits and ass grew, and grew, until they stretched her dress so tight around them that it gleamed like a second skin. Her breasts jiggled in place as they finished growing, her nipples standing out clearly straight through it.
“Rrrrgh!” Evan growled as he seized her newly broad hips and picked her up, shoving her back flat against a wall. She moaned, one of her legs looping up to rest on one of his shoulders as he pounded into her pussy again, and forced a fat, juicy white thigh against his chest!
“AAGH! Ah! Ah! AAAh! AaaaAAAH!” She screamed, her tongue flopping against her chin as she clung to him. Every thrust made her tits slosh up her chest; every pump made her ass grind into the wall. Every time her pussy gushed open around him, her slim belly bulged, distending around his enormous shaft!
Her body flexed in time, her hips rolling forward perfectly to accept him and her thighs flexing as the tip thudded into her womb. He sped up, forcing her screams to turn into one long, orgasmic wail as her pussy squirted uncontrollably around him - and then, at last, he rammed all the way in. He forced her pussy lips to mold skin-tight around the base of his cock, plugging her shut as his seed poured directly into her womb!
Her womb swelled, filled to the brim with just his first load, but she could feel another already pumping down his shaft. It stretched her open even more as it pumped inside of her, forcing the folds of her pussy to stretch open again, and again. Her eyes rolled completely up, as bliss overwhelmed her.
Evan kept pumping until her belly grew obviously full, and then he took in a ragged, gasping breath, and pulled out. He staggered back, a shaking hand clutching his face as he stared at the cum pouring out of her pussy. “W-wh…what am I…doing?”
“MNnh!” Before he could gather himself, she lunged forwards - her deliciously fat, gleaming red lips squeezing together as she kissed him. Her tongue slipped in, tugging at his awkwardly as she looped her arms around his neck and turned into the kiss with an eager grunt. “Mnhf.”
He staggered back, his vision blurring, and then his foot caught against the end of her bed. As he fell backwards into the soft, many-layered blankets behind him, his vision failed completely…as he passed out.
