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Catapulted from her world, Veronica Doe found herself trapped in a strange dimension beyond space and time. There, she shed her past and learned to embrace her new sexual adventures across realms of fantasy. Betrayed, and cast adrift in the currents of dimensional time, she searches constantly, seeking to return to her master. In her heart she remains...THE CONCUBINE.

Veronica opened her eyes.

 There was no sense of disorientation or confusion. She understood exactly where she was and why she was there. She stood on a broken chunk of earth floating freely in an asteroid belt around a strange, massive planet. Overhead spun endless constellations. Her form was intangible, ethereal, and she felt no need for oxygen.

 Looking around, she saw the withered husk of some unknown Elder, eons dead and laying long forgotten. A translucent figure shimmered next to her and she took in the vision of the demi-god as it stood with brooding awe.

 "Bast," she whispered.

 "How do you fare?" he asked. “Your victory balanced cosmos scales.”

 Veronica regarded the feline god. She remembered the taste of its cock. She felt she deserved a rest. Maybe a spa-weekend.

 “I feel no pain, only victory.”

 “My world – the court of the King in Yellow -- is safe for now. It’s almost enough.” Bast said.

 “Good. Bargain kept. Return me to my Lord”

 Bast stepped in close. “Veronica, I am sorry, but something else must happen.”

 “What? What else must happen?” she asked, betrayed, outraged.

 “My lord, the King in Yellow,” Bast said, “desires your presence in his court.”

 She tried to shout, but in that moment, they were simply gone.

Veronica screamed.

There was a whirlpool of light and sound and noise, unlike any other voyage in the Well of Souls she’d experienced. Suddenly, the sensation of falling abruptly ceased and she crashed into the ground unceremoniously.

Confused, she looked up, blinking her eyes into focus, her body aching from the impact. She sprawled on a floor of red and black tile, patterned like a chessboard and contained within the crenulations of a massive tower.

She half rose, and felt a surge of vertigo course through her body, spinning her around and making her want to hug the floor. The chessboard pinnacle perched on a finger of stone spire thrusting up like a grave marker from a ragged promontory of rock that jutted out into space above a volcanic field of magma cracked earth and lava flow.

Hot wind swirled around the tower, lifting embers skyward on furnace-blast jet streams. She was trapped, 200 feet in the air, above a hellscape. She cast frantically about, confused, wondering where Bast had taken her. Above her, over one shoulder, she caught motion out of the corner of her eye and spun.

She gasped in surprise and her heart leapt painfully in her chest with renewed hope.

Levitating in the air, Skavis, the Ogre Magi hovered, great pole arm at the ready, encased in the traditional armor of the 16th century Samurai. Strings of yellow lightning crackled in his eyes and behind him storm clouds gathered, generating lightning of their own.

There was an angry roar, like that of a tiger, that changed into an almost strangled yowling of rage and Veronica snapped her head around. She saw nothing, then looked directly up. The Cat-deity, Bast hovered fifty feet above her, bolos swinging at the ready in one clawed hands, curved scimitar naked in his other fist.

The two demi-gods screamed in rage and flew at each other.

“Master!” she shrieked.

Above her, the Magi ignored her cry of fear and drove into the feline agent of the King In Yellow. Bast released his bolos and they flew with unerring accuracy toward the diving, dimensional warlord. Skavis swung his long-bladed naginata but missed the whirling missile. The ropes wrapped around his legs, scissoring them together before the weighted balls on the ends clapped tight to his body at the end of their revolutions.

Skavis roared.

The balls erupted like brilliant blue suns in startling, blinding bursts of energy and azure lightning navigated the great body of the Ogre Magi from head to toe. Skavis locked up, turned statue-rigid by the agonizing jolts and his pole arm fell, spinning away into the lava fields below.

Bast sprang forward, scimitar up and ready to deliver the coup de grace and end the contest before it truly began.

Again, Veronica felt her horror and terror ripped from her in an ear splitting shriek of fear for her master, the one she’d willing dedicated herself, heart, and soul, too. As soon as she’d realized the depth of passion such a nearly god-like power as the Magi held for her, as soon as she had tasted and felt that great Ogre cock moving within her, she’d known.

There was nothing she would not do for the one who had raised her from the mundane drudgery of the mortal coil to serve in a dimension of wizards, and monsters and arcane, eldritch powers. She couldn’t hesitate, couldn’t worry about her own safety, or even her own life.

She raced toward the parapet edge of the tower, desperate to be nearer her lord. She came up hard against the smooth marble merlon and reached out, helpless toward the battling figures. The ungiving material, baked hot in the perpetual oven heat of this place, warmed her flesh.

“Master!” she screamed again.

Bast, flying forward, lifted his curved blade up in two hands, muscles rippling like an Olympian under his hide of short black fur. Thunder cracked above them in a deafening clap and twin spears of lightning burst around them, unleashing an unearthly reek of burning ozone.

Skavis swept his hand down in a chopping motion, slicing the bolo cords apart and shaking them loose. He bobbed like a buoy in the sea and avoided the downward streak of Bast’s sword blade. Overextended, the demi-god spun forward, straight into a massive closed-fist blow from the Magi.

Bast flew backward, laid out straight under the force, and slammed into the chessboard tile of the spire roof. He screeched, yowling, and slid along the surface. Veronica spun, pressing her back into the marble merlon, panting with fear-adrenaline as if she were the one in the fight.

Not far from her the cat-deity’s scimitar slammed into the ground point first, the blade so supernaturally sharp it stabbed through the stone and buried itself halfway along the length of the blade.

Skavis rushed in past her and landed, nimble on the chessboard tile. Bast, still groggy from the blow and moving slow, curled into a ball trying to get his feet beneath him and find purchase.

So much for cats always landing on their feet, she thought. Unconsciously, she began circling out from behind the stalking Magi in order to witness more of the fight.

The violence and the raw, naked, preternatural capability of the warrior that emanated from the Ogre, was overpowering. It filled her with tsunami levels of lust, and she ached to feel him filling her to the very limit of her capability to take him. She ached to serve him on her knees, and offer up every part of herself, in any way, to please him.

He’d earned her submission by the very nature of his dominance. There was a natural order to the universe, and her taking the cock of the Ogre Magi was an intricate part of that structure. Illogically, she wanted him now.

Skavis pounced as the smaller demi-god found its feet. The cat-deity suddenly spun and struck with its claws, but the Magi’s dweomer-enhanced armor easily turned the blow aside. Without his weapons, she realized, Bast had little chance of presenting a real threat to the Ogre.

Skavis struck him with a terrific backhand blow that sent the demi-god flying. Bast didn’t cry eye out, just hurtled backwards, head turned painfully to one side, a ribbon of black-red blood looping out into the air.

The demi-god hurtled into the parapet with crushing force and lay there, sprawled out loose. Heart in her throat, Veronica dropped to her knees, eyes riveted to the scene unfolding in front of her. Skavis stocked forward. Bast, defeated, looked up.

Skavis towered over the cat-deity. One hand formed a massive cudgel of a fist, the other slowly reached up to grasp the underside of his helmet. With a sudden, sharp jerk, Skavis ripped his helmet and metal facemask free.

His tusked face, grim as an executioner’s, regarded Bast. Lightening no longer sprang in arcs from his eyes, but his gaze still held the power of spinning galaxies within it. Veronica, drawn to him, began crawling slowly forward.

“Change,” Skavis commanded. His voice was a low growl that echoed off the chessboard roof and rolled out to fill the sky like thunder. “Submit, Bast,” he snarled. His massive foot shot out and kicked the feline godling in the stomach.

Bast folded in on himself, crying out in pain. Veronica froze. She wanted to wrap her arms around the gigantic pillar of the Ogre’s leg, to worship him and his great blue cock, to prove her adoration—but she didn’t want to get in between two battling demi-gods. Even with the Blood of the Feline and the Mark of the Magi, she knew she’d never survive.

Skavis lifted his foot again. He held it, glaring down at the foe who’d dare steal his concubine. There was murder in his gaze, a lust for blood that moved in a tangible energy around him. Bast, still writhing in agony, held up an arm in supplication.

“I yield,” Bast whispered. Veronica easily heard the bitter hate in the godling’s voice.

“Change,” Skavis repeated. “I tire of you in this form. Change.” He drew back his foot in warning. “Change.”

Change? Veronica wondered, looking quickly between the two of them. What was the Magi referring to.

“As you wish,” Bast said.

Then, before Veronica’s amazed eyes, the cat-deity began to shimmer. She blinked, trying to focus through the shimmering, gold hued haze of a nimbus that now enveloped the demi-god. She looked quickly to the Magi, slowly, Skavis relaxed, a ghost of a smile playing on his lips.

“That’s it, Bast,” he murmured. “Soon we can relive some of those times we had before you betrayed me for the King in Yellow.”

Mystified, Veronica turned back. She gasped, beginning to understand. Before her eyes, the features of the cat-deity began to soften, transforming the feline face into a more feminine visage. Hard pectoralis muscles, defined as the breastplates of an armor suit, also softened, then began to swell and change shape.

“Shit,” Veronica whispered. Skavis chuckled.

Big, round, breasts formed, the ends becoming puffy with pointed areolas and nipples, all covered by the same, short sable-soft fur. Veronica looked quickly down between the godling’s legs. The big pink cock hung there. A cock she’d felt pumping cum in her ass, a cock she’d licked and deep throated until she was a gagging, sloppy mess.

It had been a good cock.

Now, enveloped by the golden nimbus, Veronica watched it merge back into the deity’s body, then suddenly invert completely, until there was only a tight little, fat-lipped clam of a pussy between her legs.

“Bast,” Skavis said. “Is a female deity. Her playing at being the cocksman is an amusing diversion, but I’ll be using her in her natural form.” He turned and regarded his concubine. “Did you miss me pet?”

“Oh, master!” Veronica cried and sprang to him.

She threw her arms around his leg and hugged him hard. He reached down with an indulgent hand and gently patted her head.

“I missed you, little one,” he said.

“It was that bitch, Olivia!” she answered, anger making her voice raw.

“I know,” he said. “And she is being dealt with. For now, it pleases me to have you, as new First Concubine, help in my punishment of Bast and Olivia.”

Veronica’s eyes shone. “Anything, Master.”

Together, as one, they turned and looked at the supple female form of Bast as she lay at their feet. Veronica smiled.

They gathered in the harem of the Ogre Magi.

“But, Master,” Veronica said. “Bast endowed me with the power of the Succubus, if you take me, I will destroy your soul!” She remembered how both the demon and manticore had died, imagined it being the Magi, and shuddered.

Skavis smiled. It was a horrifying visage, and it made Veronica damp with wanting. “Do not worry, little one. I have the control of a sorcerer, I will not gift you my seed until the curse is lifted.”

“You can lift it?” she asked eagerly.

“Bast put it on,” he replied. “Bast can take it off.”

“Then let us do it!” she cried.

Skavis regarded her. “It is a powerful thing, that Mark. It makes you a servant of great ability to me.”

Distraught, Veronica threw herself at the Magi’s feet. “Please, Master! I want only to feel your cum inside me, I want to please you to the finish! You’ve made me first concubine, does that not mean I will be bred when you choose? Am I to lose everything?” she wailed, tears running down her cheeks.

The Magi placed a great finger beneath her chin and gently lifted her face. “Be at peace, Concubine,” he told her. “You will perform an action for me, much as you did the King in Yellow. Upon its competition, I will have the Mark lifted and make your body the gift of my seed. Will you not serve me?”

Veronica threw her arms around his leg and hugged it tight. “I will, master, I will!”

“Good. And when you do you will rise to a place never held before in my court, that of seed-mother. None in all the myriad ‘verses shall question your place.”

He reached down and unbuckled his combat harness, removing not only his sword belt, but his loincloth as well. Veronica breathed in. There it hung, the cock of a godling. She was devoted to the massive thing, worshipful of its power.

“Master may I?” she asked.

“You are now First Concubine,” he growled. “We have servants to discipline, and it is your job to oversee my pleasure.” He indicated where Bast and Olivia waited, off to the side, on their knees. “They are yours to command for my amusement.”

Veronica looked over slowly. A wicked smile played on her lips as she regarded both females. The red skinned Sylph and the darkly furred demi-god, both crouched now in collars of the Magi.

Veronica slowly rose. She reached out a hand and took up the cock of the Ogre. It was a heavy, hot weight in her hand. Slowly, easily, she jacked it up and down. The organ began responding, growing to an even more intimidating length as it filled, expanding as it grew erect. Her human fingers, slim and short, didn’t come close to encircling the big bastard of prick.

A riding crop dangled from a strap around her other wrist. It promised the kiss of the lash.

“Get over here,” the First Concubine hissed.

Immediately, both Bast and Olivia sprang to obey. The demi-god looked nervous and resentful, if obedient. Olivia, former First Concubine of the Ogre Magi, looked terrified.

“No!” Veronica snapped.

The two concubines froze. Standing naked, glistening with sweat from the dozens of burning braziers, Veronica spread her legs and put her hand on her hip as the other continued jerking Skavis’s cock. The Magi watched the scene unfolding, an amused glint in his eyes.

“Crawl,” Veronica instructed them. “Crawl to your Mistress and ask her permission in how best to serve my Master.”

Bast slowly sank back down to her hands and knees, nothing more than a slinky cat woman now. Gone was the predatory arrogance of a servant of the dread King in Yellow, and the haughty kink of the creature that had ass fucked Veronica until she shook with her orgasm and then force fed the human woman her dirty cock.

“Payback is a bitch, Bast,” Veronica purred.

Slowly, Bast began crawling. As the feline moved forward, Olivia seemed frozen in fear. The devil-whore Sylph had cast Veronica into the Well of Souls, the Bir el-Arwah, in a jealous attempt to separate her from her lord. Now her enemy had returned and held ultimate power over her.

“Come here, Olivia,” Veronica whispered. “Do as I command you, or be cast from the harem.”

Olivia closed her eyes, swallowed, and began crawling forward. Veronica regarded her. The Sylph was a truly erotic beauty. Her breasts were heavy, full globes that dangled and swayed as she moved. Her body tapered seductively to a rounded ass of near perfect symmetrical curves.

Veronica felt herself filled with an overpowering urge to see the huge Ogre penetrating the Sylph, taking her hard, using her rough, then casting her aside. Her hand began working more quickly on the gargantuan cock in her hand.

It was warm enough in the chamber that her own sweat at the body contact now slicked her pumping grip, and the organ was hard as metal. Curved upward, it was a frightening, veiny thing, and, as he grew more aroused, she breathed in the raw, organic and bestial scent of his crotch.

Unconsciously, her hand went to the junction of her legs. She shivered as she slid one finger across her throbbing clitoris and along the seam of her dewy lips. Bast and Olivia reached her and both genuflected forward, pressing their foreheads to the smooth, obsidian tiles.

Veronica towered over them, nipples hard. She looked at them, the presence of the Ogre a looming pillar just behind her, and continued working her finger up and down the opening of her pussy.

“I have use of your tongue, Bast,” she said.

Bast looked up. “As you wish, First Concubine.”

“Go to it, cat.”

Tail lashing, Bast moved forward. Her long, pink tongue came out and ran over her lips. Her eyes went to the massive erection jutting from between the Ogre’s legs. Her hips rolled as she crawled, her own heavy breasts swaying with the motion.

Reaching the Magi, she lifted herself from the ground, stretching out with her human hands toward the fat, blue prick. The riding crop made a swishing sound and smacked smartly across the muscular curves of Bast’s haunches.

The ensorceled demi-god jumped, yowling. She turned and looked at Veronica. The human female smirked. She tapped the crop lightly against her leg.

“I said tongue, Bast, not hands.”

“Yes, Mistress,” she said, anger flashing in her eyes. She was careful to show respect, however.

Turning, she once again drew herself up even with the fist-sized head of Skavis’s hard-on. Demurely, obediently, she placed her hands behind her back. She opened her mouth wide and stretched out her neck, ready to take the cock into her mouth.

The warm leather of the goblin-hide riding crop came to rest ever so gently on her shoulder.

“I didn’t say use your tongue on his cock,” Veronica said in a low voice. “Lick your master’s ass, earn his cock!”

Skavis chuckled with approval.

Submissively, Bast crawled around behind the great Ogre. Once directly behind the massive boulders of the muscles making up his ass cheeks, she lifted herself up onto her knees and placed her hands behind her back.

Veronica watched her through slitted eyes. She felt like a barbarian princess, a cruel, depraved queen from some fairy tale. She smiled. Never, for second, had she felt anything so exhilarating in her old life. She could barely remember anything about that world anymore.

Bast pushed her face between Skavis’s butt cheeks and began tonguing his asshole. The Magi sighed. The feline made wet little sounds as she licked and probed with her tongue.

“Good,” Skavis murmured. “Good.”

Veronica leaned down close, conscious of the weight of gravity pulling on her naked, dangling tits. She pressed her full lips into Bast’s cat-like ear.

“Good,” she whispered. “Eat that ass, eat it well and maybe I’ll spare you my lash.”

Bast responded by redoubling her efforts, pressing her mouth tight between the Ogre’s ass and furiously poking into his rectum with her tongue. Veronica ran her hand down the back of the demi-god’s head and neck, as if petting an animal.

She knew only the power of the Magi’s spells kept the powers of the demi-god in check, but she held utter faith in the power of Skavis. Content that her scene was unfolding as she wished, she turned to the Sylvan. Olivia regarded her with hot, burning eyes.

Reaching casually over, Veronica cupped the massive ball sack dangling between the Ogre’s legs. She lifted them slightly, the bicep on her arm showing definition in response to the weight of the humongous testicles.

“Universes swim in these balls,” Veronica told the Sylph, quoting Olivia from the first time they had serviced the Magi together.

Olivia lowered her eyes. “I know,” she said.

Veronica felt strange emotions stir in response to the being’s dejected submissiveness. It was a pity. She understood the dark sylvan’s love for those balls, for the feel of the massive penis inside her, the sensation of a godling ejaculating into her body, filling her with his cum.

It wasn’t something she wanted to lose, not now, not ever. She wanted an eternity impaled on this cock, of sucking it off, of raining grateful kisses across his terrifying face and body as she orgasmed like she’d never orgasmed on Earth.

Enough to shove someone into a dimensional freefall? She wondered. Maybe, just maybe.

Her own feelings didn’t matter, however. Skavis wanted her to assume the role of First Concubine, and he wanted Olivia reminded of her new place in the hierarchy of his harem.

“Go on,” she said softly. “Lick the lord’s balls.”

Hesitantly at first, then with an agility gained from frequent practice, Olivia crawled toward Skavis. The Magi regarded her with silence, gaze inscrutable. Behind him, Bast still made the moist, urgent sounds of a hungry woman eating her first meal in days as she licked his ass.

Respectfully, Olivia crouched between his legs and looked up at the dangling globes of his testicles. Carefully, she rose up on her knees and began licking the ball sack. Her tongue, dark, and quick, lathed the heavy nuts.

Watching her work, Veronica felt her heart begin beating faster. As she’d tumbled through encounter after encounter during her time lost in the Well of Souls, all she’d endured had been to return her here, to this cock and those spinning galaxies circling overhead.

As if hypnotized, she lowered slowly to her knees. The intent suckling sounds of both Bast and Olivia filled her ears, as did the rising scent of their sex as they grew aroused in the presence of the Magi.

She reached out and gently grasped the iron hard shaft sticking out, curved slightly upward. Without rancor, or even thinking, she rested her hand on the smooth, curved back of Olivia as the Sylph crouched on all fours before Skavis, making love to his balls with her mouth.

Eyes locked on the deep purple head, she eased her face forward and stretched her mouth wide. She closed her eyes and gently stuck out her tongue, dragging the tip across the perineal raphe, licking slowly. Her hand squeezed the shaft, reaching only about three quarters of the way around. Then, also slowly, she started stroking the cock.

She ran her tongue around the corona, feeling the spongy give and yield under her oral pressure. She felt her nipples stiffen as she breathed in the smell of his crotch. Unable to hold back, she took the fat head in her mouth and sucked on it.

Skavis grunted.

Using the curved half-tube of her tongue like a ramp, Veronica began bobbing her head forward and back. Knowing it was impossible to even consider deep-throating such a giant organ, she instead started timing the strokes of her hand with the bob of her head, extending and blurring the line between one sensation and the other.

Her jaw immediately began to ache and her mouth watered, filling quickly. She made no attempt to keep the saliva from spilling past her tightly stretched lips, until spit glistened on her chin and along the tight blue skin of his erection.

The heavy, authoritative weight of the Magi’s hand came down and rested on her head. He didn’t apply pressure at first, merely resting it, like a rider on the pommel of a saddle.

In response, she redoubled her efforts, making them more earnest, allowing her lip-seal to loosen until her slobbering sounds mixed in a chorus with the wet noise of the other two females servicing the Magi.

Skavis snorted like a horse with pleasure.

He reached down and lifted a startled Veronica up to him. She thrilled at the effortless nature of the motion, the casual display of such overwhelming strength. Her hands came up and found the sides of the Magi’s monstrous head and stared boldly into the eyes of a godling.

“I will gift you my cock, little one,” he rumbled.

“But, lord,” she cried. “I bear the Mark of the Succubus!”

“Easy,” he hushed her. “When I am done I will dump my load into one of these concubines. I will save our culmination for when you return from your mission, and Bast removes the Mark, Then I will breed you.”

“Oh, thank you, lord!” Veronica cried.

The idea that she could carry the offspring of such as Skavis was mind blowing. She rained grateful kisses on his face as he chuckled. Between his legs Bast worked diligently, licking his ass as Olivia continued suckling his balls.

“Up, concubines,” he commanded. “Olivia, prepare the swing while I use Bast.”

Olivia obediently rose and crossed the chamber to where a winch and pulley system hung tied off to iron brackets in the stone wall. As Veronica rubbed her nubile body against the massive muscular slabs of his body, Skavis turned, taking Bast by one hand.

He presented his cock to the kneeling demi-god, and she compliantly took the thick erection in her mouth, tongue working the underside of the shaft in a diligent, dedicated manner.

If Skavis feared those sharp, white fangs, he gave no indication.

As he had done once before, he lifted Veronica above his head and settled her legs onto his shoulders. She felt his breath, hot and moist blowing across the sensitive, swollen lips of her vagina and she squirmed in anticipation.

She was rewarded.

The Magi’s tongue, broad and long as a farm animal’s, pushed into the slit of her pussy and began working. Veronica cried out and grasped the Ogre Magi’s horns, bucking her hips into his laboring tongue and mouth. The heavy tongue licked and probed her, reaching deep in undulating waves that touched her in places she’d never felt touched by a tongue, so deep, so persistent.

Unable to help herself, she unconsciously ground her mons Venus into the Magi, rubbing her almost painfully swollen clitoris against his lips as his big tongue began rubbing along her G-spot.

“Oh, please, please, master,” she whined. Never on Earth would she have found pleasure like this, it simply did not exist on that plane of existence.

Skavis pulled his head back from eating her pussy and lowered her down to cradle in his arms. Veronica looked over her shoulder and saw Olivia had prepared the swing.

“Follow, me,” Skavis ordered Bast, then added, “on your knees.”

Satisfied, Veronica watched the demi-god crawling along after them.

With a smoothness obviously born from long acquaintance, Skavis and Olivia situation Veronica in the swing, which consisted of two intertwined sling loops suspended from an unseen ceiling pulley.

Skavis held her while Olivia adjusted the straps, instantly providing Veronica with a weightless feeling, almost as if levitating. She looked fully into Olivia’s sullen, resentful face, and smiled hugely.

Then it was happening.

The moment she’d fought so hard for, across a dreamscape of worlds, the thing for which she’d endured all her travels; the cock of Skavis. She was about to take it again.

She felt the battering ram of his penis present itself at her already orally slickened opening. Biting her lip, she reached up and grabbed the arm straps supporting her and looked down between her wide spread legs.

Skavis held the leg straps in his huge hands, expertly guiding them as he prepared to impale the human woman on his horn of flesh. For a moment he took the hard cock in one hand and rubbed the head around the strings of his spit still laying moist along her labia.

She felt the atomic reactor-like heat of his touch and moaned. From between her legs she began leaking her natural lubrication of arousal. She made an urgent sound and tried to lift her hips toward him.

The brutal head of the cock pushed past her outer lips and she gave a sharp intake of breath. “Please,” she whispered, “oh, please.”

Anchored lightly inside her by no more than half the length of his glans, Skavis grabbed hold of both leg straps again. He turned a fearsome grin toward the waiting Olivia.

“Hold my cock, guide it in,” he instructed.

Olivia sprang to obey. “Yes, my lord,” she said, eager to please.

The Sylvan came close and reached under Veronica’s leg to place a hand on the hard shaft. Slowly, with no chance of slipping now, Skavis began slowly pulling the swing into him.

Veronica gasped and let her head loll backwards, eyes closing in heated ecstasy. The head of the Magi’s cock slid all the way in, stretching her wide to accommodate his girth.

“Oh, lord, oh, lord,” she moaned. It might have been a prayer.

Skavis grunted, deep in concentration, and slowly pushed another massive inch into her. Securely inserted now, he paused, his breath starting to accelerate.

“Pleasure her clit,” he snarled at Olivia. “Help her take me. Now.”

Olivia did not hesitate. Her hand slipped from his cock and went instantly to the protruding nub of Veronica’s desire-engorged clit. The added stimulation rolled through the human female in tingling waves of pleasure.

She had no use for the sylvan bitch, but it pleased her lord to see the demi-human humiliated by serving her, and her fingers were clever, so Veronica simply relaxed, hovering in the soft leather cloud of the swing, and concentrated on taking the Magi’s cock.

“More, lord,” she urged, need raw in her voice. “Give me more of you, please.”

In response, Skavis pushed another two inches inside her. Veronica’s eyes came open at the shock of the stretch as he filled her up, and she could see he was far from done. Her pussy spasmed around the invading meat pole, responding to the sharpness of the pain of the stretch and pleasure of Olivia’s working fingers.

“Use your mouth,” Skavis growled.

Olivia turned so that her back was to Veronica’s face and bent at the waist. Her long soft, black hair tickled the human’s belly and inner thighs. She felt again the pleasant sensation of hot breath flowing across her aroused genitals and then the Sylvan began licking her in slow, circular strokes, concentrating on her hooded clit.

“Bast,” Skavis snarled. “Make that cat-whore tongue of yours useful and please her from below.”

In a moment Veronica felt the demi-god slid into position beneath her and mere seconds after that, felt the long pleasingly rough tongue of the feline begin lathing between her sweating, damp ass cheeks until the tip probed at the ridged pink opening of her anus.

Skavis pushed in another two inches.

Hurricanes of pleasure poured through her body, radiating out from her lower body in fibrillations of sensation. Warmth turned to a burning tingling so arousing it forced her to start panting to feed oxygen to her pounding heart.

Weightless, she floated in the embrace of two squirming tongues working with purpose at the most sensitive areas of her body. The feelings pushed up through her belly in a rush of hot ecstasy.

“Uh, uh, uh,” she whimpered.

Her voice sounded muffled and far away as the sound tried to make its way past the pounding of her heart in her ears. The hot tongue in her ass worked inside her, teasing her even as Olivia sucked her clit like a tiny penis, flicking it playfully with her tongue.

“Squeeze my tits,” she moaned. “Squeeze my tits!” her voice was so urgent it sounded frantic.

Skavis pushed in another inch.

Olivia, knowing better than to show hesitation or any indication of disobedience, immediately reached back and ran her hand across the heavy mounds of Veronica’s breasts. The Sylvan’s searching fingers found the bullet-hard protrusions of her erect nipples and began to pinch and pull them.

Veronica felt the hard but giving mass of Skavis’s cock head butt gently up against her cervix. Streams of pussy juice ran out of her opening and smeared her legs, lubricating the great cock that filled her.

“Fuck me,” she begged. “Please fuck me!”

Skavis began withdrawing his length, slowly sliding out of her. After two inches he stopped, then pushed back in, and the sensation of being stretched to her limit, of being utterly filled, hammered into her in an intoxicating mix of burning pleasure and stinging pain.

“Ah, ah, ah,” she panted.

Sufficiently lubricated, and with her pussy adequately broken in, Skavis began giving her the dick. Instead of moving the swing and dislodging the concubines servicing Veronica orally, he moved his own hips, sliding the cock in and out of her quivering pussy in smooth, controlled strokes.

His great, Brahma bull ballsack swung forward, slapping her ass cheeks though she knew there must be as much of his length outside of her as was pushed into her.

The feeling of the timber-like pillar moving inside her merged with the sensation of those expert tongues, and she felt herself hurtling toward her orgasm. Skavis, sensing her excitement, began fucking faster.

Her brain, overloaded with stimulation, kept spinning. Tongues, fingers, giant cock, all of it merged into one singularly vast sensation known as pleasure and Veronica began to scream.

Her orgasm shuddered through her body in seizure like waves and somewhere deep in her belly, down by where Skavis buried his cock, it felt as if a faucet had opened up and she began to gush.

Her female juices poured out under pressure around the heavy shaft penetrating her. It splashed into the Ogre Magic and poured down into the open mouth of Bast who did not slow in her own oral ministrations of Veronica’s inner ass.

Between her legs, Olivia lapped faster, licking up the spilling fluid and rubbing it across the sliding cock and hard little clitoris, even as she squeezed one of Veronica’s big tits hard.

Suddenly, Veronica felt herself overcome with vertigo and the sounds of the orgy shut off as if someone had thrown a switch. Her vision began to swim, darkening at the edges until she thought she was going blind.

Never had she experienced this, her mind had lost the ability to process the intensity of her pleasure. Skavis’s cock moved inside her like an ocean tide moving across the face of a planet. The experience became…transcendental.

Suddenly she snapped back into herself, utterly present in the moment of her cumming and realized she’d screamed herself hoarse with pleasure. Between her legs the great cock held still as she hung, crucified and panting. Slowly the working tongues fell away and her belly began to untighten.

She realized she was crying.

“Thank you, lord, thank you,” she managed.

Then his cock was out of her, leaving her empty and hollow. She looked between her legs and saw the vision of savage arousal twisting the Ogre’s features. He was terrifying in his lust. The erection thrust out before him in a column of flesh, wet and glistening with her bodily fluids in the flickering light of the braziers.

“Now Bast,” he snarled. “You put the Mark on my concubine, you take the load.”

“Yes, lord,” she answered, voice meek.

The creature’s voice was neutral, but Veronica could see the lust shining in her feline eyes. She could feign indifference, angry rebellion even, but to be near the great cock of the Magi was to be drawn to it, to crave it, to lust for the feel of it moving inside you. The desire was an addiction, and once an addict, always an addict.

“Face down on the floor, now!” Skavis roared.

Bast dropped to her stomach and stretched her hands above her head, the curves of her body pressed flat against the tile. Skavis loomed over her, one huge fist pumping his cock.

“Tail,” he muttered darkly.

The tail lashed wildly for a moment, then lifted, exposing the pushed up offering of the feline’s ass. Thinking about the gargantuan flesh pole pounding into the tightly muscled female, Veronica began to feel aroused again.

“Open the gates, Olivia,” he commanded.

Instantly Olivia dropped to the floor beside Bast and eagerly spread Bast’s ass cheeks apart, revealing the pink rosebud of her anus. Without being told, Olivia leaned forward and spit on Bast’s asshole.

Skavis lowered himself into position, coming to rest on his knees with Bast’s legs tucked between his own. Olivia watched him, eyes locked on the over-sized cock, as he took it by the base and manipulated the head until it was poised against the opening of Bast’s ass.

He paused, then looked at Olivia crouched over the feline. He reached out, pressed his hand against the Sylvan’s head, pushing her face down onto the small of the other female’s back, lips mere inches from where his cock rested, in her spit, at Bast’s now quivering rectum.

He leaned forward and pushed his cock in.

Bast jumped as if electrocuted, and her tail lashed wildly. Skavis did not bother to ease in his massive length and girth in the way he had with Veronica. He secured the head of his glans and then plunged inward to his entire length until he was balls deep.

Bast yowled at the sudden brutal invasion, jerking and squirming though with Skavis pinning her down she couldn’t move to any great degree. Leaning forward, the Magi rested his knuckles on the ground like a gorilla.

His hips hammered into Bast, driving his cock up her ass in a hard, brutal rhythm. Their motions made sharp, wet slapping noises punctuated by Bast’s gasps as she began adapting to the erection. She panted hard, wincing in pain and slapping the floor.

From her perch in the sling Veronica felt herself responding, blood rushing to her puffed and aching pussy filling her clit once again until it stood almost erect. Eyes locked on the scene, she began rubbing her cunt, dragging her palm up over her clit, then sliding her fingers down inside of herself.

Skavis paused and withdrew his cock. Olivia immediately pushed her face forward and began sucking the dick in eager, compliant motions. She slobbered on the organ, coating it in streams of her spittle as she enthusiastically serviced him.

He pulled it out of her mouth, then slammed it home in Bast’s ass, pumped roughly for a few strokes, then pulled it clear. Olivia pushed her face forward eagerly to receive the dirty cock, but Skavis grabbed her by the back of the head anyway and shoved his prick down her throat.

She gagged at the sudden invasion, then redoubled her open efforts to deep throat him. Veronica worked her own pussy, jealous of the other females and their proximity to the cock of the Magi.

Three more times Skavis went ass to mouth from Bast to Olivia. By now his cock was swollen to its absolute limit of arousal, the veins sticking out in cords from the shaft like rivers, the head swollen to bursting.

He rose to his feet. “Worship,” he commanded sharply.

Bast and Olivia immediately untangled themselves and crawled to his legs. They presented themselves, on their knees, to his groin, faces upturned. Veronica felt her own orgasm building to the breaking point. Her pussy ran sopping wet, making those moist slapping sounds as her fingers slid in and out that she associated with good, hard fucking.

Bast immediately took Skavis in her mouth as Olivia jacked him off. Skavis looked over and locked eyes with Veronica. Lost in his cosmic gaze, Veronica grunted as her orgasm hit her, a second release that rolled through her body in the same undulating waves as the first.

Her mouth formed into an “O” and she felt her body quiver. The eyes of the Magi narrowed as he pulled out of Bast’s mouth, shooting copious amounts of cum in thick, creamy strands across the upturned faces of the females.

Veronica felt mesmerized by his gaze, as if she were falling through the cosmos in his embrace. She rode her own orgasm as she watched Skavis empty his balls onto concubines. Finally, the muscles of her body unclenched and she slowly sagged back into the leather straps of the sling.

She lay there, dizzy and panting, as Olivia and Bast licked Skavis clean. She didn’t understand what had just passed between them, but she knew it had been a gift and a promise of some sort.

“The next time I cum,” he growled, “it will be to breed you.”

“But first I must serve you as a succubus one last time,” she agreed.

Skavis smiled. “I will return you to the place of my enemy.”

In The Place Inbetween, twilight left the landscape a composition by Wagner.

Seas gray and white-capped, dark sky low and heavy with clouds. There was thunder and the flash of lightning, though not close. The promise of a storm turned damp autumn air oppressive.

Where the sea met the sheerness of cliffs there was a roaring, a pounding among the rocks. Out from the cliffs ran the moors. They were wet and cold and colorless as they stretched out toward the smear of thick forest on the horizon.

Near the cliff a copse of leafless trees stood in a cluster of skeletal hands. Twilight darkened the shadows laying thick there. A fence of ancient black iron circled the grove and headstones protruded like crooked teeth from the damp earth. At the farthest point from the spear-pointed gates squatted a sepulcher of mossy stone.

Veronica emerged from within the mausoleum and entered into the dreary realm of the tower lord, sworn enemy of the Ogre Magi and erstwhile ally to the King In Yellow.

She walked cloaked in hooded robes of midnight emerald against the chill. Her breath plumming silver before her as she moved. Wraith-like in her grace she made her way through the cemetery. Celtic crosses and worn headstones sat arrayed like the walls of a labyrinth. She moved carefully, knowing the lord kept both thralls and pets of the kind that sought out refuge in such benighted places as this graveyard, but they she did not fear.

She moved onward until, at the broken gate marking the entrance to the graveyard, she paused. Her slim hand reached out to still the gate swinging loose in the gusting wind.

She came as a trespasser to this realm of the Tower lord.

Came an assassin, to be his executioner.

Out on the moors where Bast first rescued her from the Wild Hunt, the servants of the tower lord rode in constant vigilance. The horsemen had followed and served to the Coven from time immemorial, the Magi had told her.

Born to servitude and rejoicing in the brutality of their tasks they lived content. These tasks they gave the name prayer.They were to be avoided at all costs, but to do so was risky in and of itself, requiring the use of the Magi’s powers. This was a gamble. The tower lord missed little that transpired in his realm.

With the resignation of the truly committed, Veronica prepared herself mentally for the coming battle.

Cold air flowing in off the sea met the warmer fronts above the damp ground and mixed until heavy mist clung in pockets like clouds around mountaintops. Summoning her will the first concubine of Skavis called upon primordial forces as he had taught her.

About her the fog grew and thickened, becoming a swirling, gray shroud of impenetrable density. In this land of somber mien such a fog was hardly unnatural and the robed woman slipped out into its anonymity from the confines of the ancient cemetery.

She stalked the dark moor, an aura of red-veined malachite swirling in a nimbus around her. Twice she halted, frozen mid-stride as scimitar-wielding horsemen passed within feet of her. The smell of wet horseflesh hung pungent in the air and like coiling snakes the tendrils of her aura coiled and lashed, preparatory to defensive strikes never unleashed.

Where the moors gave way to shadowed woodland she came upon the ruins of the old barbican. Here stone edifices of crumbling walls and ruined towers stood broken by a freestanding doorway, staring window frame and rubble pile.

Lichen and moss grew there in a creeping mist of their own. Running up walls and growing over stone, creeper vines gave the structure’s ubiquitous sense of decay a rotting, biological aspect. Beyond, in the forest, tattered shreds of mist formed thick cobwebs among the dark pillars of tree trunks.

Like both necropolis and moor before it, this place had guardians. In the wood Veronica was a shadow among shadows, a thicker dark in the dark. Her senses keened to a preternatural edge, fueled by adrenaline and the blood of the feline.

Monsters stalked this place, and now she was one.

In the hoarfrost upon the ground she spied track and spoor of both wolf and cat.

A short time later she slipped past a small pack of savage, bloody-muzzled brutes as the wolves fed on some shapeless, mutilated mass whose origins she feared question too closely.

They were easily avoided, consumed in their orgy of feeding. Less easy was making herself invisible to the haunting of a stalking lioness.

Invisible in her cloak and robes, Veronica froze against the structure of an ancient forest giant of black oak while the creature paced back and forth, nearly frenzied by her elusive scent.

In the end, the sleek killer pushed deeper into the wood, unable to find the concubine within the folds of her master’s enchantments.

Veronica pushed on, returning to the tower.

By the wood’s edge, at the gate to the garden, Veronica produced the key given her by the Magi. Last time she passed through this place she had been bound and hooded, fuck-chattel of the Wild Hunt.

The implement was large and sturdy, formed by enchantment and white gold.

No lock could stand before it’s weird power, and it was the first relic of significance created by a young tower lord through knowledge gleaned from Hyperborean texts, stolen by the Magi a century before.

Once inside the gate she entered the grounds of the tower lord proper to find his gardens in disarray. The orchards she moved through were heavy with unpicked fruit. The untended grass swished about her knees and small creatures chittered and scurried at her feet.

Her nimbus shifted loosely about her, sensing no threat from their kind.

Reaching the edge of the orchard she saw the stretch of back lawn running to riot around scruffy, weed-choked flower beds and stone pathways, all the way up to the rear door of the lone tower.

Once manicured, the lawn sat dark beneath an eternally twilight sky still oppressive and choked with clouds threatening storm. In the middle of the lawn perched a perfectly symmetrical circle of well. Formed of natural rock, it held no windlass for rope and bucket and boasted no quaint, peaked-roof cover.

Emerging onto the ruin of lawn, Veronica’s gait was steady. Her aura of bloodstone mist clung in a shield around her as she crossed the lawn quickly. The door at the top of the short flight of stone steps leading up from the lawn was formed of darkest wood and bound in cold, black iron. A knocker of dull brass hung from the sculpted head of a snarling beast and below it set a great keyhole.

The lock gave way easily to the skeleton key Veronica wielded.

Time for hesitation was past and she entered the opening door in one fast motion, stepping against the wall just inside the entrance vestibule and pulling the door closed smoothly behind her.

A dark deeper than that to be found outside closed in around her.

She stood, motionless as her eyes adjusted quickly to the black enshrouding her. With the suffocating dark came a hideous silence so complete that the soft ticking of an alien clock somewhere in the recesses of the airless citadel echoed like a thunder in the still.

Tick-tock, tick-tock, tick-tock, tick-tock.

Slowly her eyes penetrated the gloom.

She stood beside heavy velvet curtains of deepest crimson. The curtains matched thick carpets stretching down the long hall of ebony-wood paneling. The decorations; statue, portrait, tapestry, were sparse but exquisite.

The stretch of hall ended in a foyer of polished wood flooring.

The carpet continued up adorned stairs of hewn stone, while just past the wide steps the foyer opened up onto the rest of the ground floor forming the great tower’s base.

There the clock ticked and tocked out an incessant, staccato rhythm, an ironic jest in a realm where time was at once nonexistent and under the complete control of its master, the tower lord.

Remembering the lord's true, demonic form, Veronica drew the folds of her cloak about her and prepared to step out of her vestibule sanctuary and into the open hall.

In that moment the Quaist padded out from shadows thicker than her own. The Imp, magical familiar of the tower lord, had chosen the form of black furred tabby cat and it crept at first silent, and then as silence itself.

Here, within the citadel, the protections of the Tower lord have become more subtle, if no less potent.

To be seen by the feline-formed Quaist was to have the eyes of the Tower lord Himself upon you, the Magi had warned.

To dare and slay it was to send its cries screaming to the ears of its Maestro, the Magi had warned.Veronica willed the bloodstone color of her magic nimbus first to mute its color then to slowly reabsorb into the substance of herself.

The colour of magic cannot remain invisible to the eyes of such a servant. The kitty-Quaist flopped indolently down upon the bottom step of the twisting tower stair, resting like some Sphinx between Veronica and her goal.

It was far too late to turn back now, and she understood from the beginning that force, be it violence by hand or by magic, would not be the only answer in her quest. Skavis had prepared her well.

Her words come soft as breath from a sleeping babe, just as the Ogre Magi taught them to her. The language she spoke was old when the two great rivers, which cradled man’s first civilizations, had, themselves, been in their infancy. Syllables not entirely intended for human vocal cords hiss from her.

Far down the hall the Quaist pricked its ears, sensing something, yet unsure what it was.

Faster now, but no louder, the words slipped from Veronica, each nuance bringing the spell closer to fruition. The devil-Imp cocked its head but even as its suspicions grew the enchantment began taking effect.

Thought slowed within its wary mind and the urge to relax filled it with a lazy peace. Perhaps this shadow of a suspicion, of a concern, about a vague question, was merely the need to nap. Yes; sleeping there in the peaceful halls of the Lord seemed just the thing.

It nestled deeper into the comfort of the plush carpet and let heavy eyes droop in comfort. Yes, its task was that of sentinel, but who would dare to bait the bear in its den?

Sleep came in a warm, smothering blanket.

Veronica stepped over the still form of the creature as it lay in repose, a deep, satisfied rumbling purred from deep within its chest. So quiet were her steps that this minor noise is enough to cover the sound of her movements.

More apparition than substance, Veronica mounted the stair.

At the top she entered a final, shadow drenched passage. Down it she moved, her fear a companion there, in the dark and gloom. Outside the door of the tower lord she hesitated. Unless the dread demonic sorcerer was consumed with his studies, as she had wagered her life, then he was already aware of her presence.

The door to the chamber of the lord was not locked, nor of course, would it be.

It opened easily beneath the trembling touch of her hand and swung open on oiled hinges, revealing a vast and richly adorned room.

The inner sanctuary of the Tower lord was part boudoir and sitting room, part library and part sanctorum.

The Lord himself stood with his back to the door in comfortable robes of casual elegance.

Veronica saw him as if from outside of herself, watching the scene unfold like a non-participant to the activities even as they occurred at a dramatically increasing pace.

The tower lord turned, as regal as he is lethal.

He was tall. Imposingly so, Veronica found. Features spare. Eyes coldly intelligent, pregnant with the possibility of violence. The eyes of the dragon. Shining in them like a beacon is a malevolent insanity.

The voice was deep, guarded but too disciplined to reveal surprise.

How many Caesars have greeted their assassins with just such a voice? And there, just behind him on the podium, open, lay the cyclopedia her master the Magi craved; The Scroll of Obliquities.

“Lord,” Veronica acknowledged.

She pulled the door to the chamber shut behind her. She did not call him by endearments. For what she planned it was not only unnecessary to call upon such ties, but counterproductive.

She stepped out into the room and let the heavy folds of robe slide off her and pool onto the floor. She met his green eyes with her own.

She cast a glamour taught to her by Octavia. The glamour that binds a man’s eyes and thoughts to beauty and lust.

It was a very old glamour indeed.

“How--? To what do I owe this visit?” He was so secure in his power that he sounded more amused than apprehensive. He smiled. “I owe you pain.”

“You owe it to the very thing you are seeking, Lord, to power.”

She moved slowly forward. The room was cool and her fear-adrenaline tightened her nipples. The Lord’s eyes went to her heavy breasts.

“How so?” he murmured.

She did not know why he chose this form over his more demonic one. She didn’t know which one was more true. He stood more obviously wary now, but his suspicion was tempered, blunted, by other emotions.

He remained curious to see what she was about, but also to that which motivated her. And, perhaps, by the realization that, as she drew closer to him, her clothes continued falling away, one layer at a time.

She was close upon him now and the scent of her perfume was an opiate and the musk of her sweat beneath that an aphrodisiac.

“My lord, the Magi, sent me to serve you. He wishes to gift me as a show of good faith.” She opened her hands and smiled. “He wanted it to be a surprise.”

“How thoughtful,” he murmured. He seemed eager to do so. Her subtle spell was doing its work. Remembering how Skavis drove Bast to pour her own thaumaturgy into the dweomer, she realized the magic was not truly subtle at all. It was an atom bomb of a spell, as powerful as the enchantment between her legs.

Her eyes were luminescent. His own, rich with insanity, blazed into hers, searching.

She met his gaze.

Inside her eyes there hovered promises, inside the promises hid secrets. It was his unrelenting passion for secrets that gave him the power he now wielded, she knew.

She knelt before him in a single graceful and suggestive motion. “I now wish only to call you Master, lord,” she said. She reached out a small hand and rested it softly on the taut stretch of the devil’s hip. “To you I am given.”

The gesture of feminine submission was too much.

The Tower lord snatched her up in an inhumanly strong grip, laughter bubbling up out of his throat.

Veronica shuddered as the leather straps slid into place. Amra snugged them into place across her wrists and then shackled her ankles into position against the hard, smooth wood, of the stockade. She flared her nostrils and inhaled the scent of leather and lovingly polished oak.

Unhurried, he slid each strap through the frame and snugged the prong into the appropriate hole. As he moved around her, his scent overpowered those of the apparatus and she smelled him.

When he finished, he stepped behind her so that she could no longer see him, even out of her peripheral vision. She waited tense, for the master to decide what was to become of her. Slowly, as the pounding of her own heart eased, and her breathing became less frantic and more regulated, she was able to perceive his breath as he hovered just behind her.

She knew how she must look to him, bent over at the waist, her sex pushed out between her legs, vulnerable to his gaze, to his touch. She shivered against her restraints at her feeling of helplessness and heard the lord chuckle in response.

Nervous, she squeezed her eyes shut tight and swallowed, still the moments stretched out into little micro-eternities as she waited for what was to come next. Suddenly she was touched, and she gave a startled cry, jumping in her restraints.

But there was no pain, just the sensation of his finger, feather light, tracing the curve of her ass. The finger trailed lazily across her soft flesh to the seam of her buttocks. It slid down into the crack and ran gently over her asshole to the bottom of her pussy.

She inhaled sharply as just the spatula-flat tip of his finger traced the outline of her labia then disappeared. Her heart beat harder in her chest as she waited for the vaginal invasion she thought was coming.

Nothing happened.

She heard the rustling of his garments and the slow, deliberate fall of his footsteps as he came around to her side. She felt his body next to her, close enough to be intimate, but not touching her. The tower lord bent at the knees and knelt down, she felt his breath blow across her naked, hanging breasts.

Her body betrayed her and her nipples tightened in little erections. She bit her lip and suppressed a moan. Her body operated independently of her will, it wanted to be touched, to be disciplined, to be fucked.

A strong hand cupped her heavy breast and squeezed, taking the measure of her tit, its weight, its softness. Fingers gently pinched her hard nipple and she squirmed in protest. Again that chuckle. In the next moment silken cords ran across her back and then down around the twin mounds of her breasts as he expertly bound her tits in tight loops and snug knots.

The cords bit into her flesh, trapping blood just behind her nipples, causing them to swell. The effect was quick and within moments her already erect nipples began swelling past any state of arousal she’d experienced before. There was a strangely comforting feel to the bindings, like being captured within a powerful hug, and just enough discomfort from the tightness of the ropes, and pressure of the swell, to accentuate and amplify the pleasure centers of her engorged nipples.

Again the powerful hand found her tit, and mashing her nipple, he groped her. She couldn’t suppress the moan, and she sighed in a deep, guttural exhalation. He moved with such self-assured confidence, such dominance, that her submissive side intuitively responded to his mastery.

The hand left her and in the next moment she felt two clamps bite down on her nipples in a synchronistic motion.

“Uhhh,” she murmured.

The nipple clamps settled into place and he let the heavy chain connecting them slide out of his palm and begin pulling on her breasts. The intensity of the sensation rocked through her consciousness, travelling to her groin in a hotline connection. Instantly, her clitoris began aching, longing to be touched.

“Ohhh,” she whispered.

Despite her best intentions, she folded her thighs inward around her pussy and pressed them hard together, masturbating as best she could to alleviate the savage desire building up inside her cunt.

“Look at you,” he said, inhuman voice low. “Look at how you respond.” His mouth was inches from her ear as he leaned in close. “Your body craves the release I am offering, you were born for the lash and the cock, it is what you are, it is who you are.”

She shook her head to the negative. “No!” she said, voice forceful.

She would not submit this easily, no matter what her body was telling, demanding, of her. Indeed, she would resist because of that very longing. This was all part of the game, the pretending.

He traced her cheek with a knuckle on the back of his hand. He chuckled when she jerked her head away from his touch. “That’s it,” he urged, quietly. “Fight me, I wouldn’t want you any other way.”

He rose in a languid, almost bored motion and she was acutely aware of his crotch, right on level with her face, so close to her mouth.

Quick as a snake striking, He shot out his hand and took hold of her face, forcing her to look at him. He held her gaze, smirk playing across his lips. He reached down beneath her and snagged her underwear from the pile of clothes she’d left on the floor.

In a single, fluid motion, he squeezed hard, making her gasp, and then forced her panties deep into her mouth, too far to spit out. She tasted herself on the soft material and her gag reflex caused her to drool so the thin material, pungent with her own scent, was soaked within moments.

She angrily tried to protest but her voice came out in muffled, inarticulate, noises.

He smiled at her. “That’s just in case you want to waste my time with your words, little slave.”

He backed up a step, so that she could see more of his body. He put his hands on the flat plane of his hips and regarded her. The arrogant sneer was firmly in place as he studied her, trussed and helpless.

He reached down and undid his buckle, grinning openly as her eyes, wide now in apprehension and anticipation, watched him smoothly pull the belt free until the leather strap dangled loosely in his grip down by his leg.

He folded the length in half so that the tip rested against the buckle, forming a loop. He tightened his grip around the belt and then slapped it into his palm. The crack was loud as a gunshot and startled, Veronica jumped in surprise though she’d seen his movement.

Her tits, bound tightly, swung in unison. The motion propelled the weighted chain attached to her nipple clamps to swing like a pendulum. As they reached the zenith of their little arch, the weight tugged on her sensitive, swollen nipples with a pleasurable pulling sensation.

Goosebumps rippled across her flesh at the feeling, and again, the hungry, agitated tingling of desire pulsed through her pussy, making her long for release. The building desire was a distracting, insistent experience, made all the sharper by the adrenaline surging through her body as she contemplated the leather belt in the tower lord’s hand.

“Uhhh! Uhhh!” she cried out.

“You’ve been naughty,” the tower lord purred. “You know I’m right,” he told her. “You know you’ve earned this.”

He stepped to one side and she felt the cool touch of the leather strap drape between her shoulders. Unhurried, he traced it down her spine as he moved along behind her. She had a moment to wonder if he was even curious at all about the tattoo worked into the small of her back, or what the symbols stood for.

If he did, he did not voice that curiosity to her. Bast’s and Skavis’s glamour held.

The belt slid slowly off her back and down to the soft curve of her ass. He paused and traced a lazy circle before rubbing the flat of the strap against her exposed pussy lips. She jumped at the touch, and again her tits swayed back and forth, the clamps pulling at her nipples. Again Goosebumps rippled across her flesh and she moaned. Her tongue worked against the cloth in her mouth and she tasted her sex on her own tongue.

Gently, He tapped the belt lightly against her rear, right where the asscheeks met the back of her legs. There was a gently smacking nose, but no pain, just the promise of the sweet, sharp sensation, that was coming. The touch of the leather left her body.

Veronica froze, throat tightening.

She heard the swishing sound as he swung his instrument. There was a short, sharp crack! as the leather kissed her tender skin. A burning sting lanced through her and she cried out the sound muffled by the panties stuffed in her mouth, and lurched forward. She came up hard against her restraints, the cuffs biting cruelly into her.

Her tits, weighted down, swung forward and her nipples stretched under the weight of the clamps, and her clit throbbed in response. She gasped after her cry, the juxtaposition of the sting and the throbbing pleasure release a confused, almost inebriating mixture of bio-chemicals into her bloodstream. The pain increased her pleasure until her head swam with the feelings.

The belt struck her again and the sensation-cycle repeated its rippling through her. Sharp pain on the soft flesh along the backs of her leg, making her jump, the bite of the cuffs, the pendulum swing of her heavy breasts, the pull and pinch of the nipple clams, the aching throb of desire in her pussy.

She felt vaginal fluid leak out along her thighs in cool little rivulets.

Three more times the belt fell and tears built up and spilled over her eyelids, running in tracks down her cheeks much like her pussy juice ran down her legs. She tried to spit her panties out and beg him to stop, or not to stop, to release her, or fuck her, she couldn’t decide which.

She heard the belt drop to the cobblestone floor with a clatter of metal buckle off stone. She huddled in the stocks, panting, shaking, ass burning and sore. Cool spit dropped onto the top of her ass and ran down between her cheeks, before it pooled in a soothing puddle around her asshole.

He’s hands grasped her burning ass cheeks and she jumped again, but he merely prized them apart so that air rushed in and cooled the spittle congealed around her ass. More spit dropped onto the opening.

The ass, always the ass, she thought with frantic humor. Whenever they want to punish, it’s the ass.

Veronica tensed, waiting for what she knew was coming. She remembered well the big cock swinging between the tower lord’s legs, but when he proceeded, it was not with his prick.

Slowly, he pushed his middle finger into her rectum, pushing strings of his own spit in along with it, smearing her insides with the salvia.

Veronica closed her eyes and murmured deep in her throat at the slow, gentle insertion. Her ass cheeks still stung, burning hot, and once, yet again, the juxtaposition of pain and pleasure heightened both to levels she was unaccustomed to.

Gradually, not rushing, He pushed his finger in then pulled it slowly back out. Her inner sheath clamped around his finger like a hand, squeezing on to it as he finger fucked her. Moving slowly, she hoped imperceptibly, she scooted her feet a little farther apart and arched her back just a bit more, trying to give him better access to her asshole without him noticing.

He laughed, she froze.

“You just can’t help it, can you?” he said. “There will never be enough sex for you, enough cocks, enough pleasure. You’re such a greedy bitch,” he laughed.

His piston motion picked up speed and her ass made a damp, fleshy sound as it relaxed and opened up. She squealed as he slipped a second finger into her, forcing her sphincter to relax and accept him. Pleasure oozed through her.

She didn’t know how long it went on for, but her perception of the world shrank to just that experience, to just that very moment, all other thoughts, worries, or fears pushed away until there was only the feel of his fingers sliding in and out of her ass.

He kept her there, teetering on the brink of an anal orgasm, teasing her up, letting her settle back, then building it up again until she thought she would go mad with wanting. The friction rub along the sensitive tube of her rectum fluttered and resonated through her body, building her to a fever pitch of wanting.

Abruptly, the pleasing fingers disappeared.

She sagged into her bonds, limp and sweating from the experience, only to jolt rigid again as a cold metal tip slipped into her asshole. She shrieked against the panties in her mouth, the sound as inarticulate as ever as he continued pushing the butt plug into her ass.

Once the tip anchored in, he patiently turned it slowly as he pressed further, driving more of the increasingly widening object further up her butt. She winced in pain and ground her teeth against the stretch and the pressure until it felt as if he’d shoved his entire fist up her ass.

Just as she thought she couldn’t take it anymore, He stopped pushing.

She hung there, stomach working with her exhausted breathing, sweat dripping from her body, the scent of her own arousal the only smell she could detect. The intense anal dilation made it hard to breathe deeply and she panted through flaring nostrils.

He’s hand slid over her dripping pussy and she went up on her toes to press her sex back into his palm. Her lips, sticky and swollen, parted against the pressure and he easily found her erect clit.

He tickled it with his finger, tracing tight little circles, and she tried grinding her sex down against him. She didn’t care that he was laughing at her, she just wanted to bear down and smash her pussy into the big, masculine hand. The painful stretch of her asshole seemed to merge with the pleasure radiating from her pussy and clit, leaving her undulating wantonly into his hand.

He turned his grip and squeezed on of the tit clamps, pinching her nipple, squeezing hard and pulling down on it roughly. The abrupt change in sensation jolted electrical currents of pleasure through her body and, deep in her gut, she felt herself begin flowing.

Natural lubrication poured out of her slit and drenched her legs. She was incredibly wet, just soggy and dripping with need. She swung her head back and forth, ass still stuffed to the very limit of its ability to adapt, and grunted as she pushed herself into his palm and fingers.

A clip like the ones pinching her nipples clamped down onto her clitoris. The muscles of her legs knotted into painful cramps at the sudden sensation as he let the heavy necklace of chain attached to the clip dangle freely down between her legs.

Her engorged clitoris was rudely stretched to the verge of its physical limits. Her brain began short circuiting from the multitude of kinetic signals assaulting it. The stretch of her ass, the pinch of her clit, the weighted pull of her nipples in breasts lashed so tightly they began pounding with the feeling of pins and needles.

He reached up and rudely snatched the wet panties from her mouth. She inhaled sharply, sucking in air. Air rushed into her raw, tight throat and her chest heaved with the exertion, making her breasts jump and swing.

“You sonofabitch!” she cried.

The belt bit into her and she screamed.

The pain splintered through the other sensations and crashed into her brain. She threw her head back and shrieked as he belted her ass hard, vicious strike after vicious strike. She heard each swish as the leather strap fell, then the hard crack of it against her legs.

She went up on her toes under each keen lash, causing her to squeeze the object in her ass harder, drawing it even further inside her, intensifying the painful stretch. The chain bounced and jerked between her legs, jerking her swollen clit back and forth. Her painfully bound titties jumped and swung, throwing the nipple clamp weight out and squeezing them roughly.

Her ass burned like a blow torch played across her skin and she felt wheals and welts rise under the abuse. Tears poured out of her and she began sobbing, but even through the anguish, the throbbing intensity of her overwrought clit continued building until she thought she would go mad with desire for release.

He grabbed her hard by her hips and in the next instant his huge cock plunged into her, punching its way in to the hilt. Though her throat was raw from screaming, she shrieked again as the hard shaft hammered into her. The brutally oscillating cock drilled into her wet pussy as the hard wall of his hips bumped the butt plug, pushing the massive toy still deeper into her ass until it felt as if she were being split in two.

After only six or seven thrusts her body began shutting down.

Suddenly she went deaf, the rushing of blood through her veins in her ears driven by her pounding heart, made a swishing, rushing noise that drowned everything else out. Sobbing, she felt her throat flare in pain with each shriek, but her screams sounded far away and almost entirely muffled.

Her head swam with vertigo and blackness began collapsing in on her vision as the lights dimmed and flickered. Inside her body the physical sensation wound tighter, like a massive spring condensing and condensing. Spasmodically, she bucked up against his thrusting cock, trying to force even more of it inside her.

She fought her restraints, frenzied with a need to slam back into him, to drive more of that long, fat dick, into her cunt. It slipped in and out of her, rough and fast. He reached up with his hands and stuck his fingers into her open mouth as she cried out.

Fishing hook her lips, he yanked back roughly, locking her head into place, tightening the muscles along her spine until her buttocks flexed hard, giving him a better base to punch his cock into.

The impact of each thrust hammered back up through her body in shockwaves and finally the spring inside her finished coiling and sprang loose. She squalled a feral, bestial cry as she came and she squirted like a knocked open fire hydrant, gushing fluid in a wild spray out of her pussy, past his slippery cock, and across his belly.

She shook with seizure-like intensity as tingling lightning bolts arced through her body until she could only hang limp in the stockade and tremble uncontrollably. The powerful bliss of the orgasm slammed through her, stealing her oxygen until she thought she would blackout.

He pulled his hard cock free of her clasping pussy and dismissively wiped her juices off on the skin of her ass.

“You son of a bitch,” she whimpered. “You goddamn bastard,” she panted.

Walking around to stand in front of her, he snatched her face up by the chin again. His eyes shone, his expression wild. His own chest heaved as he fought to feed his body enough oxygen. She looked away, submissive, and he growled an evil laugh.

“How about now, Concubine? Are you ready to admit you crave the cock, that it is who you are? Admit it!” he shouted.

She continued to look down, then, almost imperceptibly she nodded. “Yes,” she whispered.

“What?”

“Yes,” she repeated.

“Yes what?” he demanded. “I can’t hear you.”

“Yes!” she shouted with sudden, hot furry. “Yes I crave cock! Yes I want you to fuck me more! It’s who I am, it’s what I am! Fuck me! Fuck me!”

He looked down as fresh tears built up in her eyes, and smiled, eyes blazing insanely. Still keeping her face trapped with one hand, he reached down with his other and pointed his erection at her. Immediately she opened her mouth to receive the sticky cock.

Grinning, he pushed it roughly into her mouth and she tasted her own pussy on the shaft. Eagerly she used her tongue, licking hungrily, before sucking on the head as if attempting to pull his cum up out of his balls with a straw.

He released his grip and she pushed her head forward eagerly, swallowing more of his pussy-slicked dick. She strained against her cuffs, this time in the opposite direction from before, trying to push forward and get more of that dick in her mouth.

She pulled her head back, releasing the cock from her lips long enough to make her request. She looked up at him, the perfect, needing concubine, completely subservient to her master, beautiful eyes red from crying.

“Please, please,” she begged, voice husky with want. “Please untie me and fuck me more. Please, I will try so hard to serve you, but I have to, I need, to feel you in me again. Please, Lord, let me go and fuck me!”

Snarling with hunger, he rapidly released her from her bonds. After that, the end came quickly.

When he came for her it was in a rush with all the power of his psionic-will rolling before him like an avalanche. Veronica swooned before a power cosmic in scale and he was a whirlwind around her, his form shifting between fog and flesh so that he was suddenly inside her like smoke, yet simultaneously pulling at her hair and biting at her throat.

He choked and pressed and stabbed all at once. Bloodlust and lust of the flesh were twin sides of the same sharp blade. She let her head loll back, eyes wide in shock as she stared up to a vaulted ceiling painted in shadow.

A peacock-muzzled mandrill shrieked and stormed within a cage. Across the room a demonic vulture of unnatural origin cawed and great wings beat against tethers of virgin flesh. Uncanny music from pipes unseen created a racket that clamored in her head. His violence intensified and more of the sliding mist he has become began to solidify again.

His skin yearned to be in contact with the quivering woman over every bit of her flesh. Her hands find him there, at his--at their junction as he slid into her again.

The dark lord pushed into her, rational mind as far from him as purity and goodness or compassion and pity. The big artery running down the inside of his leg was a jungle river, feeding the base of his huge cock. He looked down into her upturned face and met her eyes.

Still the eyes of a beautiful woman, they burned with different promises now. In that moment he understood.

First he tried to escape but found himself locked within a trap of his own perversions and feverish appetites.

Clinging, Veronica held tight to the writhing body of the sadistic Lord. His shaft quivered inside her and he bellowed in rage and release as he pumped his cum up inside her.

Then the spirit of his soul burst from him in a whirling tempest and she clung hard not to be swept along.

As the lord went, so went his realm.

Glass shattered around them in small, sharp explosions and the pages of the cyclopedia fluttered madly. Pedestals and tables spun, tossed as if by an angry child. Curtains, tapestries and rugs tore and fluttered. A multitude of chemicals and poisons spilled from an apothecary table, scattering, as if trying to escape themselves. Magical flames blazed up then snuffed out.

First the vulture then the Mandrill were struck down.

Divan, chair, and bed overturned, then dashed themselves apart against the flagstone and mortar floor. When the sudden still came, it brought a temperature drop like the freezing breath of some grim ice god.

Everything suddenly lay chill and in the blink of a frantic eye hoarfrost blanketed the room. Bitter cold stung Veronica’s heaving lungs and her understanding became a blessing of hopeless resignation.

One does not bait a Lord in his realm and escape, she realized.

“Lord!” she screamed out to Skavis.

A Lord’s realm is the Lord, and inside the body of the victim, the assassin would perish. The Ogre Magi was nowhere to be found.

Veronica’s smile showed bitterness as the cold of the Outer Dark froze the stones until they split. The cracks ran out wildly across the land from the shattering citadel, springing into fault-lines and coursing through the earth, snaking like rivers.

The rifts jumped into the sky like rips in fabric, the fabric of reality, and their sound was the tearing of tight seams giving way.

She felt her own skin hardening into an armor of ice.

She not so much felt as simply became aware of the cracks as they split her apart like glass shattering in the frame of a mirror. Pain gripped her, sudden and fierce. There was no sacrifice without pain and no nobility without sacrifice. This was for her lord, for him.

Then she felt a deafening emanation begin from within the depth of…everything, germinating up into one long, horrid note.

Before the cracking became an explosion, and oblivion brought peace to smother awareness, she heard another sound rushing hard on the heels of the first. Salvation was screaming to her behind a different roaring.

The Ogre’s roar.

Fierce joy welled up into a tiny, tight smile on her face as she heard the sound. In the next moment she was in the arms of the Magi. He crushed her to him, holding her close. His breath washed over her body and warmed like the wind of creation.

“You served me well, little one,” he growled. “I am pleased.”

Happy, she burrowed into his arms. “I love you lord,” she answered simply.

“Then let us go and make an heir, my First Concubine.”

End
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