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Chapter One: Betrayal and Orgasms

Sivess slowed as he crept through the arboreal forest, his forked tongue flickering to taste the wind. Leaves rustled softly with a scent that intrigued him. It was sweet and sultry and overtly sexual, and he crawled between the trees toward the meeting point with a growing eagerness. His green, black and gold scales made no noise as he moved, his reptilian claws silent as he crept closer and closer, and the flavors he detected became even stronger. The sword on his back was strapped tightly to his snake-like frame and didn’t impede his movement at all as he scurried through the underbrush, eschewing the bipedal motion so loved by the apes, in favor of the more natural and efficient movement of his species. His tongue flickered even quicker as he got closer. He tasted the forest, the damp leaves of the earth, the scents of growth and decay. But on top of that there was a tangy, feminine scent to the air and it was more than enough to excite him.

He had expected this. Afterall, the mage had a reputation. But Sivess was surprised to find the scent so intense. Or so appealing. Soon he was close enough to hear, though sound was not one of his better senses. It wasn’t until he was almost on top of the small camp that he could discern the woman’s cries.

They were sharp and strident, desperate with longing and just a bit of pain, punctuating or perhaps accompanying the sound of leather striking bare flesh. Sivess was familiar enough with the slave trade to be familiar with the sound. He paused, cocking his reptilian head sideways. A pleading whisper of words, too faint to make out, swirled around him. Then came  another series of crackling snaps, eliciting more agonized wails. The lizardman couldn’t tell if she was in agony or ecstasy, and admitted to himself that it was probably both. He felt himself quivering, a feral need running through him as he approached, halting momentarily at the edge of the woods to peer into the clearing. The tableau in front of him was even better than the flavors he’d already sampled.

A horse stood grazing on the opposite side of the clearing. Plus the mage was there. Shapeless robes, a mishmash of leather armors beneath, and a short gray beard. Sivess knew that the mage was dangerous, but he also knew that the magic would be drawn, not from primordial forces like other wizards, but from the girl’s sexual energy. The lizardman’s peculiar and lipless mouth curled up in an almost human-like grin as Sivess turned his attention to the mage’s vessel.

Sivess liked human girls. Almost every race liked human girls. They were passionate, fiery, phenomenal lovers. They were known to fuck just about anything that had a cock and you could even eat them afterward if they were cantankerous or troublesome. This one, at least to Sivess’ slitted eyes, was better than the rest. First, she was naked, wearing nothing but a slave’s collar around her throat, and leather manacles around wrist and ankle. Her hands were raised high, bound to some invisible point in the sky, while one foot touched the grassy forest floor with just her toes. The other leg had been hauled upward, secured to the same point as her wrists. Her sex was shaven clean, bare and perfect, the flushed petals glistening wetly as her hips rolled in wanton need.

The mage swung the flogger at her body, slashing at the girl’s breasts. The leather strands of the flogger bit into her flesh, undoubtedly stinging as her teeth clenched and her eyes closed. Sivess waited, watching as her skin turned a soft, rose color. Then the mage changed his target, slicing back and forth across the underside of her upheld leg, starting at her raised heel and then all the way to her sweet little slit. The leather strands opened her sex, licking at the soft petals eagerly.

Sivess let out a tiny hiss as he realized his timing was perfect. She had not yet reached climax. He rose up onto two legs, adopting the slow and hazardous bipedal locomotion used by so many of the other races, and walked into the clearing, not even trying to be stealthy.

He wanted the mage to see him.

The bound girl yelped at the sight of Sivess and the mage turned around, though slower than someone who had just been surprised should have. Sivess noticed, but then, the mage was expecting him. Wasn’t he?

“Well, it’s about time,” Bob muttered with exasperation, lowering the whip. “You’re late, Sivess.” He tucked the flogger away into his robes, then put on a huge smile and held out his arms with a welcoming air.

“Come on over. Come closer to the fire. Warm up!”

Sivess didn’t move. He stared over at the girl for a long moment, his tongue flickering in and out. He could taste her need, her arousal, even her longing. Then he looked back toward the mage.

“You were whipping the girl. Is ssshe being punissshed?”

Bob shook his head. “Not really. Girls like Talli need to be properly disciplined from time to time. It helps them keep their perspective.”

Sivess looked at the girl for a long time.

“Wow,” Bob said, somewhat surprised. “Got a hard on for her?”

The lizardman nodded. “Ssshe is attractive.”

Bob laughed. “Everyone says that. Hell, let’s get business out of the way, then I’ll bring her down and you can fuck her brains out.” Bob paused. “Um... presuming you have a cock... somewhere.”

Sivess’ eyes narrowed and Bob held up his hands. “Not trying to be insulting. Just unfamiliar with your physiology.”

“Did you bring it?” Sivess hissed.

Bob’s eyes widened. “Oh. Straight to business huh? Okay.” He smiled. “Did I bring it? What’s the point of showing up for a business transaction without the goods, heh?” He nodded. “That would be like me asking you if you brought the money.” The mage eyed the lizardman, noting the lack of a purse, or even a belt pouch. The only thing Sivess had with him was a sword. Bob jerked a thumb over his shoulder. “Of course I brought it. It’s in my bag.”

“Give it to me,” Sivess demanded.

Bob blinked. “Sure. Money.”

Sivess shook his head. “The ssstone first.”

Bob sighed. “Okay, okay.” He went to his pack, reached in, and quickly pulled out a gem the size of his hand. It was already cut, flickering with light from the fire and the afternoon sunlight. He turned, only to find the lizardman holding the sword, the tip an inch away from the mage’s nose.

“Give it to me. Now.”

Bob’s eyebrow went up and he gave Sivess a suspicious look. “I’m starting to get a bad vibe here, Sivess. I’m going to be forgiving and excuse your lack of decorum as your mother’s failure to teach you some manners. When buying something, you don’t point a sword at the person you’re buying something from.” He put his hands on his hips. The stone glimmered in one, but the left hand, the one not visible to the lizardman, twitched, the fingers moving in a complicated pattern. He started to side step, working his way around in a circle.

Sivess hissed, still threatening the mage with the sword. “I’m familiar with human customsss regarding transssactionsss. But thisss isn’t a purchassse. It’sss a robbery, followed by a murder, and then I think I’ll move to abduction.”

Bob frowned. “Oh. I see. And you think that attacking a powerful mage like myself is a smart idea?”

Sivess laughed, a cruel, gravelly sound. “Powerful? You have no power. You are the sssex mage,” he replied. “You are a conduit only. You require your woman to achieve orgasssm so that you may siphon off her energy and only then can you cast spells.”

Bob blinked. “Wow, you really did your homework,” he said, sounding impressed. “Okay. You got me. I’m clearly at a serious disadvantage. Guess I’m going to die, and then you’re going to take Talli.” He wrinkled his nose at the thought. “The idea of you fucking her is... well... sort of repulsive,” he admitted. “I mean don’t get me wrong, she’ll fuck anything with a cock. Even a repulsive sack of excrement like yourself. But even if you have a dick, I’ll bet it’s really tiny.” Bob paused. “Though you certainly have balls,” he admitted with a touch of admiration.

Sivess took a step forward and Bob backpedaled, holding up the gem. “Wait! Wait! Wait! I just have a question first. Before you kill me.” Sivess hesitated. Bob raised a finger. “Who is your buyer?” He hefted the gem up and tossed it playfully in the air. “I’m just curious. Afterall, you’re about to kill me. I’m just wondering.”

Sivess’ eyelids blinked, but he shrugged. “The knowledge will do you no good. The gem iss for Bartholomew of Tarantella.”

Bob blinked in surprise, lowering the stone. “Barty? Are you serious?” He grinned. “Barty and I are old friends!” Then Bob frowned. “I don’t think Barty will like the idea of you killing me for this. Or breaking a contract. That sort of thing earns a reputation. Reputations are important. Barty might be a little put out.”

Sivess waved the tip of the sword around. “Ssstop wasting my time. Give me the jewel or I will kill you now!”

“As opposed to killing me later?” Bob asked insultingly with a roll of his eyes. “Just fucking stab me with the sword and take the gem, you idiot.”

Sivess’ tongue flickered. “I will kill you and then take your woman and…”

Bob waved his hands impatiently. “Yes, yes, and then you’ll fuck my woman.” Bob’s eyes twinkled. “Hey Sivess, do you know the best part of having a nympho humiliation pain slut as a partner?”

Sivess blinked, with multiple eyelids, just a tad bit confused. “What?” He asked.

“She’ll masturbate given the smallest opportunity,” Bob said simply.

Just then Talli cried out. Sivess jerked his head over his shoulder. One of Talli’s hands was loose, the fingers buried in the dark pink slit between her legs. Her eyes were closed in ecstasy, her head thrown back as she squirted fluids out and across the grass. Her toes were curled with orgasm and Sivess let out a shout, whirling back toward the mage. But it was too late. Bob pointed a finger straight at the lizard. A flash of blue light exploded in front of Sivess and it struck the sword. The lizardman felt power rush through him, straight into the ground. It was not a pleasant feeling and he stiffened with pain; excruciating, awful pain, only to fall over, twitching violently.

Sivess could see, and hear, but his tongue wouldn’t move, so he couldn’t taste or smell. His limbs didn’t seem to work either. He felt a rush of fear as Bob bent down, picked up Sivess’ fallen blade, and walked over to the lizard. The mage squatted down and patted Sivess on the snout. It was incredibly insulting to the lizardman, but there was nothing Sivess could do!

“Sivess,” he said ruefully. “I’ll be honest. I don’t particularly like you, but I was prepared to treat you in good faith. If you had just paid me for the darkstone, we would have both gone our separate ways, and maybe done good business in the end. You would have gotten a cut. Barty would have gotten his darkstone, and I’d have been repaid for my hard work in retrieving this beauty from those giants.” Bob shook his head. “Hell, I would have been more than happy to let you bang Talli. For free mind you. But, you had to get greedy. A cut wasn’t enough. You wanted all of it. The money, the stone, and my girl. And frankly, that’s an evil thing to want.” Bob lifted the blade and set the tip right against the lizard man’s throat. Sivess lay there, unable to move, eyes staring up at the mage, unblinking.

“And honestly,” Bob hissed, his eyes narrowing angrily, “I don’t like being fucked with.”. Then he pushed. A moment later he tossed the crimson splattered sword aside and walked back over to where Talli hung by a wrist and a leg. She was smiling, looking incredibly pleased with herself, one hand still rubbing her clit, her soaked fingers slipping through her hot and pretty folds.

“Feel good?” Bob asked, admiring her outstretched body. She was barely in her mid-twenties and had the most amazing curves he’d ever seen. Her skin was flawless, except for the slight flush where he’d been hitting her with the flogger. Both of her nipples were pierced, as were both ears and she sported several toe and finger rings. Of course, she was still bound, one leg raised high in the air, showing off her best parts.

“Oh gods yes,” Talli breathed. “The whipping did it. Right to the edge. Are you okay?”

Bob chuckled. “Not a scratch,” he assured her.

“What about the lizardman?” Talli asked, her fingers still moving. “Is he still available to fuck me?” She asked a little hopefully. “Cause I could really use a good fuck and since you still refuse….” Bob reached up and pulled her hand away from her sex, only to slide two of his own fingers into her slit. She groaned, eyes closing, trembling as he caressed her.

“I’m afraid he is no longer able to perform those services,” Bob said, somewhat apologetically. “He didn’t even bring the money,” Bob complained. “Sivess was a snake.” Then he paused, thoughtful. “Well, not actually a snake, you know, because he had legs. Four of them. Though I’m not sure about that, because he clearly used two of his legs as arms. But still, he was a snake.”

Talli groaned again, her pussy tightening on Bob’s fingers. She was clearly heading straight for another orgasm. “So… what… does… a… slave girl… have… to… do… to cum… around… here?” She panted, thrusting her hips, toes curling. Bob loved the fact that she was multiorgasmic, though it did present some challenges.

“You just did cum,” Bob replied, his thumb sweeping up to rub at her clit. “And frankly, I’m surprised you’re not satisfied. I worked you over pretty good.” He lifted his other hand carefully to stroke her breast. “At least there aren’t any marks this time.”

Talli looked right into his eyes. “I don’t mind marks,” she whispered. “I like the marks.” Her hips rolled, pumping against his fingers and she tried to move closer to him, despite still being bound. “Make love to me, Bob? Please?” She closed her eyes and bit her lip, groaning.

Bob pulled his hand away, leaving her frustrated, but at the same time, he released her left leg, letting it drop so that she was only held in place with one hand.

“Well, if you won’t do that, at least whip me again?” She begged. “You can tie my legs open. I like that. And you can use that tiny leather paddle.” Her loose fingers went right to her slit and began rubbing vigorously. Bob walked over to his pack, a small brown bag with straps. He flipped the top open, reached in, and pulled out two thin brass rods, a handspan long. Both rods had tiny metal clips soldered to each end. Bob brought them both back over to Talli, took her free wrist, and hooked the cuff on her left hand to the rod.

She frowned at him. “You could at least let me get all worked up again,” she said in disappointment. “Before you tied me up.”

“And leave you desperate and wanting?” He asked as he started to attach the first rod to her left nipple. “That’s sort of the point,” he said with a grin. She frowned and shook her hand. The binding would allow some freedom of movement. For example, she’d be able to eat and drink. But Talli knew that what the rods would really do is keep her from touching herself. She let out a frustrated sigh as he released her right hand and did the same thing to it. She turned to face him, just a little irritable.

“I don’t mind desperate and wanting,” she said. “Just as long as I eventually get satisfaction. This forest is safe enough,” she insisted.

Bob blinked. “I was just attacked by a lizard man, who tried to kill me.”

Talli snorted, trying not to gesture, unsuccessfully, which tugged on her breasts just enough to send another little surge of stimulation down to her sex. It wasn’t enough to push her even close to the edge, much less over it, but it made her arousal and unsatisfied needs just that much more difficult to bear. “You invited him to meet us here.” She let out a disappointed breath. “Okay, what next?” She asked.

Bob pointed at the fire. “Supper. Then a good night’s rest. Tomorrow we hit the road.”

“Where are we headed?”

“Tarantella,” Bob replied, heading back over to the fire.

Talli pursed her lips as she followed. “Have I been there?”

Bob shrugged as he opened his pack. “Not with me.”

Talli hesitated. “I’m pretty sure I didn’t go before you.” The words of her statement had a sort of sadness to them, an ambiguous longing that was hard to identify.

“Then that means you haven’t been there,” Bob said quickly, frowning.

“How long will it take to get there?” She asked.

Bob looked up at the naked girl, then to the side of the clearing. “One horse?” He shrugged. “Five or six days.”

Talli frowned at that, then walked across the clearing to where their one horse was tied to a tree, loose enough to forage a bit. She stroked it with one bound hand, feeling the tug on her nipple. “Why haven’t you bought another horse?” She said ruefully, looking back at the mage. “You’re wearing out your boots.”

Bob had set a cold ham out, along with a loaf of bread, some cheese, and a jar of honey. “Woman! Seriously? My boots? Are you done?” He demanded. “Just as a reminder, you are not my wife.”

She shrugged, coming back to the fire. “Might as well be,” she said sullenly. “Of course, you never fuck me.” It came out petulantly, with an undertone of real hurt. Her eyes narrowed. “Even when I ask.”

Bob bit his lip and kicked at his worn out footwear. “It’s not you. I have reasons. It’s complicated.” He set out everything and she sat down. It was a very erotic and sensual movement. She didn’t just plop down. She sank to the ground, folding her legs and then leaning back against the log behind her.

She gave him an exasperated look, her left knee swinging back and forth. “You did it before. The first time. Right after we met. Why was it okay then, but not okay now?”

Bob sighed and closed his eyes. There were some secrets he couldn’t share, no matter how much he liked her. “Please Talli? Just… leave it alone. Please?”

Her eyes met his and she looked disappointed, but the utter adoration underneath made Bob squirm. Then she smiled. “Tarantella. Is it in the Midlands?”

Bob’s eyes followed the movement of her leg. Every damn time her knee swung outward, he caught a glimpse of her very wet slit. He frowned. It was intensely distracting. “Yes…” he replied carefully. “Why?”

Talli grinned and lifted her hands, which had the effect of pulling her nipples upward. She made this cute little gesture. “If Tarantella is in the Midlands, they’ll have a punishment square.” Her tone was excited and more than a little anticipatory. She caught the look on his face and gave him a pouty frown. “Bob, you promised! The next time we went somewhere with a punishment square…”

Bob looked astonished. “I did not!” He declared, holding up the butter knife and shaking it at her. “I said I’d think about it.” He shook his head and glared at her. “You know, normal slave girls don’t dream about spending a couple of hours at the Punishment Square getting publicly flogged and fucked in every hole.”

Talli shrugged and leaned back again. “As you keep reminding me, I’m not a slave girl. And most of them can’t cum repeatedly while being whipped,” she retorted. Bob ignored her. Talli muttered something inaudible. Then she looked up. “Can I wear the princess outfit when we go into town?” She asked as Bob held out a slab of buttered bread and honey. She leaned forward, took the bread in one hand, and brought it up to her mouth. Her eyes closed with pleasure as she took a bite and hummed, not bothering to dignify Bob’s look of shock.

“The princess outfit?” Bob asked. “Are you crazy? That’s the most revealing outfit you have! You might as well walk in naked.”

I know,” she said simply. But then her eyes went soft. “It’s just, I like the way people look at me when I’m wearing it.” She pressed her lips together. “It makes me feel special. Besides, I’ll have a line a mile long waiting for me at the Punishment Square,” she explained.

Bob looked up at her. “That’s why you want the costume? So you can attract more people to torture you?”

“What’s one girl’s torture is another girl’s orgasm,” she retorted.

He rolled his eyes. “Who told you that?”

She shrugged. “Florentino. Obviously,” she laughed.

Bob gave her a disgusted look. “You have spent way too much time around him.”

She pouted. “We haven’t seen him in months,” she groused.

Bob snorted. “You just miss the sex.”

Talli grinned, her cheeks turning a touch crimson. “At least he’s willing,” she retorted.

The mage ignored the barb and shook his head. “If you wear the princess outfit, you have to wear all of it.”

She nodded eagerly. “I know. Right up to the punishment square.” She gave him.an eager wink.

He clapped a hand to his forehead. “Dear Gods,” he muttered. “You want it all, don’t you?”

She laughed and ate another bite. “I want another orgasm,” she said wickedly.

Bob blinked, then he went to his bag and started pulling things out. Talli watched as he set a jar of dark green crystals on the ground, a huge bag of salt, then hauled a bowl bigger than the pack out of the leather top.

“Bath salts? Am I getting a wash?” She asked curiously.

Bob grinned. “Chromium sulfate,” he replied with a shake of his head. “I’m taking care of multiple problems. Finish dinner. Afterward, you can have that orgasm.” He grinned. “Two of them in fact.”

Talli blinked, then her face brightened. “I can?”

"With a toy," he specified. She looked at him in disappointment but then nodded. “This wood is safe enough. I have a spell I’ll need to cast. An aging spell.”

“Aging?” Talli asked in confusion. “What age do you need to be?”

Bob laughed. “You want to cum,” he declared, walking away from the campfire. “And as you pointed out…” he said dramatically as he pulled out his knife. “Need new boots.”

***

It was almost a full week later when Bob pulled the horse off the track, leading her into the woods enough to get them clear of the well-trodden path. He was favoring his right foot, the results of an unexpected blister, and while it was somewhat healed, Talli had been trying to be a little easier on the mage, especially since he had insisted on walking, letting her ride. She shifted on the saddle with a soft moan and looked down at him.

“I’m guessing we are getting close?” Talli asked, just a tad distracted by the overly large phallus mounted to the center of the saddle and on which she was fully impaled.

Bob laughed. “What clued you in?”

Talli shrugged. “Lots of people on the road. Tarantella must be a pretty big town. Plus you don’t feel particularly threatened. You’re barely paying attention to folks, even when they’re staring at me.” She glared down at him. “I should warn you that I’m wet, but not anywhere close to cumming. So if you think you need to do some magic, you either need to fuck me right now, or take me to the Punishment Square.”

The mage shook his head and sighed, ignoring her taunt. “Tarantella is bigger than any of the towns you’ve ever been to,” he admitted, opening the pack and rummaging through the bag. “And this close to the city garrison, I doubt there will be any bandits.” He pulled out an entire saddle which couldn’t have possibly fit into the bag, then drew out a bundle of silk, followed by a very odd looking pair of shoes. They were sandals, of a sort, with a single spindly stalk for a heel. The arch was very narrow. .

“I’m walking from here?” She asked ruefully, eyeing the high heels.

Bob smiled. “You’re the one who wanted to be dressed like a princess.”

Talli licked her lips. “I did,” she said firmly. She took a deep breath. “You’ll need to help me down,” she added.

Bob came up to the side of the horse and made a complicated gesture with his fingers. Talli’s hands, which had been held just above her waist, suddenly moved and she sighed in relief, stretching.

“You know, I wouldn’t keep your hands bound all the time if you would just stop touching yourself," he admonished.

Talli looked down at him, then leaned over, eyes narrowing. “I’m desperate to cum,” she said slowly, with just a touch of irritable anger.

Bob grinned and in the exact same tone held out his hand and said, “I know.”

Talli let out a laugh and allowed the mage to help her down. As she rose up from the saddle, there was a sort of squelching, sucking noise and the massively thick, seven inch long phallus embedded in the center of the seat was exposed.

“Damn,” Bob said for the umpteenth time as Talli swung her other leg over the back of the horse. “That thing is huge.”

Talli hopped down. “The size is great,” she agreed. “But the reason I keep bugging you for another horse is that walking isn’t anywhere near as much fun as a trot or a cantor. When you walk, the horse walks. You need a horse too."

“Imagine what would happen if we galloped,” Bob agreed with a laugh. He pointed to the silk bundle. “Get changed while I switch out the saddles.”

Talli nodded. She was wearing her leathers, which admittedly did nothing to hide her charms. The leather boots came up mid-thigh, while the corset and jacket covered everything above the waist but her luscious breasts. She wasn't wearing pants or a skirt, leaving her bottom, loins and shaved little slit deliciously exposed. It made for awkward stares, especially when traveling, as those they passed looked on in wild-eyed arousal.

She resisted the urge to masturbate as Bob fiddled with the saddle and instead began removing her clothing. “So, we’re going to see your old friend?”

Bob nodded and loosened the cinch, then began unbuckling the strap. “Yes. Bartholomew. Barty for short. He’s fat, lazy, and wastes his time making love potions for the rich, but he’s one of the most powerful mages I know.”

She stripped off her jacket and started loosening the corset. “More powerful than you?” She asked incredulously.

Bob snorted. “Are you kidding? I’m like the least most powerful mage in existence.”

At that, Talli had to blink. “What?” She protested. “You can’t be serious. I’ve seen you do incredible things.” She actually seemed angry. Defensive even.

The mage shrugged as he pulled the saddle off the horse. “There’s a difference between powerful and talented,” he replied. “I’m way more talented than Barty.” He tossed the saddle with the phallus down near his bag. “I just have very little power to do anything with.”

Talli blinked, then nodded with understanding. “Unless you have me.”

Bob looked at her and grinned. “Unless I have you.”

She stood up, completely naked except for the black cuffs on her wrists and ankles, and the collar around her throat. “Do you think I’ll get to cum this afternoon?” She asked plaintively, picking up the silk bundle.

He grabbed the second saddle and threw it over the horse’s back, then shrugged. “Considering most of the time when I need you to cum involves mortal danger, you’ll forgive my lack of enthusiasm for satisfying your sexual needs.”

Talli snorted and gestured to her piercings. “If I recall, you put an Earring of Masochism…”

Bob grinned. “Not that you needed it,” he amended.

“Not that I needed it,” she agreed. “An Earring of Sensuality…”

“You quiver and dance beautifully,” he added.

Talli stomped her bare foot on the leaves. “Are you going to interrupt me constantly?” She demanded.

Bob pulled the cinch tight, waited for the horse to take a breath, and then tightened it again. “Probably,” he teased.

“Piercings of Sensitivity through my nipples…” she went on.

“Don’t forget the one Gwendolyn put through your clit,” he said, interrupting.

She grabbed the silk bundle and started to open it. “And on my clit,” she affirmed. “Plus two toe rings of Arousal. Is it any wonder I’m constantly horny?”

“No,” Bob said amiably, turning to look at her. “And I work hard to deliberately keep you that way.” He spread his hands. “Since I’m so powerless, I need you to be ready to cum at the drop of a hat, so I can do my thing.”

Talli shook out a gauzy piece of fabric. It looked like a shirt, but the material was so diaphanous that she could see Bob through both the front and back together. She slipped it on over her head. It settled down just beneath her throat. There wasn’t much of a collar, but that didn’t matter since the whole point of a daring cleavage was to tantalize and tease. Anyone looking at Talli wouldn’t need that taunt. They’d be able to see every inch of her curves, the dark pink of her nipples, and even the gold hoop piercings at the tips of her breasts.

“You look amazing,” Bob said quietly, admiring her beauty. She grinned at him, then slipped her bare feet into the pants. If you could call them pants. Made of the same material, the gauze leggings covered the outside of her legs all the way to a belt of large brass circles that hung so low that her pierced clit was almost touching one hoop. The disturbing bit was that the leggings weren’t cut to cover her sex. In fact, the material parted right between her legs, leaving her glistening slit completely and dramatically in view.

Talli twirled and if her nudity was disturbing to her, she didn’t show it. Bob licked his lips, adjusted the bulge in his pants, and went back to his bag. He pulled out an ornate steel bar with brass fittings. It was ridiculously thin, but very sturdy, and three metal clips provided attachment points for four light and thin brass chains. Two of the chains were short, ending in very ornate looking circle clamps, while the two long ones were merely capped in clips.

Talli picked up the first high heeled sandal. “I hate these things,” she sighed, slipping her foot into the shoe.

Bob laughed. “You love them,” he retorted.

She looked up at him. “Have you tried wearing them?” She asked.

He pointed at his new green, black, and gold boots. “I’m a size ten,” he replied. “You’re a size five.”

She tied the straps and set her foot down on the ground. Instantly she gritted her teeth, twitching. “Fuck, that takes getting used to!”

Indeed, the soft and wet tongue, or possibly tentacle, she wasn’t sure which, licked at the arch of her foot, swirling in delicate circles. It was a maddening sensation that rested on the borderline between a sensual foot massage and a hysterical tickling. She lifted her shoe up off the ground and the second the heel wasn’t touching the dirt, the licking stopped.

“Ick,” she muttered.

Bob chuckled. “Cost of doing business, dearheart.”

“I know,” she replied. “But it’s not like you use the fetters that much anymore,” she said simply, shaking her wrists.

Bob shrugged. “Still, I do occasionally. And I have to pay the bill.”

“You mean I pay the bill,” she muttered. She put her foot back down, closing her eyes, clearly feeling the sensation again and then slipped her toes into the other sandal. A moment later she stood in front of the mage, hands held apart, a vision of aphroditic beauty.

“Damn, you really are gorgeous,” Bob said, lifting the steel bar. Talli turned around, her feet shifting, and she held up her hands. Bob set the center of the bar at the back of her neck, clipping it to the back of her collar. Then he did the same to her wrists, securing them to the ends of the bar. Talli turned back around to face him, with the narrow brass chains dangling from the same anchor points as her wrists.

“Ready?” Bob asked.

She grinned, clearly excited. “Absolutely,” she said with total assurance. She took a deep breath and then arched her back, pressing her breasts forward. Bob lifted up the front of her gauze, see-through shirt at the same time he snagged one of the clamps. He positioned the ornate metal circle over her left nipple and began tightening the screws. Talli let out a soft moan as he adjusted the tightness.

“Is that sufficient?” He asked.

She looked up at him, just a tad bit breathless. “You can… you can make it a bit tighter,” she whispered hungrily. Bob made a few more twists on the screws and when she winced he stopped.

“Yes,” she mewled. “Oh gods… yes.” A spasm rippled through her.

“Now the other clamp,” he said warningly.

She nodded as he brought it up to her other breast. As soon as the metal touched her nipple she gasped, eyes widening and darting around.

“Is anyone watching?” She blurted out, almost in a panic. Bob ignored her and tightened the screws down. “Are we alone?” She asked. Then her cheeks went flaming red. “Please? Don’t look at me?”

Bob felt a momentary flutter of discomfort as the enchantments worked their wiles on Talli. One clamp sent magic trickling down to her pussy, a constant sensory stimulation that would cause her clitoris to swell and tingle, doubling her sexual appetites, while the other clamp caused a heightened sense of humiliation. For the mage, it meant an easier time keeping Talli right on edge, but part of Bob felt bad about what he was forcing her to endure.

And part of him loved it.

There was a second set of chains that dangled from her wrists, much longer than the ones he had just attached to her nipples. These he pulled down to her exposed slit. Her clit was pierced, forced out from under the hood by a thick gold hoop. Here he clipped the ends of both chains, which tugged on her sex. Like the clamps, the metal clips were enchanted as well, sending little shocks of pleasure into her pussy. Plus, were she to twist her arms too much, the chains would pull taut, tugging on her clit.

Bob stepped back and admired his handiwork before pulling out the leash. This he clipped to her collar. Talli was already quivering, her petals wet and glistening as she squirmed in both embarrassment and intense arousal. He finished her outfit off with a tiara, artfully placed in her hair, cheap but pretty rhinestones flickering in the afternoon sunlight, which he pulled out of his leather pack. He took a moment to put her saddle away and put his own on the horse, and then when he was ready, gave her rump a light smack.

“Okay, back out onto the road,” he said brightly.. He snagged the reins of the horse, and tossed his pack across the saddle horn.

She threw a desperate look at him. “Please? Please don’t make me!” She didn’t resist physically, but she grew even more desolate, whimpering as he walked beside her. Bob ignored her protests and a moment later they emerged back out onto the roadway.

And they weren’t alone.

Talli went white, then bright red as a merchant caravan started to rumble past. A few startled looks from some of the caravan guards turned to open leers and even a few cat calls. Talli looked down, shuddering with humiliation.

“Oh gods,” she whimpered, turning toward the mage. “I’m so close! Please? I need to cum? Please?” Only Bob could hear her, and he reached over, patting her buttock right through the gauze. They stood there, watching the wagons roll past, Talli clearly the best scenery the traders had seen in a while. She huddled next to Bob, unable to touch herself, or hide, and the resulting conflagration of need and embarrassment left her on the very edge of sexual climax.

Which was right where Bob wanted her.

“Come on,” Bob said, tugging her out into the roadway behind the last cart. A couple of the trailing guards literally spun, walking backward to watch as she got into place. Bob walked next to her, rather than riding, and for the next thirty minutes Talli suffered horribly, her thighs wet as her juices practically poured out of her cunt. But she didn’t orgasm. They had to halt as the town guardsman checked the wagon caravan, but then it was Bob’s turn and the gate captain eyed Talli with a huge smile.

“Bob. I’m here to see Bartholomew the Mage.”

The gate captain nodded. “And the girl?”

“Talli,” Bob said simply.

There was a long pause, as if the captain was expecting additional information, but when Bob didn’t add anything, he finally shrugged. “I don’t suppose you’re taking her to the punishment square at some point?” He grinned. “I’d be more than willing to pay a bit to have the opportunity to whip that little strumpet. And maybe have a taste?.”

Talli’s head popped up and for the first time a hopeful look appeared on her face. But Bob shook his head. “Not today,” he replied. “Maybe some other time.”

The gate captain sighed in disappointment. “Too bad. She looks naughty. Especially in bed.”

Bob grinned. “You have no idea,” he said wryly.

They moved through the checkpoint and Talli got even more looks. Bob continued forward, leading both the girl and the horse. He headed toward a nearby stable, purchased a stall for the steed, and then with his pack slung over one shoulder, he pulled Talli along behind him. Every step she took was laced with tension, and not just because the bottoms of her feet were being constantly licked by the strange abyssal tongues lapping at her arches. Her elbows waved constantly as her body involuntarily attempted to shield itself from the hungry, animalistic stares as she was paraded through the streets. Her nipples throbbed, not just as conduits for the enchantments affecting her disposition, but as points of stimulation in and of themselves. She longed to be thrown to the ground and ravished, or better yet, strung up and tied with her legs spread wide open, her tender bits paddled and whipped before or even while she was thoroughly screwed.

Bob turned down one of the richer avenues where the scents of the town weren’t quite as obnoxious. The roadway was paved and the houses and businesses weren’t made of just wood, but had significant amounts of stonework. The mage threaded his way down the road, pulling Talli out of the way of carts, but allowing the girl’s beauty and bondage to part the masses naturally.

“Is she for sale?” One well-dressed man asked politely.

Bob smiled politely. “Not at the current time,” he said. “But I’ll let you know if she comes on the market.

The man smiled, eyes still ogling her. “I’d pay well,” he advised. “Very well.”

“I’m sure you would,” Bob agreed. “But I’m not quite done with her.”

And it wasn’t just human males who eyed Talli’s body. A pair of orcs, eyes dark and weapons sharp, looked at her with decidedly uncomfortable interest. A group of dwarves, their red caps dyed crimson, walked by, deep in conversation, suddenly stopped talking, every eye and wagging beard focused on the quivering girl, who was just two steps away from an uncontrollable, yet unreachable orgasm. Three gnomes, who are usually oblivious to their surroundings, stopped for a moment to look at her in envy, only to suddenly push their heads together, whispering. Even a lizard man stopped in shock as he spotted Bob and his girl, his tongue flickering fast, only to whirl and hurry away.

“Are we going to pass the punishment square?” Talli whimpered a moment later.

Bob shook his head. “Not today. I told you that.”

She pressed her lips together. “Please? I need to be whipped,” she moaned.

“Undoubtedly, but after I meet with Barty.” He stopped in front of one ornate gate, turned, and pressed the bell. “Here we are.”


Chapter Two: Girl on Girl Surprises

The woman who opened the door wasn't wearing much more than Talli and Bob’s eyebrows went up in surprise. She was a cute little thing, young with short blonde hair, but lacking the more developed and womanly curves Talli possessed. Her little black skirt was more a ruffle than garment, and it left both her shaved petals and cute little butt completely exposed. Like Talli, her throat was encircled with a collar, though of a very different design.The girl’s top was just about as interesting as her bottom. Her small but sweet breasts were pillowed nicely in a white lace bodice that didn’t cover her nipples, while a black corset forced the girl’s bosom upward in such a way that Bob couldn’t help staring at the two pink points aimed right at him.

“Can I help you, sir?” She asked politely.

Bob blinked, trying to refocus his thoughts, then looked up from her tits to her face. “Um… yes. In a variety of ways,” he replied with a wry grin. “But I’ll settle for you letting Barty know that Bob is on his doorstep.”

She blinked and took a deep breath, which dragged Bob’s eyes back down to her chest. “Would you like to wait in the lobby, sir?” She took a step back, revealing a sort of waiting room, right off the front stoop. “Sir?” Bob’s eyes had slid back down to the girl’s boobs. For a moment, he just stared.

Bob yelped as Talli kicked him in the calf and he shook his head. “Right! Waiting room.” He climbed the stoop and then stepped into the house. Talli had to turn sideways to get in the doorway, and her eyes met the girl’s as she slid past. Bob turned just to watch and couldn’t help noticing that the maid arched her back and even pressed forward a little bit. Evidently she had a thing for girls.

“That’s not a good…” Bob started to say as Talli’s gauzy shirt was pushed up. The maid’s breasts came into contact with Talli’s nipples, not to mention the two enchanted circle clamps attached to them. The maid suddenly gasped, eyes alarmed, and she let out a groan, one hand shooting down to her exposed slit. Then she stiffened, glanced out the open doorway, and slammed the door shut.

“...Idea,” Bob finished with a chuckle. He watched as the maid frantically rubbed herself and Talli, being Talli, pressed her tits even more firmly against the girl’s slender frame.

“That’s it,” Talli whispered, nipple to nipple, her fingers curling in as she stood there, still caught in the arm binder. “Cum. And then do me.”

The maid nodded, totally overwhelmed. Bob took a step, intending to separate them, but before he could, the maid let out a strained cry, her left hand jerking wildly between her legs. A wet splatter exploded from her pussy, splashing on the tile floor, her bare feet, and Talli’s exposed toes.

“Now me!” Talli urged. “Hurry! Put your fingers inside me!” Talli begged. She wiggled against the panting, somewhat dazed maid.

That motivated Bob. “Oh no,” he said, shaking his head. He reached over, grabbed Talli’s hand, and physically dragged her away from the maid. “Naughty girl,” he warned.

Talli panted with desperation and looked at Bob with hopeful eyes. “Punishment Square?” She begged.

Bob sighed. “Maybe. The pressures are intense, Talli. I get it. Right now, you need to be strong and endure.”

Talli licked her lips and nodded. Over in the doorway, the maid was still shuddering, her back against the wall, legs somewhat spread, a puddle of girl goo between her feet.

“Guess she isn’t used to the magic,” Bob muttered.

Then a new voice entered the mix. “What the hell is going on down here?”

Bob and Talli turned toward a stairway and Talli’s eyes widened as a very large, portly man wearing intricate robes came plodding down the steps. He would have been attractive, except for the fact that he was huge, his belly so large that it looked like the robes he was wearing would burst. He sported a long, grayish black beard and big bushy eyebrows.

Bob took in the sight, then spread his arms wide in greeting. “Barty! You look good!” He said cheerfully.

The man on the stairs gasped, then grinned. “BOB!” He stopped, looked at Talli, then his maid. He frowned. “I hope you aren’t trying to steal Maddie,” he said carefully, clearly referring to the sex-dazed girl at the door. “You sort of have a reputation and you go through them pretty quick.”

Bob shook his head. “No. This was accidental,” he said, gesturing at the maid’s rather obvious orgasmic situation. “I’m not here to steal your girl. I have my own.” He glanced at Talli, but her eyes had already flickered to Barty with a hungry, desperate look. Bob smiled. “You said her name is Maddie? She’s a cute little thing, but not really my taste. Actually, I’m surprised you have a vessel in the first place. I thought I was the only one.”

Bartholomew laughed. “You are the only one. I’m not using her as a fuckslut mana trap  like yours. She really is a maid.” He gave Bob a sly look. “Amongst other things.” He looked down at Maddie again. “Though I would appreciate an explanation as to why my doorway is covered in cum and Maddie looks like a piece of gelatin.”

Bob shrugged. “Accidental enchantment transference. The girls got a little close and did some nipple to nipple touching,” Bob said, glossing over the overtly sexual overtures of Maddie pressing herself deliberately against Talli. “Got a moment? We’ve got business to discuss.” He patted his pack.

Barty’s eyes widened in surprise, then he looked impressed. “How did you know? I hadn’t even posted the letter yet.”

“What letter?”

Barty shrugged. “I need your services. I was going to send a letter asking you to visit.”

Bob looked smug. “Well, here I am. You can add the cost of postage to your offer.”

Barty snorted. “Alright. Come on up. And bring your girl. She’s fucking gorgeous.” He started to turn and haul himself back up half the stairwell when he looked back. “Maddie, tea and snacks.”

The girl by the door managed to pull herself together enough to nod. “Yes… yes Master.”

Bob grinned and motioned Talli to go in front of him. She carefully started to ascend the staircase. The high heeled shoes and the fact that her hands were secured to the steel bar running across her shoulders did not make it easy and Bob reached out twice to hold her hips, just to make sure she didn’t fall. Even then, she reached the top only a moment after a huffing, puffing Bartholomew got there and he only had to climb half the number of steps.

Most of the upstairs was a mage’s workshop. Around the perimeter walls and under the windows sat a series of workbenches and tables, each covered with crystals, brass and a variety of tools. There were no open flames. The light coming from the lanterns on the walls were all magic, each shard of gem emitting a glowing illumination that was steady and didn’t flicker. A very comfortable looking easy chair and sofa sat in the center of the room, on opposite sides of a polished coffee table.

“Color me impressed,” Bob said, looking around at the lights. “You did it.”

Barty grinned. “Yup. A whole new cottage industry in seconds. I feel sort of bad. It was your idea. It just had power problems.”

Bob snorted. “That’s the story of my life.”

Barty grinned. “Still, it’s been fantastic. The town council is considering banning open flames now in favor of these things. And they can be recharged. I’ve even set up a sort of recycling system.”

Bob nodded. “Good. I presume you’re using darkstone?” He asked with a smug look.

Barty blinked, then grinned. “Damn Bob, sometimes you are scary.”

Bob shrugged. “Well, it seemed obvious.” He replied. “Small amounts of power will make them run for hours, days even. But any longer and you either risk damaging the crystal, or whatever you are using to store the power.” He reached over to his pack, opened it, and drew out a small crystal, which was mounted in a carved wooden base. He handed it to Barty. “Here’s my model.”

“You motherfucker,” Barty muttered. “You made your own?” He asked, turning it over, examining the device.

Bob shrugged. “Well, yeah. I mean, the only issue is power, right?”

Barty sighed. “I like your design. It’s way brighter, but the beam is only going to come out one end, which makes it useless for illuminating a room.”

“But not a dungeon,” Bob said with a laugh. “It’s not a lantern, it’s a directional light.”

Barty’s eyes widened. “Oh! I get it. You can flash it around and spot things. A sort of uh… flash… light?”

Bob laughed. “A good enough name. Like you, I used darkstone to store the mana. Talli is allowed to cum every morning, just to keep her sane, so I use that to keep it charged.”

The fat mage looked at the girl. “That seems like a monumental waste of energy for a mage, but I suppose someone with your… deficiency has to make use of what you have.” Barty looked thoughtful. Then handed the flashlight back to Bob. “I’m using bits of darkstone to store mana. I can produce about fifty a day, of various quality. Depends on the quality of the emitter crystal, which I usually cut up.” He frowned. “That and material supply, which is always an issue. I’m running short on darkstone right now.”

“Speaking of which,” Bob said, reaching back into his pack. He rummaged around in it, then produced the large, fist sized gem the lizardman Sivess had been supposed to purchase.

Barty’s eyes widened. “My goodness,” he said happily. “I’m even more surprised. I contracted through one of the local teams to get a hold of something like that.”

Bob tossed it over and Barty caught it. “Reptilian named Sivess?” Bob asked a little ruefully.

Barty examined the gem, nodding. “Yes. Not a very nice fellow, but he’s been reliable in the past on other missions. Getting a darkstone this big was going to be a challenge and I figured he was sly enough to manage it. Still, it’s enough to make about a thousand lamps.”

“He subcontracted the task out,” Bob said darkly. “Then instead of paying me with money, he tried to do it with the point of a sword.”

Barty’s eyes came up. “What?” He spluttered. “That’s not smart, especially with you,” Bartholomew added. “That’s the sort of thing that can ruin a person’s reputation. I certainly won’t be using him any more, if that’s the sort of thing he likes to pull. I hope you educated him.”

Bob sighed dramatically. “Education is one word for it,” he said, just a little pompously. “I think it's important to have perspective. You know what they say. Don’t judge a person until you’ve walked a mile in their shoes.”

Barty’s eyebrow went up. “Lizardmen don’t wear shoes.”

Bob lifted his foot and put his boot on the coffee table. “Or until you’ve walked a mile in shoes made from them.” He tugged on his trouser and the beautiful green, black, and gold scales of Sivess’ hide glimmered in the light.

The fat mage gasped, looked closer, and then he let out a laugh. “You didn’t!”

Bob shrugged and put his foot back down on the floor. “Reputation is important. I don’t like being underestimated.”

Barty chortled, set the gem down, and then eased back into his chair. “There’s something to be said for being underestimated, my old friend. When your enemies are wasting time trying to figure out how to destroy you, you make a high energy beam weapon and wipe them out.” Barty looked over at Talli, who was wandering around the room, looking at the gems. “Would you mind having your vessel stand or kneel right over there?” He asked hopefully, pointing to a spot just a few feet away. “She’s fucking gorgeous and except for Maddie, I don’t get to see many beautiful girls.”

Bob plucked a pillow off the sofa and tossed it down where Barty was pointing. “Talli, please kneel facing our host.”

Talli obediently went to the pillow and knelt gracefully, every move of her body sensual and exotically intense. Barty gulped and adjusted the bulge underneath his robes. “I don’t know how you put up with that,” he said. “I’d have her riding my cock in about ten seconds.”

Talli’s eyes flickered over at Bob, just a little accusatory and Bob flinched.

Bob pressed his lips together. “It’s complicated,” he replied. “You are going to pay me for the gemstone, right?”

Barty looked up from Talli with surprise. “What? Oh! Of course!” He pushed himself up, walked over to one of the tables, grabbed a small leather bag, and then brought it back over to the seating area. He had to walk past Talli and his hand caressed her head and hair. His other hand tossed the bag to Bob, who caught it easily. Bob didn’t bother counting, he just stuck it inside his robes.

“What about the other business?” Bob asked cheerfully.

Barty sat back down, eyes flickering between Bob and Talli. “I’m working on a new project along the same vein as the lights and I found something special. I’ve been doing some research and like where it’s going.” Just then Maddie came into the room bearing a tray full of cheeses, cut meats, little bits of bread, and two goblets of wine. She set them down on the small side table next to Barty, who immediately stacked a few of the ingredients together and jammed them in his mouth.

“What do you know about Garnian Sapphires?” Barty asked, a few crumbs falling from his lips to land on his chest.

“They’re from Garnia?”

Barty gave him a dirty look and Bob stroked his short beard. “Not much,” he admitted. “Aside from them being from Garnia. They’re not even decent sapphires from my understanding. They tend to be a bit too milky.”

Barty swallowed another bite. “What about magically?”

This time Bob’s eyebrow went up. “I wasn’t aware that they had any magical properties. I haven’t ever seen one. They’re pretty rare, mostly because they don’t have any value.”

Bartholomew leaned back and picked up another snack. “They do have value. And magical properties on a level I’ve never seen before.” He stood up again, moved to one side of the room, and began opening a locked metal safe. A moment later he pulled a small silk bag out into the light and then brought it over to Bob. “Here, examine this.”

Bob loosened the drawstrings and poured the contents out into his palm. A single, small sliver of a bright blue, but milky, gemstone fell into his hand.

“A Garnian sapphire,” Bob said. “Or a cut of one, technically.”

Barty stood there. “Exactly.” Then he looked over at Maddie, who was standing nearby, staring at Talli. “Bob, your girl there looks like she’s about to explode.”

“She is,” Bob replied, just a little distracted. He was turning the gemstone over in his fingers, studying it. “That’s the point.”

“It’s a damned shame,” Bartholomew said, his voice suddenly sounding much, much more specific. “You are the most talented mage I’ve ever met. I’ve seen you perform feats of magic that would be a challenge for me.”

“Flattery will get you everywhere,” Bob allowed, looking up. “And you haven’t even seen the things I’ve pulled off recently,” he replied smugly. “But what’s your point?”

“You have less power than a fucking hedgewizard is my point,” Barty replied. “You have to walk around with a vessel, who you are forced to keep on a sexual edge, teetering on the cusp of orgasm, so that if you need to cast magic, all you have to do is touch her clit and she’ll cum. Boom. Instant mana.”

Bob crossed his legs, his reptile skin boots glimmering in the light as he put the sapphire back in the bag. “Thank you for the exposition on my life. Are you planning on writing a treatise on me?”

Barty snorted. “Honestly, it wouldn’t be a bad idea. You took what little you have and used your brain to make it work for you. It’s damned impressive.”

Bob shrugged. “While I appreciate the perspective, what does this have to do with the sapphire?”

“It’s just like darkstone,” said Barty.

Bob let out a chuckle. “What? I doubt that. You can’t channel magic through a sapphire, much less store anything in it.!”

Barty shook his head. “I know. I know. But my research is conclusive. That little shard can hold enough mana to power a thousand of my lamps, for weeks.”

Bob still looked skeptical. Barty held out his hand and Bob handed the bag back. Bartholomew went over to one worktable, pulled out the sliver, and then set it inside a half constructed device. Then he walked back over to Bob and set the contraption down on the table. “I designed this to channel mana. Direct power into it and it goes into the sapphire. Fill it.”

Bob frowned. “Barty, even if what you say is true, I wouldn’t be able to fill a fucking darkstone that size, much less your sapphire.” He shook his head. “You fill it.”

Barty turned and looked at Talli. “If she exploded, would you be able to fill it?”

Bob rolled his eyes. “Probably, but then I’d be helpless for a while, and I don’t like to do that without good reason.”

“This,” Barty insisted, “is a good reason.” He looked at his maid. “Maddie, please lay your cute little body under Bob’s vessel and lick her clit until she’s cumming. I want to hear her scream please.”

“Hey!” Bob blurted. “That’s not cool,” his eyes narrowed dangerously.

Maddie nodded immediately. “Yes, Master,” she said, then moved so that when she laid down, her barely dressed body was right at Bartholomew’s feet. She squirmed forward until she was looking straight up at Talli’s pussy. Talli didn’t hesitate in the slightest. She spread her knees farther until her dripping slit was pressed right to Maddie’s mouth.

Bob half rose from his seat, but Barty glared at him and Bob lifted his hands in defeat.

“Okay, fine!” He muttered.

“Oh gods, yes!” Talli whispered. She lowered herself even more, grinding her drenched slit against Maddie’s face. Barty laughed, extracting a smooth round stone from his pocket, and roughly pushed it up between Maddie’s thighs. She spread her legs with a groan and it disappeared into her pussy. Barty grinned, licked his fingers, and then snapped. A soft hum started up and Maddie quivered violently.

“Maddie, Bob’s girl better cum before you do, or I’ll send you to the punishment square.”

Beneath Talli, Maddie suddenly opened her mouth and began desperately licking Talli’s pussy. Talli glanced at Bob, a hopeful look on her face.

“What?” Bob sneered. “You want quid pro quo?”

Talli groaned, nodding positively. “Yes?”

He snorted. “Fine. If you can hold off until after Maddie cums, you can accompany her to the punishment square.”

Talli made a face, realizing the odds were not in her favor. “Bob! I won’t be able to do that!” She blurted out, already starting to twitch, her hips rolling as she began fucking Maddie’s face. “I’m too close!”

Bob shrugged. “Maybe this is a good opportunity for you to learn some control.” He glared at Bartholomew. “Especially since I’m being forced to allow this.”

Barty rolled his eyes. “Oh for the gods’ sake, just enjoy the fucking show, Bob.”

Maddie’s hands came up and she curled her arms over Talli’s outstretched thighs and the two women moved in harmony. Talli’s face made it incredibly clear how she felt about Maddie’s tongue swirling through her slit and in moments her breasts were shaking, her breath coming in ragged spurts as she struggled to hold off.

Maddie wasn’t doing much better. The vibrating stone in her pussy made her entire lower half twitch and she opened her legs, letting Barty and Bob both see her quivering little quim. Despite having cum only twenty minutes before at the front door, it was clear she was intensely aroused.

Then Talli let out a choked sob, shuddered, and closed her eyes.

Bob felt the rush of power as Talli’s orgasm set the girl’s body alight. Magic flooded into him, tons of it, more than enough to fill that little sliver, or so he thought. Bob took only a second to focus, extended one finger, and sent energy down into the Garnian sapphire, expecting it at best, to fill up in seconds, or at worst to explode.

It did neither.

After five seconds Bob’s eyebrows went up. At ten, with over half of Talli’s energy funneled into it, Bob could still sense space. At twenty, he’d pushed over three quarters of the power into the stone. He looked on, shocked as he pumped the last of the available mana into the sapphire. Even then he could tell that it wasn’t full. It wasn’t even half full.

Talli groaned, settling back with a satisfied, dazed look on her face and Maddie scooted out from beneath her, loins still trembling.

“Well?” Barty asked.

Bob held up his hand. “Hold on. Let me think.”

Barty rolled his eyes, then looked at Talli. “You girl. Lay on your back. Maddie help her. Then straddle her face. She can return the favor.”

Maddie nodded immediately, going to Talli. “Yes Master,” she said obediently. “I… I won’t have to go to the punishment square?” She asked fearfully.

Barty shook his head. “Not today. Probably.” He watched as Maddie helped Tallie to the floor, even pushing the cushion under Talli’s head. “When you straddle her, make sure you cup both of her breasts. Make sure your palms are touching those clamps on her nipples.”

Maddie glanced down and swallowed. “Yes Master,” she repeated obediently. Then she knelt over Talli’s head and lowered her still stuffed and vibrating pussy down. Talli’s tongue flickered out and she began lapping at Maddie’s slit. Then the little maid grabbed Talli’s breasts, only to gasp and stiffen.

“Hmmm… enchantments of humiliation and arousal,” Barty muttered softly. “A sweet mix. And intricate. Fine work.”

“Okay, you got me,” admitted Bob sourly. “I’m shocked, honestly. I thought darkstone is the only thing that can store mana. And even then you have to have a massive gem to store even a fraction of what this thing now has in it.”

Barty leaned forward and turned on the light. It glowed brightly. Bob held out his hand, closing his eyes. “Wow, it’s barely pulling anything. Entropic decay?”

Barty shrugged. “Negligible. It will last for years before you even notice.”

Bob frowned, still thinking. “This is only a shard. What can a full gem stone do?” He asked.

“And that’s the crux of my problem. I’ve found two potential sources for these babies. The first is the Hollow Hills of Garnia, where these sapphires used to be mined.”

“Used to?” Bob quipped. Barty nodded sadly.

“Yes. I tried to see if I could purchase some about a year ago. Sent an emissary. Evidently the mine went dead. All the gems are gone. Sold and dispersed. But my emissary was able to find an old manifest. Most of the sapphires disappeared, lost in the sea of uncut gems floating around Garnia and its surrounding countries. Probably used in junk jewelry. But a few made their way over here.”

“Well, that’s better than going to Garnia to hunt them,” Bob said. “It’s a hell of a trip. First by ship, then by camel, across a desert no less, then by barge down the River Gia.” He shook his head. “I’m not interested in that, no matter what you’re paying.” He slapped his knee. “So what’s the second source?”

“Castle Haggard.”

Bob laughed, looking away. Then he got quiet. “You aren’t serious.”

Barty nodded. “It’s never been plundered, at least as far as I know.”

“Okay, now the trip to Garnia is startling to look better,” Bob said, rubbing his chin. “Haggard Castle is crawling with dead King Argenthor’s skeleton army, his ghost, his wife’s ghost, numerous foul beasts, and at last word, a fucking dragon.” Bob smiled. “I don’t believe the last one though.”

Barty laughed. “No dragons. It would have been seen. Probably.” He shrugged. “Still, I want you to go, find Argenthor’s treasure room, loot it, and bring me back his collection of Garnian sapphires. Supposedly he has five. In exchange, not only do you get to keep whatever else you find there, I will give you one of the sapphires,” he smiled. “In a ring.”

Bob blinked. “Wait. What?”

Barty nodded. “You heard me. You know what it means.”

Bob bit his lip. “I’d still have to fill it,” he said, thinking aloud and glancing at the two girls wriggling against each other on the floor. Maddie’s face was flushed and from the way she was grinding her pussy down on Talli’s face, she was close.

“Yes. I can’t do anything about your… um… disability,” Barty allowed. “But imagine, Bob. You would have the safety net you always needed. No more relying on a mere girl’s libido to save your ass.”

The implications were staggering. “Why me?” Bob finally asked.

Barty swallowed. “Bob, look at me. I can’t walk to the town gate without getting winded. Having sex is about the most robust exercise I get. I’m fat, ungainly, lazy, and I like good food. Hell, Maddie gives me a massage every afternoon. I sleep in a featherbed! Can you picture me on the road? Sleeping on the ground? Eating over a fire? I employ a cook for the gods’ sake. Haggard is a week and a half away from here. I’d die before I got to the castle. Probably falling off my horse.”

Barty held up a finger as Bob started to object. “Plus I have floor plans, schematics, troop dispositions of Argenthor. I know how you operate. How you plan out as much as you can. I know about your team; the rock giant Florentino, the druid and the drunk swordsman.”

“He’s not drunk,” Bob complained. “He just… drinks a lot.”

Barty chuckled. “Does it matter?”

Bob looked uncomfortable. “I’m not going to argue with your explanation.” He shifted a bit, looking over at Maddie. “I know why not you. But why me?”

Barty bit down on another morsel from his snack tray. Bob wasn’t sure if he was thinking, or just needed to finish chewing, or maybe Barty was just watching the show. Maddie suddenly cried out, her body writhing over Talli’s face, skin flushed as her fingers dug deeply into Talli’s clamped breasts. Maddie quivered, shaking violently as the orgasm rocked her and Talli kicked a little as the tiny waif of a maid slumped forward, taking her hands off of Talli’s boobs. Barty watched the entire thing, the two women lying on the floor, their beautiful nubile bodies slick with cum. His eyes sparkled with excitement as he ate another snack. Finally he swallowed and looked directly at Bob.

“Because Bob, you work best under pressure. Plus you’re the only mage I know that’s desperate enough to attempt it, smart enough to possibly succeed, and yet dumb enough to try.”


Chapter Three: Sweet Lollipop

Talli stepped into the street behind Bob and looked up and down the roadway. Considering the district, the cobbled street wasn’t that busy and she brought her arms up, crossing them over her breasts. For the first time that afternoon, her hands were free, the evil arm binder placed in Bob’s fathomless pack. It also meant her nipples were no longer clamped, the mind-fuddling enchantments leaving her both a little more rational, and a little less likely to drag a random bystander to the ground and mount him.

Not that she wasn’t still thinking about doing exactly that. The constant itch of sexual need still pulsed between her legs and she still had the taste of Maddie on her lips. She looked at Bob’s back as he glanced around, clearly preoccupied.

“Well, that was interesting,” Bob said after a moment, pulling on the leash that went to Talli’s collar. She fell into place next to him, trying to ignore the fact that her pants didn’t actually cover her private parts, and that every man they passed was staring in open mouthed astonishment and obvious lust. She wasn’t sure where the mage was heading, but she went along with him.

“What was interesting?” Talli asked.

“Barty’s offer.”

“What offer?” Talli added. She smiled apologetically. “I was a little distracted during your conversation,” she reminded the mage. Bob let out a rueful laugh and smiled.

“True,” he allowed. “Okay, to put it simply, there is a very rare gemstone that, if appropriately used, could give me a reserve of mana that would surpass what I get from you during an orgasm ten fold.”

Talli blinked. “Uh. That’s good, right?”

Bob nodded. “Yes.”

She hesitated. “Would you still need me?” She asked fearfully.

Bob stopped and looked at her, just a little aghast. “Of course I would still need you. I’d need you to power the reserve. The difference is that in the middle of a campaign, if I needed to cast magic now, I wouldn’t have to frantically fuck your brains out while arrows are flying at us. I could cast the magic and once I’d sent everyone to the gods for a sorting, I could then push you up against a wall, take my time, and then refill the gemstone. Less pressure. Less risk.” He paused. If Bartholomew had been right about how much the sapphires could hold, maybe he wouldn’t even need to take Talli into the dungeon in the first place.

Talli blinked. “I don’t mind being frantically fucked, even when arrows are flying,” she said just a little timidly.

Bob shook his head and snorted. “Being horny has made you a little blasé about danger,” he retorted. Just as he said this, a lizard man blocked the street, his hand holding a wicked looking serrated dagger. Bob froze as Talli gasped. He grabbed her arm and started to turn, only to realize two more lizards were behind them.

“I wish to ssspeak with you,” the lizard man in front of them said roughly, his syllabants hissing. “You will accompany me.”

“I’m comfortable talking right here in the middle of the street,” Bob said quickly. Then he felt something sharp touch his side.

“I’d hate for ssssomething unpleassssant to happen to your woman,” the lizard said, his tone incredibly threatening.

“Darn tootin’ you would,” Bob muttered angrily. “Alright. I guess we accept your gracious invitation. Where are we going?”

“Follow,” it hissed. The lizard man turned and led the way. Bob trudged along while Talli fell into line behind him. As she walked, she reached down, trying to rub her clit. But even surreptitiously, it appeared the lizards were looking for that. In a flash one of the two lizards behind them grabbed her arms, hauling her hands behind her back, quickly binding her wrists with leather.

“Hey!” Bob protested, whirling when he heard her squeal.

A knife flashed in front of his face and he gritted his teeth as Talli was… well, not manhandled, but lizardhandled. After they tied her wrists, they did her elbows as well, making her whimper. Then one reached around and groped her breasts, squeezing and pinching her nipples.

“Well hey,” Bob said, raising his hands in passivity. “If you want to be the one to get her off, instead of letting her do it herself…”

“Sssshut up!” the first lizard hissed, then said something in its own tongue. The other jammed a gag into Talli’s mouth, tying it around her head. She muttered something, her voice muted as she glared at the lizard holding her. Bob and Talli were led out of the district and then marched into a shadowed alley between a tavern and some sort of warehouse. It reeked of spilled beer, urine, and maybe a few things not quite as appealing.

“Is this where you lizards live?” Bob asked insultingly as Talli was pushed up against one wall. “I love the ambiance. It’s very you.” The first lizard gestured to Bob, forcing him to stand opposite.

“Do you know who I am?” The lizard asked. Bob wasn’t sure, but he thought, just possibly, that there was a touch of anger in the lizard’s tone.

“Not a clue,” Bob said honestly. “Specifically I mean. But generally, I can hazard a guess. You’ve got pretty green, gold, and black scales, so while I’m not positive, I think you might be related to my boots.”

The lizard growled, this time clearly furious and almost lost it right there. Bob didn’t bat an eye. In fact, he was studiously not looking over at Talli and the two lizards that were guarding her, preventing her from masturbating.

“I am Ssslivet, brother of Sssives,” It growled.

“Is that with one, or three ‘s’?” Asked Bob pleasantly.

The lizard just about looked ready to freak and it waved the knife. “You dare to mock me? After you killed my brother?”

Bob sighed. “Look, your brother and I had a business arrangement, which he then decided to throw out the door when he made it clear he was going to kill me, instead of paying me for the work I did. That pretty much made him fair game in my book. As for the boots, it might have been a touch overkill, but I wanted to make sure that anyone else thinking about betraying me, or even attacking me, or trying to hurt my woman, would have a poignant warning before pulling a knife on me.” He paused. “And, I needed new boots.”

Slivet hissed angrily again, rolling his head, his tongue flickering in and out.

“Which brings up another point,” Bob said. “You shouldn’t bring people like me into alleys like this.”

“It is a perfect place to kill you,” Slivet practically screamed.

“Yeah, but you can’t smell or taste shit here,” Bob said honestly. “Which leads me to another point.”

“Ssspeak and prepare to die,” the lizard declared, rising up to its full height and raising his blade, ready to strike.”

“You need better people to watch your back, you retard,” Bob snarled. “And I need a fucking belt to match my boots.”

The lizard howled, but just before he could bring his arm down, three feet of solid, sharpened steel slid through its entire body, from back to front, only to erupt out from its chest. Slivet froze, eyes wide, then coughed, a spray of blood almost hitting Bob, who ducked to the side. Then the lizard crumpled, only to reveal a man standing directly behind.

The swordsman pulled the blade free of Slivet and frowned.

“Good timing, Morlok,” Bob said appreciatively. The swordsman didn’t say a word, but lifted his left hand. There was a huge silver beer stein gripped tightly in his fingers and he took a swig. Bob looked at him for a long moment, then glanced over at Talli. She was still bound, still standing against the wall, but at her feet were the other two lizards, both clearly dead. Trickles of crimson blood seeped out onto the stones, mixing with the alley’s other refuse. Bob stepped over the fallen Slivet, reached up and pulled the gag out of Talli’s mouth.

“You can leave me tied,” she said simply. “And even gagged. I don’t mind.”

Bob sighed. “I mind. When I want you tied up, I’ll tie you up.”

“I’m just saying that we’re probably near the punishment square and since I’m tied up already, you could drop me off and then go get a pint with Morlok. I’m sure he’s got some fascinating tales to tell you while I…”

Bob pushed the gag back into her mouth and her eyes widened as her voice was muffled. Morlok wandered over to them and took another drink.

“Damn it, man! How can you swallow that swill?” Bob declared, looking at the enchanted beer stein. He shook his head. “I never should have let you keep that damned thing!”

Morlok, who had sheathed his sword, held up his free hand. In it was a ten inch wide strip of hide that was over four feet long. With green, black, and gold scales. Bob blinked and looked back at Slivet. The bloody red muscles beneath the lizard man’s back and tail were completely visible.

“I was joking about the belt,” Bob said, just a little horrified. Morlok didn’t say a word. He just held out the strip of raw, scaly skin. Bob sighed and rolled his eyes, taking the hide. “Cut her loose, would you?” He rolled up the scale and pulled out a separate leather bag from his pack, then tucked the hide away. When he turned back, Talli was rubbing her wrists and arms. She pulled the gag from her mouth.

“So no on the punishment square?” She asked in disappointment.

Bob shook his head and grabbed her fallen leash. “Let's get out of this cesspool,” he muttered. He led the way out, Talli following along at the end of the leather lead, Morlok taking up the rear. Bob seemed to know right where he was going and about ten minutes later they were walking into a rather nice inn and tavern. He stepped up to the counter, rapped his knuckles once, and the barkeeper came over.

“Room for the night,” Bob said. “Double bed please.”

The bartender eyed Morlok, as if he knew the swordsman, but wisely kept his mouth shut. “Five gold pieces.”

“Five?” Demanded Bob in outrage.

The barkeep nodded. “You get two back when you return the key.”

“Oh, well that’s fine then,” Bob said, somewhat mollified, fishing five gold coins out of the purse that Wizard Bartholomew had given him and set them down.

“No hanky panky,” the bartender warned.

Bob pursed his lips. “No hanky panky,” he intoned solemnly. “Not sure what constitutes hanky panky, but we’ll surely not do it.”

The bartender set a key on the counter. A number three was etched in it. “We serve dinner from five to eleven. Ten copper. You can buy extra bread for two pieces of copper. Beer is one copper, spirits are more, depending on what you’re drinking.” He eyed Morlok. “Seats are for paying customers.”

Bob shrugged. “Fine by me. All I need is a soft bed.”

The bartender eyed Talli. “Sure you do,” he leered.

Bob grabbed the key and turned away. “Everyone always assumes the worst about me, right Morlok?” Morlok took another swig from the mug. Bob frowned. “Come on. Let’s go find our room and talk.”

For a moment both Talli and Morlok looked at Bob. The mage sighed. “Okay, fine. I’ll talk. You drink.” Bob passed the counter and headed down the hall. He found the room in short order. It was small, but there were two narrow beds. Two chairs and a small circular table sat in one corner. Bob dumped his pack on the floor and unclipped Talli’s leash.

“You can sit on the bed, dearheart.”

Talli sat down, crossing her legs. It made her pussy gape open and Bob turned away before adjusting the bulge in his pants.

“Why didn’t you fuck her?” Talli asked curiously as Morlok sat down in one of the chairs, still drinking from the beer stein.

Bob stiffened. “What?” He demanded. “Who?”

“Maddie. Barty’s maid. You clearly thought she was sexy. You wanted her. Why didn’t you fuck her?”

Morlok took another swig of his beer and looked thoughtfully over at Bob. The mage stared helplessly at Talli, then looked away. “It’s complicated,” he said for the umpteenth time.

Talli crossed her arms and looked at him suspiciously. “I’m wondering how complicated,” she said in frustration.

Bob looked over at Morlok. “You could say something at least,” Bob muttered.

Morlok took another drink. “Lollipop?” He suddenly asked.

The mage blinked and then rolled his eyes.

Talli laughed. “Hell yes, he should have a lollipop!” She grinned eagerly.

Bob glared at the swordsman but then Talli waved. “He literally just saved our lives, Bob.”

“But… but…”

“Now Bob,” she said in a patronizing tone, trying to imitate Gwendolyn’s gravelly tone, putting her hands firmly on her hips. Then she spread her legs and leaned back against the wall. Bob sighed and pulled over his pack, rummaged around in it for a moment, then produced a small, rounded sweet on a stick.

“Well, that’s disappointing,” Talli muttered, looking just a little aggrieved as Bob gave the sucker to Morlok. “The last one you gave him was as long as my forearm and as thick as my thumb.”

Bob gave her a dark look. “Candy isn’t good for him.”

“Neither is beer and you let him have the Tankard of Ghargbahz!” She retorted, pointing at the beer stein.

Morlok looked at the lollipop and then stood up. He walked over to Talli and gave her a hopeful look. She laughed and her hands went down to her thighs, her fingers spreading her petals wide, exposing the moist inner depths of her slit..

“Feel free to bring me all the way, Morlok,” she urged.

Bob stood up, flicking his hands at the bed, and Talli’s feet got hauled in separate directions, even farther than she had spread them a moment before. She gasped, eyes widening as the abyssal fetters on her ankles prevented her from moving even an inch and she looked at Bob in shock. Bob grabbed his pack, reached in, and dumped a metal harness on the small table. Then he looked at Morlok.

“She needs to be insanely aroused,” he said with just a touch of spite, “but not enough to cum. When you think she’s ready, stuff her into the chastity belt and come get me. I’ll be in the common room having dinner.” He glanced at Talli. “Have fun,” he said with a wave, then left the room.

Talli’s lips pressed together and a little sliver of anger shot through her. Then she looked at Morlok. “You know, you could fuck me,” she said softly.

Morlok left his tankard on the side table. He lifted the little round sucker and slowly unwrapped it. The candy at the end was red and with a slow, sensuous lick, the swordsman wetted the hard confection. Tali watched, gulping with anticipation as he finally pulled the sucker out of his mouth and slowly, agonizingly slowly, brought it down to her pulsing, desperate slit.

“Please Morlok?” Talli whined. “Please? I need more than just that little thing! I need cock and Bob won’t give it to me. I know we’ve never fucked, at least not like that. I know you aren’t into that. Just my taste, but please can’t you…” Her voice warped into a groan, eyes rolling up into the back of her head as Morlok gently began caressing her clit with the tiny lollipop.

“Oh gods,” she whimpered. “Yes. Oh yes!” She groaned. “Stick it in me!”

And Morlok did exactly that.

Out in the common room of the tavern, Bob tugged a stool out from the bar and plopped down. He ordered a beer and slowly nursed it for over half an hour before the stool next to him was dragged out a bit, and an old woman sat down silently. She was something of a stick figure, thin and spindly, with gray hair that still sported a few strands of her youthful dark black. Her face was angular, but not unpleasantly so, and she gave off the air of ultra competency. It didn’t hurt that she was wearing the dark green robes of a druid. Few people wanted to mess around with that type of natural magic.

“Hello Gwendolyn,” Bob said dejectedly.

She waved at the bartender. “Whiskey.”

Bob’s eyebrow went up. “That seems a little hard core for you.”

“Oh,” Gwen replied saucily. “It’s not for me. It’s for you. I grow tired of your pity parties.” Bob glowered a bit and took another mouthful of his ale, trying to ignore her. The shot of whiskey landed in front of her and she pushed it over. “You can either drink it or we can talk about your problems.”

“What, are you my therapist now?” Bob retorted. Then he reached out, took the glass, and downed the contents in one swallow. He coughed for a moment, then put the glass back down on the counter.

“The gods know you need one,” she muttered. “Where is the girl?”

Bob looked sideways at the druid. “Her name is Talli,” he said.

Gwendolyn cocked her head sideways. “Hmmm, and I thought it was Tallula. Still, I’m surprised you still have the same one. I seem to recall you used to go through them pretty fast.”

Bob’s eyes narrowed angrily, but then he grinned. “Why fix perfection?” He asked loftily.

“Where is Talli?” Gwen asked again.

Bob shrugged and took another swig of beer. “She’s in our room with Morlok.”

Gwen blinked at that. “With Morlok? Are you crazy? He’s drunk half the time! The Gods only know what he’s doing to her!”

Bob rolled his eyes. “Give me a break. It’s not my fault that the best fucking swordsman in the entire damn country is addicted to weak, tasteless, free beer and candy bombs dipped in Talli flavored girl goo.” He took another pull on the mug. “Besides, he did sort of save my ass this afternoon. He deserved the lollipop.” He took another drink and for a moment neither of them said anything.

Gwen broke the silence. “Nice boots by the way,” she said honestly. “Sithis Clan, if I’m not mistaken. I’m sure that won’t piss off about a million lizards.”

Bob couldn’t help but let out a soft chuckle. “Not very subtle, is it?” He asked with a smile.

She shook her head. “Not in the least.” She sighed. “Still, it might make a few of the idiots think it would be better for someone else to kill you.”

“Just wait until they see the matching belt I’m having made,” Bob retorted.

Gwendolyn’s eyebrow went up. “So much for knowing when to quit.”

Bob took another sip of his ale and laughed.

“That said,” Gwendolyn said firmly. “I have found a solution to your problem.”

Bob’s eyes narrowed. “Which one?” He asked suspiciously.

“The one we discussed six months ago,” the druid continued.

Bob’s eyebrows went up. “You did?” He asked, clearly surprised. “You said it was unlikely…”

Gwendolyn held up her hand. “Unlikely isn’t the same as impossible. It can be done. There are just… concerns.”

“Concerns,” Bob asked. “What kind of concerns?”

“Moral and ethical ones for starters.”

Bob snorted. “Well, no issue there. I am a very bad person.”

Gwendolyn gave him a steely look. “And you’re okay with that?”

Bob grinned and took a sip of his beer. “Ask my boots.”

Gwen chuckled. “Still, it’s Talli we’re talking about. The procedure we discussed is both unethical and immoral.”

“What’s the difference?” Bob asked with a shrug.

The druid shook her head. “Morals are generally considered to be guiding principles, while ethics refer to following specific rules, regulations, actions, and behaviors.”

Bob chuckled. “I’m not good with either morals or ethics. When can you do it?” He asked.

Gwendolyn took a deep breath. “You’re assuming a lot,” she muttered. “Maybe I do need a whiskey.”

Bob grinned. “I’d be happy to buy you one, but you’re not exactly a white knight either. You hang around with me.” He leaned over and in a much lower voice, added, “and I know what you generally spend your cut of our earnings on.” He sat back and smiled. “You’re quite the philanthropist, aren’t you?”

Gwen glared at the mage. “Blackmail isn’t necessary. And yes. I can do it. It will take several days though. Almost a full week.”

Just then Morlok appeared in the doorway of the tavern, leading back to the rooms. He caught Bob’s eye and the mage hopped down ridiculously fast.

“I’ll be right back,” he insisted, “and we’ll finish this conversation.” He hurried toward the hall and brushed past Morlok, who didn’t say a word. Morlok, holding his tankard, headed toward Gwendolyn and sat down. Then he took a swig from his cup.

“Hey,” the bartender protested from a few feet away. “Seats are for paying customers.”

Gwendolyn put down a copper. “There, he paid for the beer. Overpaid actually. That stuff is awful.”

The bartender glowered, but swept up the coin and moved away. Morlok eyed Gwen and nodded his thanks, taking a long pull from his tankard.

“How was your lollipop?” Gwendolyn asked the swordsman politely.

Morlok sighed happily and grinned. Gwen nodded.

“And the girl?”

Morlok smiled.

Gwen stared at the swordsman. “And your beer?” She asked, knowing it was tasteless crap.

Morlok belched and took another long pull.

The druid sighed, giving up on getting anything out of Morlok. She tapped her fingers impatiently and a few minutes later was about ready to go back and find Talli and Bob when Talli came into the tavern. And even the musician in the corner, who called himself a bard, fumbled at his lute.

Because Talli was drop dead gorgeous.

Someone (probably Bob) had brushed her long brunette hair out and then fitted a series of pearls and rhinestones in a sort of fancy headdress, holding back her long tresses. She wore a form fitting silk blouse, with sleeves that went down to the bondage cuffs on her wrists, and an open front that didn’t just display her amazing, very exposed breasts, but seemed to emphasize them, cushioning, enfolding, and framing the two pink capped and pierced mounds. Her skirt billowed, the material flowing all the way to the floor around the high heeled sandals she usually wore. The shoes themselves were exotic, forcing her up on tiptoe yet providing sufficient support. It made the arch of each foot into just as much of an attractant as her breasts and seemed to change the very shape of her legs and ass into something so much more interesting. Her earrings dangled delightfully, the little beads attracting the eye, and Bob had hung matching jewelry on her nipple piercings.The skirt was split, hanging from her waist at the sides, but loose beneath her loins. Under normal circumstances, the dress would have revealed Talli’s dark pink petals and wanton, gaping little hole, but tonight her slit was blocked by the steel band of a chastity belt. And from the way the girl’s hips were twitching, Gwen knew that Talli’s pussy was undoubtedly stuffed with some sort of dildo or vibrating stone. Gwen snorted. Chastity belt indeed!

Talli’s eyes tracked through the tavern, calculating. Gwen knew what the girl was doing. Sexually hungry and obviously unsated, she was thinking which man she could seduce, all in order to try to cum.

But then Talli saw the druid.

“Gwendolyn!” She shrieked in happiness and rushed over to the old woman. Gwen smiled as she endured the hug, the girl’s soft breasts pressed to her frame, not to mention the kiss on the cheek. Gwen patted the girl on the back.

“Hello, Talli,” Gwen said politely, perhaps even warmly. “How’s Bob’s favorite girl?”

Talli’s face immediately darkened. “There’s lots to tell. There was a snake, except he wasn’t a snake because he had legs. And maybe arms. There could have been legs too. I’m not sure. He wanted to kill Bob but I stopped him. Then he wouldn’t take me to the punishment square, no matter how much I pleaded. And then there was this maid he was making eyes at, even though he didn’t fuck her and I know he could have, so I’m happy about that. Which is weird because he doesn’t seem to get jealous when I’m fucking everyone around me. So I fucked her and she made me cum so Bob could fill a gem of some kind. And we’re going to Castle Haggard after some Garnia thing. Then the snakes with arms and legs attacked and Morlok killed all three and Bob is making a belt to match his boots. Morlok asked for a lollipop and I sort of hoped that meant I’d get to cum, but Morlok is even more of a curmudgeon than Bob.”

Gwen blinked, wondering if Talli had even breathed during her speech. “Okay. That’s a lot to unpack.”

Bob came over, giving Morlok a dark look, and stepped up behind Tali.

“I think we should get a table,” he said. “And order some dinner.”

Gwen’s eyes narrowed. “Castle Haggard?” She asked with a steely voice. Even Morlok pulled his beer mug away from his face and leaned forward, looking at Bob right past the druid. Morlok didn’t say anything. The expressionless stare was more than enough.

Bob held up a hand. “I was going to tell you over dinner,” he said. “Honestly.”

“Is this a decided thing?” Gwen asked angrily. “Or is there still a smidgeon of intelligence in your noggin that hasn’t been choked out by gross stupidity?”

Bob bristled. “It’s not gross stupidity,” he protested. “Besides, I have some good reasons. The important thing is the place hasn’t been looted yet.”

Morlok looked down at his mug, then drained it completely.

“That’s the important thing?” Gwendolyn asked in dismay.

Bob let out a frustrated sigh. “Look, let’s eat. I’ll explain everything.” He tapped Talli on the shoulder.

“You’re twitchy. Dance for everyone.”

Talli’s eyebrows went up. “Really?”

Bob nodded. “I’ve got both Morlok and Gwen. That’s good enough for right now,” he assured the girl.

Her mouth curled up into a smile and she suddenly lunged forward, kissing Bob right on the mouth. Her arms wrapped around him, her breasts pressed to his chest and he couldn’t help reaching down, his fingers finding her uncovered bottom, squeezing the exposed cheeks.

“You are so hot,” she whispered. “I would totally fuck you right now. If you were willing,” she added. Then she pulled away with a laugh and headed over to the bard, who fumbled another chord.

Bob slid onto the stool next to Gwen. “Bartholomew made a discovery. There is a rare gem that apparently has similar properties to darkstone.”

Morlok blinked. Bob gave the swordsman a moment to ask his question, and then when nothing was said, explained anyway. “Darkstone is a mana sink. You can store magic in it.”

“Small amounts,” Gwendolyn added ruefully. “Ridiculously small amounts. Enough to power those stupid crystal lights.” Behind them, a much livelier tune started up and Gwen saw Talli move into the center of the room. She raised her hands above her head provocatively, as if she were bound by them, ready for a whipping. The tips of her breasts had stiffened and every man’s attention was on the girl.

“Which is the point,” Bob said, trying not to be distracted by Talli’s movements. “This gem stores five hundred times the amount of mana that a darkstone does.”

Gwen looked shocked. “How much?” She asked in disbelief.

Bob smiled. “Five hundred, give or take.”

Gwen blinked. “But… that would mean…” her voice trailed off. Talli had started to dance. One leg was extended out of the skirt, her calf and thigh long and sleek. Her hips did this grind as she turned in a slow circle around the room, twisting just her leg back and forth. It was highly erotic and undoubtedly intoxicating to anyone that found her attractive. Her belly, flat and taut, rippled and even her navel looked erotic.

Bob sighed. “I know. I wouldn’t be putting her in danger any more.”

“What?” The druid said, her eyes snapping back to Bob. “No. That’s not what it means.” Then she paused, looking at Bob. “Well, I guess it could mean that. Sort of. You’ll still need her of course, to refill the stones. Will you be able to control the mana flow?”

Bob shrugged. “I don’t see why not. I can do it with a darkstone. That’s how our flashlights work.”

Gwendolyn’s eyebrow went up. “What is a ‘flashlight’?” She asked.

Bob grinned. “Our crystal lights. You flash the light around. Get it? Flashlight.”

The druid looked away. “That is a stupid name.”

Bob rolled his eyes. “Whatever. Look, the point is that Barty needs a couple of these gems too. He’s located a supply and they happen to be in King Argenthor’s treasure room. So he’s asked me to head over there, drop in, grab the stones, and get out. Plus I’m allowed to keep anything else we find.”

Talli brought her hands down slowly, stroking herself until she cupped her breasts. Her fingers teased her pierced nipples, making the beads dance. Her back seemed to writhe and twist and every movement was graceful and sensual. Gwen felt the tension in the room double and she realized that everyone but Morlok was watching her. Especially Bob. He’d turned on his stool and was staring at Talli’s body.

“You mean the rest of us,” Gwen said sourly.

“What?” Bob asked, pulling his eyes off Talli. “Oh. Yes. Standard cuts.”

“If we survive,” Gwen added.

Bob looked over at the druid and flinched. “Well, yeah.”

Gwen turned on her stool. “Bob, Castle Haggard has been abandoned for almost a hundred and forty years. There is a reason its treasure hasn’t been looted. Whatever is in there keeps killing the would-be looters.”

Talli moved in front of one small group of men, dropping to her knees, only to lean backward, shaking her breasts as she stretched, arching her back. Then she straightened again, only to stand, go to one of the men, straddle his lap, and press her boobs right into his face. Her hips thrust back and forth and she sidled up to him, pressing her chest against his face. Bob bit his lip as she whispered something into the man’s ear and his hands came up, grabbing and kneading her breasts.

“I know. But look, we’ve handled worse,” he said, trying not to let the jealousy he was feeling show.

Gwen’s mouth dropped open at that ridiculous statement, but it was Morlok who voiced her protestations. He leaned over, an incredulous look on his face.

“When?” The swordsman asked seriously.

Bob blinked and then looked over at Morlok. “Uh… the lost mine of Pahndelver?”

Morlok shook his head negatively.

“Uh… the Tomb of Horrors?”

Gwen rolled her eyes.

“White Plume Mountain?” Bob said weakly.

“Enough,” Gwen said. “Bob, you have no fucking clue what is in Castle Haggard. Only that it's killed every single person trying to get in for the last one hundred and forty years.”

Across the room, Talli had moved onto a different guest and had turned around in front of him, her bare bottom swinging and twitching as she bent at the waist and held onto her ankles. Then she moved so that she was bent over one man’s lap and Bob watched as almost half a dozen light spanks were delivered to her bottom. Bob knew that the stone he’d slipped into her pussy before securing the chastity belt would be driving her crazy. He’d tuned it so that the more she swung her hips, the more the vibrations would affect her. It wouldn’t be long before she worked herself into enough of a froth to actually cum.

Bob turned toward Gwen. “Look. I know. It’s dangerous. It’s foolhardy. It’s freaking crazy. But Gwen, this solves all my problems.” He paused, eyeing Gwendolyn. “Well, most of them at least. You’re handling one of the last few.”

Gwen glowered.

Bob snarled. “You know what I mean.”

The druid barked out a derisive laugh. “I do. I’m just not sure you do.”

Bob turned back to look at Talli. She was now in the lap of another very pleased man, feeding him her breasts and getting pawed. Her hips were now moving so rapidly that Bob was surprised that the Chastity Belt itself wasn’t making the guy uncomfortable. Talli suddenly arched her back, crying out in utter ecstasy, and as she slumped into the man’s arms, Bob could see the wetness on the guy’s pant thighs.

He looked over at Gwendolyn. “Talli is getting used to arousal.”

Gwen blinked. “Well, that certainly tracks. You keep her on edge most of the time.”

Bob let out a frustrated grunt. “It’s not just that. She’s constantly asking for me to do harsher things to her. She’s constantly begging to be whipped, or caned, or clamped, or…”

Gwen rolled her eyes. “Bob, women get used to sex toys, even magical ones. You know that.”

Bob frowned. “I’ve just… I’ve just never had a vessel this long.”

“I know that. You’re in uncharted territory now,” the druid replied.

“When can you do it,” the mage asked quietly, referring to their earlier conversation. “The unethical thing I mean,”

Gwendolyn looked at him. “It would be better to do it after we take Castle Haggard.”

Bob grinned. “I knew you’d want a crack at Argenthor’s treasure,” he said brightly.

The druid shrugged. “I wouldn’t mind. But as far as Talli goes, I don’t want to risk upsetting her balance.” Bob blinked and looked over at Talli. She was standing on one foot, the other leg lifted high, showing off her long, beautiful limbs to her audience, all of whom were entranced.

Gwendolyn followed Bob’s gaze and snorted. “Not that kind of balance, you twit,” Gwendolyn said. The mage turned and looked at Gwen who explained. “Her spiritual balance. You start messing with a person’s insides, especially when they haven’t granted consent, or will even know about it, and it can change things.”

“Like what?” Bob said, suddenly a little more concerned.

“Personality, moods, insanity? Who knows?”

Bob frowned. “I like her the way she is, Gwendolyn.”

She scratched her chin knowingly. “There are always risks. You have to accept them.”

He sighed. “So what you’re saying is not to rock the boat until after I’m done riding in it.”

She shrugged. “If we must get the treasure out of Haggard, yes.”

He groaned. “Damn, and I was just thinking I was going to get some relief!”

She rolled her eyes. “You’re a grown-up. Rub one out,” she sneered.

“Funny,” he replied.

“I’ll also need a physical component. She’ll need another piercing.”

Bob blinked. “Eh… where?” He asked, somewhat hesitant.

She wiggled her hand. “It will be small. Gold and a little bit of jade or onyx. You can do a second piercing in her ear if you’d like, though I’m partial to nose rings.” She smiled.

Bob gave her a shake of his head. “I don’t want her looking like some female human version of a bull,” he declared.

“Not in the septum,” Gwendolyn said, annoyed. She tapped her nose. “On the nostril. Here,” she said.

“Oh,” Bob said. “I could live with that.”

Across the way, Talli was laying on one table, arms spread, two men bent over her chest, licking and sucking at her nipples. He looked back over at Gwendolyn and Morlok. “We are going to need Florentino for Haggard Castle.”

Gwendolyn nodded “Damn right we need Florentino.” She frowned. “Haggard Castle,” she repeated dumbly, then raised her hand to attract the attention of the bartender. “Whiskey,” she said, repeating her previous order.

Bob shook his head. “Thanks, but I really don’t need another,” he said politely.

The small shot glass was set down right in front of the druid. She took it with a nod, then glared at the mage. “This one’s for me. Because between dangerous campaigns and unnecessary medical procedures, I need it.”


Chapter Four: A Treatise on Fellatio

It took the party most of the morning to supply themselves and when they finally departed Tarantella, all of them were on horses. Talli’s eyes were slightly glazed as she rocked back and forth in her saddle, the thick phallic rod penetrating her deeply. Gwen took the rear while Morlok rode in front. Bob sat quietly, maybe even contemplatively as they moved into the forest.

“You seem preoccupied,” Talli said, spurring her horse forward until she was riding next to the mage and he glanced over at her.

“You’re one to talk,” he retorted, glancing down to where her bare loins met the saddle. She wasn’t wearing much, as usual, with both of her breasts fully exposed and only a simple cape covering her shoulders. Thin metal chains connected the hoop piercings in her breasts to her bondage cuffs, preventing her from touching her own clit, but still letting her hold the reins of her horse. She smiled at Bob and laughed.

“I’m distracted,” she said cheerfully. “I’m not able to focus on serious topics for any length of time because someone is keeping me horny without satisfaction.”

Bob rolled his eyes. “Give me a break,” he said. “I let you orgasm last night, then again this morning.”

Talli nodded. “And then you worked me right back into a froth with your fingers, didn’t you?” She asked.

“Well, yes.” He admitted.

“Leaving me horny and desperate,” she added.

Bob sighed. “I’m sorry, Talli. Right now, I need you to be on edge. For all I know, half a dozen lizard men are going to pop out of the woods and attack.” He smiled. “I might need you to cum so I can power some impressive magic.”

She nodded, looking a bit more understanding. “I know. That’s my purpose.” She lifted a hand, as if she were going to reach out and touch him, but the chain connecting her wrist and nipple pulled at her breast and she let out a groan. “I just wish it wasn’t so physically draining.”

Bob smiled ruefully. “Well, maybe this campaign can fix some of that.”

Talli blinked, then her smile sort of faded. “I can handle it though,” she said quickly, reassuringly. “I mean, I don’t mind being kept in constant sexual need.”

“You don’t?” He asked, his eyebrow going up. “Sounded like you were complaining just a second ago.”

An almost panicked look crossed her face. “I didn’t mean it like that!” She squeaked. “I just meant… what I want… well… I mean…”

Bob smiled and patted her arm, which had the added effect of tugging on her tit. She let out another moan. “I know, dearheart. I understand.”

“You do?” She asked wistfully.

He nodded.

For a while they rode in silence. “How far is it to where Florentino is staying?”

“It’s a week’s ride,” Gwendolyn said from behind them. “He bought a tiny cottage on the outskirts of Lavelle.”

Bob snorted. “That’s not all he bought,” the mage muttered.

Talli looked back at Gwendolyn. “He’s living with humans?” She asked, just a little surprised.

Gwen shrugged. “I haven’t heard of any rock giant communities around Lavelle, so I presume so.” She rubbed at her face. “To be honest, Florentino is a little odd for a rock giant in the first place. Most of them tend to be a little less…” she paused ruefully. “Pedantic.”

“I miss him,” Talli said wistfully. “It’s been almost four months.”

Morlok suddenly lifted his left hand into the air, his fingers closed tightly into a fist. His right hand came up holding a very small crossbow, fitted with a bolt. Bob pulled his horse to a stop and quickly reached over, freeing Talli’s thumbs from her nipples. Gwen spun her horse around in a circle, looking back the way they came.

The attack came quickly as over half a dozen men surged out of the woods. Talli let out a sharp cry, flinching as an arrow zipped past her and hit Bob. There was a flash of light and it exploded into fragments. Bob let out a curse as Talli frantically thrust her fingers down between the saddle and her pussy.

Morlok fired his crossbow and then rolled from his saddle as his horse bucked. No one needed to look to know that the bolt had found its target and Morlok’s sword cut through the first man rushing up even as it cleared its sheath. Behind Talli, Gwen was already whispering and vines from the nearby trees snagged two men by the throat, throttling them. A lizardman, dressed in leather armor, appeared out of nowhere, grabbed Bob’s lizard scale boot and tried to pull the mage down from his horse. Bob uttered a violent oath and with his closed fist, punched the lizard in the face.

“HHHSSSSS!” bawled the lizard, shaking its head violently, a bright froth of crimson staining its snout.

“Owwww!” shouted Bob, shaking his head. “Damn it! That fucking hurt!”

Morlok ran past and suddenly the lizard gurgled, collapsing to its knees, only to fall forward under Bob’s horse. Bob looked down, still holding his hurting hand, and saw the bleeding wound right behind his attacker’s kidney.

“Hey!” Bob shouted at Morlok. “That one was mine, damn it!”

The sound of clashing steel seemed to spin around them and another man, this one with a bow, was thrown into the clearing. Another vine wrapped around his leg, hauling him into the air helplessly and Gwen sent a sickly green burst of energy upward. Another vine grabbed hold and pulled and there was a shocked scream that ended with a disgusting spray of blood.

Suddenly Talli cried out, head raised, eyes closed in ecstasy, the orgasm shooting through her body. Fluids spurted out around her hand and she was bouncing frantically on her saddle, fucking herself stupid. Her left hand was touching her nipple, pinching and twisting it hard as a series of spasms rippled through her. Bob shouted in triumph, stood up in his saddle and a massive ball of arcane energy appeared in his undamaged hand. His eyes darted around, looking for a target.

Except, there weren’t any. All the bandits were dead.

“What the…” Bob shouted angrily. “DAMN IT!” He yelled. He gestured at the dead lizard man who had tried to grab his foot and fired off the pulse. The ball hit the dead body and incinerated it with a massive concussion. The horses all shied away and it took a moment for Gwendolwyn to calm her steed.

“Well, that was overly dramatic,” she said sourly, patting her horse’s neck as Bob glowered, cradling his hand. “And unnecessary.”

Morlok, still on foot, walked around checking the various bodies by poking them with his sword. Two of them he stuck again with his sword. All of them he searched, pulling small purses off them. Twice he pulled pieces of armor, tossing them in a pile. Gwendoly tugged on her reins and moved her horse over to Bob.

“Not a fucking word,” the mage glowered, holding out his hand.

“You broke a finger,” she said after a moment.

“He was trying to steal my boot,” Bob said, as if that was sufficient explanation.

Gwen rolled her eyes, her hand coming up and glowing green. She directed the energy at Bob’s damaged hand. “Or maybe trying to recover a dead relative, Bob.”

Bob winced, but as she pulled her hand away, he wiggled his fingers. “Oh. That’s way better,” he said gratefully. “It only aches now.”

“And it will, for several days. If you’re going to hit someone, do it with a mace, or a club. Not your hand, dimwit. Why can’t you be like other mages and carry a staff or something?”

Bob shrugged. “I don’t like sticks.” He looked over at Talli. “How are you feeling?” He asked.

She smiled stupidly. “Wonderful,” she said dreamily. “Can we do it again?”

“The entire thing?” Bob asked unenthusiastically, shaking his hand and working his freshly repaired fingers. “I personally would like to decline. Breaking my hand on a lizard’s face is not recommended by my physician.”

“Aren’t we still a little close to Tarantella for this sort of thing?” Gwendolyn asked curiously, looking around the aftermath.

Bob frowned. “Possibly. I would have thought a caravan would be a better target. But I guess with only six men, you need to be cautious.”

“There were eight,” Gwendolyn replied.

“Six. Eight. What’s the difference?” Bob replied smugly.

Morlok looked up. “Two,” he said in his deadpan voice.

Talli giggled.

Gwen looked at Bob suspiciously. “Or maybe they weren’t bandits looking for a caravan,” she retorted, glancing down at Bob’s boots.

Bob let out a frustrated breath and then looked around at the piled armor Morlok had been collecting. “Anything worthwhile?” He asked.

Morlok shrugged. Bob slid down from his horse, opened his pack and started putting stuff into it. Talli, for the umpteenth time, watched as the mage placed items larger than the interior of the pack itself into the bag. Soon all the gear worth keeping, including a couple of weapons, had been stowed away. Bob got back on his horse and gestured.

“We can keep going now,” he said magnanimously.

Gwendolyn spurred her horse up next to his. “Don’t you need to do something about Talli?” She asked softly. Bob glanced over at the girl. Talli was still mounted on her horse, which also meant that her pussy was fully and completely stuffed. Still, she wasn’t bouncing, instead she was leaning over the horse’s neck, talking to it softly. His eyebrow went up.

“Such as?” Bob asked.

Gwen gave him a cold look. “Doesn’t she need to be aroused again? Her hands are free and she isn’t even trying to rub herself.”

“She literally just exploded ten minutes ago, Gwendolyn. She’s not a machine. We can give her half a candlemark at the minimum before we start pushing her back toward climax, right?”

The druid sniffed. “She’s your vessel, Bob. Do what you please.” Then she pulled her horse away.

Bob sighed. Then he kicked his horse softly and pulled in next to Talli. “Hey,  you okay?”

Talli looked up. “Oh! Absolutely!” She said with a grin. “I feel great.”

Bob smiled. “I’m sure. I’m just concerned there might be more bandits, or worse out there. I’m wondering if I need to prepare you for that.”

Talli’s eyes flickered for a moment and he watched her swallow. “Oh. I mean. Right. That makes sense,” she said simply. “So… um… how do you want me?” The excitement in her voice was obvious and Bob felt an inward twinge.

“I think you need to walk for a little bit,” he replied.

Talli nodded. “Yes Master,” she said.

Bob blinked. “What did you call me?”

She gave him a look. “Master. That’s what Maddie called Barty.”

Bob looked a little horrified. “Yeah, because she was a slave girl, Talli.”

She twisted in the saddle and gave him a look that was almost pure adulation. “Don’t you like the idea?” She said seductively. “Me as your sweet little slave girl?”

Bob slid down from his saddle and he stepped over to Talli. She held out her hands and lifted herself off the saddle, exposing the thick dildo that was mounted in the center. She came up off the leather and hopped down, gasping as her feet came in contact with the ground. She bit her lip, eyes flickering back and forth, and then she let out a laugh, slightly hysterical.

“All this riding has made me a little more sensitive to the licking!” She said, lifting one foot, then the other. Bob knew that the abyssal portals embedded in the arches of her shoes would open every time the sole touched the ground, giving the strange creatures on the other side access to the bottoms of Talli’s feet. He also knew she could only barely handle the strange, tickling massage.

He tugged his pack down again and rummaged around inside it. He pulled out a steel hook welded to a metal rod, to which both wrist and elbow binders had been attached. The end of the hook was a polished metal ball and he turned toward Talli. Her eyes widened a bit and her mouth curled up in a grimace.

“Oh no,” she whimpered. “Please Bob, you know I don’t like things in my ass.”

Bob shrugged. “You don’t like it, but it turns you on.”

She looked up at him. “I like having my nipples bitten, but you don’t have a little pet dragon you can have munching on my titties all the time either.”

Bob blinked. “Well, that’s a poignant image,” he said with a laugh. “Bend over.

With a sigh, she complied and Bob started by popping the hook, not into her ass, but her sloppy wet cunt. She groaned dramatically, wiggling her ass for him, and once the hook’s end was properly lubricated, he pulled it out of her pussy and repositioned it.

“Now relax,” he said.

Talli let out a deep breath. “You try relaxing when someone is shoving a two inch wide steel ball up your bottom.” Still, when he pressed, the end of the hook went in rather easily. Talli gasped, then groaned, and when Bob tugged upward on the hook, firmly seating it, she put her hands behind her back without even having to be told. Bob secured the cuffs over the abyssal fetters, preferring the purely mechanical restraint over the magically powered one. Then he placed the second set of binders at her elbows. He tightened the bonds and Talli’s arms were drawn behind her back even more, her shoulders pulled upward, forcing her to thrust her amazing breasts forward. Bob reached into the pack again and as Talli struggled, adjusting to her new predicament, he came out with, not a pair, but a trio of clamps.

Talli looked at them, licking her lip, her hips already wiggling. “What are those?” She asked, both with excitement and a touch of wariness. She’d learned that Bob’s creativity wasn’t always fun.

“Clamps of Exciting Weight,” Bob said. He held up the first clamp. The pincers were ridged, with little grooves cut into the pads. Talli knew that it would help keep the clamps from slipping. He flicked a finger at her right nipple, making her gasp. Then he positioned the clamp over the little pink tip, behind the piercing. It bit down and she groaned. Then he did the other side of her chest. There was a bit of pain and it throbbed, but between her own natural inclinations for masochism, and the Earring of Masochism dangling from her left earlobe, the pain shot straight down to her empty pussy, making it spasm.

“They… they don’t weigh very much,” she said to him, complaining just a little.

Bob laughed. “They will when I add these,” he replied, holding up two little weights. They were metal, elongated, and shaped like jewels. Both sported little hooks which he slipped into a hole at the bottom of each clamp. Talli braced herself, but the added weight was so negligible that she glared at Bob. She was about to say something when he knelt down, lifting a third clamp upward toward her exposed clit. The clamp he attached to her sensitive nub made her gasp and he added a small chain and clip to make sure that even if it fell off, it would then dangle from her piercing. Another weight, this one shaped like a small cucumber and attached via a five inch chain, he hooked to the clamp. She glanced down, not liking how it struck her thighs.

“Walking with that isn’t going to be comfortable,” she said honestly.

Bob chuckled. “Yeah? How about now?” He asked, lifting the weight and pushing it fully into her pussy. Talli moaned.

“Oh yes,” she said in a pleased tone. “That’s… that’s much better.”

Bob smiled. “Oh, I want to put your Bondage Belt on too.”

She nodded as he got the thick leather belt out of his pack. She knew that it was enchanted, not with anything to make her cum, but with an armor spell that would protect her from even arrows and even some blades. He wrapped it around her waist and buckled it just below her belly button. It slipped downward, since he hadn’t put it on tight, and it ended up looking more like some sort of strange accessory, rather than another means of securing her. Lastly, Bob added a rope, tied to the front ring embedded in the belt and headed back to his horse.

“That’s it?” She asked, shaking her small but curvaceous frame. “Just bondage and clamps?”

Bob climbed up into the saddle. “Take a step,” he told her.

She bit her lip, then took an experimental step. Of course, the tongues, or possibly tentacles, licking the arch of her foot were still there, but as she put her toes down, the object Bob had inserted into her pussy moved.

It wasn’t a lot of movement, but it was a sort of twist. It rubbed along the insides of her well and the sensation was quite pleasant. Enticing even. She wriggled her hips. Nothing happened, so she took another step. Ignoring the licking at the bottom of her foot, she felt the object move again, twisting in the same direction. This time though, the sensation was definitely erotic. She took five steps, bringing herself up even with Bob. When she stopped, she was gasping, eyes wide, and she looked up at the mage.

“Oh my,” she whispered. “This is going to set me off!”

Bob chuckled. “Well, it will at least get you aroused.”

She swallowed. “So do I just need to tell you when I’m close?”

He leaned back and looked curious. “Do you think you can do that?” He asked, somewhat doubtful.

She bit her lip and shook her head. “Probably not. I get a little focused and if I’m close to cumming, I’ll just do it.” She looked up at him. “I’m sorry, Master.”

He rolled his eyes. “Please, don’t call me that,” he said. “Besides, I know you won’t. Which is why there is another enchantment on those things.” He grinned. “You’ll see in a moment.”

Talli nodded. “Alright. I just want to state for the record that these clamps aren’t very intense. And these weights are like nothing.”

“Dutifully recorded, acknowledged, and accepted,” Bob said in agreement.

Gwendolyn rode up and Talli turned and smiled up at her. “How do I look?”

The druid glanced over at Morlok, then smiled at the girl. “Delicious,” she said with a wry tone.

Talli laughed. “I feel all trussed up. Like a turkey.”

“Turkey’s don’t look like sex goddesses,” Gwendolyn said gracefully.

“I look like a sex goddess?” Talli asked, obviously pleased with the comparison. Gwendolyn nodded.

“Absolutely,” she said. “Bob, can we move along now? I’m finding the stench of some of these bandits to be just as foul when dead as they were alive.”

The mage bowed his head. “Talli, start walking.”

Talli nodded, took a step, then another. The object inside her twisted with each stride and after about fifteen steps an entirely new sensation occurred inside her sex. The object, which had twisted one revolution each step in a single  direction, suddenly spun violently back the other way, rotating over a dozen times back toward its initial position. Talli cried out, shuddering and almost stumbling, as waves of acute pleasure shot through her pussy. Then the object came to a stop and she took a step, only to have it rotate back the original direction, but only just one revolution.

Until she hit another fifteen steps.

Gwendolyn watched, riding just a pace behind Bob as they made their way down the forest track. “That’s diabolical,” she said softly as Talli whimpered, moaned, and then every fifteen steps, cried out in wild ecstasy. “Is it magical or mechanical?”

“Both,” Bob said, watching Talli’s ass shake. “The twisting is mechanical. The probe in her pussy is designed to move as she walks, constantly rotating in one direction. The chain is tensioned though. It can only handle so many rotations before it snaps back. I saw it at a dwarven mechanics shop so I bought it.”

Gwen grimaced. “Those Red Mountain Dwarves are fucking perverts. Only they would make something like that, especially sized for a human girl.”

Bob snorted. “Are you kidding me?” He asked. “Gnomes are much, much worse.” Then he paused. “Though admittedly, dwarvish devices do tend to be better designed and manufactured.”

“You said it had a magic component?”

The mage smiled. “I rigged it with an enchantment so that every reset, where the object does the spin all the way back to its starting position, the weights hanging from the clamps on her nipples get a tad bit heavier.”

Gwendolyn looked impressed. “That’s even more diabolical,” she said in appreciation. “I wonder when she’ll notice.” Gwen’s eyes went back to the naked girl, walking hurriedly in front of Bob’s horse, arms bound tightly behind her back, a hook in her ass, clamps on her nipples and clit, while a strange, pickle shaped object spun in her pussy.

***

Talli whimpered as she plodded along. Her shoulders ached somewhat, but most of her discomfort came from the weights attached to her nipples. The clamps made the tips of her breasts throb painfully and she would be hunched over if it wasn’t for the hook and arm restraint. The steel ball embedded in her ass forced her to maintain a rigid and straight posture, wrists and elbows drawn back behind her frame, all while her forward momentum caused the strangely shaped object in her sex to spin inside her.

What she really dreaded was the fifteenth step. She’d discovered that it didn’t matter if she took large steps or small ones. Fifteen was fifteen and that was when the thing in her pussy would spin back the other way, except not once, but fifteen times. Those moments were the worst. It didn’t hurt, but it brought her maddeningly close to cumming, only to stop right before she achieved climax.

Her jaw ached and she chewed on the red rubber ball gag in her mouth. Bob had been forced to utilize it when her cries, whimpers, and begging had begun to get annoying, but she understood his predicament. This was her sixth time to be locked into the bondage frame with the steel hook in her bottom and she’d begun to hate it. Not because it sexually tormented her, or because it hurt, the weight on her nipples growing until it became almost excruciating. No, it was horrible because no matter what she did, she couldn’t orgasm.

It was driving her mad.

She took another step. The trip had been relatively easy after the first bandit attack. She’d only been forced to wear the hook and arm binders for half a candlemark, and then fully aroused, put back on her horse. They’d made camp that night, Morlok disappearing into the woods while Gwendolyn settled down cross legged by the fire. She didn’t move again until the next morning. Bob had been cheerful and wonderful, giving her a back massage as she lay bound on her sleeping roll. Then she’d been allowed to masturbate to orgasm.

Later that second day there was another attack, this time by giant spiders, but Morlok and Gwendolyn handled them easily enough and Bob just sat there and watched, one hand near her, just in case he needed to push her over the edge. Other than that, the week-long mission to find Florentino’s little cottage had been uneventful.

Talli plodded on. The weights on her nipples had gotten to a point where her nipples hurt constantly and she was about to turn and signal Bob, when the track opened up and a cottage appeared. Talli blinked as she stared at it, mostly because the proportions were all wrong. It looked like a simple, human construction, except everything was oversized. The door was about eleven feet tall and six feet wide. The stoop would need her to lift her high heel clad foot almost up to the height of her knee. The windows were huge, curtains the size of table cloths hanging in them.

But then she caught sight of the table in the front garden. It too was oversized, coming up to Talli’s chest. There was a single chair and a ten foot tall, humanoid creature, with rough skin, a metal chestplate, and a breechcloth, was sitting in it. He was busily writing on parchment, stacks of sheets on either side. He also wore a pair of spectacles which were perched on his prodigious nose.

And even that didn’t surprise Talli. What surprised her, and maybe even caused her to feel a little bit of jealousy, as well as additional arousal, was the fact that kneeling underneath the table was a blonde haired girl, her head bobbing rhythmically between the rock giant’s thighs, eagerly and enthusiastically sucking Florentino’s massive cock.

Bob reined in his horse as Morlok came to a stop in front of the cottage. Gwen took one look, rolled her eyes, and turned away.

“Florentino,” Bob said disgustedly. “What the fuck are you doing?”

The rock giant looked up but the girl sucking his cock didn’t stop even for a second.

“Good morning, Robert,” the giant said pleasantly. He looked at all of them over the lenses of his glasses. “Oh, and Talli too! Hello Talli.”

Gagged, there was nothing Talli could do. Instead, she wriggled her top, making her breasts, and the damn weights, swing impressively. Then she closed her eyes, regretting that decision.

“And Gwendolyn and Morlok,” Florentino added cheerfully.

Bob shook his head. “Florentino, that question wasn’t hypothetical.”

The rock giant nodded. “I,” he said profoundly, “am writing a treatise on fellatio.”

Under the table, the blonde girl moved from bobbing to licking, one hand coming up to rub the base of the giant’s massive dick. Talli licked her lips, wishing she could replace her.

“Never heard of him. But honestly, you can write a book on art later,” Bob replied. “We need you.”

Florentino let out a light chuckle. “Fellatio is not an artist, Robert. It is an oral sex act involving a person stimulating the penis of another person with the use of their mouth or throat.”

“Persons?” Gwendolyn asked, somewhat incredulously.  She had turned back around and was staring at the girl under the table.

Florentino nodded. “While my personal preference is for human females, fellatio can be performed by any gender.”

“Over my dead body,” Bob muttered. He gave the giant a somewhat appalled look. “Well, that was already too much information.”

Gwendolyn looked curious. “Florentino,” she said gruffly. “Out of curiosity, who is the intended audience for this treatise of yours?”

Florentino smiled. He reached under the table and tapped the blonde girl on the head. She came up, gasping, and then crawled out, leaving Florentino’s massive cock completely exposed. She was wearing a simple blue dress with an impressive cleavage and massive breasts. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and then smiled.

“Hello,” the girl said politely. “I’m Mari.”

Gwendolyn blinked. “Okay,” she said, still waiting for a cogent explanation.

“I bought her,” Florentino said simply. “She cooks and cleans for me, as well as helps me in my research.”

“I’ll bet she does,” Gwendolyn said wryly.

Mari smiled affectionately and wrapped an arm around Florentino’s shoulders. Or at least she tried to. He was just too large.

“Florentino saved me,” she said brightly.

Bob slid down from his horse and walked over to Talli. She mewled as he released the clamps on her nipples, blinking back tears. When he unbuckled the gag she worked her jaw once and looked at Florentino.

“Can I read it?” She asked eagerly.

Florentino blinked and then smiled. “It is not yet complete. I’m on chapter four, but I would very much like your opinion…” his words trailed off as he seemed to remember something. “I’m sorry Talli, but I thought you were illiterate. When did you learn to read?”

Talli smiled. “Bob taught me. About three months ago. I read a lot now.”

Florentino looked over at the mage. “You taught her to read?”

Bob put his fists on his hips. “You have a problem with that?” He demanded.

The rock giant shook his head. “Not at all, Robert. I myself have taught Mari to read. So she could read my treatise. I just found the idea of you teaching a vessel to read as slightly incongruous. I’ve never known you to teach any of your vessels to read, even the ones who expressed interest. There was no point. They were going to be used up and replaced, making it unproductive.”

Bob’s eyes narrowed and he stared at the giant. Next to him Talli stiffened and Bob turned to her. “Let me get these arm binders off you,” he said softly. Talli nodded and a moment later her arms came loose. Bob pulled and she groaned as the ball hook in her ass came out. Lastly, Bob reached down between her legs and pulled the clamp, and the attached spinning thing, out and off her pussy.

As Bob started to put everything in his leather pack, he glanced over at the rock giant. “Florentino, have you ever considered the fact that the majority of your intended audience can’t read?”

Florentino nodded. “Of course. I was hoping that my treatise would encourage new owners to teach the girls the skill. Isn’t an educated populace a desirable outcome?”

Gwendolyn looked sick. “You think that teaching slave girls the proper way to suck cock is an education?”

“I’d be happy to suck his dick,” Talli said, coming to Florentino’s defense.

Bob waved his hand. “Whatever. We’ve got a campaign. We need you.”

Florentino nodded. “Of course.” He stood up, his cock still hanging out, and Mari quickly leaned across the front of him. She kissed the tip, then tucked it away into his breechcloth. She looked up at him with adoring eyes.

“Thank you, Mari.” Then Florentino gathered his papers and wrapped them up in a leather portfolio. He moved out from around the table and handed the entire bundle to Bob.

“What am I supposed to do with this?” The mage looked at the giant questioningly.

“Please store it in your pack,” Florentino requested. “For safekeeping.” Bob took it with a muttered oath, then jammed it into his bag. Florentino nodded and looked back at Mari. “Take care of the cottage. I’ll be back.” The giant looked at Bob. “Where are we going?”

“Castle Haggard,” Bob said. The giant paused, then looked at Mari.

“If I do not return in five weeks, you may have the house. There is sufficient money in the chest, along with your signed papers of release, to allow you to either live here comfortably for several years, travel for a short period of time, or to serve as a dowry in marriage. You may sell the cottage, though I don’t think you’ll get much for it.”

Mari blinked, shocked. Then she burst into tears. For a moment, she didn’t know what to do, then she ran into the house.

“Well done, Florentino,” Gwendolyn muttered.

The rock giant shrugged. “I attempted to set everything right. Should we have brought her?”

“Why?” Talli immediately asked, just a little defensive.

Even Florentino caught the tone. He smiled. “Not to replace you of course, Talli. Still, she might have been useful in some ways.”

Talli stiffened. “I can suck cock just as good as she can,” Talli declared.

Bob shook his head. “We don’t need Mari. Let’s get moving please. We have another four days just to get there.” He pulled something out of his pack, a very different bundle of papers. He handed it to Florentino. “Since you’re feeling all scholarly, here’s everything Barty gave me on Castle Haggard. Read it while you walk.”

Florentino took the portfolio and thumbed through it. “Some of this is in dwarvish, Robert.”

Bob snorted. “No kidding. Why do you think I’m having you read it.”

Florentino smiled and the mage, hummed a little, and then looked at Talli. “It is very good to see you again,” he said politely.

Talli grinned. “I’ve missed you Florentino,” she replied. “More importantly, I’ve missed getting fucked by you.”

The rock giant looked surprised. “Indeed? I am aware that our frequent copulations were satisfying on a sexual level, though I thought you were unfond of the aftermath. Still, I would very much welcome the opportunity to engage in sexual intercourse.” He smiled. “Especially if I may be permitted to sodomize you.”

Talli gulped. “Well, um… I know you like my bottom,” she managed to stammer.

Florentino smiled. “Excellent then,” he said, as if she’d already agreed to it. Perhaps this evening.” He patted her head softly, then took the lead, already leading the party down the trail. Talli climbed back up into her saddle, standing up in the stirrups so that she could impale herself on the leather mounted phallus. Bob moved in beside her.

“You really plan on sucking his cock for that stupid treatise?” Bob asked ruefully.

“If it means not having it in my ass,” she muttered. Then she gave him a dark look. “Since you won’t let me suck yours,” she said, “it’s not like I have a lot of options.” Then she kicked her horse and took off after the giant.

Bob watched her go. “It’s complicated,” he muttered. He spurred his horse forward and stared resolutely ahead until Gwendolyn pulled her horse next to the mage’s steed.

“I see why you want the procedure done,” she said. “You’re letting your emotions get to you.”

Bob’s eyes narrowed and he glanced at the druid. “Or my hormones,” he said brightly.

Gwendolyn let out a laugh. “A treatise on sucking cock. What next?” She rode forward. Bob, still in place, felt Morlok come up beside him.

“Well Morlok?” Bob asked tiredly. “I’m ready for it. Whatever one word zinger you have gurgling in your gullet, just waiting to be let out, be it insulting, ironic, or just totally bizarre, I’m ready.”

Morlok stared at him silently, then nudged his horse forward.

Bob shook his head. “A four chapter treatise on fellatio,” he muttered in disbelief. Then he rode after his party.


Chapter Five: Hard and Fast

“Robert,” Florentino asked quietly. “Have you read through this entire packet?”

Bob looked up from across the fire. The rock giant was sitting next to Talli, who was stretched out on her sleeping roll, her arms and legs bound at the wrist and ankles. She had a cloth gag in her mouth, more to keep her from begging, rather than to keep her quiet. Florentino’s left hand was cupping her crotch, one finger inside her, gently and constantly thrusting, while his other hand gripped the tiny parchment page. Talli moaned again, trembling as she tried to bring her arms and legs inward, her eyes closed as the giant finger fucked her with slow thrusts. Her toes curled and from the way her hips were thrusting upward, she was clearly close to the edge.

“Some of it,” Bob admitted, tearing his eyes off of Talli and looking at the rock giant. “The floorplan stuff I could understand. There were some staffing schedules. A few supply lists. The dwarven stuff was beyond me, but I read the two elvish reports. They were pointless. Called Argenthor an obnoxious ass and a pervert.”

Florentino nodded and pulled his hand out of Talli’s pussy. She gasped, then thrashed as Florentino picked up the tiny flogger. Absent-mindedly, still reading, he began spinning the leather strands in a circle and then lowered the whip. The thongs began nipping at Talli’s clit and petals and she let out a muffled cry, biting down on the cloth gag.

“In the case of the elvish, I tend to agree. The dwarvish notes however are quite fascinating,” Florentino added. “I knew that King Argenthor was not a very nice man, but I had no idea he was this depraved.”

Bob blinked and leaned back against his pack, watching as the rock giant literally pussy whipped the twitching, whimpering girl lying next to him. “Really? It’s funny that you should put it that way,” he said ironically.

Florentino nodded, missing the sarcasm, and just as Talli was about to scream, he set the whip down and once again plunged his finger into the stinging slit between her legs. “Indeed. Argenthor was the progenitor of our current female slavery system, setting standards of treatment, values, and even a ranking system.” His finger plunged deep and Talli’s back arched as she shuddered in desperation.

“Fascinating,” Bob agreed, watching Talli shudder.

“More importantly, Argenthor was known to love women, though he was considered somewhat abusive,” Florentino added. “Even sadistic.” He pulled his left hand out from between Talli’s legs as she whimpered, only to pick up one of the wooden clamps near her left hip. She shook her head as he brought it up to her nipple, pinching it open and setting the peg on the pierced pink tip. Talli gasped, the pain shooting through her body, straight down to her pussy. Then Florentino stuck his finger back in her.

“How surprising,” Bob deadpanned, his eyes flickering over to Talli’s heaving, clamped and throbbing bosom. “I wonder what standard the author is using,” Bob replied, watching as Talli quivered.

Florentino nodded, still staring at the parchment. “It says here that he was also a miser, hoarding jewels and gold almost as much as he hoarded women. He paid the dwarves to construct a sort of labyrinth to protect his treasures.” Florentino looked up. “It says specifically that they made him a lock that only he could open.”

Bob snorted. “No such thing. Every lock can be picked, or at worst, broken.”

Florentino looked thoughtful, his finger still pumping in and out of Talli, who looked like she was about to climax. “Possibly. The Red Mountain dwarves are mighty craftsmen. Who knows what they were able to construct.” He tugged his hand away from Talli again, clearly denying her the orgasm. She wailed this time, teeth clenched. Florentino picked up another clamp, and this one he put on her clitoris. Her entire body rippled with spasms and Florentino began playing with the wooden peg, twisting it back and forth a few degrees, then wiggling it around. Talli’s heels thumped on the ground as she screeched.

“So you’re saying we have to go through some sort of maze to get to the treasure vault?” Bob asked, just a little taken back by the way Florentino was playing with Talli. The rock giant’s innate ability to know just how close the girl was to orgasm was disturbing. Not to mention the fact that Talli was clearly responding to some rather extreme, and quite deviant, sexual stimulation. Bob winced at the thought of one of those clamps hanging from his privates.

Florentino nodded. “Indeed. In fact, Bartholomew’s schematics of the castle show exactly where the maze is, though they do not show the solution to getting through it.”

Gwendolyn, who was sitting nearby, looked up, finally joining the conversation. “I presume the maze will be filled with traps, monsters, and other things wanting to kill us?”

Bob chuckled. “What would be the point if it wasn’t?” He asked. “I doubt Argenthor built the maze leading to his private vault for its entertainment value.”

Florentino put the parchment down and plucked the wooden clothespin off of Talli’s clit. She cried out as he moved it up to her other nipple, and set it so it matched the first peg. Then he put his hand back down between her outstretched legs and shoved his finger into her again.

“I can’t help wondering why people build such elaborate passages to their private storerooms. Wouldn’t such a maze legitimately make adding or removing items from it prohibitive?” Florentino asked curiously.

“Unless you knew the secrets,” Gwen retorted. “Besides, what if he rarely went there? Call it a treasury, or maybe it’s just a vault.”

Bob shrugged. “We won’t know until we see it. We’ll just have to use our ingenuity.” He watched as Talli’s body rippled with desperate need, her tummy going in and out as she panted. “Florentino, is she going to be able to sleep like that?”

The rock giant glanced down at Talli. “If I stop now, and we leave her bound, she should settle down in about an hour. She will be able to sleep then.” He paused. “Will you allow her to participate in our usual exchange tomorrow morning?”

Bob rolled his eyes. The rock giant had been trading Talli oral sex each day since leaving his little cottage. Since Bob allowed her to cum each morning at breakfast, she had been eagerly slurping down Florentino’s prodigious member and spitting out the rock slurry of jism he shot into her mouth, only to eagerly straddle the rock giant’s face, allowing his tongue to swirl inside her until she creamed on his chin, shuddering in ecstasy.

“Not tomorrow. Sorry,” Bob said, not even a bit apologetic. “We aren’t that far from the castle and frankly, she’s going to be cumming a lot in the next day or two. We need to conserve her energy.”

Florentino pulled his hand out from between her legs and picked up the flogger again. He snapped it viciously down on Talli’s pussy, eliciting a series of sharp yelps, even through the gag. The leather strands bit down between her petals and even her clitoris got several direct hits, leaving her pussy hot and stinging. Talli’s body thrashed against her bonds, desperate to escape the punishment, but then Florentino stuck his fucking finger back into her sex.

“Um… I thought you were going to let her rest?” Bob asked mildly, pointing at Talli.

“Oh,” Florentino said. “I didn’t realize you were ready for that.” He tugged his hand away, leaving Talli’s gaping, slick slit tantalizingly open for Bob to see. The mage took a deep breath, adjusting his hard on.

“It’s complicated,” Bob muttered, looking away.

Talli burst out into tears, frustration overflowing inside her and Florentino removed the clamps from her nipples. Then he patted her softly. “You are very expressive and lovely to torment,” he said politely.

It took her over an hour to calm down enough to sleep, and even then she had to be bound, ankles, knees, and thighs encircled with leather straps, while her hands were locked just under the throat. She finally fell asleep, her dreams filled with sex. When she woke, Bob was already stoking the fire, setting out breakfast, and Florentino’s thick arm was wrapped around her. She shifted and could feel his cock against her rump.

“You’re not going to let me explode this morning?” She said grumpily to Bob from across the fire. The mage looked up as he set a frying pan on the grate.

“Define morning,” he replied.

Her eyes narrowed. “Morning is when I wake up and you let me cum while you’re making breakfast.”

Bob slapped a few strips of bacon into the pan and they started sizzling. “Then no. We’re about an hour away from Castle Haggard and we’re going to need a buff just to go in there. Armor enchantments, stamina and dexterity increases…”

“You might want to add a plus five to our intelligence stats too while you’re at it,” Gwendolyn said from where she was sitting cross legged. She looked up and sort of unfolded. “Because this is stupid.”

Bob snorted. “All that would do is bring some of us up to average levels.”

“Exactly,” Gwen groused. “You’d be much more tolerable.” She looked up at the sky. Dark gray clouds hung overhead. It didn’t feel like it was going to rain, but there was a pressure on it, as if there were a storm brewing. It matched the terrain, a seemingly scorched and blasted earth where very little grew. Dead trees were everywhere, which had made starting a fire easy, but it depressed the druid. Gwendolyn did not feel at ease.

As Bob began pulling cooked bacon from the pan, Morlok strolled into camp. He was wearing his usual outfit of black leathers, but he’d attached a few black painted armor plates as well. Two swords hung from his belt and a number of knives were strapped in various places upon his wiry frame. His beer mug was in his hand and he bent down, plucked a piece of bacon up from the plate, and walked off.

“You're welcome,” Bob called out after him. There was no response.

“I’m hungry,” Talli said from her bedroll.

The mage’s eyebrow went up cautiously. “For bacon?”

She smiled wickedly. “Yes. And other things.”

“Well, you can have one.”

“Do I get to pick?” She asked curiously.

Bob rolled his eyes again. Talli laughed and elbowed Florentino, who shifted behind her.

“Hey, untie me so I can eat,” she told the giant.

Florentino sat up and then began releasing the leather straps holding Talli’s legs together. Finally it was Bob who wiggled his fingers, releasing the abyssal bindings that held her wrists against her throat. Naked, she climbed out of the sleeping roll and looked around.

“I’ll be right back,” she assured them. “Personal stuff.”

Bob nodded. “Be careful. Don’t go too far. Morlok would have warned us if there was something inherently dangerous out there, but you never know.” He tossed her the small bag of toiletries and she smiled gratefully. She pointed at a nearby grove of dead trees.

“Just in there,” she said, and started walking. Bob watched, once more entranced by her natural beauty. He shook his head and forced himself to look away.

Talli slipped out of view and quickly took care of her personal needs, opening up the toiletry kit and cleaning herself. She took stock of her situation as well, noting that her nipples and clit were sore from all the stimulation Florentino had given her the evening before, and she couldn’t help sliding a finger into herself, just to check her wetness. She let out a groan, resisting the urge to rub her clit, and then licked her own juice off her hand. She was just about to go back to the camp when something moved in the dirt near her foot and she looked down to see something shiny. Curious, she bent down and realized that there was some sort of pendant, a black colored gem set in silver, lying in the dust.

“Weird,” she said aloud. “What’s this?” Her fingertip brushed the stone and suddenly pain erupted in her hand.

“Arrggggghhhh!” She screamed, falling back, clutching her wrist. Agony laced up to her elbow and she landed on her ass, twisting. In seconds Bob, Florentino, and Gwendolyn were all in the grove and it was Gwen who dropped to her knees, hands already glowing green with druidic power. She touched Talli’s arm, then gasped, pulling back.

“What is it?” Demanded Bob, an almost panicked look on his face. “Is she alright?”

Gwen looked up and shook her head. “No. She is not alright.” She looked at Talli, whose face was scrunched up. “Talli, what did this?”

Talli’s chin trembled. “P-p-pend-d-dent,” she managed to stammer. Then she pointed with her left hand. “T-there,” she said. Bob shifted his booted foot and looked down where she pointed. He saw the silver and black stone and uttered a curse. He bent over, but didn’t touch it.

“Is that what I think it is?” Florentino asked softly.

Bob growled something unintelligible and quickly left the grove. He came back with his pack. He set it down and just a few seconds later, pulled a freakishly large silver warhammer and a pair of metal tongs out of its depths.

“Here,” he said to Florentino, handing him the hammer. “Find me an anvil.”

The rock giant turned and glanced down. “There is a grave here,” he said. Then he looked to his right, took two steps and reached down into the earth. He pulled a massive stone upward with his bare hand. Dirt fell from it and he put it down right next to the pendant.

“Wait,” Gwendolyn said worryingly. “What is it? What is it doing to her?” She demanded.

“Deathstone,” Bob snarled. “It has unwholesome effects.” He grabbed it with the tongs. “What kind of sick dumbass would put it in a fucking pendant?” He held it up and moved it over the rock. Florentino raised the hammer and brought it down with all his strength.

The stone cracked, but didn’t break. Florentino struck again and this time the whole amulet flipped over, revealing the back. Bob blinked as Florentino raised the hammer a third time.

“Wait!” Screamed Bob. “Don’t!” But it was too late. The hammer struck and the pendant smashed into pieces.

“What?” Florentino said in shock. “Why?”

Bob dropped to his knees, staring at the fragments. “There were runes on the back! I didn’t see them before!” He swore. “Damn it! I can’t make them out any more! There’s too many little pieces!” He looked up at Florentino angrily. The rock giant frowned.

“I apologize, Robert,” Florentino said, setting the hammer down.

Across from them Talli’s breathing eased and she slumped, the pain clearly ebbing. Gwen leaned over her worriedly, her hand hovering over Talli’s right arm, but now near the shoulder.

“There is still something not right with her,” Gwen said. “But I’m not able to really tell what.”

Bob stood up. He kicked at the dirt where the pendant had lain and a moment later the bones of a human hand were revealed. “Figures,” he muttered. He walked over to Talli. “Are you alright?”

She looked up at him, eyes filled with tears. “It hurt. Badly. But not so much now.” Then her mouth trembled and tears started to fall down her cheeks. “I’m so sorry Bob! I didn’t mean to touch it! I didn’t know!” Soon she was bawling and Bob dropped to his knees, enfolding his arms around her.

“Hush,” he said comfortingly. “It’s okay. I know you didn’t. It’s alright.”

“H-h-how long d-do I have?” She blubbered.

Bob blinked. “What? What do you mean?”

“B-b-before I d-d-die?” She wailed.

Bob stiffened. “Talli, you aren’t going to die.”

She sucked in a breath. “Wh-what? B-b-but you said it was d-d-deathstone!”

Bob sighed. “Well yes, but it’s only called that because people who use deathstone are necromancers. The asshole buried beneath us was undoubtedly one of these summoners. Why else have the deathstone in a freaking bit of jewelry?”

“I’m not g-g-going to die?” She asked again fearfully, but with a bit more control.

Bob shook his head. “No. And we destroyed the stone, so you won’t be selling your heart and soul and becoming an evil villain intent on raising a legion of the dead to subjugate entire realms. You’ll need to make another career choice.”

“Well,” she managed to stammer. “T-that’s g-g-good, I guess.” She looked up at him. “Why does my arm hurt?” She asked.

Gwen pulled her hand away and shook her head. “I’m not sure. I don’t know.” She shrugged. “Does it hurt a lot?” She asked suspiciously.

Talli shook her head. “Not as much as it did, and I think it's fading.” She moved her right arm, flexing it, looking down at the spot just below her shoulder. “It hurts there though.”

Gwendolyn peered down at it. “Was there a freckle here before?” She asked curiously, pointing to a dark spot of melanin on Talli’s bicep skin.

Bob frowned. “I’m not sure,” he replied.

Everyone looked at Florentino and he raised his hands. “I’m sorry, but I have not made a catalog of Talli’s pigmentation anomalies. Though,” he admitted wryly, “I shall do so at the earliest opportunity.”

Talli smiled. Then she pumped her arm a bit. “It’s feeling better now,” she said softly. “I got lucky, didn’t I?”

Bob let out an exasperated sigh. “Probably. Deathstone is not something most of us mess around with. If we hadn’t smashed that thing…” his voice trailed off. “Well, we did.”

“What about the runes?” Florentino asked.

Bob shrugged. “Who knows?” He looked down at the ground. “Do you think we should excavate him?”

Florentino bent over and put a hand downward. He touched the ground and then shook his head. “There isn’t much of him here. I can feel an ulna, tibia, femur, a few vertebrae, and some hand bones. That’s it.”

Bob frowned. “Might have a pack or something.”

Florentino straightened. “He’s been here a long time, Bob. Over a hundred years.”

“Um… can we go back to the fire?” Talli asked. “I’m actually hungry.” She glanced at Bob. “For food this time. Not cock.”

Bob looked at the druid. “Gwendolyn?”

Gwen shrugged. “I can sense something twisted in her arm. It’s very small though. It isn’t doing any damage as far as I can tell. What irritates me is that it is resisting my magic. But if she feels up to it, eating is a life-affirming activity. I’ll keep an eye on her.”

Talli nodded. “I’m definitely hungry.” Then she smiled. “And I’m still desperate to cum, despite the ache in my arm.” Florentino smiled. “Sex is also life-affirming?” Talli said hopefully.

Bob ignored the girl’s comment. “Alright. Let’s get some food.” He held out his hand and helped Talli up. She took it with a smile and he led her out of the grove. They headed back to the fire and saw Morlok standing over the empty plate where Bob had put the bacon.

The mage came to a halt and stared downward. “You… you ate all the bacon?” He demanded. Morlok looked up at him, still chewing, and then swallowed.

“Thank you,” the swordsman said in his gravelly tone. Then Morlok walked off.

“Damn it!” Bob swore. He turned toward Talli. “I’ll make you some more,” he assured her. She laughed and put a hand on his arm.

“I know,” she said kindly.

Thirty minutes and another two rashers of bacon later, Bob tossed the pan back into his bag after pouring the extra grease into the fire.

Gwendolyn looked over with an eyebrow raised, still munching on an apple Bob had given her. “How do you get away with not cleaning any of your pots?” She asked.

Bob looked over at her. “Pardon me?”

“You never clean your pots,” the druid said. “Ever. How do you get away with it?”

Bob chuckled. “I just dump them in the sink.”

Talli, who was putting on her leathers, looked up. “You have a sink in your bag?”

“It's other people who pack everything but the kitchen sink,” he said smugly. “I have one,” he assured her.

Talli looked curious. “Could I fit in your bag?” She asked, pulling on her bolero jacket. It matched the tall boots that came up mid-thigh, as well as the bondage belt around her middle. Of course her breasts and loins were completely bare, serving as a significant distraction to Bob. She waved when his eyes seemed to glaze over.

“Bob?” She repeated. “Hey.”

Bob blinked and looked at her face. “Yes you could fit in my pack, but it wouldn’t be good for you.”

“Why?”

“Well, it’s complicated.”

Talli’s eyes narrowed. “You know, I hate getting that answer from you,” she said, crossing her arms across her bare breasts grumpily. She reached out and grabbed Bob’s leather pack and opened it. “It’s empty!” She exclaimed. She stuck her hand in and found the bottom immediately.

Florentino, who was getting the horses ready from the other side of the clearing, let out a laugh. “Robert’s pack is not a bag of holding. It’s a bag of portals. When he reaches in, it gives him access to various closets, stables, pantries, filing cabinets, kitchens and other places. When he sees one he likes, he adds a portal rune so that he can reach in and collect anything he wants.”

“Wait,” Gwendolyn said in astonishment. “Collect? It’s not a bag of holding? You’re a thief?”

Bob bristled. “I’m not a thief,” he said defensively. “I borrow. I do my best to put things back.”

“How do you put food back?” Gwen demanded.

Bob flinched. “Okay, not the food. But when I take something I try very hard to put something of value back.”

Gwen shook her head in disgust. “And the pans? You borrow them, use them, and then dump them back in the sink so someone else can wash them?”

“I work smarter, not harder,” Bob said dramatically. “Were you volunteering to clean up?”

Talli was still looking at the pack, her eyes narrowed thoughtfully. But then she put it back down on the ground next to Bob. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath.

“Umm,” the half naked girl said. “Can we get started?”

Bob glanced around. “Are you in a rush?” He asked.

“I’m not,” Gwendolyn groused.

Talli licked her lips. “Honestly? I am so freaking desperate that I’m getting ready to do something stupid, like jam my own fingers into my pussy. I know that we are only an hour away from our destination, and once there I will be subjected to an immediate orgasm, providing me with, admittedly temporary, relief. Therefore, I’d like to get started as soon as possible.”

Florentino tried not to laugh. Gwen gave Talli a hard look before sighing. The druid turned to the rock giant. “You are a bad influence on the girl,” Gwendolyn accused.

Florentino smiled. “Sense of purpose, efficiency of performance, and communication of intent are not traits of negative influence,” he said with grandiose.

“No, but smug arrogance is,” the druid shot back.

Florentino was about to respond, but Bob stood up. “I think she’s got a great idea. Let’s get going.” He shouldered his pack and held out a hand to Talli. She took it and he led her over to the horses. She looked at her saddle, almost quivering, then glanced at him. “You’re going to need to tie me down to it,” she said quietly. “Hands too.”

“Oh,” Bob said. “That close?”

She nodded. “I’ll bounce. I can try to hold off, but I know I won’t be able to.” She gave him an apologetic look. “I’m sorry,” she whispered.

He patted her bare bottom, loving the way her buttock yielded softly to his fingertips. “I appreciate the warning. How is your arm?”

She suddenly turned and grabbed him, pressing her bare breasts to his chest. Her wet pussy touched against the bulge at the front of his pants. “I so want you right now,” she whispered. “I don’t know why you won’t make love to me, but I want to please you. I want to satisfy you. I want you to want me.”

Bob stiffened. His fingers, still on her bottom, curled.

“Please?” She begged so quietly none of the others could hear her. “Please want me like I want you?”

Bob swallowed. “Talli,” he whispered, his mouth by her ear. “Talli… I’m working on it. Okay? I want to give you what you want, what you need. We just have to wait a little longer. Okay?”

“Really?” She asked, eyes wide and hopefully. He smiled and she gulped. “Alright,” she said.”I can wait. Just not long.” She climbed up, only to settle down with a groan, the thick rubber phallus sliding into her pussy and filling her solidly. Bob tied her thighs to the saddle, making sure that she wouldn’t be able to lift herself up, much less bounce. His gaze went to her bare loins, the way the rubber cock split her open, and Bob bit his lip. He pictured his own cock inside her, thrusting desperately and he closed his eyes.

“Robert? Are you ready?” Florentino asked from a few feet away. “Is Talli okay?”

Bob looked up at her and she glanced down at him, eyes soft, longing. The mage bit his lip. “Yes, Talli is okay,” he said. He wiggled his fingers and her wrists were pulled forward and bound to the horn of her saddle. She had just enough freedom of movement to hold the reins, but touching herself between the legs would be impossible. Then he secured the enchanted ankle cuffs to the stirrups to prevent her from bouncing. He reached up to pat her thigh, and she gave him a smoldering, lust filled gaze filled with emotion. Then she kicked her horse and moved toward Florentino.

“It’s me that’s the problem,” Bob muttered. He reached down and adjusted his own privates, then went to his steed and mounted up.

They resumed their travels with Florentino in the lead, followed by Talli, then Bob, Gwendolyn, and Morlok. The swordsman trailed behind them, frequently going off the path at a gallop, checking out ambush points and other oddities. The landscape was not quite a desert, but it might as well have been. The dark husks of misshapen trees and dead, dry grasses sticking out in odd clumps, were the only vegetation.

Talli rode quietly, eyes half closed as the motion of the horse kept her sex pulsing and wet, without granting her the relief she so desperately craved. She longed to put her fingers down between her legs, to touch her clit, rubbing it as she dreamt of Bob laying next to her, sliding himself into her body. She bit her lip and looked back at the mage. She didn’t know why she was thinking about him so much. She let out a sigh, letting her fingertips graze her nipples, the piercings of sensitivity turning the barest of caresses into mind-numbingly amazing tingles. But still not enough to push her over the edge.

Something caught her eye.

Talli’s head snapped up and she twisted, looking off to the side. “Who’s that?” she exclaimed, drawing everyone’s attention. “There. By the rock. Do you see him?”

Florentino came to a halt and everyone looked off to the left.

“Where Talli?” Bob said, bringing his horse over. He wiggled a finger and her left hand released from her collar. She lifted her arm and pointed.

“I don’t see him now,” she said. “But there was definitely a person by that rock.”

Morlok didn’t hesitate. He drew his sword and in seconds was galloping pell mell straight where she was pointing. He disappeared around the outcropping and came out the other side, only to slow and then turn his horse in confusion. He went around again and when he came back into view, he shook his head. He rode back.

“Nothing,” he said.

Talli looked confused. “I’m sure I saw someone.”

Gwendolyn’s eyebrow went up. “Trick of the light?” She asked.

Bob glanced up. The sky was a solid gray, defusing the sunlight so perfectly that there were no beams or streams or anything. Even shadows seemed somewhat pale and rare. He took a deep breath. “Okay. Let’s just stay alert. There are such things as invisibility spells and there are some people with shadow-walking skills so good that we could hike right by them and not see them.”

Morlok looked skeptical and looked suspiciously at Talli. Then he moved back to the end of the line.

“You believe me, right?” She asked Bob.

The mage grinned. “Damn right I do,” he said. “Human or something else?”

“Human,” she said instantly.

“Woman or man?”

Talli frowned, thinking. “It looked male.”

“What was he wearing?” Bob asked as Florentino started walking again.

Talli pursed her lips. “Armor. Chainmail. With a surcoat.”

Bob looked impressed. “What color surcoat?”

That confused her. “I can’t… I don’t… I don’t know,” she admitted.

Bob shrugged. “No worries,” he said easily.

“You didn’t see him?” She asked curiously.

“Well, I wasn’t looking in that direction,” Bob admitted. “I was riding behind you and frankly, your ass is pretty darn good to watch when you’re riding a…”

Talli gave Bob a curt smile. “Don’t,” she said. “You’re making fun of me!”

“No I’m not!” He replied with a chuckle. “I really was distracted.”

“By my bottom,” she said.

Bob waved. “Well, it’s not like the scenery around here is worth looking at.”

Talli glanced around. “That’s certainly true,” she said. “Everything is dead and the fog makes it impossible to see more than…” her voice faltered and Bob saw her eyes widening. She gulped and lifted her left arm, this time pointing off to the right.

“There,” she whispered. “It’s someone different.”

Bob turned his head, following her point, looking out into the field. He saw rocks, dead trees, and clumps of grass. “Where?” He said worriedly.

“He’s walking… away from us. Don’t you see him?” Talli hissed, just a little panicked. “He’s right there, by that one tree that looks like a fork. He just went behind… wait. Where? Where did he go?” She demanded. “He didn’t come out from behind it!”

Bob blinked. He hadn’t seen anything. Once more Morlok rode his horse in the direction Talli had indicated, only to come back staring at her, having found nothing.

“There’s the castle,” Florentino said loudly. Everyone looked forward and as they crested the hill, the battlements of Castle Haggard came into view. It was a large stone building with six towers, two of which formed the sides of the main gate. There were no trees near the castle, but the landscape was dotted with oddly shaped lumps. The front gate was wide open, the portcullis raised and a dreary looking main courtyard visible inside.

“Well, that’s ominous looking,” Gwendolyn muttered.

Talli gulped. “There’s… there’s someone there, in the tower on the left. In the window. He’s looking at me.”

Bob glanced up, but wasn’t sure which window she was talking about. “Which window?

“Third down from the top, far left,” she said. Then she grimaced. “He’s gone!”

Florentino looked up at the mage. “Did you see him?”

Bob shook his head. “No,” he admitted.

Slowly they made their way down the hill, all of them tense and alert. As they started to pass the various clumps, Talli went silent, eyes wild and wide. Her head had begun jerking left and right, as if she were seeing things.

“Talli?” He moved up next to her and she closed her eyes.

“It’s… they’re everywhere, Bob!” She whispered.

“Who is? Talli? We’re alone out here,” he said, gesturing around. “See? It’s just some dirt and grass.”

She shook her head. “No,” she whispered. “They’re people. I can see them!”

Bob looked and suddenly realized she was right. What he had mistaken for hillocks were actually corpses, rotted and turned to bones, their armor dusty.

“Good gods,” the mage whispered. He looked up at Florentino as they approached the gate. “Hey, I think we need to do the buff here, rather than inside.”

The rock giant paused, then looked back. “I think that would be the wisest course of action,” he agreed. He walked back and started to untie Talli from her saddle. She gave him a grateful look as he helped her down, but then clung to him, shuddering.

“Are you alright?” Florentino asked.

She shook her head. “They’re looking at us. At me. They’re talking at me. Some of them. I’m scared.” She turned toward Bob, a desperate look on her face.

“Can you make me cum now?” She begged as Bob got down from his horse.

He gave her a quick nod. “Well, yes,” he replied. “We need to do the buff. Do you have a preference on position or a specific phallus?” He asked Talli?

She shook her head, clearly looking at the crowd around her that no one else seemed to be able to see, her eyes flashing. “Just… hard and fast, please.” She spread her legs, widening her stance. “I just want you to distract me. It needs to hurt. Just a bit.” She glanced around nervously.

Suddenly an arrow zipped down from the castle battlements. It smashed into Bob’s back, bounced off his magical armor, shattering into pieces. Even then, the kinetic energy knocked him forward, right into Talli, and she yelped as Florentino caught her. She looked up in surprise as her breasts were mashed against the rock giant’s chest.

“Ouch! That is not what I meant when I said hard and fast!”


Chapter Six: The Wrong Kind of Boner

Arrows began hissing down upon the party from the tops of the battlements and Gwendolyn flung her arm out above them. A greenish mist formed almost instantly and every arrow that flew through the energy seemed to disintegrate, the wooden arrows dissolving and their metal tips turning to rust. Bob felt a spray of dust hit him and he pointed toward the castle wall. “Take cover!” He yelled.

Florentino grabbed Talli in his arms, threw her bodily over his shoulder, her bare bottom against his cheek, and rushed toward the castle gate.

Morlok jumped from his steed at the same time, rolling with both swords out. Gwendolyn dismounted and quickly spoke a word to the horses. All three galloped away. Morlok flicked two projectiles out of the sky and the druid watched, noticing that none of the arrows had targeted the animals. She walked briskly into the shelter of the gate.

“We’ve got about fifteen seconds before whomever was shooting at us from above is shooting at us from down here,” Florentino said urgently.

Bob growled a bit, putting down Talli. “Do you want the buff or something more dramatic?”

“Yes,” Gwendolyn interjected rudely. Bob glared at her.

Suddenly a skeleton archer appeared, rounding the corner. He raised his bow and fired an arrow. Florentino caught the missile and was about to go after the undead minion, when a crossbow bolt zipped past the rock giant’s face and smashed into the forehead of the skeleton. The whole thing crumpled to the ground, half the bones dissolving into dust.

Morlok was already recocking his mini crossbow as everyone glanced at him.

“Okay. Drama now. Buff afterward,” Bob immediately agreed. He gave Talli a grin. “Hope you're really horny.”

Talli, glancing around fearfully, looked back at the mage. “I wouldn’t mind something to take my mind off of what’s going on around us,” she blurted.

Another skeleton appeared, but Florentino was waiting for it and he snapped the damn thing’s arm off at the elbow. He then proceeded to beat the thing over the head with it. Another appeared, followed by a third, and Morlok hurried forward, sword drawn, to help.

“Make it quick,” Gwen advised, then moved behind Florentino and Morlok, staff raised as more skeletal archers appeared. Arrows started flying again and she repositioned her green glowing energy to reduce the number.

Talli grabbed Bob. “Right now,” she whispered. “I’m more scared than sexually excited.”

He grinned. “I can understand that. Spread your legs. Wide.” She followed his orders, positioning her feet wide apart. Bob pulled out one of his special dildos and she nodded.

“This is going to be very, very intense,” he said quickly. “I hope you’re wet enough.”

She gave him a crazy look. “Seriously? I’m soaked. Jam it in!”

Bob pressed up against her and she groaned as he pushed the thick rubber phallus deep into her sex. She shuddered as it began shaking inside her, but then she felt the magic flowing through her body. She gasped, reaching out to grab hold of Bob. Her world suddenly contracted and the fight between the skeletons and the rest of the party became very far away. All she could see or feel or hear was Bob. His hand moved between her legs, her body tightening as he frantically thrust the dildo into her welcoming and desperate pussy and she let him go, only to lean back against the castle wall itself, hands coming up to her bare breasts. She thrust her loins forward, her body quivering violently and she began pinching her nipples, twisting the tips viciously, sending shards of pain up through her body.

“Almost!” She gasped, eyes closing. She stalled on the verge and looked at Bob. “My breasts! Slap them!” She mewled.

Bob didn’t hesitate. While one hand continued to jack the toy in and out of her body, his other hand smacked Talli’s large boob, smashing it sideways. She yelped, crying out as he hit her again, then a third time. Her skin started taking on a pink hue and she felt a sharp pain in her right arm, at the bicep. But then all the other sensations overwhelmed her and she screamed, the ecstasy of release combining with the pain. She rose up on tiptoe, her body stretching as she began to orgasm.

Bob grabbed her free hand and dragged it down to the dildo, forcing her to take it as she crumpled, the explosion of sexual energy dropping her to the ground. He straightened, power flooding through him, clarity of concept and purpose surging along his veins. He walked straight out between the fighting giant and swordsman, grabbed one skeleton by the spine, and spoke a single word. Beneath his fingers, the bone turned brittle and then shattered, practically dissolving. As it did, every other skeleton shuddered, stopped their movements, and then exploded, falling to the ground in a shower of bone meal, splintered bone, ancient armor pieces, and bows and arrows. In seconds.

And then everything went quiet.

A soft fapping sound echoed through the gate arch and everyone turned to look behind them. Talli was on the ground, laying on her side, legs splayed with one foot up on the wall, fucking herself with the dildo. Gwen shook her head and looked back at Bob.

“That was… impressive,” she allowed. “Magical transference?”

Bob took a deep breath. “Like to like,” he admitted. “Not sure how far the spell went, but anything with an exposed skeleton just got blitzed into bone meal. Unless it was somewhere warded.”

Florentino stuck his head out and looked around the inside of the courtyard. There were a lot of piles of bone meal. “Your timing, Robert, was perfect.” He looked over at the mage. “I’m not sure we would have been successful in fighting off the rest of them.” He looked back at Talli, who was still fucking herself, her hand pumping the dildo in and out of her slit. She whimpered and mewled in pleasure. “There were many of them.”

Bob took a deep breath, then turned back into the arch. He stepped up to Talli, looked down at her. She lay on the ground, the cobblestones splattered with her cum, her loins wet, the dildo still inside her. A huge smile was writ large upon her face and one hand was still down between her legs, gently thrusting the ribbed rod in and out.

“You,” Bob declared soundly with a grin, “are a naughty little girl.”

Talli looked up, still very pleased with herself. “Yeah?” She said satisfactorily. “Whatcha going to do about it?”

“What do you think I should do about it?”

Talli twisted, slipping down so that she was lying on her back. She drew her knees up, and since she wasn’t wearing any pants, the new position exposed her slit even more. “I need a spanking,” she teased.

Bob let out a snort. “Spankings are for bottoms.”

“And pussies,” she replied. “Especially stuffed pussies. But if you want to spank my bottom too…” She rolled over, displaying her pretty, but now very dusty bottom. Bob let out a laugh and smacked her buttock. She let out a little yelp, wiggling. Then she looked up, her eyes flickering back across the roadway leading to the gate, and she gasped in alarm.

“Oh gods!” She blurted out, scrambling to first her knees, then her feet. The movement startled Bob and he almost fell. Then she moved behind him, grabbing his body as a shield.

“What?” Bob squeaked. “What’s wrong?”

Morlok was suddenly there, sword drawn, standing in front of Bob. His head pivoted back and forth, looking for the danger. Then he looked back at Talli, confused.

“Don’t you see them?” She demanded. She pointed at specific spots and Bob blinked.

“See what?” He asked in frustration. “There’s nothing there.”

“But… but…” Talli stammered. She bit her lip. “They’re there. Just standing there. All of them!”

“Who are?” Bob asked, still befuddled.

“Soldiers!” She squeaked. “A couple of knights but without horses. And some archers. They aren’t moving. They’re just watching us.” She turned. “You can’t see them?” She demanded.

Bob shook his head. Morlok sheathed his sword.

Talli blinked. “They’re there! I can see them!” She bit her lip, then took a few steps. She stared out into the meadow, then gasped.

“No!” She yelled, bringing both hands up to her head. “Stop! I can’t! Please!”

Bob’s eyebrows went up and when she dropped to her knees he darted out to her side. “Gwendolyn!” He shouted.

Talli looked up at the mage, tears in her eyes. “Make it stop! Please! Please!” She begged.

“Make what stop, Talli? What’s happening?” Bob asked in frantic worry. The druid appeared, kneeling next to the girl.

“Talli, tell me what is happening,” Gwendolyn said softly.

Talli, tears streaming down her face, shook her head. “So much death! They’re dying! Over and over! It hurts!” She began hitting her temple with her fist, harder and harder, until Gwen grabbed her hand.

“Bob, now is the time for restraints,” Gwendolyn hissed.

The mage blinked, then with his fingers, pointed downward. Talli’s hands immediately were pulled toward the ground and she let out a panicked sob.

“Please,” she whimpered, crying. “Please. Don’t tell me any more. It’s awful! It’s horrible! Please! I can’t take it!”

Gwendolyn’s hand came up and green energy surged around her fingers. She held it up to the side of Talli’s head. Bob felt Florentino looming behind them, but he was too focused on Talli.

“Gwen?” Bob said worriedly. “Gwen? Please?”

“Shut up, Bob,” the druid replied. She studied the crying girl a moment longer, then looked up.

“I have never, ever, sensed anything like this before,” she said. She licked her lips. “I don’t even know how to describe it.”

“Try,” Bob said icily.

Gwendolyn frowned. “Imagine her brain is a grapefruit. One of the slices is now different from the rest. It’s still grapefruit, but someone added sugar, and probably bruleed the slice too. All while still inside the peel.”

“Are you saying someone cooked part of her brain?” Bob demanded.

Gwen shook her head. “I’m saying someone, or something, has made her different.”

Talli rolled over, one hand going to her head, the other going to her right arm. Bob’s eyes widened. “Florentino! Her jacket!” The mage roared.

Florentino grabbed Talli and lifted her up completely. Bob grabbed the sleeves and pulled. In seconds the bolero style jacket was off and Bob threw it to the ground, grabbing hold of Talli’s right arm. “There,” he whispered.

The small mark that they’d mistaken for a freckle earlier had grown. Now it was the size of a copper coin, an intricate, thorny looking smudge.

“What,” demanded Gwendolyn, “the fuck, is that?”

Talli started crying again.

“Robert, I believe it is possible that we didn’t smash the deathstone quickly enough,” Florentino said.

Bob frowned. “True, but this isn’t anything like what I’ve seen before with deathstone exposure. This is weird. It’s different.” He looked out at the empty, desolate meadow in front of the castle. “What the hell is she seeing?” He gritted his teeth. “What the hell were those runes on the back of that pendant?”

“Ghosts,” Talli whispered, shuddering.

“What?” Bob asked, not quite hearing.

“She said ‘ghosts’,” Gwendolyn repeated.

Florentino looked thoughtful. “What if she is seeing the dead?”

Bob glanced at the rock giant. “The dead?”

Florentino nodded and then gestured. “Many soldiers have died on this field. Looters as well. I doubt many made it past the skeletal archers. What if she is seeing the dead?”

Bob shook his head. “If I see a crowd of people, even dead ones, I don’t freak out. That doesn’t make sense!”

“Feel,” Talli gasped. “Pictures. They’re all trying…” She groaned again, still crying. “Can’t make them… stop!”

Gwendolyn suddenly snapped. “Of course! They’re communicating with her. They know she can see them. Except she can’t process it all!” Gwen grabbed Talli’s chin, lifting it up, forcing her to look at her.

“Talli, tell them to stop.”

“I… I can’t!” Talli wailed.

“You have to,” Gwen said roughly. “Tell them to be silent. Tell them you can only talk to one at a time! You MUST FORCE THEM TO COMPLY!”

Talli shuddered. “They’re too strong!”

Gwendolyn suddenly slapped Talli. It wasn’t hard, but it stung and the girl blinked, shocked.

“You hit me!” Talli said in shock, her eyes clearing.

Gwendolyn nodded. “You, Talli, are incredibly strong. Stand up! Be a woman! Tell them to stop!”

Talli, shaking, nodded and Bob helped her rise. Her bottom lip trembled. “S-s-stop,” she whispered.

“Louder,” demanded Gwendolyn.

“Stop!” Ordered Talli.

“Shout it!” Gwendolyn commanded.

“STOP IT!” Talli shouted. Then she swallowed. “They… they listened,” she said in shock. Her eyes focused on another patch of empty space. “Yes, I see you. I know. Let me… in a moment, okay?” She said, speaking to someone no one else could see. “I’m sorry. I know it hurt. But you’re dead. You shouldn’t…” She blinked. “Wait! I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to…” She flinched. “You don’t have to run away…” Then she turned her head, looking at another empty spot. “What? Yes, we know about the archers. We killed them.” She nodded. “Am I a lock?” She shook her head. “I don’t understand. I’m a girl. I’m human.”

The one sided conversation continued for several minutes, getting more and more bizarre. At one point Talli had to order the unseen conversationalists to stop talking again, too many voices getting inside her head. “Show me,” she said several times, blinking as if she were looking at a picture. “I don’t understand,” was said repeatedly. Once more she started getting emotional and had to turn away. “It’s too awful!” She cried, putting her hand over her eyes. “Please! Stop!”

Bob grabbed her and turned her toward him. “Talli, look at me!”

She shook her head. “It’s too much! They won’t stop talking and showing me things! Horrible, awful things!” Her tear filled eyes found Bob’s. “It was horrible, what he did to them.”

“Who did?” Bob asked.

“Argenthor,” she whispered. “He was sick. Not just a pervert.” Her eyes slid from Bob’s face over his shoulder. “What? No. He’s my master. My friend,” she said to someone unseen. “He has to do what?” She asked in confusion. Then she shook her head. “No. Show me.”

She let go of Bob and blinked, her face going pale. “Oh. That’s…” she gulped. “Wow. Really? Where?”

“Really what?” Bob asked, completely overwhelmed by the bizarre one-sided conversation.

Talli stepped away from Bob. “Show me. No, not a picture. Show me where. The actual place. Take me to it.” She started walking back through the arch into the castle courtyard, then stopped just before her booted feet stepped into a pile of bone ash.

“Why?” She demanded suddenly. “But the courtyard is dirty. And there are sharps!” She protested. Then her face fell. “Okay. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean…” she whispered. Then she reached down as she lifted her right foot and started taking off her boots.

“Talli,” Bob said, moving to her side and helping her keep her balance. “What are you doing?”

“I’m not allowed to wear my boots,” she said.

“Says who?” Bob demanded.

“Says the Captain of the Guard.”

Florentino stepped up next to her as well. “You are conversing with King Argenthor’s Captain?”

Talli nodded. “He says I have to be brought in correctly.”

Gwendolyn came into view. “What does ‘correctly’ mean, exactly?” She asked, looking more than a little disgruntled.

Talli finished with the first boot and started the second. “Argenthor was very strict about females. None of them were allowed clothes until they were a certain age. Even the queen. Most of them were kept in bondage, and he was just as much a sadist as he was a pervert,” she explained. The other boot came off and she was left wearing nothing but the bondage belt, her collar, and the abyssal fetters on her wrists and ankles. She gingerly put her bare little foot down on the dusty cobblestone. Bob picked up her discarded boots and jacket and stuffed them into his pack. Talli, now beautifully naked, just casually stepped out of the gate arch and began threading her way through the piles of bone meal, almost dancing on tiptoe as she avoided fallen blades, bows, and arrows.

Bob blinked. She looked utterly amazing and he reached down, adjusting his pants to make room for his growing erection. Florentino stood next to him.

“Is this as strange to you as it is to me?” Bob asked.

Florentino nodded. “I believe it to be an effect of the deathstone.”

“Deathstones do not let you converse with ghosts,” Bob said firmly.

The rock giant shrugged. “The runes on the back of the pendant might have altered the way the deathstone interacted with the wearer.” He paused thoughtfully. “I am surprised however that the effect has been so strong on Talli.” He pointed at the girl, who was now halfway across the courtyard. She wasn’t heading toward the main castle doorway, but off to the side, to a sort of raised platform. “We should accompany her,” he added.

“Damn right,” Bob said, glancing around. “Where’s Morlok?”

Gwendolyn headed for Talli. “He went up to the battlements for a scout,” she said. “Come on.”

Bob and Florentino hurried to catch up and a moment later the three of them were right behind Talli. Her nudity, except for the collar and fetters on wrists and ankles, suddenly seemed appropriate, even more so than the leathers she normally wore. Bob watched as she stopped in front of the dais.

It wasn’t very big. Made of a single granite block positioned near the castle wall itself, it was only big enough for one person to stand on comfortably. Bob noticed the rusted steel rings embedded on the front side and Talli ran her hands across the surface. As she did, some of the dust was cleared and Bob could see five brass rings embedded in the surface. Concentric rings.

“Wait,” Bob said suddenly. “That’s a construct. An arcane construct.”

“Here?” Talli asked, but not of Bob. She nodded as if receiving directions. Then she looked at Bob. “He doesn’t know the rules, but I will help him, okay?”

“Know what rules?” Bob asked, looking up from the rings.

Talli suddenly turned around, sat her bum down on the granite block, and then pushed herself onto it.

“Wait Talli,” Bob said, grabbing her arm. “Don’t sit on that!” He started to haul her off but she shook her head, pulling back.

“He says I have to or I won’t work right,” she said simply. “He’s keeping all the others away,” she whispered, her voice dropping. She looked Bob straight in the face. “I’m not totally sure about this. He keeps using the word lock instead of girl and it doesn’t make sense.”

Talli began to lay back, but Bob grabbed her arm again. “Whoa, girl. No way,” he said forcefully. “Not until I know what that does,” he added.

Talli frowned. “He says it won’t harm me. You’re supposed to. The pedestal will just key me to the castle.”

Gwendolyn frowned. “Way too much talk about keys and locks for my taste.”

Talli turned her head, listening. Then she looked back at Bob. “He says if you do not allow me to be set, I won’t survive.”

Bob’s teeth ground together. Then he let out an explosive breath and leaned past her. He held out his hand and closed his eyes.

“Robert?” Florentino asked cautiously.

“Hush,” the mage replied. “Okay. The rings are acting as a conduit. I can feel crystal… a ring of it. Ametrine? Huh. I thought I was the only one that figured that out.”

“Figured what out?” Florentino asked.

Bob looked up. “Ametrine is the crystal I use in Talli’s collar. It only has one purpose, magically, and that’s to facilitate the absorption of her sexual energy.” He focused on the pedestal again. “They’ve got a ring of the stuff here, way more than they need actually. Underneath… a line. Some sort of matrix crystal? It’s quartz. Wait, no. It’s not powered. It’s a reflector? Well that’s… odd.” Bob’s brow furrowed. He let go of the pedestal and opened his eyes. It took him another moment and then an expression of appreciation crossed his face. “Oh… clever.”

“What is?” Florentino asked curiously.

Bob straightened. “This pedestal. It takes the girl’s energy, spins it, concentrates it, then runs it through a crystal matrix. Then it hits a reflector which bounces it back at the girl.”

“For what purpose?” The giant asked.

Bob shrugged. “No clue. I’m not quite sure why anyone would make something like this. I mean, the first part is like Talli’s collar. But her collar has a copper inlay sandwiched between the leather, as well as an enchantment that redirects the energy to me. This pedestal, it just takes energy, cycles it, and points it back. It doesn’t even do anything.”

Talli looked at them both, then over their shoulder into empty space. “I have to cum on it,” she said.

Bob rolled his eyes. “Of course you do,” he said. He let out a groan. “Of course.”

“What?” Gwendolyn asked.

“It’s an aura key,” Bob replied. “Each one of us has an aura. A sort of energy field around us.”

“I’m aware of that,” the druid said sourly.

Bob frowned. “Well, this thing imposes an imprint on the person’s aura. It takes the energy, cycles it, then redirects it back at the person on the pedestal, except now it has a different flavor. Or sort of like…” he paused. “Uh… like wearing a cape, a special cape that marks you as a paladin or a king’s knight or something.” He paused. “Or maybe like a cookie cutter.”

“That,” Florentino said simply. “Is a horrible analogy.”

“Well excuse me for not being a chef!” Bob declared angrily. He looked back at Talli. “Ask him what happens to girls who don’t do this.”

Talli nodded, looked to her left. She started to open her mouth, but then her eyes widened. “He heard you,” she said to Bob. Then she nodded at the unseen being. “He says that I won’t work right. I might even die.” She looked confused. “What does that mean?”

Her head snapped and she looked away. “Wait! Oww! Not so many!”

Gwen pushed between Florentino and Bob. “Talli?”

“He’s blasting me with images!” Talli whimpered, eyes closed.

“Tell him to stop.”

Talli nodded. “Stop! Please? Please stop! I’ll do it! Okay? Okay? I’ll do it!” She lay back fast, before anyone could stop her and Gwendolyn gasped.

“No,” Bob said with a wave of his hand. “Don’t worry. It won’t trigger until we pour energy into it.”

Talli breathed a sigh of relief. Then she put her wrists down by her hips and lifted her legs up into the air, spreading them.

“He says you have to whip me now. Then fuck me.”

Bob cringed. “Well, of course he does.”

Florentino’s eyebrow went up. “Robert?”

The mage spun in a circle. “It’s disgusting, but it makes sense.”

“Well, explain it to us then,” demanded Gwendolyn, “because I’m confused.”

Bob took a deep breath. “Okay, look. Let’s say you’re old King Argenthor. You have a castle and you have mages working for you. You’re also a pervert, sadist, and the creator of our current slavery system. So whenever a female is brought into the castle, you want her a little under your control. You use magic for that. So she has to be keyed to it. You strip her naked, tie her to the block,” he said, pointing at the granite dais, “then do your thing to make her pop. The guy was sick though, remember? So he had his guards, or possibly did it himself, whip each and every girl thoroughly before fucking her brains out. But once she exploded, the sexual energy got collected, funneled, matrixed, and then pushed right back onto her in the form of an aura. It’s too weak to affect her mental processes, but it’s more than strong enough to make sure that any of the castle’s defensive or control magics work on her.”

Gwendolyn digested this. “That is fucked up.”

“Wouldn’t it fade?” Florentino asked.

“Of course it would,” Bob replied. “So bring her back out here on a weekly basis for a publicly humiliating, totally debasing, full body whipping, followed by another thorough fucking by the guard troop. Hell, it doesn’t even matter how she gets off. Or who does it. We just need the orgasm.” He paused, then looked a little embarrassed. “Of course, any mage worth their salt could just push a fraction of their actual mana down into this thing and it would work. You wouldn’t need to whip her, or make her cum, at all.”

Florentino patted Bob on the shoulder. “It’s not your fault you’re deficient, Robert.”

Bob blinked. “Well, gosh Florentino. Thank you. That makes me feel oh so much better,” Bob replied sarcastically.

“So we don’t have to whip her,” Gwendolyn said.

Talli wiggled her feet. “Can you please tie my legs up?” She asked. “I’m getting tired holding them up. The captain says that they’re supposed to be secured to the back wall. My hands go to the rings on the front of the block.”

Bob sighed. With a small gesture he used the magical bindings of the abyssal fetters on her wrists and ankles to secure her in place. Talli sighed as she was able to let the unseen chains take some of her weight. Her knees bent slightly and the way she was positioned made her exposure even more degrading and erotic. Bob licked his lips as he looked down right onto her beautiful pussy.

Florentino nodded in appreciation. “I may not approve of all King Argenthor’s actions, but I have to admit that Talli looks incredibly attractive in that position.”

Gwendolyn snorted. “Because she’s helpless and ready to be fucked.”

She lifted her head and looked right at Bob. “Please? The captain says to use a flogger. A long one, with leather strands.” Then her eyes flickered to her left again and her eyes widened. “Excuse me?” She demanded. Then her face went white. She gulped, eyes flickering downward. In a very meek voice, she added, “and he says he would also like you to whip, cane or paddle my breasts, the bottoms of my feet, my ass, and my thighs.” She glanced at Bob. “A lot.”

Bob let out a breath. “Yeah, well fuck that,” he muttered.

Her eyes found him. “I… I wouldn’t mind,” she whispered.

“I know,” Bob declared. “That’s the problem.” He unshouldered his pack and dropped it on the ground. Then he reached in and pulled out a long, cat-o-nine tails made of leather. The strands each had multiple knots and he shook it out as Gwendolyn and Florentino stepped back. “I can’t believe I’m doing this.”

Florentino suddenly put a hand on Bob’s shoulder. “Who is taking care of the secondary requirement?”

Bob hesitated. There was a moment’s tension in the mage. He looked down at Talli and realized she was staring intently at him, her eyes brimming with emotion. Bob flinched, practically melting, and despite the raging hard-on in his pants, swallowed and looked away. “You will,” he whispered softly. Florentino nodded. Then Bob lifted the flogger and snapped it straight down between Talli’s outstretched legs.

She yelped, but then groaned with desire, her eyes closing. It didn’t help that Bob touched her pussy with his fingers, instead of hitting her a second time. He rubbed her clit and then slid inside her. Talli gasped, her hips thrusting. He pressed on her clitoris with his thumb, then drew his hand away, lifting the flogger again. It snapped down once more, the leather biting into her folds, tearing at the apex of her slit, leaving her crooning. He struck again, two blows, and then once more touched her, sliding a portion of his hand into her depths. Talli gasped, then moaned, clearly loving it and when he pulled back out she nodded.

“Yes! Please! Hit me!” She begged.

Bob complied, slashing down with the whip. Three strokes this time, no more, no less. Then he once more teased her, stroking her petals and clit, then inside her. Talli quivered violently, her toes curling as she struggled against her bonds. “More!” She crooned, teeth clenched, eyes closed. Bob pulled his hand away, lifted the leather flogger, and brought it back down between her legs.

That was all it took.

“YESSSS!” Talli screamed in ecstasy, bucking and thrusting upward to meet the stinging strands as they fell on her sensitive skin. “Oh gods! Someone fuck me!”

Florentino stepped up, bending his knees to get to the right height. He pulled his member out from beneath the breechcloth and with one hand, guided it right at Talli’s well-lubricated slit. He rubbed the head up and down for a moment, then jammed about half of it into her sex, thrusting as she gasped. Florentino’s cock was about as thick as Talli’s forearm and it forced the petals of her sex wide apart. He pumped gently since she wasn’t able to accommodate his full length. But the effect of filling her was acutely apparent and she trembled, feet kicking. It only took two dozen thrusts before Talli stiffened, eyes clenched as she reached climax.

Bob felt the collar start to redirect her energy toward him, so he lifted his hand and reflected it back down into the platform. He could sense it swirling, then changing, finally being sent upward, back into Talli’s body. The air crackled with energy as she slumped, satisfied and lost in the sexual euphoria. Florentino continued to pump, still gentle, as Bob took the remaining power and cast another spell. A purple haze settled over all of them, then disappeared.

“The buff?” Gwen asked. “What about Morlok?” The swordsman still hadn’t returned.

Bob nodded. “Him too.” He glanced around. “But he needs to get back here.”

“Oooh,” Talli cooed. “Don’t stop,” she groaned.

Florentino smiled. “If I continue much longer I will be forced to deposit a significant load of jism into your pussy. Robert will not be pleased at the blockage.”

“No I won’t,” Bob snapped.

Talli opened her eyes and laughed. “No, he won’t,” she said. “But I think you should still do it. As a reward.”

Bob put his hands on his hips and glared down at the girl. “Excuse me?”

Talli looked up at him, eyes hot. “If you don’t want him cumming in me then you should do it yourself!” She said, somewhat angrily.

Bob’s jaw dropped. “Talli! I told you…”

“Time. It’s complicated,” she said, eyes blazing. “It’s always something!” She was about to add more to her diatribe, but then her head moved to look off to the side and she blinked. Her eyes widened. Then she looked back at Bob. “The Captain said you were too soft on me. I should have received a hundred more lashes. I’m now going to be ill-prepared to work in the Castle.” She looked up. “He highly suggests another whipping. This time done right.”

Bob spluttered, but then wiggled his fingers. Both of Talli’s legs dropped and Florentino pulled his cock out of her pussy, much to her disappointment. She sat up, glared at Bob again, then slid off the dais. Without a word she dropped to her knees, grabbed Florentino’s dick, and began enthusiastically sucking it.

“I can’t help feeling that she is attempting to use me to communicate a message to you,” Florentino said politely to Bob, his member still in Talli’s mouth. “Under the circumstances, I do not object. I hope that you continue to irritate her so that occurrences like this will be more frequent.”

Bob muttered something and turned away. “Morlok!” He called out. The swordsman appeared almost immediately.

“Problem,” Morlok said.

“No kidding,” Bob replied, glancing down at Talli, who was eagerly gobbling giant cock. “I hate complicated relationships.”

Morlok shook his head. “No.” He pointed down toward Bob’s feet.

Bob blinked. “My feet?” Morlok didn’t reply. Bob let out a frustrated grunt. “Damn it, Morlok, I’m not in the mood for guessing games. What’s the problem?”

“Boots.”

That got Bob’s attention. And Gwendolyn’s. Even Florentino, who was clearly close to following Talli down the road to orgasm, turned his head. Only Talli stayed focused on what she was doing… sucking… fellatio. Bob ran a hand through his hair. “Great. Just what we need. Lizard men. Do we need to get ready?”

Morlok shook his head.

Gwendolyn frowned. “Great. They’re being smart. Let us go in, get the treasure, then they ambush us on the way out when we’re tired and unprepared to defend ourselves. How many are there?”

“Enough,” Morlok replied. The druid rolled her eyes.

“Morlok, I know you can count,” she accused.

“Thirty. Give or take. They have at least one mage. Maybe two.”

Bob let out a frustrated breath. “Okay. One problem at a time.”

Florentino suddenly groaned and yanked his cock out of Talli’s mouth. He pointed it off to the side and she grabbed hold, rubbing firmly. Suddenly a milky white fluid shot out of the end, splattering on the cobblestone. The rock giant sighed in relief and Talli looked up at him with a smile.

“Satisfied?” She asked with a coo. Florentino, grinning, nodded. “Absolutely.” Then she turned, looked at Bob, and said sweetly. “That could have been you.” Then she turned away.

Florentino tucked himself back inside his breechcloth. “We could go out and deal with them now,” he said. “Morlok knows where they are. We are relatively fresh. Talli could be brought to orgasm again.”

Bob frowned. “They know where we are. They can probably see us through the gate arch. I think it’s better to come at them when they aren’t expecting it.”

“So we go into the castle?” Gwen asked. “Do our thing, and then attack them?” Bob nodded so the druid looked at Florentino, who shrugged.

“Strategically, it makes more sense to attack now,” the giant added. “We may very well exhaust ourselves in taking on King Haggard’s defenses.”

Talli looked up. “The captain says there is a secret back gate we can use when we leave.” Her face clouded. “The only problem is that we have to be in King Argenthor’s personal chambers to use it.”

Bob grimaced. “Well, there’s a pleasant sounding solution. Presuming there is even a direct path from the treasury to his personal chambers.”

Talli ran her hands down the front of her body, her fingers slipping over her pierced nipples, her taut belly, all the way down to her pink and very wet sex. “I want to see them,” she said firmly.

Gwendolyn shrugged. “Whatever.”

Bob looked up at the castle. “Alright then. Into the castle.”

Talli cocked her head to the side. “Why?” She asked. “You can’t?” She shook her head. “That’s not a reason,” she declared. “Oh. Okay. I understand.” She held out a hand to something unseen. “I wish you could have too. It would have been magnificent. I would have liked that.” She smiled. “I hope you find peace.”

She turned back to Bob. “Even the captain said he wanted to whip and fuck me. So it looks like you’re the only one that thinks it's too complicated.” Then she marched up next to Florentino, took his arm, and together they headed for the door. Gwnedolyn shook her head and followed, leaving Bob standing next to Morlok.

“Well?” Bob demanded.

Morlok unhooked the beer stein from his belt, poured water from his canteen into it, and then took a long pull. Finally he looked at Bob. Morlok hesitated, clearly thinking.

Bob blinked, preparing himself for whatever was coming, holding his breath. Morlok was not known for profound statements.

Morlok shook his head sadly, then walked off after the others.

Bob sucked in a breath, then rolled his eyes, and followed.


Chapter Seven: Doggie Style

Florentino pushed open the heavy wooden doors and held aloft his crystal light. Illumination spilled into the room and Talli peeked in from around the giant.

“Oh,” she whispered. “There are so many!”

Florentino looked around. The main doors opened onto a sort of gallery, with grand staircases leading up both sides. Two huge doors, one partially open, stood before them, leading to the throne room itself. A balcony ran around the circumference of the room, and would undoubtedly have held archers. Piles of bone meal stood in several key spots, evidence that Bob’s previous spell, destroying the skeletal minions of King Argenthor, was as powerful as he thought. Florentino spotted a few dead plants, some aged and fading tapestries, and a few fallen weapons, but nothing he would have described as “so many.”

“What is so many?” He asked softly.

“People!” Talli said in a hushed voice. “Oh! They’re looking.” Then she gasped. “Oh! Wait! Please! Not all at once!” She begged. Her knees buckled and only her hand on Florentino’s arm kept her from falling. “Wait! No! Not all at…” Her eyes suddenly rolled up into the back of her head and she collapsed, quivering.

“Gwendolyn!” Florentino barked. The druid was there in a second, hands glowing green. She knelt down next to Talli, but before she could do anything Talli opened her eyes. She looked around.

“Talli?” Gwen asked, obviously concerned.

Talli blinked. “Where did they go?” She asked bewildered. She struggled to get to her feet so Florentino pulled her upright. She looked around. Suddenly her eyes focused straight ahead. “Did you do that?” She asked gratefully.

“Did who do what?” Bob said from behind. “What’s going on?”

Florentino looked back at Bob and Morlok. “You need to catch up.”

Talli nodded. “Well, thank you. It was so much.” She blinked. “Yes, I can see you clearly. I’m Talli.” She put a hand on her bare chest. Then she grinned. “Yes, we are,” she replied, looking down at herself. She cocked her head to the side, then let out a breath. “He is,” she replied, pointing at Bob.

“I am what?” Bob asked, still clearly out of the loop.

“My master,” Talli said to the mage. “She wanted to know.” She looked back at the empty spot. “I… I don’t understand the options. I’m not a servant, but I don’t know what a lock is.”

Florentino put a hand on her shoulder. “A lock is a fastening operated by a key or combination,” he supplied promptly. Talli rolled her eyes and looked up at the giant.

“No kidding,” she said ruefully. “It's the context I don’t understand.”

Gwen tapped Talli on the arm. “How are you hearing this? Is she speaking to you?”

Talli bit her lip. “Sort of. It’s not all words. Some of it is, but she’s conveying images to me too. I can see most of her. She’s more solid than the others.”

“Is she a ghost?” Gwendolyn asked.

Talli studied the empty spot for a moment. “I don’t know. She doesn’t think so, but she isn’t sure. It’s been a long time.” Talli looked like she was listening, then she gasped. “Oh. Is that you?” She demanded.

“Is who what?” Asked Bob, clearly confused.

Talli shook her head. “She thinks that’s her body, but she can’t find it.” Talli said.

“What are you seeing?” Gwen asked. “This is all very confusing.”

“A girl, a pretty girl with blonde hair that looks like her. She’s stuck in some sort of wall.” Talli blushed. “Um…  and she’s not wearing anything,” she said, looking a little shocked. “That can’t be comfortable,” she added ruefully. “Though, I wouldn’t mind it. At least for a little while.”

Florentino looked interested. “Stuck? In a wall? What kind of wall?”

Talli shrugged. “I can’t tell. I can’t see the whole thing. It’s smooth. Almost like metal.”

“Where is it?” Bob asked.

Talli hesitated. “She doesn’t know.”

Bob shook his head. “As fascinating as this is, we need to find the treasury. Florentino, did the schematics give you an idea of which way to go from here?”

Florentino nodded. “Yes. The doorway in front of us goes under the balcony and leads up to the throne room. There are inside stairwells, and then the private chambers are behind the throne. We will need to go to the labyrinth which…”

Talli pointed. “We go into the throne room and take the second door on the left. Then we go down the stairs. The labyrinth is under the throne room itself.”

Everyone stopped and looked at Talli. She gulped. “Lynne told me.”

“Lynne?” Gwendolyn asked.

Talli nodded and pointed to an empty spot. “That’s Lynne.”

Florentino smiled. “Can you describe her to us?”

Talli stared into space, then nodded. “She’s blonde and incredibly pretty. Even prettier than Maddie back at Bartholomew’s house,” she added. “Her hair is in braids on either side of her head.” Talli paused, then looked a little flustered. “Yes, I have bigger boobs,” she said to the empty spot. “It’s not a contest,” she insisted. “Besides, I’m older.”

“What is she wearing?” Florentino asked.

Talli’s eyes flickered and she blushed. “About the same as me,” she said with chagrin, glancing down at her naked body. “She’s pouting a little because she thinks I’ve got better curves.”

Bob clapped his hands together. “Okay. Into the throne room and to the second door on the left.”

They started forward but then Talli gasped. “Wait. What?” She asked incredulously. She grabbed Bob’s arm. “We can’t!” She said swiftly.

“Can’t what?” Bob asked.

“Go in there!” Talli said. “Lynne says it's dangerous. All the others have been killed.”

“What others?” Gwendolyn asked.

Morlok drew his sword, then took another pull from his mug.

Talli nodded. “Lynne says that most of the others died there.”

“What others?” Florentino asked.

Talli grimaced. “I’m not sure. She’s sending me images of different men. Most of them are dressed like fighters, though two or three of them are mages. Different men. Different times. Some in small groups like ours. Some by themselves.”

Bob looked over at Florentino. “Other adventurers looking to loot the treasury?”

The rock giant shrugged. “I suppose. The castle’s reputation is quite lucid and I can see some young and foolish man thinking he can beat the odds.”

“Lynne says they wouldn’t have succeeded, even if they got past the hounds. They didn’t bring a lock.” Talli blinked. “That makes no sense. Hounds? Wouldn’t they be dead? And why would you need to bring a lock? Wouldn’t you need to bring a key for a lock already there?”

Suddenly Talli stomped her foot in frustration. “Stop showing me myself! I’ve never done that!” She suddenly turned bright red. “Not that I wouldn’t mind,” she muttered.

“Let’s focus, people,” Bob said, stepping in front of everyone. “Talli, please ask your new friend to describe the hounds.”

Talli looked up, then flinched, gagged, and looked like she was going to retch.

“Wow, that bad?” Bob asked, one eyebrow going up.

Talli glanced back up, appearing sick. “They’re… they’re disgusting! They look half rotted. There are bones sticking out of them!”

“Florentino?” Bob asked.

“Hounds,” the rock giant mused. “Appearing half rotted.”

Talli shook her head. “More,” she whimpered. Morlok stepped over to her side and held out his beer mug. She took it, looked down into it, then wrinkled her nose. “Um… Sorry Morlok, but I’m not drinking that swill,” she said apologetically. The swordsman shrugged, took the cup back and swallowed another huge mouthful.

Gwendolyn tapped her fingers together. “Bob, remind me. When you make a skeletal minion, you don’t necessarily need to start with bones, do you?”

Bob scratched his head. “Well, if that’s your goal, then it's better to start that way.”

“What if you started with a fresh corpse?” Gwendolyn asked.

“Eeew,” Bob replied. “Why would you do that? It’s disgusting. It would rot everywhere.”

“But it’s still undead, right?”

“Yeah, I suppose. At least, the bones are. It would probably taint the flesh though.”

Gwen smiled. “There we have it.”

Bob shook his head. “Sorry, I’m not following you.”

“I do,” the rock giant said with a grin. “Osseous Hounds, right?”

Gwen nodded. “Regular dogs that feed on undead flesh. It taints them. They’re alive, but not alive. And parts of them would look half rotten.”

Bob looked a little disgusted. “Fantastic. How do we deal with them?”

Florentino frowned. “Fire won’t work.” He glanced over at Morlok’s edged blade. “Neither will cutting them with swords. They’ll disregard the missing chunks and won’t bleed to death.”

“Poison?” Asked Bob hopefully. “I could pull a couple steaks out of the pantry…”

Florentino shook his head. “They’re immune.” 

Gwendolyn straightened up. “They’re only half dead. That means some of them are alive. That means I should be able to deambulate them.”

“Deambulate?” Bob asked, blinking.

“They’re already dead, Bob. Can’t kill them. All you’re doing is stopping them from moving.”

The mage rolled his eyes.

Florentino looked a little skeptical. “Have you ever deambulated undead creatures, Gwendolyn?”

She nodded. “Twice. Once before I hooked up with you lunatics. Then there was that one time in the Caves of Blackdeath. Remember?”

“Oh yeah,” Bob replied. “That was challenging. I had Gareta then.”

“Gareta?” Talli asked curiously, giving Bob another hard look.

Bob rubbed his chin. “Yeah. Orc girl. Very athletic. Hell, she was almost more use as a melee fighter than as a vessel. Argued with me all the time about having to leave the fight to orgasm.”

Gwen shrugged. “I will cast an unbinding. It will dissolve the connection between the living and the undead flesh. Most likely, the living will not be able to function on its own without the undead taint,” she paused. “There might be a few that require more direct attention.”

Florentino nodded. “Morlok and I can handle that,” he said easily. “They still have forms. Break enough bones and they will be unable to move.”

Gwendolyn nodded and pushed back her robe’s sleeves, bearing spindly arms, scarred and marked with age. She gripped her staff with her left hand and nodded. “Alright, I’m ready,” she announced. Morlok nodded eagerly and took another pull from his mug, then he fell into line behind her. The point of his sword was aimed right at the door. Florentino moved forward and then Bob took Talli’s hand.

“Stay by me,” he said softly to her, pulling her close.

“I’m always by you,” she said. Suddenly her eyes softened. “You know that, right?” She reached up and cupped his face.

Bob suddenly felt his insides squirm. “Talli,” he whispered. “Please… it’s not you. I swear it! This last year has been…”

Talli pushed forward and her mouth pressed against his, silencing the mage. The kiss lingered and Bob felt his heartbeat quicken. Finally Talli pulled away, a teasing look in her eye. “You better get ready to fuck me,” she said softly.

Bob blinked, swaying, just a bit breathless. “Absolutely” He panted.

“No Bob. I mean, right now. Because in a moment, you’re probably going to have to do something magical,” she said with a grin. She spread her legs and grabbed his hand, bringing it down. He felt something hot and wet and slippery.

He laughed. “You think so? Wow. You are very wet?”

“I’m always wet,” she replied with heat. She lifted her arms above her head and posed coquettishly. “You should have whipped me more thoroughly, like that captain asked. Can’t you imagine it? Those leather strands across my breasts? It would have made me cum even quicker.” Her eyes flickered over toward the balcony door. “Bob. Make me cum. Right now.”

“You seem a little tense,” Bob said. “Why are you so desperate to cum again?” Off to his right, Gwendolyn, Florentino, and Morlok stopped right on the other side of the balcony arch and threw open the doors.

“Oh,” the druid exclaimed in shock. “Oh fuck.”

“That’s why,” Talli whispered.”

“That,” said Florentino, “is an awful lot of hounds.”

Bob looked and could see beyond his three other companions. The entire throne room reeked and practically every corner was packed with Osseous Hounds. There had to be at least a hundred of them. None of them were the same shape or size and it became quickly apparent that every feral dog in the castle, and probably from around the countryside, had joined, creating one, massive pack, that never died.

And then they all attacked.

Gwendolyn threw her hands up into the air, one gripping her staff, and a sea of green energy appeared in front of Morlok and Florentino. Almost a dozen hounds, already on their feet, leapt through it, teeth snapping, rotted cheeks and exposed bone oozing green ichor. Whatever Gwendolyn did though, wasn’t enough to stop the first wave and only Florentino’s quick reactions kept one feral dog from tumbling the druid backward. Morlok took a different approach. He whirled and instead of trying to stab the hounds, started slicing at exposed ligaments along the flanks and legs. In seconds, four or five hounds were unable to even stand, rolling and snapping on the ground. But as another wave jumped onto the swordsman, the green energy they’d jumped through seemed to appear on their bodies. Diseased and rotting flesh began dripping, falling away, the speed of the dissolution quickening.

Florentino wasn’t even trying to kill the hounds. He would grab one, hurl it through the druid’s magical cloud, then grab another as fast as he could. But even then he couldn’t keep up with the flood and suddenly Gwendolyn was fighting for her life, swinging her staff downward, smashing half exposed canine skulls as she backpedaled. Florentino roared suddenly as one dog managed to latch onto his arm

Talli watched in horror, mouth open, only to gasp as Bob spun her around. He produced a small, smooth, gray rock, with an embedded gold chain only a few inches long. On the other end of the chain was a gem with the familiar sheen of darksone. He didn’t say a word, but quickly jammed the smooth gray rock up between Talli’s legs. “I’m sorry,” he blurted out, then pushed her backward as he unshouldered his pack. He had only seconds to pull out a mace before the dogs were on him too.

Talli screamed, but even as the sound left her throat, she felt something between her legs. The stone inside her was moving, spinning, then shaking. She felt a surge of energy and suddenly the tips of her breasts seemed to pulse. Her clitoris tingled as if someone were licking it, only for the sensation to change into a sort of twisting pinch. She gasped as her loins tightened. Then the stone began violently bouncing inside her. Her entire body seemed to quiver as her libido seemed to be stimulated far beyond capacity. Her eyes rolled up into the back of her head as she felt overwhelming desire flood through her body. Her right hand went down between her legs, touching her clit, and she found that it was engorged, huge and sensitive. She drove her fingers into her cleft, the sensation so strong, so profound, so intense, that she felt the internal sexual pressures quadruple in mere seconds. Spasms rippled through her body and she fell over onto the floor, shaking like a landed fish, her hips unable to keep still as her nervous system began to short circuit. She squealed, fists curled tight as her bare feet thumped on the stone and then fluids began shooting out of her pussy, squirting like a fountain.

Bob yelled furiously as he slammed the mace into another hound and his left arm was bleeding copiously, his robes shredded. He felt the power and shouted, pointing a finger past Florentino, Morlok, and Gwendolyn. Magic surged and suddenly there was a terrible tempest in the center of the room, swirling with such speed and force, that every hound within twenty feet was instantly swept up, alive, dead, or somewhere in between. With them, the green energy of the druid’s magic and those few animals still possessing some shred of natural life were blitzed through the magic, the diseased bits splattering, thrown outward against the walls of the room. Florentino, bleeding from over a dozen bites, kicked a few other hounds into the mini-tornado.

Gwendolyn sat up, shocked, and watched as her magic swirled around with the rest of the pack. Wind plucked at her robes and she realized she was bleeding too. She struggled to her feet and looked around. Talli was behind them, still thrashing violently on the ground, cum squirting out of her vacillating cunt. Bob stood, arms raised, a mace in one hand, the other bleeding badly, while Florentino continued to kick a few dogs into the maelstrom. Gwendolyn couldn’t even find Morlok. Wind tore at the druid and a howling screech seemed to fill the throne room.

It took less than a minute and then Bob gasped, collapsing onto the floor. As he did, the tornado died and raw, but healthy looking meat and bones dropped with a wet, bloody splat onto the floor. Only two animals moved, but they died a moment later, eyes filled with relief. Florentino swayed, then hurried over to Bob.

“Robert,” the rock giant said worriedly. “You’re bleeding. Hold on.”

Bob let out a weak laugh. Then he tried to look backward. “Talli. Did any of them get to Talli?”

Florentino glanced at the girl as he reached into his bag and pulled out a piece of cloth. “She’s on the ground, twitching badly. But I don’t see any bites.” He slapped the cloth down on Bob’s arm. “Robert, this is bad. Can you put pressure on it? I need to check on the others.”

Bob grabbed the cloth and squeezed, grimacing. “Fuck, that hurts! But yes. Go. Check everyone. Do you see Morlok?”

Suddenly, Morlok dropped from the balcony above, making Florentino jump. He held his sword in one hand and his beer mug in the other. He took a drink. He also appeared uninjured.

“Morlok!” Bob blurted out. “Damn it! Are you hurt?”

The swordsman shook his head.

“Well, I could use some help please,” Bob said with a grimace. Morlok came over, looked down, then offered Bob his mug. The mage looked at it for a moment, then grabbed the beer stein as Morlok took hold of the pressure bandage. Bob raised the cup to lips with a sort of resigned look and took a mouthful.

“Uggh!” Bob spat a second later. “Good gods! It’s gotten worse!” He winced as Morlok started to put a tourniquet on his arm and he gritted his teeth in pain. “Gwendolyn! This fucking hurts!”

The old woman let out a soft cry. “I know,” she said painfully. “Give me a moment.”

Bob closed his eyes. “I may not have a moment,” he gasped. He twisted his head. Talli was still shaking, though the flow of fluid from her pussy had ebbed. She had a hand between her legs, but seemed unable to close her fingers. “Florentino! The stone. You’ve got to get it out of Talli’s pussy!”

The rock giant looked up. “Currently, Gwendolyn’s injury is of sufficient severity that I am unable to leave her side.”

Morlok tightened the tourniquet even more and the pain was almost more than Bob could stand. Morlok tied it in place with a piece of rope, then patted the mage. “I will remove the stone,” he said. The swordsman went over to Talli, forced her legs apart, and then snagged the golden chain. The stone popped out of her, going still and Talli screamed, then promptly passed out.

“Talli?” Gwendolyn asked from near the giant.”

“Not yet, Gwendolyn,” Florentino said. “Almost. Give your magic another minute.”

The old woman said something indelicate and pushed at the giant. “The hell with that,” she added. “Get off me.” She stood up, arm still bloody, but the wound closed and the raw, pink, skin stretched and pulsed. She took one glance at Talli, nodded, then went to the mage.

“Nice tourniquet,” she said to Morlok. “May have saved his life.”

“I’m still at risk of dying?” Said Bob.

Gwen put her hands on her hips. “We’re all at risk of dying, you dimwit. But this is as close as we’ve come in a really long time.” She raised her hand over the wound. Green energy flowed and Bob closed his eyes again, groaning.

“Damn that hurts!” He muttered. A moment later she loosened the tourniquet and he shouted as blood surged back into his arm. But then the pain started to ebb and was replaced by a very uncomfortable pulsing. He looked down. The wound was closed. It didn’t look pretty, but it was closed.

“Drink this,” she said, shoving a bottle at him. The contents were red and he grimaced. “Oh gods, no. Please… Gwen I’m not this bad, right?” He begged. “You know what this shit tastes like, right?”

She rolled her eyes. “It’s a healing potion, it’s not supposed to taste good.”

Bob shook his head. “But does it have to taste this bad?”

She leaned over him. “Drink it,” she ordered. “Or I will have Florentino hold your nose while I pour it down your gullet.”

“Technically,” Florentino said politely, “Robert does not have a…”

“Can it, rock for brains,” The druid spat. “I don’t need an anatomy lesson right now.” Bob popped the cork on the bottle and downed the healing potion as quickly as possible. Morlok, who was standing next to the mage, held out his mug of beer and for a second Bob looked at it speculatively, then shook his head.

“Thanks Morlok, but I’d rather have the aftertaste of Gwen’s healing potion than that swill.” Morlok shrugged and drank another swallow. Gwen spent another minute on Bob’s arm, then sat back with a groan. She looked up at Florentino. “How bad are you?” She asked worriedly.

The giant had multiple bites, but unlike Bob, the hounds hadn’t torn much flesh. He showed her the puncture wounds, all of which were leaking a red tinged but chalky fluid. “It hurts, but I’ve had worse,” he replied. “Though admittedly that was just one wound compared to many.”

“You’ve lost some blood,” the druid replied. “Give me a second and I will at least close the worst of them.

Bob looked up at Morlok. “Are we safe?” He asked.

The swordsman shrugged.

Bob sighed. “Please do a quick check. I would prefer no additional surprises while Gwen is patching us up.” Morlok nodded and walked off, drinking.

“How the hell can he drink that?” Bob muttered. He twisted and looked over at Talli. She was still lying on her side, the occasional twitch rocking her frame. The tiny stone and gold chain lay on the ground next to her.

“What was that thing?” Gwendolyn asked as she climbed to her feet and moved toward Florentino. Her hands came, glowing green and Bob watched with envy as the worst of the bites started to close.

Bob licked his lips. “Hammerstone,” he said with a groan. He moved his arm, stretching it.

“Don’t!” Gwen snapped. “That skin is brand new. Don’t tear it!”

Bob frowned. “It hurts, Gwendolyn.”

“Good,” she muttered. “It tells you that you're alive after doing something incredibly stupid.” She glanced back at Talli. “Hammerstone?”

The mage grumbled. “Yeah. It’s reactive to kinetic energy. So I set up a feedback loop spell on it. The second she tightened around it, the darkstone sent a single burst of magic into the hammerstone. Then, because of the loop, it couldn’t divest itself of the energy except kinetically. So it went nuts inside her, shaking and bouncing around in her pussy.” Bob grinned. “I made it for an emergency. Sort of shocked there was enough energy in the darkstone to trigger it, honestly. I haven’t topped off the magic for three or four months.”

“Well, it saved our hides,” Gwen said. She pulled her hands away from Florentino. “I’m sorry. It’s the best I can do. Let me check Talli and then I’ll put some bandages on the rest.”

The rock giant smiled. “Thank you, Gwendolyn. I appreciate everything you’ve done for me.”

Gwen nodded and then limped over to Talli. She bent down, peeled back an eyelid, and then looked at Bob. “She’s unconscious.”

Bob grimaced. “Well, I suspect that the hammerstone was probably a little overwhelming and…”

Gwen looked back at Talli, lifted her hand and placed it by Talli’s temple. Green power trickled down and suddenly Talli gasped, eyes snapping open. She started to cry out, but then stopped herself. She groaned and dropped her head back down.

“Oh gods,” she whimpered.

“Are you okay?” Gwen said urgently. “Are you hurt anywhere?”

Talli just groaned again.

“I don’t see any wounds,” Gwen said worriedly.

Talli slid a hand down between her legs and then gasped. Her fingers came back wet. “Oh gods…”

Bob climbed to his feet, an exhausting maneuver and he managed to lurch over to where the naked girl was laying. The puddle between her legs was incredible and he bent down, picking up the hammerstone and its companion gem. He tucked it in a pocket with a smile. “She probably is just reacting to the intensity of the orgasm.”

“Oh gods,” Talli said again. Finally she opened her eyes. “You bastard,” she said straight away, looking up at Bob.

“She’s fine,” Gwen announced abruptly and staggered away. Florentino caught her arm and helped lower her to the floor. The druid groaned, sagging to put her back against the wall.

Bob grinned. “I’ll have you know that my parents were both married when I was born.” He shrugged. “Admittedly to other people, but they were both married.”

“I think,” Florentino said informatively, “that the requirement for legitimacy is that they are married to each other.”

Bob laughed ruefully. “I suppose.” He looked down at Talli. “How are you feeling?”

Talli stretched. “I feel… fantastic.” She closed her eyes and groaned. “That was probably the most intense, most powerful orgasm I’ve ever had. I couldn’t stop jerking! My entire body just rippled and I couldn’t stop. It just kept going and going!” She grinned and then, while looking at Bob, gasped. “What happened? Oh gods! Are you hurt?” Her eyes saw the blood spattered and torn sleeve of Bob’s robe and she surged up, grabbing at Bob. “Gwen! Bob’s hurt! Quick!” She put her hand over Bob’s mostly healed wound and he hissed. She twisted, looking for the druid. “Gwen!”

Then Talli realized that Gwen wasn’t in any better shape. “Gwen? Oh gods! You’re hurt too!” Her eyes flickered to Florentino. The rock giant was still smeared with blood and she could see all of the small bites that Gwen hadn’t healed yet. “Florentino! What… what happened?” Talli stammered. Then she blinked. “The hounds! What… where are they?”

Florentino gestured behind him, back toward the throne room. “What’s left of them is in there. Robert saved the day, as usual.”

Talli blinked and looked at the mage. He smiled smugly, then tilted his head. “Well, I couldn’t have done it without Gwen’s anti-undead magic, or Talli’s timely orgasm.”

Gwendolyn groaned. “Still,” she said, somewhat resistantly, “your penchant for off the cuff creativity is impressive.” She closed her eyes and tilted her head back. “Maybe next time we collaborate before we are attacked, instead of afterward.”

Bob grinned. He grabbed his pack and opened it. A moment later he pulled out a glass bottle filled with a red liquid, and handed it to the druid. “Here,” he said smugly. “Drink this.”

Gwendolyn’s eyes narrowed, but she snatched the healing potion out of Bob’s hand, popped the cork, and drank it down with a grimace.

“Sorry about the taste,” Bob added nastily. “But you know what they say. It’s medicine. It’s not supposed to taste good.”

Gwendolyn held up the empty bottle. “I hate you,” she said tiredly.

The mage chuckled, then looked around. “Morlok!” He yelled. The swordsman appeared a moment later, blade still sheathed, drinking steadily from his tankard. “Anything dangerous around?”

Morlok nodded.

Everyone sucked in a breath but Morlok didn’t say anything else.

“Well?” Bob demanded. “What is it?”

Morlok pointed at himself. Everyone groaned.

“Do you think you’re funny?” Demanded Bob, but before Morlok could respond, the mage held up his hand. “Wait. I already know the answer to that.” Morlok didn’t even smile. Bob rolled his eyes and looked around. “Gwendolyn, are you capable of continuing?”

The old woman closed her eyes, thought about it for a moment, then nodded. “Aye,” she said softly.

“Florentino?”

The rock giant smiled patiently. “I am capable, Robert.”

“Morlok?”

The swordsman nodded.

Bob sighed. “I hurt, but I’m good.” Then he looked at the naked girl lying on the floor. “Talli?”

She blinked. “Me?” She looked surprised. “Um, you’ve never asked me that before.” She looked thoughtful. “Um… yeah, I guess.”

“You know that means you will probably have to endure another orgasm soon. Possibly multiple orgasms,” Bob replied warningly.

Talli got to her feet. “Well, that’s a given, right?” She dusted herself off, then cocked her head. “What? No. I feel good,” she replied. “Yes, that was scary but Bob and Gwen and Florentino and Morlok are really good at this and they…” she paused, clearly listening to absolutely nothing. She grinned. “Well, I wouldn’t know about that,” she said blushing. “We just need to get to the labyrinth.” Then Talli’s eyes widened. “You will? That’s great!”

“I’m definitely missing half of this conversation,” Bob said worriedly.

Talli looked at the mage. “Lynne said that she will come with us to the labyrinth. She said she can help.”

Bob blinked, then looked at Florentino, who shrugged. “Well, that’s… uh… unexpected. Still…” he paused thoughtfully, “not unwelcome.” He paused. “Why didn’t she tell us about the hounds?”

Talli turned toward an empty spot, then nodded in understanding. “Lynne says she did.”

“But she didn’t tell us how many there were,” Bob protested.

Talli stared off into space for a moment. Then she said, “Lynne thought you knew. And we didn’t ask.”

Gwendolyn rolled her eyes.

“Um… anything else dangerous we should know about?” Bob asked, just a little darkly.

Talli looked back at the spot where Lynne’s ghost was supposedly standing. “Lynne says she isn’t sure. She doesn’t go into the labyrinth,” Talli said a moment later. “She has bad memories. But she says that we want to avoid King Argenthor at all costs.”

“Wait,” Bob said in surprise. “He’s here? Like, in person?”

Talli waited a second, then nodded.

“Alive?” Asked Florentino carefully.

Talli shook her head. “No. Lynne says he’s dead.”

Bob sighed in relief. “Okay. Another ghost then. Thank the gods,” he muttered. “Can she tell you where he is?”

Talli was silent for a moment. “No. She says she avoids him and won’t go near him.” Then Talli gasped. She swayed and Bob had to grab her to keep her from falling. “Oh gods…” She blinked, looking just a bit shocked. And a little intrigued.

“What? What’s wrong?” Bob asked urgently.

Talli licked her lips. “She showed me some of what he did to her,” Talli said. “My goodness,” she added, looking both surprised and intrigued. “Well, I mean… you sort of have to like that kind of stuff,” she said, eyes flickering into an empty space along the wall. “I wouldn’t have minded that one so much,” she added. “I mean, it’s pretty hard core, but… wow.”

Gwen struggled up to her feet and came over to Talli. “Was he abusive?” She asked quietly.

Talli nodded. “Very. He wasn’t at all like Bob. Bob whips me, but it’s to push me over the edge and he makes sure not to hit me too hard, or too much. Argenthor liked hurting women. The only reason he used healing whips was so that he could spend more time hurting them. And all the tortures were sexual.” She leaned over toward Gwen, her voice hushed. “Lynne didn’t like any of them. They hurt too much.”

Then Talli bit her lip and looked at Bob, her voice hushed. “Bob? What does that say about me?”

“What do you mean?” The mage asked.

She closed her eyes. “I see what he did to her, and I feel her pain, but…” She reached down between her legs, ran a finger through her exposed slit, and held it up. It glistened. “Why is the idea of it turning me on?”


Chapter Eight: The Right Key to fit Talli’s Lock

Talli eyed the mound of dog meat in the center of the throne room nervously as they made their way toward the second door on the left. Florentino had insisted on carrying her, mostly because the floor was absolutely disgusting, a mixture of feces, rotten flesh, bones, and even healthy muscle coating the stonework. The door leading downward was closed and locked, but the rock giant merely delivered one solid kick to it, destroying the frame and sending the wooden pieces down the steps. Bob got out his light and when they reached the landing, turning to take the next set of stairs, he moved into the front, lighting the way. Another door, this one unlocked, opened to reveal a small chamber.

And a body.

“Well, hello,” Bob said, walking over to the corpse. “And who are you?”

Florentino set Talli down. “Lynne says he didn’t bring a lock like you did,” she said.

Bob looked up. “I brought a lock?” He frowned. “Well, not on my person,” he said. “I mean, I think I can get a few different kinds out of my bag…”

Talli frowned and shook her head in frustration. “I’m sorry. She keeps saying lock, but when I ask her what kind, she shows me an image of myself.” Talli paused. “I look… um… a little worse for wear right now,” she added, putting a hand to her curls. “Don’t I?”

Bob laughed. “Darling, you look fantastic right now.” He bent down and pushed. The body was very old and practically mummified.

“At least this corpse isn’t ambulatory,” observed Florentino.

“How did he get past the dogs?” Talli asked curiously. Bob shrugged and not even Florentino knew.

Bob nodded. “He’s got on leathers. Sword, knives. Doesn’t look valuable,” he said, looking up at Morlok. “But if you want any of it, let me know and I’ll stow it.”

Morlok walked over, kicked at the exposed blade, then shook his head. “Garbage,” the swordsman said, only to take another pull on his beer mug.

Bob nodded, then reached into the shirt. Talli made a disgusted noise. The mage rummaged around. “No necklace or pendant. And no purse. So either he was insanely poor or woefully underfunded.”

Gwendolyn snorted. “Or he’s already been robbed.”

“Or he’s already been robbed,” Bob said. “Uh… but that would mean…”

Talli shook her head. “Lynne says no one else has gone through the labyrinth, though several have been to this room.” Talli frowned. “It’s the lock thing again. She keeps repeating it.”

“Well, that's certainly a conundrum,” Bob admitted. He straightened back up and turned, looking at the rest of the room. It wasn’t very big, though it formed a giant square. There was some sort of cart in one corner, while in the center was a strange mosaic. Each of the square tiles were the size of Florentino’s foot, grooves carved in each one, forming a sort of strange, nonsensical picture. One tile was missing from the twelve by twelve foot set of squares. Bob didn’t walk on it, but he walked around it. Bob looked up at the giant. “Florentino?”

Florentino studied the mosaic for a moment. “The designs on the tile are just cut channels that look like they could hold a fluid, at least if they were aligned correctly.” He pushed the body aside. “Look. There is a hole here, under the body.”

Bob glanced down on the far side. “Here as well. Start and finish?”

Florentino shrugged. “Perhaps.” He bent down and touched the tile that was next to the empty space. It didn’t move. “Odd,” the giant said. “What is the cart in the corner?”

Both Bob and Florentino walked over to it. “It is Dwarvish,” the rock giant observed. “I see two control buttons and four wheels.” He glanced at Bob. “I’m afraid the platform is rather obvious,” he said softly, glancing back at Talli.

“What is?” Gwendolyn asked.

Bob turned. “The cart. There’s a phallus sticking out of the center. It’s pretty clear someone is supposed to sit on it, and I’m guessing that the brass dick goes up and down or something when you move it.”

“I told you,” Talli said, sounding completely assured. “Perverted.”

Florentino grabbed the handle of the cart and tilted it, bending over so he could see under it. “Bob, there is some sort of plate here, perhaps a lifting mechanism of some sort. Plus a set of gears. As the cart rolls, the wheels turn a shaft which then turns the central piston.” He looked up. “The gear ratio is impressive.”

Bob looked up. “Florentino,” he said patiently. “I’m a mage, not a dwarf sapper.”

Florentino nodded, then pointed. “A gear ratio is the number of rotations of a driver gear to the number of rotations of a drive gear. For example, it appears that this gear here, which is connected to the drive shaft from the wheels, has approximately sixty teeth. The smaller gear next to it has only fifteen. This means that the gear ratio is one to four.”

Bob sighed. “Do I need to be taking notes, professor? Or can you get to the fucking point?”

Florentino set the cart back down. “Fucking is the point, Robert. The impressive gear ratio means that it will take very little movement from the wheels to create a lot of movement on the central shaft.”

“Meaning someone is about to get seriously fucked,” Bob finished. “Okay.” He grabbed the cart’s handle and pulled. The thing wouldn’t budge.

“I suspect Talli needs to be seated on it for it to roll,” Florentino said apologetically.

Talli walked over. “I heard my name,” she said. She glanced down. “Oh. Wow. It’s a brass cock.”

Bob grinned. “Would you care to take a seat? We’ll push you around a bit.”

Talli licked her lips. “It looks cold,” she said. She bent over, grabbed the metal dick and didn’t let go. Bob blinked and took a moment to admire her ass, which was every bit as impressive as Florentino’s stupid gear ratio. She noticed Bob staring, then smiled, and then wiggled her ass for fun.

“You never asked me if I was okay with going on before,” she said softly as her hand warmed up the dildo.

Bob shook his head. “Of course I have,” he replied.

She gave him a very frank look. “No, you haven’t. You’ve never given me that option.” She looked down. “I was cumming, whether I liked it or not.”

Bob paused. “Was that… was that a pun?” He asked carefully.

She looked up. “Bob, I’m not making a joke. Until today, I’ve always known that I didn’t have a choice. You’d have Florentino carry me. As long as I was physically able to have sex and orgasm for you, I had to be there.” She looked up at him. “Would you have really turned us back if I didn’t want to continue?”

Florentino looked at the mage but stayed silent. Bob licked his lips uncomfortably. Talli, still gripping the dildo, stared at him. “If I wanted to leave, right now, would you let me?”

Bob took a deep breath. “Yes,” he said softly. “You’re not my prisoner. You haven’t been for over a year,” he said. He looked up at her seriously. “There are consequences to removing the collar that you need to be aware of, but I can take off the fetters right now.”

Suddenly Talli smiled. “Don’t you fucking dare,” she declared, taking her hand off the brass cock. She swirled around, straddling the cart’s seat and positioned herself right above the metal phallus. Before Bob could reply, she dropped down, gasping aloud, only to groan as her buttocks met the seat.

“Wow,” she said. “That thing is huge!” She let out a laugh and looked off to her left. “I know, right?” She wriggled, then laughed. “Lynne says you need to push me around.”

Bob grabbed the handle and pulled, but the cart didn’t move.

“Lynne says to press the button on the right and hold it down while moving me.”

Bob followed the instructions and the wheels turned, he backed her up about a foot and Talli squealed and then jumped off the cart. The second she did, it locked up.

“Fuck!” She blurted out, looking down at the brass cock, one hand going to her pussy.

Bob and Florentino looked shocked. From across the room, Gwendolyn and Morlok hurried over.

“What’s wrong?” Bob asked.

Talli looked down at the phallus. “It… it… it…” She shook her head. “I can’t even describe it!”

“Did it hurt?” Florentino asked curiously.

Talli bit her lip. “Yes. Sort of. Maybe. No. I…” She grimaced, then looked off into the corner. “Hush Lynne, I know.” She closed her eyes. “Yes, it hurt. But not like hurt. It's super intense. Overwhelming.” She paused, thinking. “I can handle it,” she said. “I think.” She looked at Bob. “Lynne says I have to if we want to go on.”

Suddenly Bob blinked. “You are the lock,” he whispered, understanding flickering through his eyes.

“Oh not you too,” Talli muttered, turning around and once again lowering herself into the chair. She slid down, impaling herself on the phallus.

Bob grinned and backed away, looking up at the ceiling. “She’s the lock!” He shouted, clearly pleased with himself.

Florentino looked at the mage thoughtfully. “Of course,” the rock giant said. “Perhaps she might be better referred to as the key.”

Bob shook his head with a grin. “On the contrary, the key is the puzzle. We have to solve it. But without a way to unlock the door, the key is useless.”

Florentino considered this and then nodded in agreement.

“Would someone please explain?” Demanded the druid.

Bob let out a laugh and pointed. “The ghosts kept saying that we needed to bring a lock with us. And that other looters had been unsuccessful because they didn’t have a lock. And they kept showing Talli a picture of herself when she asked them about the lock. Well, that’s the beauty of this labyrinth. It’s not just the puzzle you need to solve, but you need to have the lock as well.” He walked over to the mosaic. “This? This isn’t hard. It’s just a slide puzzle. We move the tiles around using Talli and the cart until the channel is completed from start to finish. I suspect that opens the door on the other side.” He grinned. “Talli is the lock.” Then he paused, his face falling. “Oh, ummm. That’s a lot of tiles,” he muttered.

Florentino walked over and looked down at the mosaic. “Logistically, this is not that challenging.”

“It is when your lock happens to be a living girl getting her pussy pounded to smithereens every inch you push or pull a tile,” Bob retorted.

Florentino bit his lip. “If we number the tiles, and perhaps preplan where they need to go, we can reduce the amount of time we need to move the actual pieces. The fewer errors we make, the easier it will be on Talli.”

Bob nodded and unshouldered his pack. A moment later he had parchment, ink, and a feather pen. He drew out a twelve by twelve grid, then handed a piece of chalk to Gwendolyn. “Florentino, try to number the tiles on where you think they need to go and Gwen can put the number on each one.”

The druid took the chalk and went over to the mosaic as Florentino studied the various tiles. Talli, still seated and impaled on the cart, positioned on the other side of the mosaic, watched curiously.

“That’s a lot of tiles,” she said, suddenly realizing just how many needed to be moved.

Bob nodded. “It’s going to be intense. If you need a break, just let us know.”

She looked up. “I’m still kind of sensitive from the last thing you stuck inside me.”

Bob flinched. “Yeah, I know. Sorry about that, but I needed you to explode.”

Florentino and Gwendolyn got into a short argument about one of the tiles, then seemed to agree. A moment later they looked up.

“Please tell me we do not have to move all of them,” Bob asked with a worried look. Florentino shook his head.

“No. We don’t have to get all the tiles in place. It’s not technically a slide puzzle. It’s a pipe puzzle.”

Bob blinked. “Explain.” The rock giant spread his hands.

“Gwendolyn pointed out that all we really need to do is move enough of the right channel pieces into the right positions.” He pointed at the center. “So we tried to solve the puzzle and we’ve got a plan.” He held up the parchment. The center three rows, from one end to the other, were drawn out. “Now we just have to figure out how to get the tiles in the right spots.”

Gwen frowned. “It’s not going to be easy, Bob. For example, if I want this tile here,” she pointed down at the floor, “over here, I have to move this one first, over to the empty space. Then I move this one, and this one, and this one, and this one. Now I can move the original one into that spot, but I have to rotate these three around until I get this one where I want it.”

“That,” Talli muttered, “is a lot of moving.”

Bob put his hands on his hips. “Well, we just have to minimize tile movement as much as we can.”

“That’s the idea,” Gwendolyn replied.

Florentino nodded. “We can start in just a few minutes.”

Bob gave them a thumbs up and then walked over to Talli. She looked up at him with a worried expression. “I’m scared,” she admitted. “Lynne says she only had to endure it once and that it was so intense she had multiple orgasms.”

The mage put his thumbs into his belt. “Well, Lynne didn’t have Florentino and Gwen mapping out the tiles so that we can do this as quickly and easily as possible.” He smiled. “Besides, what’s a couple of more orgasms for a girl like you?”

Talli shifted, still sitting on the cart, the brass phallus impaling her sex. “You mean a cumslut like me.”

Bob sighed. “Talli, look. I know that we… I… tend to focus more on your purpose within our little group, but you aren’t just a… a…” he floundered and she gave him another straight look.

“A cumslut,” she suggested helpfully.

He cringed. “Right. A cumslut,” he allowed. “You are an important and helpful part of our group.”

“Because I’m a slut and I cum a lot,” she said blankly.

He threw up his hands. “Damn it, I’m trying to say something.”

She shrugged. “That you like me. Maybe even something more, which you won’t admit to. I get that.” She put a hand on his arm. “But you need to admit, that right now, my purpose is to spread my legs, get repeatedly fucked, and cum as often as needed so that you can save our asses.”

Bob let out a chuckle. “Well, when you put it that way,” he allowed.

“We’re ready,” Florentino announced. He pointed to a tile at the top of the puzzle. “Please start here.”

Bob nodded and looked down at Talli. “Are you ready?”

She took a deep breath, grabbed hold of the cart, and nodded. “Yes. Just… just don’t push fast.”

Bob pressed the button and exerted pressure on the handle. The cart began moving forward, the wheels spinning the crankshaft, which rotated the larger gear, which spun a small gear, which then rotated to cause another mechanism to lift the central shaft. It drove up into Talli’s pussy, then dropped back down so that the brass dildo was only barely inside her cunt.

And all in less than half a second before doing it again.

Talli mewled, holding onto the cart, her face tense and tight as she held herself in place. “I am holding on!” She retorted. “It’s going in and out so fast!” Bob bit his lip as he finally got her over the mosaic tile Florentino indicated. Talli gasped, then teetered in the cart.

“Oh gods,” she whispered, groaning.

Gwendolyn put a hand on the girl’s shoulder. “How bad is it?”

Talli gulped. “It’s like… I can’t even describe it. I have to concentrate on relaxing as much as possible, or the phallus hits the inside of my pussy hard enough to hurt.”

The druid looked up. “King Argenthor was a devil,” she muttered. “It’s inhumane.”

“Robert, you’ll need to pick up the tile under Talli and then move it to the left.”

Bob nodded, pressed the other button, and Talli yelped as there was a hard thump. Her eyes looked a little wild.

“What’s wrong, Talli?” Florentino asked.

Her chest was heaving. “When… when the tile attached, it slammed the phallus up into me.”

Florentino frowned. “Tell us if anything different, or bad, happens when Robert moves you.”

The mage tried to slide the cart to the left, but had to rotate the entire thing. Then he rolled forward, both buttons depressed. The second the wheels started to move, Talli cried out, eyes closed, knuckles white where she gripped the sides of the cart. Bob stopped.

“NO!” She managed to wail. “Keep going!”

Bob pushed and then stopped the cart. He let loose both buttons and the tile dropped free of the cart.

“Talli?”

She looked up, a slightly panicked look in her eyes. “Not good,” she said, shaking her head.

“It hurts?” Gwen asked.

She swallowed and shook her head. “Worse,” she said, shuddering. “It feels good.”

“How is that worse?” Bob asked.

She twisted, looking at the mage over her shoulder. “Bob, I’m so close to cumming right now that my body can’t wait for you to move me again.”

He blinked. “Oh.” Then he grimaced. “We still have a lot of tiles to move.”

Florentino nodded. “Well, you can move this tile here, Robert. Into the free space.”

Bob cracked his knuckles and grabbed the cart handles again. “Very well.” He pressed the button and moved the cart into place. Talli held on, her legs trembling and as they got into position, her hips started rolling.

“Brace yourself,” Bob warned. He hit the attachment control and the tile under the cart shot upward, slamming into the bottom of the cart. Talli jerked, gasped, whimpered, then twitched. Bob moved the cart slowly, but it did no good. Talli practically shrieked, her chest heaving. They positioned the next tile. Talli’s legs trembled as they rolled to the fourth tile and as Bob moved it, and Talli, into place. She screamed, fluids squirting out from between her legs.

“Impressive,” Morlok said from where he was leaning against the side wall. Gwen shook her head in disgust.

“She exploded after four tiles?” The druid snarled. “We’ve got to move twenty of the damn things!”

Talli looked up, eyes a little glazed.”How many?” Talli asked, panting.

“Twenty-three moves,” said Florentino. “To be precise.”

Talli shook her head, mishearing the giant. “Twice? Are you sure?”

Florentino looked confused. “No Talli. We have to make twenty-three individual moves.”

She let out a groan. “No. Lynne. She’s saying she came twice. She thinks.”

“Oh,” Florentino said. “I see.” He looked over at Bob. “Interpreting Talli’s conversations has become much more challenging.”

“No kidding,” Bob agreed. He let out a frustrated breath. “The only thing I can think of is to give Talli a couple minutes between each tile. That way we don’t necessarily burn her out.”

Florentino eyed Robert. “She’s had four orgasms since we arrived at the castle. An additional two will put her at half of her daily record.”

“I’m pretty sure women don’t generally list the maximum number of orgasms they’ve had in a single day on a resume, Florentino.” He paused. “Though that might actually be helpful to someone like me.”

Gwendolyn snorted. “Only if you start paying them,” she muttered.

“Talli?” Florentino asked. “Are you ready to move to the next tile?”

Talli gulped. “No? But do I have a choice?” Florentino paused, glancing at Bob. There was an awkward moment of silence and Talli waved her hand. “Never mind. Yes. I’m ready.”

A second later she was quivering, gasping as the rapidly thrusting brass dildo pounded away at her. They gave her a minute before picking up the next tile and moving it, another process which left her sore and breathless. They checked with Talli each time and managed to move another eight plates completely before she screamed, her feet kicking madly, her lower half jerking as if she were sitting on a hot plate. Fluids squirted out from around her stuffed pussy again and her resulting spams actually knocked her completely off the cart and onto the tiles. She lay there quivering, teeth clenched, both hands jammed between her legs as the adrenaline coursing through her veins petered out, leaving her almost catatonic with sexual bliss.

“I hope the other puzzles aren’t like this one,” Bob said worriedly, looking down at Talli’s twitching body. He went to his pack and pulled out some food and several bottles. “Let’s take a moment to let her rest.” He helped Talli up into a sitting position.

“Uh… Bob?” Gwendolyn said, leaning over one of the tiles at the top. “Didn’t we already fix this tile?” She asked, pointing down. Bob and Florentino both walked over and looked down.

“That’s not right,” Florentino said, pointing down.

“Didn’t the channel go straight into the end point?” Bob asked. “Why is it pointing left?”

Florentino looked around. “This change just added an additional three moves.”

Bob blinked. “Fuck!” He darted back over to Talli and grabbed her arms. “Sorry, honey, but we got to move.” He pulled her upright as she teetered.

“What?” She managed to gasp as he pushed her back onto the cart. The brass phallus pushed against her tender sex. “Bob? Please? Can’t I have a rest?” She begged.

The mage shook his head. “No. We’re on a timer. The puzzle will reset. I’m sorry.” He grabbed the controls. “Florentino, next move please?”

The rock giant stared for a second, then nodded. He pointed to a nearby tile and Bob began pushing Talli over to it. Just as before, the central shaft hammered violently into Talli’s pussy and she whimpered, shifting in her seat.

“Oh gods,” she moaned.

They moved the plate, the deeper penetration even more difficult for Talli to bear. Tile after tile was shifted and this time it was nine full slides before Talli screamed and jumped out of the cart, hands between her legs again. Florentino caught her, hugging her as the orgasm overwhelmed her and fluids squirted out against the rock giant’s thigh.

“Five more plates,” Florentino said.

Bob nodded. “I can see that,” he said worriedly. Gwendolyn shook her head. “I can’t see how she can handle this. Not this close together.”

“Do we have a choice?” Bob asked. He bit his lip. “We’ll belt her down on the cart, but if we wait any longer she’ll have to move even more plates.” He gestured at Florentino. “Put her down on it again, even if she doesn’t want to.”

The rock giant started to place Talli on the cart and she shook her head. “No… no… please… I can’t. It’s too intense. I’m too sore!”

Bob rifled through his pack and then brought three belts over. She was too tired to really fight them, though Bob did use the abyssal fetters to secure her wrists directly to the cart. Then it was just a matter of using the belts to hold her down to the seat, the brass phallus embedded in her dripping, sensitive, sore little cunt.

“Sorry Talli,” Bob muttered as he began pushing her. Everyone watched, wincing as she thrashed and cried out with each tile and when she broke out into panicked sobs Gwendolyn had to turn away.

“Talli,” Florentino said encouragingly. “Just two more tiles. Okay? You can do this. You can take it. Just concentrate. Okay.” He wiped her face with a handkerchief he pulled out of his pouch. She looked up at him with desolate eyes.

“Florentino,” she gasped. “It… I can’t!”

The next tile slammed into the bottom of her seat, forcing the brass phallus up into her body by a few extra inches. She screamed, struggling to get off, and as Bob pushed her, grimacing, she thrashed, the overwhelming tremors between her legs beyond what she could endure.

The last tile wasn’t any better and when Bob finally let it fall into place and the door on the other side of the room popped, Florentino picked up the cart bodily, as Gwendolyn forced a foot through the doorway.

“Get her out of it!” Bob urged. The rock giant didn’t hesitate. He didn’t unbuckle the belts. He tore the leather and pulled her off the seat.

Talli sobbed.

Bob shook his head. “If I happen to meet King Argenthor, I’m going to kill the son of a bitch,” he muttered. He went to the door, took Gwendolyn’s position, and pointed at Talli. “Check her out please?”

The druid nodded and went to the girl while Bob opened the next door fully and stuck his head in. The room beyond was sparsely lit, but there was a sort of padded platform in the center. Metal binders for ankles and calves were embedded in the leather pads, while two metal posts, both capped with strange rings, were mounted at either end of the pad..

“Well,” Gwendolyn said ruefully. “I’m shocked it's not worse.” Her fingers were pressed against Talli’s thighs as the girl whimpered. The druid looked back at Bob. “Her clit is swollen and even without the piercing of sensitivity in it, would be pretty damn sore.” She grimaced. “Honestly, I think a girl without all our stupid enhancements would have fared better.”

“So she’s okay?” Bob asked in confusion.

Gwendolyn sighed. “Her labia is a bit bruised, but not enough to cause anything other than a bit of discomfort. Having sex might be a bit uncomfortable depending on the position.” She glared a bit at Bob. “You might try to avoid having her mounted on any further dildos for a while.”

“I’ll take it under advisement,” Bob muttered.

“She’s also tired. You’ve pushed her through six orgasms in how many hours?”

Florentino frowned. “Two and a half,” he said sympathetically. “We will try to avoid taxing her.”

Bob shook his head. “Alright, everyone into the next room.” He gestured through the doorway. Morlok pushed himself off the wall where he’d been leaning, his beer mug in hand. Everyone, including Talli, who was still slumped in Florentino’s arms, moved through the open doorway. Bob started to let it close, but then rummaged in his pack and pulled a metal piton out. He jammed it in the frame of the door and stepped back.

“Smart,” Morlok observed.

Bob shrugged. “I like to keep my options open. Just in case.”

He turned and got out a bedroll. “Let’s take a break,” he said. “We need to recuperate.”

“What about the buff?” Florentino asked. “We’ll only have five hours left,” he warned, gently putting her down. She curled up into a ball and in seconds was asleep.

Bob shrugged. “I don’t care. I’m guessing that the labyrinth has seven chambers. It’s typical for dwarves. And if Argenthor instructed them to use a girl as the lock in each one, then Talli is instrumental in getting us through. If I have to camp down here for a week to allow her to rest, I will.”

Florentino nodded. “I see,” he said simply. He paused, lowering his voice. “Robert, if I might ask, what has motivated you to change your outlook toward your vessel.”

“My vessel?” Bob asked. “You mean Talli.”

Florentino nodded. “You know that I have liked Talli since you ensorceled her. But I have known you for over eight years now. This is the longest you’ve kept a vessel. Your behavior toward her is different. And in the last room, I heard you tell her that you would set her free, even removing the fetters and energy transference collar.”

Bob stiffened. “Do we have to discuss this now?” He asked.

Florentino shrugged. “It is the elephant in the room. Gwendolyn is aware of your feelings for Talli. I’m sure Morlok knows as well. Why not tell her? Why torment her?”

Bob glanced at the sleeping girl. “You know why,” he said ruefully.

Florentino frowned. “The fates of her husband and children? The fact that you cannot risk having sex with her due to pregnancy interfering with the energy transference of the collar, or the fact that if you remove the collar, she will have no way to channel her sexual urges and will become feral, with only the urge for sexual satisfaction communicated?”

The mage glared at the giant. “Yes. To all of that.” He looked down at Talli, her eyes closed, sleeping quietly. “Her name was Tallula,” he said softly. “I stole her away. And then I lied.” He took a deep breath. “And I have to live with that.”

“So what are you going to do?” Florentino asked.

Bob bit his lip. “Get those damn sapphires to start with. Then, when the time is right, I’ll release her. I’ll find a new vessel.”

“Even though she’ll go crazy? Even though she’ll probably end up tied up in a brothel?” Florentino asked quietly. “She loves you. You think it will be that easy?”

Bob turned away. “She thinks she loves me. Once she finds out the truth?” He sighed. “Loving me won’t be an issue. She’ll fucking hate my guts.”


Chapter Nine: Spitted by One

Florentino and Morlok stood at the platform, walking around it curiously. Off in the corner, Talli lay on her sleeping roll as Bob sat beside her, his hand casually rubbing her head. Gwendolyn walked over to the giant and swordsman and leaned on her staff.

“What do you think?” She asked.

Florentino glanced at Talli and Bob. “I think that Bob will soon need to make some very important decisions concerning his relationship status. Talli may not be with us that much longer.”

Morlok snorted but didn’t say anything.

Gwendolyn frowned. “I meant the new  puzzle.” She gestured at the pedestal.

The rock giant nodded and looked down. “It appears that the lock is meant to be positioned on all fours, with her ankles and calves secured here,” he said, pointing. “The odd thing is that the positioning of the rear aperture, whatever it is, is clearly meant to be adjacent to her sexual organ, though it is not angled properly for that. At least, it wouldn’t be comfortable for the lock.”

“Not if it’s positioned for her ass,” Gwendolyn muttered.

Florentino nodded. “True. But would that not also be uncomfortable?”

The druid smiled. “Talli is no anal virgin. You saw to that.”

Florentino grinned. “True. But she has never particularly enjoyed it.”

Gwen shrugged. “Won’t matter.” She pointed at the other wand with the circle mounted on it. “And this one?”

“It will be near her mouth,” Florentino said.

“What are the rings for?”

Morlok shrugged. “We don’t know,” Florentino admitted.

“So, she has to get fucked from both ends?”

Morlok shook his head. The giant rubbed at his jaw. “I find that solution to be problematic. I doubt the dwarf sappers, or King Argenthor, would have designed a puzzle requiring two men, as well as the lokc, to solve.”

“He forced us to have a lock,” Gwendolyn pointed out. “Why not two ‘keys’?”

“True, but remember he viewed women as property, not persons.”

Gwen reached up to the ring. “Have you stuck anything through this yet?” She asked.

Morlok shook his head again and Florentino frowned. “We didn’t think it wise, at least not yet.”

She pulled a strange looking wooden wand out from her robes and without a second’s hesitation, stuck it through the front ring. It went through easily, with no problems. But the interesting thing is that the wand also came out of the second ring.

Four times larger.

Florentino’s eyes widened. “Oh. Oh my,” he said.

Gwendolyn smirked and moved the wand, watching how both moved. “Yes, well, that explains much.”

“Robert isn’t going to like this,” Florentino said, glancing over at the mage.

Gwen shrugged. “Time for him to get over it.”

An hour later Talli roused and Bob fed her patiently, pulling out all her favorite foods. Florentino watched as the girl and mage joked casually, even affectionately, as they ate. Finally Bob pointed at the platform and Talli nodded, seemingly ready for whatever came next.

“Lynne says this one doesn’t hurt,” she said as they walked over. “Or at least, not too much. It depends on who is involved.”

Bob nodded. “So what’s this puzzle?”

Florentino pointed down at the padded platform. “Talli will be secured here, by her ankles and calves. This will position her between the two rings.”

Bob’s eyebrow went up as he studied the contraption. “The ring in the back looks like it will be pressed right up by her ass.”

Florentino nodded. “That is accurate. The other one will be at her mouth.”

Gwendolyn snorted. “Watch this,” she said. She stuck her finger through the front ring and it went through perfectly. It also appeared at the rear, except huge. Talli gasped, then laughed.

“Oh,” she said. “That’s just perfect.” Then she blinked. “Wait. That goes in my bottom?”

Gwendolyn shook her head. “Whatever you stick through the front ring.”

“So I have to suck… a finger?”

Florentino shook his head. “I doubt it. I suspect that either your orgasm, or that of the individual you are servicing, will be required. You will, essentially, get spitted from both ends by Robert.”

Bob suddenly blinked. He looked up at Florentino who looked apologetic. “I’m sorry Robert, but Talli is already at her limits in accepting my natural girth. Were I to attempt this, she would be damaged.”

Talli blinked in shock, an ecstatic look spreading across her face. “Wait. You mean I finally get to suck your cock?” She said excitedly. She grinned, clearly thrilled and pulled her hair back out of her face. “I get to show you how good I am? Finally?”

Bob looked panicked, but Florentino nodded. “Yes,” said the rock giant. “It will have to be Robert.”

Bob whirled toward Morlok, who was already shaking his head.

“I am not capable,” the swordsman said simply, taking another drink from his beer mug.

Bob glared daggers at the rock giant. “Florentino!” He spluttered.

Florentino shrugged. “This device will cause your manhood to enter both her mouth and bottom at the same time. You will undoubtedly find it unique and a pleasant experience, as Talli is both accomplished at fellatio and skilled in anal intercourse.

Talli gave Bob a suspicious look. “I don’t understand. Why is everyone so tense? Why aren’t you will to fuck me?”

“I’d watch to the end,” Gwendolyn said sarcastically “but inevitables annoy me.” She turned and stalked away. Morlok followed, leaving Bob, Florentino, and Talli.

“Get up on the pedestal, Talli.” Florentino patted the girl on the shoulder. She looked at Bob just a little angrily, but climbed up. She knelt down, allowing Florentino to lock her ankles into the metal binders.

Bob looked at Florentino. “Can you….um… give us a minute?”

“I am so confused right now,” she said suspiciously. “‘I’ve offered everything I have to you and you’ve never accepted. I don’t understand why.”

Bob took a deep breath. “Because I don’t trust myself.”

She looked at him with skepticism. “You. You don’t trust yourself.”

He shook his head. “Not when it comes to you.” He put a finger under her chin, and pulled her face upward. Then suddenly, he kissed her.

It was a long kiss, and a passionate one. Talli let out a surprised squeal, then leaned into it hard, her mouth opening, her tongue slipping out, pressing against his lips, then his teeth. Long smoldering coals inside both of them suddenly burst into flames, roaring with heat and passion. Even with her ankles bound, she clawed her way up his body, pulling at him, tugging at his clothes. Suddenly his cock was in her hands and she stroked him desperately.

“I want you,” she mewled, struggling, reaching back to the anklets with one hand. “Take me. Love me,” she begged.

And Bob suddenly lunged backward, pulling himself out of her grasp. He gasped, almost tripping on his trousers which had fallen around her knees.

“See!” He declared. “Exactly!”

Talli looked at him in frustration and bewilderment. “Exactly what?” She demanded. “Bob!”

He shook his head. “I want you so bad right now that if it wasn’t for…” He swallowed.

“Wasn’t for what?” She said helplessly. Then she got angry. “Dammit Bob.” She pointed at the pedestal. “You come here right now and stick your cock in my mouth and ass or I’m going to have Florentino tie you up and force you to do me!”

The rock giant looked up from the far side of the room, hearing his name.

Bob gritted his teeth. He was so aroused that his raging hard-on was almost painful. Finally, he nodded. He stepped closer and she reached out, taking his hand. Then she took something else as she got back in place.

“We’ve been together almost two years,” she said eagerly, her fingers curling around him. “And the only time you have ever fucked me was that first time. Not even letting me suck on you. Even when I begged.” Her eyes flashed with triumph. “Finally…” she whispered. Then she moved her head into place, opening her mouth, her nose right on top of the brass ring, and pulled him toward her.

Bob shut his eyes and thrust forward, pushing himself through the brass ring.

A number of different things happened all at once. First, Talli gasped, eyes widening dramatically as she felt the very large and tapered head of Bob’s gargantuan sized cock pressing at her backdoor. At the same time, his shaft slid into her open mouth, her tongue already finding it, lips closing down. On Bob’s end, he felt two very different sensations; the warm wet sucking sensation, and then in addition to that, a tight clenching sensation, as if his cock was squeezed and massaged.

“Oh gods,” Bob gasped in disbelief. He thrust deeper into Talli’s mouth, which had the effect of forcing more of his enlarged phallus into her bottom and he filled both ends of her body completely. She mewled, struggling with the double impalation for a moment, before finding her rhythm. Suddenly it was all Bob could do to control himself as she began rocking back and forth..

“I fucking hope it’s my orgasm this thing needs,” he groaned suddenly, “or this isn’t going to go well!” He gritted his teeth, eyes clenched. Talli bobbed her head eagerly, devouring his full length. She brought one hand up too, her fingernails caressing Bob’s scrotum, teasing him even further. He groaned again, totally overwhelmed by the sensations being applied to him by both her mouth and bottom at the same time. He began frantically pumping and she quivered, struggling to keep her bottom unclenched. Then Bob cried out, reaching to grab the back of her head as he forced his cock down her throat. She gurgled, eyes wide, but it was clearly the massive dick in her ass that was the issue. White jism shot out of Bob’s cock and suddenly cream exploded out from around her lips and plugged ass. Bob groaned, then let go of her and she gasped, coughing cum as he pulled himself away from her.

Massive amounts of jism poured down from her bottom, dripping onto the padded platform between her knees and she cleared her throat a few times. Bob stood there panting and she grinned stupidly, looking over at the mage. “That,” she said positively, “was amazingA You taste amazing. I want more. Can we do it again?”

“Um… hello? The door is open,” Gwendolyn said from the other side of the room.

Bob swallowed, still a little dazed. He looked down, his cock softening. “Um… yeah. Soon,” he said weirdly. Then he tucked himself back in as Morlok and Florentino came up to the table and released Talli’s feet. She climbed down and hurled herself at Bob, grabbing him in a tight hug, humming.

“Why have we never done that before?” She demanded warmly, still holding him tight. She glanced up at him, grinning.

He looked at her and tapped his chin. “You um… you have… you know… on your face.”

Talli laughed, eyes delighted. “The only thing that I can imagine that would be better than that,” she said seriously. “Is you on top of me, making love to me. Understand?”

Bob swallowed and nodded. Florentino caught his eye, but Talli didn’t see it. She wiped her face with her hand, licked at the white glob, then hummed to herself as she turned. Bob looked down to see that her bottom was still gaping open, white cream practically pouring out of her. She went to Gwendolyn and the two of them went into the next room.

“You handled that well,” Florentino said politely. “You know, it is impossible to impregnate a woman by ejaculating into either her mouth or posterior. One wonders why you have not availed yourself of Talli’s charms in either of these manners.”

The mage looked up. “Because I’m weak,” he replied. He sounded tired and worn out and sad.

Florentino’s eyebrow went up. “You do not seem to have less than average strength for a human male.”

Bob rolled his eyes. “I meant willpower, dumb ass. If I let myself use her mouth, or… or bottom, then eventually I’ll give in. I’ll tell myself she’s not fertile this week and then my cock will be in her cunt and…”

“Oh,” Florentino replied, accepting the answer. He didn’t say anything else. He casually gestured toward the door leading to the third chamber of the labyrinth. Bob marched forward, grabbing his pack and went through the door.

Gwendolyn, Morlok, and Talli were standing in front of another pedestal. A metal bar ran upward from the front, the top holding a strange looking mechanism that served as the supporting junction for two metal hoops. Wrist manacles were mounted half way. Leather pads were placed on the stone pedestal itself, while another metal post stuck up right between the pads. The top of that post was another brass phallus, except this one had a strange collar facing upward, mounted just below the base of the phallus. But none of them were looking at that. They were looking at the stone tables to either side. Talli reached out carefully to touch one of the weapons laying there.

“This is probably going to hurt,” she said quietly. She looked up. “He didn’t?” She asked. Then the color drained out of her face. “A second key?” She shook her head. “We don’t have a maid needing punishment,” she said darkly. Then Talli nodded. “Yes. I’m going to have to do it.”

Bob stepped up and frowned. Talli was holding a vicious looking flogger, the knots and leather stiff from age. On the table also lay a crop and a cane. On the other side of the pedestal, Florentino casually lifted a leather paddle and eyed the bullwhip and tongs. No one said anything.

Talli bit her lip. She nodded, listening to instructions that no else heard. “So Lynne says I have to kneel on the pedestal and the dildo goes in to collect…” she gulped, “collect my cum.” She pointed at the rings. “My breasts go in there, while my wrists are locked down here.” She looked at Bob. “You select the whip to beat me with and if you select the right one, the shaft vibrates.” She blinked, looked up to her right, then her face fell. “Lynne says it's more complicated than that, but she can’t explain it. She doesn’t really know. When she was here last she curled up in the corner and covered her eyes so she didn’t have to see the maid get tortured.”

“See?” Gwendolyn said smugly. “The bastard had two locks.”

Bob suddenly looked furious. “There has to be a way around this,” he declared. He walked around the platform and over to the next door. “What if we blasted through this,” he said aloud, wonderingly. Florentino came over and together they pushed on the door. It didn’t budge.

“I doubt that we will be able to use physical force in order to get through the doorway without extensively damaging it, or taking extra time,” Florentino said.

“Yeah?” Demanded Bob. “What if I huff and puff and blow their fucking house down,” he said grumpily.

Florentino shrugged. “It’s possible that magic might be able to get us through the door, but the throne room is above our heads. It’s also possible that physical damage to the structure might bring it down on top of us.”

“Bob,” Talli said. “I can do this,” she said. “It’s just like the punishment square, right?” Without asking, she climbed up onto the pedestal. It sank down as she got into place, the brass phallus sliding into her slit. She groaned, wincing, then opened her eyes to see the druid looking at her with a worried expression. “It’s cold,” Talli said simply.

“Sure it is,” Gwen agreed, knowing that the hard metal cock was undoubtedly also hurting the various bruises and contusions Talli had already received to her delicate bits. Gwen looked at Bob. “Want me to do this?” She asked gently.

Bob was about to reply when Talli shook her head. “No! Please! It needs to be Bob!”

Everyone looked at Talli. “Why?” Bob asked curiously.

“You’re the key,” she said obviously. Then she blushed. “And I’m the lock. That’s what Lynne says.”

Bob thought about that for a second, looking at her suspiciously. She blushed crimson. “Alright,” he said. He held his hands out over the various torture tools. “Talli,” he said softly. “Each of these is attuned to the pedestal and none of these have a healing enchantment on them. We can have Gwendolyn heal you afterward, but…”

Talli nodded. “I know. Lynne showed me an image of the maid earlier. I thought it was just a random picture, but it was this. Here.” She blinked and gulped. “She was bleeding.”

Bob shook his head. “I won’t hit you hard enough for that. I swear,” he assured her. “Even if it means I push all of you out and then knock that fucking door down myself.” The anger in his voice was palpable.

Talli arched her back and pushed her breasts, both of them, through the hoops in front of her. The second she did, the metal rings seemed to shrink, tightening around the base of each breast, squeezing them. Talli gasped, then groaned and her hands came up, trying to pull herself free. “Oh gods… that’s so tight!” She whimpered, gripping the posts. .

Bob stared down at her bosom, shocked at how her bosom had become a pair of taut, swollen balls. Already they were starting to turn a darker shade of rose and he couldn’t help reaching out, stroking her swollen flesh. Talli gasped, eyes widening as he found her nipples, barely visible except for where the hoop piercings went through the tip.

“Oh gods!” She exclaimed, groaning. “Do that again!”

Bob gave her a weak smile. “Does it feel good?”

She nodded. “I’ve never had my breasts bound this tight before, but the way my nipples feel when you touch them is incredible. Oh… oh! Do that more!” She groaned, begging as her hips began to move, grinding her up and down on the phallic collector.

“Robert?” Florentino said politely. “As engaging as it is to watch Talli enjoy the way you massage her breasts, inciting her to additional orgasmic heights, I think you need to utilize the corresponding tool to bring her to orgasm. I she cums with the wrong one, you might be foreced to repeat the torment.”

Bob pulled his hands back. “Right.” He looked down at the flogger, crop, paddle, bullwhip, tongs, and cane. “Which one do you think it is?”

Florentino shook his head. “I’m afraid that there are no indications.”

Bob let out a frustrated grunt. “Talli? Can’t Lynne help out here? Which one do I use?”

Talli cocked her head to the side. When she spoke, the words came out strained. “Lynne says that you just have to hit me with each one. She says you’ll know when you have the right one, and when it isn’t the right one.”

Bob clenched his fists, frustrated. Then he grabbed the flogger and shook it out. “Brace yourself, Talli.” Then he swung it lightly at her breasts. The strands bit into her boobs and she gasped. A shudder ran through her body and she looked over at Bob. “Harder Bob! The phallus didn’t vibrate or anything!”

Bob swung again, this time at double the strength and she yelped. He gave her a hopeful look and she shook her head. “It hurts… but there’s nothing else,” she panted.

“Try another tool,” Florentino said as Bob was about to swing again. The mage frowned, then picked up the paddle. He gave her left breast one experimental stroke and she mewled in pain, then shook her head.

“FUCK!” Bob yelled angrily. He grabbed the cane, aimed at both nipples, and then snapped it against her breasts. It wasn’t a hard blow, just enough to sting and leave a light red line across her nipples.

The effect was instantaneous. Everyone heard the buzz as the central post came alive. Talli’s eyes widened and she let out a cry of… well, there was certainly pain laced into the vocalization, but there was clearly something else. Something feral. Something sexual. Talli’s body shook violently and her eyes rolled up into the back of her head. Bob blinked, shocked at the transformation.

“Robert.” Florentino said quickly. “Please continue striking her breasts. You do not need to hit any harder.” Bob nodded and he raised the cane, noting that Talli’s breasts were already sporting some redness from his previous strokes. Right after he laid a second line of the cane across her tits, he saw the welt from the first one. It darkened and then, as Talli was gasping, the shaft in her cunt trembling hard, he laid a third one across her bosom.

“YES!” Talli screamed. “Again!”

Bob blinked, lifted the cane, and smashed it lengthwise across her boobs. Talli threw her head back, but this time, it was just pain that came through. The buzzing between her legs had stopped and her ass was clenching, right along with her jaw.

It took almost five seconds for her to let out a wild cry, pain shattering her composure. Bob gasped, dropped the cane and once more tried to help her.

“I’m sorry!” the mage blurted out. Florentino grabbed him.

“No,” the giant said. “Pick a different tool.”

“Which one?” Demanded the mage.

The giant shrugged. “We don’t know. Try them all until the shaft begins to oscillate again.”

Bob grabbed the flogger again, swung it across Talli’s chest, only to toss it away when she squealed, but didn’t pump her hips. The crop was next, the leather tip smashing down on her nipple. This too didn't produce the desired effect, though it certainly left another mark on her flesh. Bob tried the bullwhip next and when it curled around her body, she mewled in agonized ecstasy and both Bob and the giant could hear the vibrations.

“The last one kept the phallus active for three strikes,” Florentino said patiently to Bob. “We need to know if this is likely to be consistent.”

Talli, twisting behind the brass rings squeezing her breasts and holding her in place, looked up at Bob, panting. “Please Bob!” She whimpered. “I need it! Hit me!”

Bob swung the whip, but it was a half-hearted swing. Talli flinched as it landed, hissing at the pain, but then she shook her head. “The vibrations… they aren’t strong enough! Hit me harder!”

Bob gritted his teeth. Talli, blinking tears from her eyes, looked right at him. “I’m a naughty little fuck slut, master! I deserve to be punished. Whip my tits hard, sir! Make me scream! And when I cum, I hope you force my legs open and paddle my pussy for orgasming without permission. I’m a little cumslut!”

Bob looked at her crazily. “What?” He demanded.

Talli’s face changed again. “If you can’t do it properly, Bob, then maybe I need to find someone who will!”

Bob snarled and this time, swung the bullwhip with force. Talli screamed, the whip cutting across her body and hitting her breasts. Bob backed up and flicked the bullwhip. This time, the end just slashed at her nipples. She jerked, trembling, her loins thrusting lewdly. Florentino nodded as Bob hit Talli again. She cried out and shook her head, blinking away tears.

“Something different!” She yelled.

Florentino frowned. “The bullwhip was active for four hits.”

Bob tossed the bullwhip down. He grabbed the tongs, then looked at Florentino. “What the hell do I do with these?” The mage demanded.

The rock giant held up his hand and pointed at Talli’s right nipple. “Grab here and twist.”

“Twist?” Bob demanded incredulously, but following the instructions. Talli wailed as the tongs grabbed hold of the tip of her breast. Florentino nodded. “Now twist the nipple back and forth.”

Bob did it, but Talli shook her head. Bob swore violently, threw the tongs back on the table, then grabbed the paddle. He snapped it against her boob and was about to toss it when her eyes widened and she began nodding frantically. He grabbed her left tit with his free hand and began spanking it viciously.

“Bob, the harder you hit her, the more intense the vibrations.”

Talli screamed, but even as the pain rocked her upper body, it was clear that she was well on her way to orgasm below. Her hips jacked rapidly back and forth and even as Bob left a flurry of hits on her breast, the skin flushed red and petechiae appeared, Talli’s eyes closed in an overwhelming mix of pain and pleasure. “YES!” She screamed, thrusting even harder. “MORE! MORE BOB! OH GODS YES!” Her chest was a mess, the bound globes covered in welts and marks and splotches of color. Bob moved the paddle to the other side, slapping it down hard on the protruding nipple, the piercing of sensitivity wobbling with each blow.

Talli stiffened and screeched and then it happened. The orgasm. It exploded out of her, fluids pouring down into the cup mounted around the base of the brass phallus. Talli sagged and then the vibration stopped.

“It’s open!” Gwendolyn shouted. “The next door!” She jammed her foot into the opened portal. “Bob! It’s open!”

The mage staggered back, only to throw the paddle down furiously. The two metal rings binding Talli’s breasts opened, increasing in size, and Florentino grabbed her, yanking her completely up and off the pedestal. She mewled as her pussy was left empty, but as Florentino set her down, her knees buckled and she collapsed to the floor, cupping her chest.

“Gwendolyn!” Bob shouted. “Get over here!” He looked down at the damage he’d done to Talli’s bosom and he blinked back tears. Red welts, red blotches, and even two cuts that had welled with blood marred Talli’s chest. “I didn’t mean…” he stammered. “I didn’t want…”

Morlok took the druid’s place in the door and Gwen hurried over. She pushed Florentino aside, then pulled Talli’s arms out of the way. Gwendolyn’s hands glowed green and she cupped them over Talli’s bosom. Talli gasped, eyes widening, then she let out a sob. Finally she sighed in relief, sagging onto the floor. Gwendolyn took a deep breath and moved her hands out of the way. Bob looked down desperately, only to see Talli’s chest undamaged.

“Good gods,” he said in shock. He looked at Gwendolyn in surprise.

“It was all superficial,” the druid said in explanation. “She’ll have some lingering soreness, but most of the pain is gone.”

Talli groaned and looked up. She blinked, staring into the space beside Gwen’s head. “I know,” Talli said softly. “I do?” She asked weirdly. Then she laughed, the sound so incongruous to Bob, considering what she’d just endured, that he stepped back. “Maybe because he didn’t have to?”

“Have to what?” Florentino asked curiously. Talli looked at the giant.

“Lynne says that the maid was beaten for almost an hour before she was able to cum, and King Argenthor caned the bottoms of her feet, spanked and whipped her bottom multiple times, and even used the crop on her calves and thighs. Even though none of that could make the brass dildo shake.”

“The man was a cruel sadist,” declared Gwendolyn. “It’s sick.”

Talli sat up and looked over at the pedestal. “How long was I on the thing?” She asked.

Florentino held out his hand and she took it. “Five minutes? Six?” He shrugged. She turned and looked at Bob, who was looking down at his own hands, just a bit horrified.

“I’m okay,” she said, going over to him. “Bob? Hey,” she said, reaching up and cupping his face. She forced him to look at her. “I’m okay.”

Bob swallowed. “I’m… I’m not sure I can do this.”

Talli smiled. “You have to.”

Bob wilted. “Talli,” he whispered. “I have to tell you…”

Suddenly Florentino was there. He took Talli by the shoulder. “The next room awaits,” he said simply. Talli blinked, but then nodded. Bob looked up at the rock giant. “Gwendolyn? Can you please take Talli to the next room?” Florentino asked.

The druid, looking suspicious, nodded and then took Talli. She glanced back at Bob, a curious expression on her face, but as she left, Florentino turned and looked at Bob.

“Robert, I understand your desire to set things right, but now is not the time to reveal those truths to Talli. You must wait for the campaign to be over.”

Bob’s eyes flashed. “And you get to make that decision?”

The rock giant nodded. “Yes. Right now I do. You are feeling guilty for the pain you have caused her, and it is motivating you to tell her the truth.” Florentino bent over and put a hand on his friend’s shoulder. “Robert, you are right to tell her I think. But later. After we are no longer in danger.”

Bob bit his lip and then frowned. He nodded. “Alright.”

“You are not responsible for her suffering,” Florentino added.

Bob shook his head. “On the contrary, I bear all the blame,” he muttered. He closed his eyes. “Let’s just get this over with.”

He marched ahead and pushed into the next room, only to bump into Talli, Morlok and Gwendolyn. They were all standing just inside the door.

“What’s wrong?” Bob asked. He looked over Talli’s bare shoulder and his eyes widened. Most of the room was a shimmering green pool of acid. A strong looking metal cable was stretched across the room, along which a series of metal tabs were evenly spaced. Gwendolyn held out her arm.

“Bob, when I first came in, there was a bridge. It ran along the length of the railing,” the druid said.

“Railing?” Bob asked. “What railing? You mean the cable?”

Gwendolyn nodded.

“It’s not tall enough to be a railing,” Florentino said, standing in the doorway. He looked around. “There seems to be no way across.”

The druid frowned. “I took one step on the bridge and it dropped out from under me. If I hadn’t been holding the cable, and if Morlok hadn’t grabbed me, I’d have gone into that,” she said, pointing down at the green liquid.

“Uhh,” Bob said, the puzzle before them providing some relief from his emotional turmoil. He frowned, thinking, when suddenly the bridge reappeared, platforms rotating out of the acid and back into line beneath the cable.

“Lynne says you have to walk it,” Talli suddenly blurted out, turning toward Bob.

“Me?” Bob said. “It won’t collapse?”

Talli shook her head. “You’re the key. But you have to go first.” She blushed. “Then me.”

“You?” Gwendolyn asked.

Talli nodded and swallowed. Bob frowned, but then stepped around the naked girl. “Okay,” he muttered. “Florentino?”

The rock giant nodded and reached out, grabbing hold of Bob’s robes. Bob turned toward Talli apologetically. “No offense. I just want insurance.”

Talli blinked, then smiled. “It's okay. Lynne doesn’t take offense.”

“Yay,” Bob muttered, turning back to the pit of certain death. “Okay, one step at a time.” He grabbed hold of the line, bending over slightly, and was about to step on the first bit of the bridge, when Talli tapped his shoulder.

“Lynne says that it will be easier if you straddle the cable. She says you’re tall enough that it won’t hurt you like it will me.”

Bob nodded. “Well I suppose that’s good news,” he said, swinging a leg over. Then he paused. “Wait. It won’t hurt me like it will hurt you?” He demanded.

Talli swallowed. “Don’t touch the metal things on the cable,” she said.

“Why?” Bob demanded.

Talli looked off into the distance again, listening. Then she nodded. “Some are cold, some are hot, some give off a spark.”

“A spark?” Bob asked. He looked down at the nearest bulb. Without hesitation he touched it. A pulse of energy shot into his finger and he yelped, jerking his hand back so quick he almost fell. “Fuck!” He exclaimed, grabbing hold of the cable to catch his balance. Everyone, including Talli, looked at him with concern and he shook his hand. Then, without a word, he grabbed the same spot. He grimaced, then looked back. “It’s… not pleasant,” he said with a strained voice, “but it’s tolerable.”

“What is it?” Gwendolyn asked. Bob shrugged.

“Beats me. Feels like magic, but I don’t sense anything. It tingles. Uncomfortably.” He frowned, leaned forward and touched another one gingerly. “This one is just very cold.” He moved a few steps outward, tapped the next one and winced again. “Another power one.” He kept going, moving across the bridge, calling out what he felt on each of the evenly spaced metal tabs. Some were hot, some cold, and some tingled with that same power. He made it to the other side and Talli nodded.

“Once I’m on the other side, the bridge should stay up,” Talli explained. “At least until I go through the next door. According to Lynne.”

“Should?” Morlok asked skeptically. Talli grinned and gestured. “Would you like to go now?” She asked.

Morlok looked at her for a second, then nodded. To everyone’s surprise, he hopped up onto the steel cable, putting his feet between the metal tabs. The second he got out over the acid, the bridge disappeared, sliding back beneath the green fluid. It didn’t even seem to phase the swordsman as he calmly walked across the sturdy, but slightly bouncy line, hands extended to either side for balance. He made it fully across and hopped down next to Bob.

“Well, you’re full of surprises,” the mage allowed with a sour look. Morlok turned, went to the far door, and tried it.

“Locked.”

“And will probably remain so until Talli makes it over here,” Bob said ruefully. “Alright Talli, once the bridge pops back up it will be your turn. Wait for a minute or so for the acid to drip clear of the steps though. I don’t want your feet burning.”

Talli nodded. The steps rose from the acid again and everyone wrinkled their noses. All of them waited until Florentino tapped her shoulder. “I think you should be okay,” he said.

Talli swung a leg over the cable and instantly Bob realized the problem. “Whoa!” He said, holding up his hand. “You can’t cross that way. You’re too short.”

Indeed, the cable was already pressed right up against her sex and she was standing on tiptoe, wiggling back and forth. Talli ignored Bob and reached down, opening her petals and allowing the metal cable to settle deep in her sex.

“Hey. What did I say!” Demanded Bob.

Florentino reached out but Talli held up her hand. “The bridge won’t let me cross unless I do it this way,” she said.

The rock giant cocked his head. “How do you know this?” He asked.

“Lynne said this was how it happened with her and King Argenthor. He told her to straddle the cable and when she didn’t, the bridge disappeared. The maid had to do it too.”

Gwen looked sick. “After being tortured in the last room?”

Talli nodded sadly. “Lynne said she didn’t die until further up.”

The druid gulped and her mouth curled into a fury. She looked across the acid pit toward Bob. “Alright, I’m with you about Argenthor. If we meet that bastard, he dies.”

Florentino glanced at Gwendolyn curiously. “While I understand everyone’s attitude toward King Argenthor, I’m confused as to how you plan on ‘killing’ an individual who isn’t alive?”

Gwendolyn sighed roughly. “You’re right, of course, Florentino. But it helps us with our anger if we have a target. I know that Argenthor died years ago and there’s nothing we can do to make him pay for what he’s done to Talli, and the gods know how many other girls over the years. Still, I’d love to give him a piece of my mind,” she declared.

Talli, smiling, turned and leaned over, giving Gwendolyn a hug, despite the cable digging up between her legs. “I love you, Gwen.”

The druid blinked, then patted Talli on the shoulder. “I love you too, Talli.” The old woman pushed the girl away and gestured. “Let’s get this over with,” she muttered. “The cable isn’t going to do too much damage to you. Might even feel decent. But try not to touch those metal tabs.”

Talli stepped out onto the bridge, her pussy sliding along the cable. “I don’t think I’ll have an option,” she said roughly, already twitching. She tiptoed forward to the very first tab and Bob shook his head. “She’ll have to drag herself over it,” he said in frustration. Then his head snapped up. “Florentino, push down on the cable on your end. I’ll do this side.”

“I’m not sure…” Florentino started to say, but Bob had already grabbed the cable and pushed. As he did, the bridge beneath Talli’s feet dropped. She screamed, hands flashing down to the cable even as she started to topple over. Only the fact that she was ten inches from Florentino’s hand saved her. He reached out over the acid, grabbed her arm, and held her upright.

“Owwww! Owww!” She whimpered, sitting on the cable in absolutely the worst way, with all her weight right between the legs. She jerked as Florentino held her upright and Bob gasped as her hips rocked forward, her clit just about to touch the first metal tab..

“Pull her back! Pull her back!” He yelled, but it was too late. Talli’s clit came into contact with the first metal tab and she jerked violently, crying out. Her entire body quivered and her hips suddenly jerked forward again, almost pulling her out of Florentino’s grip. The giant gasped and a few tremors shot down his arm. Then he managed a second hand, grabbed Talli the arms, and forcibly lifted her, pulling her off the cable and back onto the ledge.

“What the fuck was that?” Demanded Gwendolyn.

Bob stomped his foot. “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” He yelled angrily. “Remind me to kill the next dwarf sapper I come across!”

Florentino held Talli, who was still quivering in his arms. He looked across at Bob. “It seems the dwarves anticipated such a measure meant to circumvent the torment.” He stood there patiently as across the room, Bob paced, muttering to himself. Finally the bridge came back up, the steps emerging from the acid and Florentino held Talli until the acid had completely cleared.

“Talli?” The rock giant said gently. “Are you ready to try again?”

She nodded. “Just… don’t try to help. Okay? No matter what?”

Gwendolyn blocked her path, reached out and grabbed the tab. The old woman jerked as the bridge once again slid beneath the acid. Then she let go, blinking.

“Hey!” Bob spluttered.

Gwen looked up at Talli. “The power isn’t sufficient to damage you, but it will be unpleasant. There is nothing I can do about that.”

Talli blinked. Then she looked away uncomfortably. “What?” Gwendolyn asked. “Is there something I should know?”

Talli licked her lips and seemed embarrassed. “It’s not… um… unpleasant.” She said, shifting her hips as she tucked her hands behind her back.

“What?”

Talli looked even more uncomfortable. “It’s intense, and it sort of hurts… sort of. But…” She squirmed even more. “It’s making me wet. I’m sort of craving it.”

Gwen’s eyes widened and she straightened. “I see,” said the old woman. “Bob didn’t mention that your masochistic tendencies have strengthened.”

Talli looked at the druid sheepishly. “I keep trying to tell him. He just doesn’t listen,” Talli said with exasperation, but at a level that only Gwen and Florentino could hear. She closed her eyes. “I crave it, Gwendolyn. Being tied up, especially with my legs spread. I like not having control, the sensation of being used. I need him to whip me, especially with the flogger.” She opened her eyes. “And then I want him to fuck me. Hard and fast and just…” She ground her teeth and turned as the bridge steps slid back into place. She grabbed Florentino’s arm and swept her leg over the cable. In seconds she was right back in place, the metal line digging up into her crotch.

“Alright Talli,” Bob called out from the other side. “Just focus on me. Come as quickly as you can. Keep your balance.”

She nodded. She waited a few more seconds, then put her bare little foot on the first step. She slid along the cable, letting out a feral groan as the metal cable slid through her pussy. She was out on the bridge when she reached the first tab and with a deep breath, she surged forward, pressing herself against the metal bulb.

“Aaagghh,” she groaned, her hips jerking. She clenched her jaw and forced herself forward, dragging the energy pulsing tab through her olds, under her perineum, and then up the crack of her ass. It seemed to pop into her anus, sending another shock through her lithe and nubile body. Then the tab emerged from between her buttocks, firmly behind her.

She took a deep breath, panting, and moved forward.

The cold tab wasn’t as bad as the energized tab, but it seemed to freeze her clit and she had to force herself to move quicker. The hot bead seemed to burn, but she knew it was only because her clit and petals had just been subjected to extreme cold. Another bead shocked her again and she hovered over it, thrusting back and forth as the pain mixed with the pleasure, sending waves of sexual pressure up through her body.

“Talli,” interrupted Florentino loudly. “It would be unwise to cum before you get to the end.”

“I’m… I’m trying…” she gasped, still pumping and only mid-way across the pit.

“Not from this angle,” Bob disagreed with concern. “It looks like you are deliberately rubbing your pussy against that tab. What kind is it?” He demanded.

“S-s-shocking,” she stammered, eyes closing as the spasms began moving to her arms and shoulders.

Bob snapped his fingers. “Talli! Look at me!” He ordered.

She lifted her head and opened her eyes.

“Walk. NOW!” His voice had deepened, become sternly confident and she took the step. The powered tab slid down through her sex and then emerged on the other side. Bob’s entire posture changed. He stood, his cape seeming to billow behind him, his robes straight, even his gaze both knowing and firm. “Do not stop. You will be allowed to cum once you are in my arms.”

Talli blinked and she surged forward. The next two tabs seemed to mean nothing and neither the hot nor cold slowed her. Only the necessity of forcing the width of the tab through her pussy was an impedance and Bob held out his hand, urging her to come to him.

“Bob,” Florentino suddenly cautioned as Talli reached for the mage. But Bob took a tiny step back, preventing Talli from touching him.

“Take my hand, Talli!” Bob commanded. She scooted forward more, her pussy again pressed against one of the shocking tabs, her loins jerking wildly. She swung for his fingers.

“Please!” She pleaded. “I’m trying Master!”

Bob took another step back, narrowly avoiding her. She was only a foot from the end. “You can cum. I will let you. But here, in my arms! Now COME ON!”

Talli, her pussy quivering, her clit stinging, screamed and pushed herself down the last twelve inches of cable. She lurched forward toward Bob, throwing herself onto him as she trembled and cried. He grabbed her, pulling her off the line as she let out another cry. He stumbled back as she clung to him, hips grinding against his leg, and it wasn’t until he felt her wetness soaking his leg that he knew she’d cum.


Chapter Ten: A Mathematical Edge

“You realize that Talli has had ten orgasms,” Florentino said quietly to the mage, “in the last four hours.”

Bob looked up at the giant with irritation. “I’m not sure if you’re implying that I can’t count that high, or if you’re accusing me,” he said, gesturing at his chest, “me of all people, whose magic relies entirely on her ability to continually climax in sexual epiphany, of not paying attention.”

Florentino smiled softly. “I’m just making sure you are aware and have suffered no injuries or other mental issues as a result of our current challenges.”

Bob sighed and looked down at his lizard scale boots. “I know, I know. I’m sorry Florentino. I don’t mean to be grumpy.” He looked up. “It’s just… look at that!” He gestured at the torture device in front of them and Florentino nodded.

“It does seem to add injury to insult,” he agreed. “King Argenthor certainly was inventive.” He put a hand on his chin.

“Have you figured out the equation yet?” Bob asked ruefully.

Florentino nodded. “It isn’t terribly difficult, despite the numerals being written in the Dwarvish tongue. The answer is two and a half.” Florentino looked down at the weights. “Split evenly, it will mean a pound and a quarter on each foot.”

Bob frowned. “I still can’t help thinking we’re not seeing something here.”

Florentino shrugged. “Admittedly, I find the fact that the equation is already there, does not bode well. Still, the best we can do is make sure that Talli is on the device for as little time as possible.”

Bob glanced at the wooden horse. It was a triangular prism, positioned so that one of the three pointed edges was facing upward. It was dulled enough to prevent anything too damaging, but sitting on it would be excruciating. Two sets of ankle binders with leather pouches attached, and the pile of marked and engraved weights, made the point of the test clear, at least when combined with the equation on the wall behind the device.

Bob looked over his shoulder. Talli was laying on her sleeping roll, her head in Gwendolyn’s lap. Her eyes were focused on a space nearby and she was carrying on a bizarre conversation with one of the castle’s ghosts. Gwen was listening, her eyes concerned and she saw Bob’s gaze. The druid nodded as Talli continued to ask questions and talk to the enigmatic “Lynne.” Worse, the mark on Talli’s bicep had grown again, now the size of a gold sovereign. The tattoo was black and thorny and if you leaned really close, what appeared to be tiny flowers were actually little human skulls forming in the design.

“This is totally fucked up,” Bob said with a sigh.

“Do you wish to leave?” Florentino asked in surprise.

Bob thought about it and shook his head. He grimaced. “We are so close, Florentino! So close! Two more doors and we’re in the treasury!” He shook his head. “If we leave now, this opportunity is gone.” He sighed. “Plus we have to deal with the lizards.”

Florentino nodded, glancing down at Bob’s footwear. “What made you decide to make a pair of boots out of poor Sivess?”

Bob’s eyebrow went up. “You knew him?”

Florentino shrugged. “I recognize the pattern.”

Bob let out a grunt. “Bastard tried to knife me instead of paying me,” Bob said roughly, then jerked his thumb at Talli. “Plus he wanted to fuck her.”

“Everyone wants to fuck Talli,” Florentino agreed. “Even you.”

Bob rolled his eyes. “Alright. Enough of that. Think she’s ready?”

“Gwendolyn said to give her a full candlemark. It has been that.”

“Where’s Morlok?” Bob asked.

“He went back up to check on the rest of the castle.”

Bob sighed. “We’ll wait for him to come back, then try to get this over with.” He shook his head. “I sure hope the next puzzle is pleasurable, because this is going to be awful.” He walked back toward Talli.

“So where did you grow up?” She asked, staring up toward the ceiling. No one answered that Bob could hear and Talli shook her head. “No. I’m sorry. I’ve never heard of it.” She glanced at Bob. “Have you heard of Elswist? It’s the village that Lynne came from.”

Bob shook his head. “Sorry Talli, but most of the villages in the area died out a hundred years ago during Argenthor’s reign. The man was a monster.” He pointed back over his shoulder, “as you have no doubt figured out for yourself.”

Talli looked over at the wooden horse. “Lynne said that the maid was on that for an hour. Argenthor liked to take breaks between solving the equations.” She gulped a little.

Bob nodded. “Well, we have Florentino. He’s a freaking genius and I’m certain we will get you off it quick enough.” He shrugged. “Besides, I’m going to put a vibrating scrying stone inside you. It will help take the pressure off.”

Talli smiled. “What would help take the pressure off is if you let me suck your cock again.”

Bob swallowed. “At the right time,” he assured her.

She took a deep breath, then stared back into space. “No. I don’t know. Can you show me what you looked like as a little girl?” Then Talli smiled. Bob glanced at Gwen and the druid shrugged.

“Nothing of import,” she said softly. Bob nodded. Just then, Morlok came back into the room.

“Anything to report?” Bob asked.

Morlok shrugged. “The Lizards have moved into the courtyard. They are guarding the main gate, but they do not seem to want to enter the castle. They are arguing about whether to pursue us.”

“Good,” Bob said. “I’m not keen on them coming up behind us.”

Morlok nodded. “I set some traps.”

“Even better. Hopefully they’re lethal?”

Morlok smiled.

Bob looked down at Talli. “Okay, are you ready?”

She looked up, lips pressed tightly together. “Yes,” she said simply. Bob grimaced. The total acceptance in her voice dragged at him. Four weeks ago he would have been proud of her, but now… after everything she'd been subjected to at Castle Haggard? But the one thing that truly worried him was exactly what seemed to concern Florentino.

Talli’s ten orgasms. She smiled up at him and then lifted her legs, spreading them apart in quiet elegance. Her narrow thighs were so smooth and pretty that Bob wanted to bury his face right between them. Her pussy, shaved and pretty, glistened wetly and he had little doubt that slipping the scrying stone into her sex would be sweet and easy. He lifted it out of his pocket and she gave him a come hither look that made it clear she wanted his cock in there, rather than a vibrating stone.

“Put it in, big boy,” she teased. Bob gave her a smile and pressed the stone against her slit. It slid in disturbingly easy, as if her sex had been made to be filled and teased and tormented. He pulled his thumb away and she kept her legs open, staring up at him. “It’s not moving,” she said suspiciously. Bob nodded.

“Because I keyed it to activate when you’re subjected to pain.”

She gave him a very direct look as she brought her legs together. “I have a high pain tolerance,” she said.

“I know,” Bob replied with a proud smile. “You’re amazing.

Once, on their very first campaign together, Talli had managed ten orgasms. Then when danger had threatened, exhausted and wasted she’d grabbed him, ordering him to take a leather sap and spank her sex. It had been that pain, mixing with whatever craziness that was in her head, that had allowed her to cum, and cum hard, giving Bob the energy he needed to pull their asses out of the fire. Bob wasn’t much of a sadist. He was more of a sensualist, needing to inflict a variety of sensations intended to bring about his purported goal - making his vessels explode in a sexual fashion. Suddenly he felt insufficient.

Talli stood up, her movement graceful and intensely erotic. Bob couldn’t help but stare as she put one bare little foot in front of the other, the cuffs on her ankles and wrists only emphasizing her sexuality. Her slit was shaved and perfect, the petals pink and wet. Gwendolyn had healed her breasts of the worst of the whipping damage. Only a few faded welts and some minor bruising marred her skin. She approached the wooden horse and Florentino grabbed her by the waist and lifted her up. She helped, flinging one leg over the sharp edge and gasped as the giant settled her in place.

“Owww,” she gasped, putting her hands on the edge. She wriggled in place, trying to make sure that one of her labia wasn’t pinched. Finally she nodded, her face already a mask as the discomfort of her body’s weight being placed on the thin edge of the torture horse translated to increasing pain. Her feet kicked in mid-air, searching for purchase. “Don’t forget my wrists,” she whimpered. “Lynne says I have to be bound.”

Bob swallowed, flicked his fingers, and the abyssal fetters pulled her arms behind her back. She gave Bob a knowing look as Florentino and Morlok started to attach the leather containers to her ankles. “I’m going to be wearing the abyssal shoes of sole sucking all the way back to Tarantella, aren’t I?” She asked, grimacing. Bob nodded.

“Yes,” he replied. “You sure are.” He looked down at her bare feet. Neither leather container touched the ground. Florentino grabbed the weights and handed Morlok two of them, equaling a pound and a quarter. The swordsman put the extra iron into the bag hanging from Talli’s left ankle, while Florentino put a matching amount in the container on her right.

“Ugghhh,” Talli groaned. “I can feel that. Right between the legs.” She started shifting, back and forth, trying to find a place where the edge wouldn’t dig quite so painfully up into her crotch. Behind her, a second equation appeared beneath the first.

“Florentino!” Bob said, pointing. The rock giant looked up and blinked. “Well?” Bob demanded.

Florentino, still staring, replied. “I’m doing arithmetic, Robert. Please do not distract me. This equation is much more intricate.”

Talli whimpered, her hips starting to move back and forth with more animation. Bob tapped his fingers nervously on his leg. Gwendolyn watched from a few feet away, her face worried. Talli let out a groan. Then the expression on her face changed. She gasped, glancing at Bob. “Oh gods,” she whispered. Her feet kicked a little and Bob watched her toes curl as her hips rocked, just a bit.

“Two pounds, four tenths,” Florentino declared. He looked at Morlok. “Take the quarter weight out, add one pound and four of the tenths.”

Morlok nodded. He reached into the leather container on Talli’s left leg, snagged the smaller of the two weights, and pulled it out. Then he added four of the smallest weights from the pile on the floor, and another of the one pound weights. On the other side of Talli’s outstretched legs, Florentino did the same thing.

“Ohhhh,” she whimpered. “Oh gods…” She was definitely rocking now, swinging back and forth, tilting so much forward that she inadvertently pinched her clit. With a cry, Bob watched as she twisted, clearly trying to do it again. She swung backward, mewling, only to rock forward with success. And she repeated the movement. The leather bags hanging from her ankles swung with more weight and a third equation appeared.

Florentino looked up, read it, and his mouth began moving. Bob tried to make sense of the numbers. He knew enough of dwarven to get a sense of the equation, but there were like three different machinations. Some of the integers were in paranthesis. Gwen stared up at it too, her face bewildered.

“My goodness,” the druid muttered. “Where do you start?”

Florentino, eyes still intent, spoke, though his voice was devoid of emotion. “Anything in parentheses first. After that the exponents, though there are none in this equation. Then multiplication, division, addition and subtraction.” He paused, then nodded to himself. He looked up at Talli. “I’m sorry, but we have to add another two and a half pounds.” He looked at Morlok. “A pound and a quarter please.”

The swordsman nodded, picked up the required weights, and dumped them in the bag. Talli kicked, squealing as she panted. Florentino matched the weight and Talli began to whimper. Despite the slickness on the wood between her thighs, Bob knew that the acute discomfort of the ridge digging up into her sex had to be awful. A fourth equation appeared.

“FUCK!” spat Bob. Florentino blinked, a worried look on his face. This time his hand was moving, as if he were writing out the answer. A full minute passed, Talli rocking and groaning. Bob watched, torn between fascination and horror as she suffered. 

“Morlok, remove the quarter, add two pounds and three tenths,” Florentino said abruptly. The giant quickly grabbed two single pound weights, along with the three smaller ones, and dumped them in the container on Talli’s right foot, pulling out the quarter. From the other side, Morlok nodded as the task was accomplished and Bob looked up to see the fifth equation appear below the other four. He shook his head as Talli suddenly stopped rocking back and forth. Her chest was heaving and her head hung down. A ripple of spasms made her thighs shake and Bob’s heart just about broke. He looked to his left and Florentino was already doing the calculation. A bead of perspiration had appeared on the giant’s forehead and the look of concentration on his face was impressive. Bob bit his lip, considering the realities of the situation. He admitted to himself he wasn’t good at math. But why would King Argenthor have such a complicated math puzzle on the wall? Either he was incredibly good with numbers, or maybe he just didn’t give a damn how long his “lock” sat on the damn wooden horse, suffering.

“Take out a pound and all the quarters,” Florentino said urgently to Morlok. He reached down, upended the bag hanging from Talli’s leg into his hand, tossed the unneeded weights and then lowered it more carefully. There was still more than enough to hurt her. Talli started whimpering, the sound coming from her throat making it very clear that the reduction in weight hadn’t really changed her torment. On her other side, Morlok pulled out the required iron and glanced over at Florentino.

The fifth equation appeared and Bob could tell from the remaining space on the wall that they still had two to go, and Florentino hadn’t even solved the current puzzle. He bit his lip, wanting to pull Talli from the saddle, to spare her. Suddenly she started rocking again, back and forth, wailing thinly. Her feet swung as her body involuntarily searched for purchase, and she lifted her legs, struggling to use her thighs against the wooden horse itself to provide some relief. It worked for a few seconds, but the wood had been sanded and polished smooth, and the leaking fluids from her own vibrating pussy had made it slick. She slipped, her legs jerking outward with the weighted bags, forcing her back down fully on the edge.

“BOB!” She yelled, tears filling her eyes.

The mage dashed forward. “I’m here, Talli.”

“Hurts,” she whispered.

“I know,” Bob replied. “Florentino is going as fast as he can. You just have to hold on for a little while longer.”

“D-do y-y-you think that… that… the p-p-punishment square w-w-will b-b-be like this?” She blubbered.

Bob licked his lips and shook his head. “No. You know how it works. They use whips with healing enchants on them. It’s painful, but not like this. And they pay for strokes. Coppers to whip your breasts, silvers to spank your bottom, and gold for your sex. You know that. And if the folks whipping your bottom or pussy pay enough, they get to fuck you afterward.”

Florentino grunted. “Morlok, add two pounds and three tenths,” the giant said, already diving down toward Talli’s feet. Her legs were stretched out long, her toes pointed downward.

Talli groaned, grimacing as her lower half shook. “That’s it,” she suddenly said, eyes widened. “That’s… that’s it.” Behind her, the sixth equation appeared.

Bob looked confused. “That’s what?” He asked.

“That’s… why you d-d-don’t w-w-want me to g-g-go to the p-punishment square.” She groaned again, her hips thrusting. “You c-c-can’t cont-t-trol who fucks m-m-me.” Bob didn’t reply. She blinked. “W-why?” She shook her head and tears started to flow down her cheeks. “Y-you let Florent-t-tino use me. Y-you were even g-g-goin to let Sivess f-fuck me.” Then she closed her eyes, thinking just as hard as Florentino, if not about the same thing. “Non-humans,” she managed to say. She threw her head back, suddenly overwhelmed. Another shudder, this time of her entire frame, made the wooden horse rock. She let out a sob, the pain overwhelming what little pleasure the scrying stone inside her could generate.

“Talli,” Bob whispered. “I’m sorry!”

Florentino was moving. “Morlok, another pound and a quarter and take out four tenths.” The swordsman and giant dived for her ankles, swapping out weight, but in the end, increasing the overall pull on Talli’s ankles. She cried out, then kicked violently, almost losing her balance. Florentino put a hand on her leg as the final equation, the seventh, appeared.

“Wh-wh-why?” She groaned, shaking her head back and forth. “And… you… you… w-w-won’t make l-l-love t-t-to me either.” Florentino straightened, staring at the equation, his lips moving as his eyes darted back and forth. Talli looked straight at Bob and then blinked. Her head cocked to the side and her mouth opened.

“You think I’ll get pregnant!” She said clearly, her eyes wide with astonishment.

“Morlok, three more pounds! Each foot! Now!” Florentino demanded. Gwen hurried over to the next door, ready to jam her foot into the frame. The giant and swordsman dumped single weights into the leather containers swinging from her feet. Talli screamed, thrashing and Gwen shouted in triumph as the door opened. Florentino stood up and hauled Talli off the horse, not even bothering to let Morlok untie the leather bags or remove the weights. The giant held the shuddering, sobbing girl in his arms. Morlok hurried over to the door, replaced Gwendolyn, and the druid hurried over, hands already glowing with healing energy.

“Talli,” Gwendolyn said. “I have to see. Open your legs dearheart. I can make it better. I swear.”

Talli didn’t respond so Florentino opened her legs physically. The girl just lay there in his arms, sobbing. Gwen put one hand over her sex and Talli’s foot twitched. Then she gasped, groaned, and hiccuped. Gwen snarled something, slipped her fingers into Talli’s slit, and drew out the scrying stone. She tossed it over her shoulder and it almost hit Bob.

“Hey,” he muttered, bending down to retrieve the magical construct. He circled around Florentino and Gwendolyn as they took care of Talli. There didn’t seem anything he could do, so he walked over to the door where Morlok was standing guard, sword drawn. He nodded at the swordsman and together they stepped into the next room.

Talli whimpered but then groaned, eyes opening. She looked at Gwendolyn, sniffling. “Thank you,” she whispered to the druid, who looked up angrily. Talli flinched.

“I’m not angry with you child,” Gwendolyn growled. “I’m angry with Bob. We should have bailed. Nothing is worth this. Nothing.”

Talli swallowed. “The sapphire is,” she whispered. “It will fix him.”

Gwen blinked and even Florentino stiffened. “Talli, you don’t know what you’re talking about,” the druid replied.

“He’ll… he’ll still need me,” she said, almost to herself. “To fill it. But… it will be… be a safety n-n-net. For… all of us.” She twisted and looked up at the druid. “I don’t want… want… any more children, Gwendolyn. Not after… not after what happened,” she gulped and closed her eyes, fresh tears falling. “But I need something,” she whispered. “I need him.”

Gwendolyn blinked, tears in her eyes and she scowled. “He doesn’t deserve you.”

Florentino sighed and put a hand on her thigh. “Talli, there are things you need to hear. Things you need to know. And most are for Robert to tell you. But, I will tell you this. If you were to become pregnant, the collar that transfers power to Robert, the one around your neck, will not work. The magic becomes confusing because there are two people where one used to be.”

Gwen’s eyes narrowed and she looked at Florentino. “Should you be sharing this?” She demanded. Florentino looked at the druid and nodded. Then he looked back at Talli. “There’s more,” he added, sighing. “When you joined us, you were fitted with those piercings. I told you then that they would warp your mind.” Talli stared up at the giant grimly, then nodded.

“You did,” she whispered.

“Florentino,” Gwendolyn warned.

“While the piercings cannot be removed, the magic in them, given sufficient time, will fade. But until then, you must wear the collar. It keeps the magic of the enchantments from overloading your mind. Without the collar, you will be at the mercy of those urges.”

Gwen closed her eyes and shook her head.

“Wait,” Talli said in confusion. “What does that mean?”

Gwen stood up. “It means that you’ll become feral, responding only to the physical demands perpetuated by the magic. You’ll basically be a nymphomaniac, fucking anything with a dick, each orgasm satisfying you for only as long as it takes for you to become aroused again.” Gwendolyn glanced away, her mind clearly repulsed by the idea. “And were you to become pregnant, the collar stops functioning and the magic kills you and the unborn child.”

She blinked. “But… but… Bob offered to free me. Multiple times.” Her hand went to her collar and she closed her eyes.

Gwen looked down at the startled girl. “Symbolic clap trap. He can’t release you. Not if he cares about you. Without the collar siphoning off your orgasmic energy you’d go mad and attack the first able bodied man you found. And then, after you’d had your way with him, you’d go after the next, and the next. Eventually sex would be more important than eating, or sleeping. Your body would start devouring itself, until finally you died, probably while having sex, but dead nonetheless.”

Talli stared up at her in horror.

The druid shook her head and her voice tightened. “Maybe Argenthor isn’t the only monster here,” Gwen whispered. “Talli, he’s never kept a vessel as long as you. Ever.”

Talli wiped away her tears and looked at Florentino. “Set me down, please.”

Florentino set her down and she straightened up. Her arms were still bound behind her back, forcing her breasts forward. She licked her lips and straightened her shoulders. She lifted one foot, then the other and turned toward Gwendolyn.

“As bad as that hurt, I can’t believe that you took away all the pain,” she said simply. “Thank you.”

Gwendolyn grimaced. “Talli, have you heard anything we’ve just said? Do you realize what Bob has done to you? What we’ve done to you?”

Talli’s bottom lip trembled, but her eyes were acute and focused. “I… I think I understand,” she said reluctantly. “Bob won’t risk having sex with me because if I get pregnant it will cause my collar to fail, which is the only thing keeping me alive.” Her eyes shifted and she straightened. Suddenly she seemed very different. Her normally cheerful face became stern, patient and yet… motherly.

Florentino gave the girl a confused sort of look. “Well, it’s more complicated than that…”

Tallula focused on Gwendolyn, a dark look crossing her face. The pitch of her voice dropped into a seriousness that neither Florentino or Gwendolyn had heard in years. Not since that first campaign together.

“I know that beforehand, I was a wife, and a mother. Bob took me from them. He tricked my husband into thinking that I had betrayed him and ran off.” Her entire frame stiffened and the intelligence and anger in her vision sliced through both the giant and druid. “And both of you enabled him to do it.” But then Tallula’s gaze softened and she looked down. “Bob recognized that what he did was wrong, as I think both of you did as well. He set me free, with compensation that would have changed our lives,” her voice trailed off. “My life.” She blinked. “I would have been there with them when the orcs attacked. Killed, right along with my two sons and husband.” Tallula closed her eyes. “There are times I wish I had…”

Then she smiled, the darkness fading away. “But there is still beauty in the world. And kindness. And desire. Lots of desire.” Talli opened her eyes with a grin. “I feel those. Constantly. I feel wanted. Desired. Bob loves me enough to release me if I asked.” She leaned forward. “Do you know what he would do? Even if I were free?”

Gwendolyn shook her head.

“He’d watch over me. He’d protect me, even if it was from myself,” she declared.

Gwen gave Talli a shocked look. “Are we talking about the same Bob?”

Florentino gave Gwendolyn a disappointed look. “Gwendolyn,” he chastised. “That was uncalled for.”

Gwen sighed. “I suppose.”

Talli smiled. “Bob is what I have. I have changed him for the better and he now has me,” she declared. “We just need to figure out how we can prevent me from becoming pregnant so he can properly make love to me.”

Gwendolyn blinked, then shook her head. “Well, so much for ethics and morals,” she muttered. She looked up. “I can do that,” she said. “If you agree.”

“Do what?” Talli asked, confused.

“I can sterilize you. No children. Never again.”

Talli blinked. “What?” She asked.

“Really?” Florentino asked, somewhat surprised.

Gwendolyn nodded.

Talli’s face split into a huge grin. “When? How soon?” She demanded, practically throwing herself on Gwendolyn.

“On the way back to Tarantella,” the druid replied. “It will take several sessions, but they will be painless.” She paused. “Except, you’ll need another piercing.”

That made Talli hesitate. “Uh… where?” She asked, grimacing.

Gwen shrugged. “Another in your ear, or your nose.”

“My nose?” She demanded. “Like a bull?”

Gwen rolled her eyes. “By the gods, maybe the two of you are made for each other. No. The nostril. Here,” she said, tapping the side of her proboscis.

“Oh,” Talli said. “I could deal with that. It might even look cute.” Then she gave Gwendolyn a warm smile. “Thank you,” she said. “For helping me. For helping us.” She laughed and nodded downward. “And for healing me!”

Gwendolyn actually blushed. “Well, most of the pain was caused by the previous bruising you got from that damn cart. Freaking speed fucks,” the druid muttered. “This torture just felt worse because of that.”

Talli shrugged, or at least tried to with her hands bound. She smiled warmly and it looked odd to the druid. “Still, it was knowing that I only had to endure the pain right then that helped me get through it. Thank you.”

Gwen just looked sad, but nodded. Talli turned toward Florentino.

“Will you teach me math?” She asked.

The rock giant blinked, then smiled. “Of course. Arithmetic, then algebra, geometry, and calculus.”

Talli gave him a shocked look. “There are different kinds of math?” She asked incredulously.

“Oh absolutely!” Florentino said with excitement. “Trigonometry, probability, statistics, set and number theory, combinatorics…” he started listing, only to see Talli’s bewildered, and suddenly leery expression. He paused and nodded softly. “But we will begin with the simplest.” He said finally. She swallowed, nodded and then looked at the propped open door ahead of them.

“Last room,” she said simply. Florentino nodded. “And then you’ll fix me?” She asked Gwendolyn.

The druid nodded grimly. “As much as I can,” she said. “This should be the last puzzle. The last torment. Dwarves are fond of the number seven,” the druid added. “No clue why.”

Florentino nodded. “In terms of mathematics, seven is considered a happy number.” Both women turned and looked at him. The giant smiled knowingly. “A happy number is when you square each of its digits, add those squares, then repeat the process, you will always get an answer of one.”

“Numbers… have squares?” Talli asked in utter confusion.

Gwendolyn snorted and grabbed Talli’s arm. “Only in Florentino’s world. Come on.” And with that, the druid marched Talli forward, through the door and into the next room.

Florentino sighed and followed. He pushed through the door and found himself in a well lit room, another door closed and locked upon the other side. Bob and Morlok stood next to a padded table of some sort and the mage was holding a large leather paddle. Talli and Gwendolyn walked up and Bob jumped, startled. He looked at Talli guiltilly, as if she were going to rip out his larynx, even with her arms bound. He gulped and looked away nervously, especially when she closed the distance until the pierced and bejeweled tips of her beautiful breasts were literally touching his chest.

“I know,” she said softly. “I know what you did to me and I forgave you for it long ago.  know why you can’t make love to me. I know what my collar does. I know what you’re doing to try to protect me.” She didn’t sound angry in her tone. Only firm. “And Gwendolyn can help us be together.”

Bob met her gaze, surprise writ upon his face. “Yes,” he whispered. “And I promise you. I'll tell you everything.”

Florentino took a step closer.

She nodded curtly. “Good,” she said. “Gwendolyn has healed me and I’m feeling…” she paused as if taking stock. “Tired. And sore. But I am not in any significant pain.”

“Pain?” Bob asked worriedly.

Talli shook her head. “Aches mostly. Tension. I could use a massage.”

Bob licked his lips. “Right.

Talli looked at Bob. “An oil massage.”

He nodded. “Okay.

She leaned even closer. “A full body oil massage.”

Suddenly Bob’s eyes narrowed. “Wait. Are you hitting on me?”

Talli turned away and looked down at the table. “So what is this new torment?”

Morlok, who had his beer stein out, took another swig of the swill, but didn’t say anything.

Bob, still recovering, cleared his throat. “Um. So, we think,” he held up his fingers to form air quotes, “the lock…um… you, is bent over this end here, wrists bound to these points.” He pointed to a set of eye hooks on the side of the table, near the top. “While your feet go right here.” He tapped the tip of his lizard scale boot to another attachment point near the floor, but at the narrow end of the table. “It came with this paddle,” he said, holding up the weapon. It was very flexible and he slapped his hand with it and winced. “The interesting thing is…”

“What’s this bulb thing?” Talli demanded, lifting one bare foot and touching a toe delicately against the protuberance, mostly because her arms were still bound behind her back. The bulb was just below the edge of the table, again on the narrow end.

“No clue,” admitted Bob. “It’s soft, but I don’t know what it does.”

Florentino touched the table top. “Some of this surface is metal,” he said with interest. He ran his fingers across the smooth top. “Impressive craftsmanship,” he said with admiration.

“So what,” demanded Gwendolyn with irritation. “We just strap her down and start spanking her ass?”

Everyone looked at Talli who sighed, then nodded with resignation. “It’s my purpose. I am the lock.”

Gwendolyn, obviously angry, turned and marched away in a huff. Florentino and Bob looked at each other uncomfortably.

“I do not like this,” the giant said. “It’s one thing to torment a vessel into orgasm. Even if you need a little bit of discomfort to do it. What we’ve inflicted upon Talli during this campaign has been wrong.”

Bob didn’t even hesitate. He nodded in complete agreement. He took a deep breath. “You’re right.” He shook his head. “We should have turned back in the last room.” He shouldered his pack. “Let’s go,” he declared, heading for the door.

“Bob?” Florentino said in surprise. Morlok just stared and took another sip of his beer.

“LET’S GO!” Bob shouted angrily. Gwendolyn looked up from the corner, surprised. The mage pointed back toward the door they’d just come through. “We’re done. Let’s go.”

Talli stared in shock and glanced at Florentino.

“Bob?” Gwendolyn stammered. “Are you okay?”

The mage whirled. “Okay? No. No, I am NOT okay.” He spat.

Talli blinked, her head turning. “Not now Lynne!” She hissed.

“I have been blaming Argenthor this entire time, thinking about what a fucking monster he is, and the reality is that I’m the one who did all this to Talli. Me. Not him. He was just an enabler. I’m the one that hurt her. That tortured her. That keeps her a prisoner.” His lip trembled, emotion running rampant. “I’m the thief. The kidnapper.” He whirled and grabbed the door. “I’m the fucking monster who lied.” He suddenly ran, disappearing from view.

Talli gasped. “Wait. What?” She demanded, looking into an empty spot of the room.

Gwen frowned. “I think he’s lost it. Or his chickens have finally come home to roost.” She shook her head. “I guess that means we’re done here.”

Talli shook her head. “No! You have to stop him!” She squealed, surging toward the door.

Florentino took a step and grabbed her. “Talli, there’s nothing you can do to help him in his current mental state. Let him work it out for himself.”

She looked up with terror. “NO! Lynne says the lizards are in the labyrinth!”

Everyone froze.

Everyone but Morlok. The swordsman darted quickly for the door, his sword already coming out and in a flash he disappeared. Talli looked at Gwen, then Florentino and the giant shook his head and glanced at the druid. “Stay here with Talli,” Florentino said quietly. He went to the door and left.

Talli turned and looked up again. “Lynne says there are almost thirty of them,” she whispered.

The druid frowned. “Those aren’t good odds,” she muttered. “But then, if they use the acid pit, they can basically keep them from crossing.”

Talli nodded, but then she turned and went back to the table. “Gwen?” She asked. “Can you please secure me?”

“What?” Gwendolyn demanded. “Didn’t you hear a word Bob said?” She demanded.

Talli nodded. “I did. He’s sorry. But Gwen, I chose this. I wanted to do this.”

“What the hell for?” Gwen demanded.

Talli looked at her. “Because. He needs that sapphire. We need that sapphire. Because I love him.”

“Well, you shouldn’t,” Gwendolyn spat. “That bastard literally ripped you away from your husband and kids. He used you as a tool, and when he finally realized you were a person, the damage was already done.”

Talli nodded. “I know that. I also know that he’s sorry for it all. He’s taken care of me. He’s held me when I cried, and fed me when I was hungry, and…”

“Tortured you when he needed power,” the druid muttered.

“That too,” Talli said. She spread her feet, putting the ankle cuffs near the fasteners at the bottom of the solid block forming the table. She bent over, laying her breasts on the surface, letting out a tiny gasp as she felt the cold metal on her breasts. “Please? Please tie me? You know that the only way we are getting out of this is forward.”

Gwen ground her teeth, but then she pulled some rope out of her robe pocket. A sharp dagger cut it and she quickly bent down, securing the ankle cuffs to the table. “Your hands are bound,” the druid said. “I can’t tie those until Bob is back and release the abyssal fetters.”

Talli nodded. “My collar. Tie the rope to that and pull me forward.”

Gwen complied and Talli gasped. “What?” The druid asked. “Are you okay?”

Talli let out a laugh. “The bulb. It’s like pressed right up into my pussy. Against my clit.”

“Is it hurting?” Gwen demanded worriedly.

Talli shook her head. “Not in the least. It’s soft and honestly,” she gulped. “I’m horny.”

Gwen sighed. “It’s the piercings. The magic. It’s done this to you.”

Talli smiled. “I know. I don’t care. Not now.” Suddenly her wrists came free and her arms flopped forward. “Oh,” she said in surprise. “Is Bob okay?”

Suddenly Bob crashed through the door, running pell mell. “We have a problem!” He shouted, skidding to a halt in front of the table. “We can’t go back! There’s about thirty lizards who really want my boots.” He paused. “With my feet still in them.”




Chapter Eleven: Squishy

“And your head,” Gwendolyn observed.

“Actually, I’m not sure they’re interested in that,” Bob retorted. “I think they’ll be fine with killing me and just taking my feet.” He looked down at Talli. “I… um… okay. I thought I was going to need to talk you into this,” he said, wincing. Her butt was already wriggling, though he mistook her rubbing her pussy against the bulb as acceptance of the coming spanking. He picked up the paddle.

“Do I need to go help?” Gwendolyn asked, shoving her chin toward the door.

Bob looked up. “No. Florentino and Morlok have them stopped at the acid pit. The problem is that they have ranged weapons, so Morlok is flicking arrows and darts out of the air with his fucking sword.” He paused. “And the Tankard of Garhbahz, which ironically seems just fine to me, considering the crappy beer it creates.”

“So… I get the door when it opens?” Gwendolyn asked.

Bob nodded. “Precisely. Then I release Talli, we go get the boys, and let the doors close behind us.” He paused. “I um… just need you to cum. One more time,” he said politely to Talli.

She turned her head. “I can handle that,” she declared. “At least until Gwen fixes me”

Bob bit his lip. “Right,” he said, looking up at Gwendolyn.

“We don’t want to risk me going mad,” Talli added. Bob blinked and looked up at Gwen, a panicked look on his face.

Gwen crossed her arms. “Florentino.”

Bob’s eyes widened. “Did he tell her everything?”

“Excuse me,” Talli said. “I’m right here. He told me about the collar keeping me from becoming a nymphomaniac who wasn’t interested in anything but fucking, and that the collar is what keeps me from going banana fucking nuts crazy.” She twisted her head up to look at him. “But I think I’m already a nymphomaniac who isn’t interested in anything but fucking, so I’m not quite sure how this is a problem.” She blinked. “Aren’t we about to die? Shouldn’t you be spanking me now?”

Bob, torn between being angry at the rock giant, and knowing that he really needed to spank Talli, shook his head, spluttering. He picked up the paddle and glanced down at Talli’s bare butt, perfectly positioned in front of him. He swatted the girl roughly, eliciting a startled yelp. But then Talli groaned passionately, her hips rolling. He looked up at Gwendolyn. “The door?”

The druid frowned and marched off. Bob licked his lips, looked down at Talli, trying to figure out why she was groaning passionately. He swung the paddle again, even harder and Talli yelped. Then she moaned and Bob realized she was grinding her pussy down on the bulb.

“Is that thing vibrating?” He demanded.

“Oh gods yes,” Talli whimpered. “More. Please? More? Bob? Please? Hit harder.”

Florentino and Morlok burst into the room and slammed the door shut behind them. Everyone heard the lock click and Bob looked up.

“What are you doing here?” He demanded. “Why aren’t you at the pit?”

“Oh,” Florentino said. “One of their mages cast some sort of spell that destroyed the bridge mechanism. While it was up.” He was panting and there was an arrow going completely through his right arm. He approached Gwendolyn. “I’m sorry to bother you, but I was wondering if you might be able to take care of this.” He leaned down. The arrow was deep and Gwen looked shocked. Bob’s jaw dropped and he looked at Morlok.

“How bad is it?” The mage asked.

Morlok shrugged and gestured at the locked door.

“SOMEONE FUCKING SPANK ME!” Talli yelled.

Everyone looked down at her. Bob hurried around, lifted the paddle, and brought it flat across her butt. She squealed, then gasped, then laughed again. “YES! AGAIN!”

Gwendolyn turned and studied the arrow in Florentino’s arm, ignoring the sound of the leather paddle slapping soft, feminine flesh. Talli mewled and from the way her hips were twisting, she was clearly close to climax. Bob continued spanking while Morlok went to the next door.

“YES! YES! OH GODS! YES!” Talli suddenly screamed. A squirt of fluids shot out from between her legs, splattering the side of the table and pooling between her outstretched and bound feet. Bob let out a shout, threw the paddle down, and then rushed to untie Talli.

“This is going to hurt for a moment,” Gwendolyn said. She pulled the arrow out of Florentino, who winced. Blood began squirting from the wound, but Gwendolyn slapped a glowing green hand over the giant’s bicep and in seconds the flow slowed, trickled, then stopped.

No one noticed Morlok, who had taken Gwendolyn’s position by the next door. The swordsman was gesturing frantically, his sword waving and he kept glancing through the crack of the door. Bob was too busy untying Talli, Gwen was focused on Florentino’s injury, and Talli… well… she was humming cheerfully, lost in the euphoric bliss of sexual satisfaction, with just a nicely toasted ass to go along with it.

“Silence!” Morlok hissed.

That did get everyone’s attention. Bob turned, wild eyed and looked at the swordsman. With a sudden look of fear, he left Talli, still partially bound to the table, and ran to the door. Morlok gestured and Bob peeked through the crack. He jerked back, blinking, his mouth open, looked away in disgust, then looked back, an almost fascinated expression on his face.

“That’s… fucking disturbing,” Bob whispered. He pointed at Morlok, then his own eyes, and then pointed at the door. The swordsman nodded and took Bob’s place, keeping an eye on whatever was in the other room. Bob hurried back over to Florentino and Gwendolyn.

“Remember how I said that if I ever had the opportunity to kill King Argenthor, I’d take it?” Bob asked quietly. Florentino turned his head and looked at Bob. “Well, evidently I have the opportunity.”

Gwendolyn, who was still healing Florentino, turned her head sharply. “What?”

Florentino looked surprised. “He’s alive?”

Bob nodded. “The bastard is in there, banging a girl he’s got strapped down to a table.” Bob scratched his head. “Oh. And he’s a lich.”

“What’s a lich?” Talli asked from where she was still tied. Bob looked over, frowned, and hurried to free her. The second he untied her collar from the rope, she straightened up and put her hands on her butt. “Oww,” she muttered, rubbing her ass.

“Are you okay?” Bob asked quickly.

She nodded, grinning stupidly. “Yes, but what’s a lich?”

Florentino frowned. “A lich is an undead creature formed from the body and spirit of a spellcaster who is seeking to defy death.”

Talli stepped up and winced, looking at Florentino’s half healed arm. “Does it hurt?” She asked.

The giant nodded. “Somewhat. However, Gwendolyn’s healing is helping.”

Bob tapped his fingers on the table Talli had been spanked over. “Nothing I’ve ever read mentioned Argenthor being a mage.” He shook his head. “It doesn’t make any sense.”

The rock giant glanced toward the door. “Why is it not yet attacking?”

Bob gave Florentino a disgusted look. “He’s… busy.”

It took a moment for Florentino to digest that. “Every other lich we have encountered attacked immediately.”

“Yeah, well those liches didn’t provide themselves with the appropriate distractions. Argenthor has got a girl in there.”

“That’s disgusting,” Gwendolyn said.”

Florentino frowned. “We will need to find his phylactery.”

“His what?” Talli asked.

“Phylactery. It’s sort of a material placeholder for his immortal soul,” Bob said offhandedly. “Even if you kill the physical being, he just comes back unless you destroy the phylactery. Some people call it a horcrux, though I'm not sure why.” Florentino began to say something, undoubtedly informative, but Bob waved him off. “I’ve never heard of someone coming back as a lich, just to have sex though.”

Gwendolyn dropped her hands from Florentino’s arm. The wound was closed, but looked raw and tender. The giant flexed a bit, winced, but nodded his appreciation. “Well, from what we know about the bastard, why not?” Gwendolyn asked ruefully. “Look at his playground.” She gestured around.

“You think he might have arranged to become a lich?” Bob asked quickly, glancing over at Morlok, who hadn’t moved from the door. “That’s… sick. And… absolutely perfect.” He added, grinning.

“It is?” Talli asked, hands still cupping her bottom.

Bob nodded. “He’s got no power. Hell, I won’t even need to ask you to cum again.” He jerked a thumb at Florentino. “Rocky here, plus Morlok and Gwen can handle him.”

The rock giant frowned. “I’ve never heard of a lich that was easy to destroy,” he said. “Usually it requires a holy sword, wielded by a paladin, and requires the spell Divine Smite, along with…”

Bob shook his head. “No. We got this. I’ll even help.” He pulled his bag off his shoulder and reached in.

“Do you have a holy sword in there?” Gwendolyn asked sarcastically. Bob rolled his eyes.

Florentino looked at the druid apologetically. “Unfortunately, Robert having the holy sword by itself would be insufficient. We  would also need the paladin connected with the holy sword.” He hesitated. “Robert’s ethical and moral alignments are not conducive to being championed by a deity that would assist in slaying a lich.”

“Hey!” Bob protested.

“Do you have a paladin in there too?” Gwen corrected, sarcastically.

Bob pulled out a mace.

“What do I do?” Talli asked, just a little fearfully.

Bob turned and looked at her. “Nothing. Your job is done. We’ve… I’ve… abused you too much as it is. No more demands. No more pain. No more spankings, or whippings, or torture.” He stepped right up to her and grabbed her, hugging her tight. “I’m sorry,” he whispered. “For everything. I don’t know if I can make it right, but I will at least try to make it up.” Then he kissed her. Talli blinked, shocked and unsure of how to reply. Bob looked at Florentino. “Ready?”

The rock giant frowned. “I’m… not sure that this is a sound strategy. Are you positive he has no magical power?” The giant followed Bob toward the door where Morlok was standing. “If your reasoning is faulty, we might be better off trying to fight the lizards.”

Bob shook his head and pointed to the door. “Look in there,” he told the giant. Florentino leaned over Morlok and peeked through the crack. The room inside was sparsely lit, but there was absolutely no denying that there was a lich in it. The undead being seemed to be floating in the air, missing most of his legs. But there was definitely arms and a thorny crown perched on the creature’s head. It was bent over a table and the soft, feminine curves of a woman were visible. Except… there was no way she was alive. Her skin was a disturbing shade of gray. Despite her whimpering. The lich leaned over her, a whip in one hand, and started to slash down, all while thrusting his hips against her. Red welts appeared across her breasts and she screamed. But then the welts healed, the skin reforming into smooth perfection.

Florentino looked over at Bob. “A lich with a cock?” He whispered.

Bob shrugged. “Just because you’ve never heard of it, doesn’t mean it can’t happen.”

Florentino accepted that with grace. “True, though it is unlikely.”

“But hey, now you can say you’ve seen it all,” Bob replied.

“That would not be accurate, Robert.” The rock giant paused. “Still, the lich’s behavior is definitely odd comparatively. Most liches would have already sensed us and attacked.”

Morlok, still watching and drinking from his mug, nodded from below Florentino.

“Wait,” Talli said from behind them. “So I just stand here?”

Gwen sighed and patted her arm. “If this doesn’t work, and we die, shut the door and then go out to the lizard men. They’ll probably not kill you.”

Talli blinked. “That’s your solution?” She shook her head. “I’m going in with you.”

“Absolutely not,” declared Bob. “It’s too dangerous!”

“Then give me a weapon,” she said, pointing at his mace.

“You don’t know how to use one!” Bob declared.

She rolled her eyes. “You don’t know how to use that thing and you have a weapon.”

Bob glared at the girl. “You hit the bad monster with it,” he said, waving the mace around. “I’m not giving you a weapon because it’s too dangerous. You don’t know how to fight. You’re squishy.”

“Squishy?” Demanded Talli, clearly offended.

Gwen rolled her eyes, but it was Florentino who replied. “Squishy is a term meaning that you have no armor,” he explained quickly.

“Oh,” Talli replied. “Well, give me some armor.”

Bob stared at her helplessly, then sighed. A moment later he tossed a bundle down on the floor. “Here,” he said simply. “Get dressed.”

Talli started pulling at the material and stopped, freezing as her fingers spread out the shirt. It was a normal shirt, solid and warm, with no strange cutouts for her breasts, or plunging neckline to expose her cleavage. She stared at it, then bent down slowly, picking up the pants. She rubbed them with thumb and forefinger, a little shocked.

“What’s wrong?” Gwendolyn asked as Bob and Florentino quietly discussed strategy.

Talli hesitated. “I… I haven’t worn pants in so long.” She held up the shirt. “Or a blouse.” She blinked. “Not like this.”

Gwen snorted. “They’re just clothes, Talli. Put them on. Then the armor.”

Talli stood there for a moment, then shook her head. “No,” she whispered. “That’s not me. It hasn’t been for a long, long time.” She dropped the shirt and pants and walked back over to Bob, tapping him on the shoulder.

“I need my shoes please,” she said.

Bob blinked. “Shoes?”

Talli nodded. “The high heels,” she added. “And the chainmail bikini.”

Bob’s eyes widened. “The… the chainmail bikini?” He blinked. “But you said you couldn’t handle it.”

Talli shrugged. “That was then. This is now.” She pointed back to the leather armor and clothes he’d given her and she’d dumped on the floor. “I can’t wear that. It won’t be right.” She put a hand on her breast. “This is who I am now.”

Bob gave her a disbelieving look. “Well, okay, but… wouldn’t you prefer your leathers?” He asked hopefully.

Talli shook her head. “No.”

He scuffed his foot on the floor. “Talli, I’ll be honest. I haven’t um… I haven’t fixed the chainmail bikini yet. I mean, sure… it’s got an insane armor rating. The best ever… but…”

She laughed. “I know.”

“Bikini?” Florentino asked curiously. Bob ignored him.

“Please… don’t do this,” Bob begged. “It’s not needed. I swear.”

“Lynne says that Argenthor is a violent, sadistic, vile man. Even if he isn’t as powerful as he could be, he will be a challenge. You will need me,” she said with assurance.

Bob sighed. Slowly he reached back into the pack. He came out with a small bundle of chainmail and handed it over.

“What the hell is that?” Demanded Gwendolyn. Talli smiled, took it over to the spanking table, and started to put on the clothing. She started with the bottoms, which barely covered her soft pink slit, the linked chains rattling. The inside was lined and the second she tied the thing on, she gasped, bracing herself against the table.

“Oh gods!” She whispered as Gwen hurried over.

“Are you okay?” The druid demanded. “What’s he done to you now?”

Bob hurried over, a pair of high heeled sandals in his hands. “Here. Dress quickly. We need to do this while the lich is distracted.”

Talli nodded, her hips already twitching. She picked up the other bit of chain mail and shook it out. It was a top, but it barely covered her nipples. She tied one strap around the back of her neck, then turned and asked Gwen to do the other one. As Gwen began tying, she saw something move underneath the cup of the top.

“What the hell is that?” Gwen demanded.

Talli brought her hands up, pressing the chainmail bikini top to her breasts. Her eyes flickered as pleasure surged through her and Gwendolyn realized Talli was trembling.

“Abyssal tongues,” Talli gasped. “He… he stitched portals into the bottom and top.” Her eyes suddenly fluttered. “It's… It’s having… it’s having it… in my… ass… that’s the issue!” She squeaked. Gwen’s jaw dropped. Talli groaned. “Please? Gwen? Tie me up? We have to go quick… before I cum!”

“You are verifiably nuts,” Gwendolyn growled, tying the bikini top. “And depraved.” Talli turned and began putting on the shoes. Gwendolyn shook her head, bent down, and tied the straps around Talli’s calves. Gwendolyn already knew that the arches of each sandal held similar portals, and that the bottoms of Talli’s feet were already being licked. Talli’s toes curled and she shuddered, the overload of sensation clearly affecting her deeply.

“I’m… I’m ready!” She gasped. She smiled at Gwendolyn, then hurried over to Bob and Florentino.

“You don’t have to do this,” Bob said. “I don’t need you to power me.”

Talli rolled her eyes. “Fine,” she said, struggling to maintain her composure, odd ticks and twitches causing her to jerk. “I’ll cum just because I want to.”

Bob gritted his teeth. “Just… just hang back. Okay? I don’t want you hurt,” he insisted. She reached out, grabbed his robes and yanked him right up to her chainmail covered breasts.

“I don’t want you hurt, dimwit,” she whispered. Then she kissed him. When she let him go Bob blinked, breathless.

“Wow,” he spluttered.

“Go kill the fucking bastard,” Talli declared. Then her head popped up weirdly. “Lynne says to kill him too.”

“Technically…” Florentino said, “we are deambulating him. He is already dead.”

Bob, Gwendolyn and Morlok all stared at Florentino. Talli grinned. “Well then, go deambulate him.” Her wealth of dark hair curled down to her shoulders and the chainmail bikini made her seem even more erotic than being fully nude. The thorny tattoo on her right bicep hadn’t grown any bigger but it was intriguing. The way her hips rolled, a lewd and prurient movement that attracted the eye, was nothing more than an immediate way to get a hard-on. Morlok even licked his lips, probably wishing he had a lollipop to stick in her.

Bob grinned. “Damn, you look fucking amazing,” he said.

“Can we get on with this?” Gwendolyn complained.

Talli grinned. “I am definitely amazing,” she replied sweetly. “Especially tied up, spread open, and vigorously screwed.”

Gwendolyn groaned.

Florentino smiled. “I am glad to see the two of you together,” he said simply. Then without any warning he shoved the door open and followed Morlok into the lich’s lair.

Bob whirled, swinging his mace and Gwendolyn followed, hands raised, green energy swirling. Lastly, Talli stepped into the doorway, her pussy and ass both filled with squirming, pumping tentacles, all while the bottoms of her feet, right along each arch, not to mention both nipples and her clit, were all being sucked and licked.

King Argenthor was clearly not prepared for the rush and he was mid-coitus. Florentino was on him before the lich even had time to process the attack and the rock giant’s fist smashed into King Argenthor’s skull, driving him away from the dead girl on the table, who was still quivering and shaking, bound in place. Bob half expected Argenthor’s skull to fly off, like the crown did, but the lich managed to take the blow, self-righting and it let out a violent screech. Morlok ducked under Florentino’s arm and thrust his sword through the lich’s body. Argenthor growled, looked down at Morlok, and swung his fist. Only the swordsman’s amazing reflexes saved him and he yanked the blade clear as he ducked and rolled. Then it was Bob’s turn. The mage fired off a single small magic missile, the simplest and smallest of all offensive magics, something taught to first year mages and rarely used once they’d mastered even the most rudimentary of other attack magics. He aimed it at Argenthor’s eye. The lich flinched, only to realize too late that the glitter was but a distraction. The real attack was the mace crunching into the lich’s chest. The spiked metal head crushed the lich’s rib cage and got stuck.

“Uh oh,” Bob muttered. Then Argenthor’s arm caught Bob and threw him across the entire room.

“Robert!” Florentino yelled as Bob hit the wall, but the giant had to deal with Argenthor’s next attack. The two exchanged a flurry of blows as the king hammered with skeletal fists at Florentino’s arms. Morlok darted in again, stabbing. It didn’t seem to do much more than infuriate the lich. Florentino tried to take advantage of the distraction, but Argenthor was just so strong. He caught the rock giant with a strike and Florentino staggered to the side.

“No!” Bob cried out weakly from where he lay crumpled, his left arm bent in a very incorrect way. Florentino deflected another hit from the lich, but the third one caught the giant’s arm and he stumbled. It was Morlok who saved the giant, stabbing at the lich’s hand on another pass. Argenthor roared, swinging wildly at the swordsman, missing.

Gwendolyn directed a shard of energy at Bob, who gasped and then yelled as his arm snapped back the correct way. Pain flashed across his eyes, but it healed his arm. Morlok tried another stabbing attack and was batted away, this time catching a glancing blow, spinning into a nearby wall and falling.

“I SHALL DESTROY YOU!” Wailed the lich. He kicked at Florentino, who wasn’t expecting it and fell, stumbling over his own feet. The lich roared and moved in for the killing blow, only to jerk, reeling as a small but powerful crossbow bolt hit him right in the side of the head, penetrating deeply. Morlok, from the other side of the room, grinned as he tossed his pistol style crossbow aside and stood back up.

“Not done,” he said simply. The swordsman darted in again, trying to give Florentino an opportunity to rise. But even Morlok’s amazing agility and overwhelming skill was insufficient to do more than keep Argenthor from killing Florentino.

“This is bad!” Bob said, looking around for an alternative weapon, since his mace was still stuck in Argenthor’s chest. Florentino took another blow that knocked the air out of him, falling over, gasping. Gwendolyn shot another burst of druidic magic at the lich, but it seemed ineffective. Morlok, starting to pant, looked frustrated, unsure of where to stick his sword. King Argenthor rose up high, screeching, ready to bring his fists down on Florentino, when she appeared in the doorway.

“Hey there, your Majesty,” Talli said teasingly. “Argenthor.”

Everyone froze and looked toward the door. Even King Argenthor.

Talli walked into the room, one foot crossing in front of the other. Her body swayed and her hips swished with each step. Even Bob blinked, his jaw dropping. Talli’s skin shined, as if she was coated in oil. The chainmail bikini barely covered her full breasts and sweet slit. Her eyes were half closed, and her lips looked full and puckered. Talli looked heatedly at Argenthor as if she were about to jump his bones and do something insanely inappropriate with them.

“I’m a lock in need of a key,” she groaned, running a hand down her body. “Do you think you push that big, thick, perfect tool into my wet little slit?” She moaned, her hips pumping lewdly. Bob knew that underneath the bikini, the swirling abyssal tongues were undoubtedly arousing her, but could they push her all the way into orgasmic ecstasy? She’d already had so many orgasms. He wondered just how close she was. She turned, twisting at the waist to keep Argenthor in sight, and then swatted her own cute ass. “I need someone to spank me hard and fuck me up the ass. I need to cum.”

Argenthor floated there, his weirdly exposed member rising up.

“Oh yes,” Talli purred, getting even closer to the lich. “Look at that amazing cock. Ohhh… I want it. Can I have it? Will you please put it in me?” She smiled, panting, looking as if she were about to explode with overwhelming desire. She reached down and actually touched Argenthor’s spiny cock “Can I…” she said, licking her lips. “Suck it?”

Argenthor seemed confused, unsure if he should take Talli and throw her down, or kill Florentino. She solved the problem by pushing herself right into the arms of the lich, one hand wrapped around its cock, pumping it with her palm. “Oh gods yes! You’re so hard! So strong! I can’t wait to feel you inside me! I want to feel you whipping my tits while you screw my brains out. Fuck me hard!” She pushed her hips forward, rubbing the crotch of the bikini along the bony, erect member of King Argenthor and gasped, closing her eyes. She gritted her teeth and then cried out. “Oh! Your Majesty! I’m cumming! Now Bob! I’m cumming!”

Bob surged to his feet, power flooding through him. His eyes flashed furiously as Argenthor, realizing his mistake, flung Talli away. She spun with a scream, hitting the wall hard, dropping limply. Bob shouted, the arcane words spiraling into existence. There was no visible stream, or light, or even smoke. Only a sort of pressure wave that exploded into existence, its epicenter inside the Lich’s sternum. Argenthor jerked, started to shout something, and then… simply ceased to exist. A sort of null void sucked in his dissolving form.

Florentino watched with a satisfied eye, then groaned and laid back.

Morlok looked up from where he lay and nodded.

Gwendolyn walked over to Talli and looked down.

“B-Bob?” Talli whimpered.

The mage rushed over. “Are you hurt? Talli! Tallulah? Are you okay?” He reached down and scooped her up, hovering, eyes worried.

She swallowed. “Get this fucking bikini off me before I explode again,” she gasped. Then she slumped in his arms. Unconscious.


Chapter Twelve: A Broken Lock

“Talli,” Florentino said softly. “Talli, wake up.”

Talli’s eyes flickered open and she let out a tired groan. She looked up at the rock giant and glanced around. Bob and Gwendolyn were hovering over the stone bier where the undead girl lay bound and were clearly in the midst of a quiet but heated discussion. Morlok was nowhere to be seen.

“What happened?” She asked groggily.

Florentino grinned. “Well, as usual, you saved the day, with an assist from Robert.” He helped her as she sat up, blinking. “You passed out after your timely intervention and orgasm. Gwendolyn says you were only unconscious for about five seconds, but you were exhausted and then fell asleep. Bob was hovering and frantic. He had me put you on the bedroll and he hovered until Gwendolyn assured him that you were okay.

Talli looked down. “What happened to the bikini?” She asked, noticing that she was once again nude. Her leather boots and jacket were lying next to the bedroll and she grabbed the boots first.

“Robert removed it,” Florentino said simply. “I wasn’t aware that he had completed it.” He grinned. “From your behavior, it appears that wearing it provides an intense sexual experience.”

Talli grinned and pushed her bare little foot into the first boot. “Men can’t understand,” Talli said, somewhat loftily. “Women have more sensitive points. We can be stimulated more easily.”

Florentino smiled. “While admittedly the erogenous zones of human males are culturally different from human females, the nerve bundles are located at approximately the same…”

“Florentino,” Talli said. “I don’t need a lecture. Suffice it to say, that having those tongue tentacle things swirling around inside my bottom and pussy, and then circling and sucking on my nipples non-stop, feels absolutely incredible. It pushes my buttons and turns me into jelly.”

Florentino nodded as she put on the second boot.

“Where is Morlok?” She asked, grabbing her jacket. She pulled it on over her shoulders and tugged the leather into place. The jacket didn’t cover her breasts, even a little, and without pants or a skirt, the mix of bare skin and leather made her look even more sexually attractive.

“Morlok is keeping an eye on the lizard men. Without a key, they have taken the route of brute force and are using axes and their two mages to break down the labyrinth doors.” He looked at her. “I woke you because Robert needs your assistance.”

She hesitated. “Oh,” she said weakly. Then she sighed and steeled herself. “I hope you’re willing to use that tongue of yours,” she said to the giant. “Because I am totally spent. It’s going to take some seriously amazing foreplay to get me going again. I think I broke my record,” she added with a grin.

Florentino blinked, then blushed. “Um… actually,” the giant said. “Robert wishes you to consult with the spirit you have been communicating with recently. I believe her name is Lynne?” He also wishes to discuss the disposition of the zombie girl bound to the bier.” Talli blinked.

“Oh.” She said in surprise. Then she swallowed. “Zombie girl? That’s… different.” The rock giant cocked his head sideways, curious. “We have encountered undead before. How is this different?”

She looked up at him and smiled. “I’m not used to being ‘consulted’,” she said. “I’m usually just thrown across a barrel, given a quick paddling between the legs, and brought to orgasm. Remember?”

Florentino sighed. “Talli, I for one,” he said apologetically, “regret my behavior toward you during our very first encounter. You have proven yourself a worthy companion, and if I might be so bold, a loyal friend.” He paused. “You are still the best human female I have ever had coital relations with.”

Talli blinked. “Uh… thank you?”

The giant nodded, then gestured. “May I suggest haste? It will not be long before the lizards make it into the last room.” Talli nodded and she and Florentino walked over to where Gwendolyn and Bob were talking.

“It’s disgusting,” Gwendolyn said, gesturing down at the naked zombie girl.

Bob shrugged. “Not disagreeing with you,” he replied. “I’m just impressed with the arcane engineering demonstrated here.” His eyes flickered as Talli stepped up to the bier and he smiled sheepishly. “Hi,” he said, mouth curling up into a smile.

Talli looked at him, her smile huge. “Hi,” she replied back, staring at him. The gaze lingered and finally Gwendolyn snapped her fingers between the two of them.

“Excuse me,” she said. “Focus.”

Bob blinked and Talli looked down at the naked, bound girl. She was blonde, though her hair had streaks of gray in it. Her skin was a disturbing ashen color, though mostly flawless, with a few patches of skin that appeared to be dissolving, a sickly looking ooze leaking wetly from the various wounds. Her corneas were clouded and she looked around blindly, her head twitching even though she couldn’t focus on anything. Her legs were spread wide, bound in the splits and her wrists were secured above her head. The most disturbing thing was her pussy. It was gaping open, probably from years of having the lich’s cock in it.

“Okay, quick explanation,” Bob said to everyone. “The bier itself is magical. There is an anti-entropic field on it. Anti-entropic fields basically cause whatever is in them when the field is activated to stay in stasis. All of those stories of princesses in the woods who fell asleep until Prince Appealing comes along and kisses her? Anti-entropic field.”

Talli looked down. “She looks dead.”

Bob grimaced. “Well, she is. The sad part is that when the anti-entropic field was started up, she was very much alive. The problem is that for the last hundred and forty or so years, an undead bastard has been fucking her non-stop.” He grimaced and looked at the whip Argenthor had dropped. “Amongst other indignities.” He shook his head and continued. “Between being constantly exposed to undead flesh, and the anti-entropic field trying to keep her alive, errors were eventually introduced. In some ways, she’s like the Osseous Hounds. They ate the undead flesh on the skeletons, and got infected with it, which imbued a certain amount of immortality on them.”

Talli looked at the girl sadly. “It must have been horrible.”

Bob nodded. “She died by inches. So I want you to talk to Lynne and see if she knows anything about the girl. Who she was. When did she get put here?”

She looked down. “Can’t we just ask her?” Talli said, pointing at the bound girl.

Gwendolyn snorted. “Go for it,” she muttered.

Talli leaned over, putting her face close to the bound zombie girl. “Hello? Are you there? My name is Talli.”

The girl’s head swung back and forth and she suddenly gibbered something, but Talli couldn’t understand any of it.”

“Is she speaking another language?” She asked.

Florentino shook his head. “I am familiar with most of the more common languages. Honestly, and I’m sorry for this, but I think it is gibberish. She may not be healthy from a mental standpoint.”

Gwen agreed. “Over the years the anti-entropic field tried to keep her from decaying. Exposure to Argenthor’s lich caused her to die, and the field couldn’t protect her from the rot. I’m surprised she’s in this good of a condition. Frankly, I doubt she has anything even remotely resembling a mind. She likely only feels physical stimuli and basic emotions. She probably doesn’t even understand you.” Talli raised a hand. Softly she placed it on the zombie girl’s chest. The girl’s head snapped up and she let out a cry that startled all of them. Talli jerked her hand back and Gwen frowned. “See?”

Talli shook her head. “Hello?” She said again, putting her hand on the girl’s chest again. The girl stiffened, her breasts heaving, almost in a panic. She gibbered again, shaking her head, the expression on her face terrible. Along the bier her limbs tensed and the metal fasteners holding her down creaked.

“Talli,” Bob said sadly. “Go talk to Lynne. Find out anything she might know.” He sighed. “Florentino and I will work on the door problem.”

“The door problem?” Talli asked.

Bob winced but Florentino nodded. “To open the door we are required to place a lock on the bier. Then a key must work the lock.”

Gwendolyn snorted. “Why don’t you just use the right terms,” she said sarcastically. “You need to tie Talli down and fuck her brains out.”

Talli blinked as Florentino shrugged. “A more crass explanation, but not inaccurate,” the giant allowed. Bob rolled his eyes.

“It’s not quite that simple, Gwendolyn,” said the mage. “The problem is that the bier was added later. Not by the original dwarf sappers. And it has the anti-entropy field on it. I’m not quite sure what it will do…” he paused and glanced at Tali. “To living flesh.”

Florentino’s eyes suddenly grew speculative. “Robert, isn’t she a lock?”

Bob shrugged. “I suppose. Why?”

The giant gestured down at the girl. “Well, if we already have a lock, why remove her and risk putting Talli on the bier in the first place?”

Bob blinked. “Excuse me?” He turned a shocked and disgusted look at the giant.

“Are you suggesting what I think you’re suggesting?” Gwendolyn asked, horrified.

Florentino nodded. “Why not?” He asked. “Is there anything physically problematic to begin with?”

“Besides the idea of me sticking my dick into a dead girl?” Bob said incredulously. “Yes!”

Gwen frowned, thinking it through. “Well, honestly, necrophetic contamination takes quite a bit of exposure. Simply having a single sexual encounter probably will have no ill effects.” She shrugged. “Other than your dick rotting and falling off.”

“What?” Bob gasped.

The druid rolled eyes. “It’s a joke, Bob.”

The mage snarled something. But Talli looked darkly at Gwendolyn.

“And not a good one,” she said, clearly angry. But then Talli blinked in sudden realization. “Wait. Bob has to fuck her?” She looked down at the girl. “That’s… “ she swallowed. “Yucky.”

“The alternatives are not as viable,” Florentino explained. “First, I could be the one to handle unlocking the door. Except the condition of her sexual organs appear to be very delicate. My extended girth and length will almost certainly damage her. I’m not sure I could bring her to climax. Another option is for us to force the door, which might be possible under the time constraints, but will then eliminate one of the potential barriers between the lizard men and us.” He looked around at everyone, but no one interrupted. “Another option is to remove the dead girl and somehow deactivate the anti-entropic field, thus enabling us to secure Talli in place for coitus.”

Bob’s eyes flickered over to Talli, but she didn’t seem fazed by Florentino’s comment.

“Lastly, we could attempt to disconnect the bier from the lock system completely. Robert indicated that this might be the best way, though it would take some time. We could then establish our own parameters for the lock to be engaged.”

“For example, I could set it for a kiss,” Bob said.”

Talli grinned at him. “Or you could set it for a sensual three day orgy of sexual delight. Just you and me and some oil of slipperiness.”

Florentino looked confused and looked at Talli. “An orgy requires a minimum of five persons. While I have no objection to participating, I do not believe Morlok or Gwendolyn would be amiable to such an endeavor.” He looked apologetic. “And even if they were, I do not believe we have sufficient time for such activities.”

Talli’s eyes widened.

“Ignore them,” Gwendolyn said ruefully. “It's just our two love birds being dopey. Ignore them.”

Talli laughed. “I’m going to go talk to Lynne,” she said, giving Bob a wink. She walked off and left the room. Florentino looked at the mage.

“Do you feel there are other options that I did not consider?”

Bob looked down at the girl. “Ehhhh. I do not want to do this.”

A few minutes later Talli came back in. “Morlok says we’re running out of time,” she said. “And Lynne says she doesn’t know the girl. She wasn’t here when Lynne was brought through.” She looked at Bob. “This was weird too. Lynne says she can’t come in here. At all.”

Bob blinked, then nodded. “Of course. It’s warded. It’s why my bone spell didn’t kill Argenthal in the first place.” He shrugged. “Well, that makes sense.”

Talli looked around. “So, what's the plan?” She asked.

“Bob is going to fuck the dead girl,” Gwendolyn said cheerfully.

Talli gave the mage a look. “Really?”

Bob grimaced. “Trust me, I’m not looking forward to it,” he muttered. “But I don’t see a viable alternative.” He gestured at Talli’s body. “Even if you were up to it, we don’t have a way to channel the energy into the door.”

Talli frowned. “Okay, but… please? Be gentle with her?”

Bob nodded. “Of course. I’m not like Argenthor.” He bit his lip. “Can I… um… get a little privacy?” He asked. “This will be bad enough without an audience.” Florentino nodded and left the room, while Gwendolyn sniffed and turned, heading toward a corner. Talli just stood there and Bob gave her a look. “You too, please?”

She shook her head. “No. I’m staying.”

Bob winced. “Talli, I’m not sure I can do this. You being here will just make it worse.”

“Why?”

“Because,” Bob said, as if that were a reason.

She looked at him. “Are you aroused?” She asked.

He glanced down at the dead girl. “Not in the freaking least,” he said dispiritedly.

Talli came around and pressed herself to him. “Then,” she whispered. “Let me help.”

He blinked. He looked like he was about to protest, but she kissed him. Bob felt her fingers go down his front, then settle over the bulge in his trousers. She broke the kiss and then with a sparkle in her eyes, she sank down to her knees. She pulled him around and a second later her fingers were in his pants, pulling his cock out. She took hold of him, then began licking the tip of his manhood with gentle swirls of her tongue.

“Ohhh,” he groaned, closing his eyes. “Oh gods…”

“Mmmmm,” Talli hummed, opening her mouth and taking his stiffening length deep. She began bobbing her head, slurping noisily on Bob’s shaft. Her other hand came up, caressing his scrotum. Then she wrapped her hands around his length, using her mouth just on the tip of his cock as her fingers and palms massaged his now solid shaft.

“There,” she whispered, looking up. “Just imagine it’s me,” she said.

Bob gulped, his cock hard and she stood up, still holding him. She pulled him up to the dark gash of the dead girl and with her other hand pressed to his back, pushed and guided him into the waiting slit.

“Ohhh… gods!” Bob blurted out. “It’s… cool. Like almost cold!” He grimaced. Talli pushed even more and his entire cock sank in deep. Bob shook his head. “No. No. This… this isn’t right.” He said, starting to draw away.

Talli grabbed his chin and forced him to look at her. “Stop,” she said firmly. “Do not pull out. Pump. Thrust. It’s me. “We’re making love in a cool pool of water,” she said. “Can you feel it? Remember the stream that one time? I was burning with need and you made me better, your fingers inside me with the cool, clean water?”

Bob gulped and nodded. “I remember,” he replied, sinking back into the dead girl’s depths.

Talli smiled and then to Bob’s shock, she climbed up onto the bier itself, kneeling over the girl’s hips, her breasts even with Bob’s face. She reached out and drew his mouth down upon her pierced nipple. “Suck on me. Lick me as you fuck me,” she whispered. Bob couldn’t stop himself. He pressed his mouth to Talli’s soft, warm breast, his mouth going to her nipple, sucking and licking the turgid tip. The groan that came out of Talli’s mouth was so intoxicating, so sensual, that Bob found himself pumping even harder. Her hands held his face to her breasts, moving him back and forth between one nipple and the other.

“Oh gods yes!” Talli breathed. “Harder! Fuck me harder!” She begged. “Bob, I want you to tie me down, legs spread. Do what you want to me. I don’t care if it’s hitting me right between the legs with your flogger before you fuck me, or if all you want to do is rub me with oil. I need you,” she whispered. “I want you.”

Bob groaned, hips slamming against the outstretched thighs in front of him. The tightness around his cock increased and he worked his hips even harder. Talli’s mouth suddenly came down on his and their kiss was hot as their breaths mingled. Then suddenly her tongue was in his mouth.

A strange, undulating cry suddenly interrupted them and Talli jerked, looking back over her shoulder.

“What?” Gasped Bob.

“DON’T STOP!” Talli gasped. “KEEP PUMPING!”

Bob did as he was told.

“She’s almost there!” Talli said excitedly. She turned back to Bob. “You are so hot right now!” She insisted.

Suddenly Bob felt a splatter of goo splash against his loins and he cried out, pulling away as the cold fluid soaked his skin. A somewhat acrid and unpleasant odor wafted up and Bob lurched away.

“EEEEWwwww!” He floundered, his cock hanging out, dripping the vile stuff. He waddled over to his pack, ignoring the druid’s astonished and somewhat disgusted stare, and reached in. He tugged out a cloth and began frantically cleaning his privates.

“Gwen!” Talli said. “The door!” She pointed and Gwendolyn jumped up. The druid made it to the door and opened it a crack, then peeked in. Her eyes narrowed and then she rolled her eyes and opened it wide.

“You are not going to fucking believe this,” she muttered.

Talli got down off the dead girl and leaned over the still animated corpse. The dead girl’s hips were still moving, but the look of relief and pleasure on her face was so apparent that Talli felt sorry for her. She stroked the girl’s hair and despite the flinch, the girl settled down, crooning softly. Bob came over, his manhood tucked away, the soaked towel held between two fingers.

“Disgusting,” he muttered. He let out a sigh as he looked down at the smiling dead girl.

“Is there anything you can do to help her?” Talli asked quietly.

Bob nodded. He extended his forefinger and touched it lightly to the girl’s temple. There was a flash of light, she jerked once, and then… nothing. Talli’s eyes widened.

“Did… did you just kill her?” Talli asked in shock.

Bob shook his head. “No. She was already dead. Argenthor did that decades ago. All I did was relieve her suffering.”

Talli looked like she was about to protest, but then Gwendolyn walked up. “You have got to see the next room,” she said in absolute disgust.

Bob blinked. “Please tell me it is filled with gold and sapphires.”

Gwen shook her head, clearly irritated. “No. It’s another fucking door. Except this one has a girl in it.”

Bob’s look of horror made Gwen shake her head. “Don’t worry. I think this one’s alive at least. She doesn’t look dead.”

Bob gave Gwendolyn a skeptical look. “How can she be alive?” He asked. “It’s been at least eighty years since this place was sealed.”

Gwendolyn shrugged. “Come look,” she said, turning her back on Talli, Bob, and the zombie girl.

Bob dumped the cloth on the ground and grabbed his pack. As he walked away Talli leaned over and kissed the now really dead girl on the forehead. “I’m sorry it was like this for you,” she said softly. Then she turned and followed Bob. She walked into the next room and looked around, only to gasp.

“Lynne!” Talli shouted.

She ran forward, straight toward the giant metal disk that seemed to form the door to another room. There were massive hinges on the right side and a latch on the left. Embedded in the center was a gorgeous blonde girl, six or seven years younger than Talli. She was nude, the majority of her torso, especially her sex, exposed, while her arms, legs, and even a portion of her ass were inside the metal. The position of Lynne’s body made it clear that she was meant to be fucked. Her feet stuck out of the door just above her head, while her thighs were pulled outward so that her breasts, full and impressive, with large pink nipples, were on full display. . Her eyes were shut and it didn’t even appear that she was breathing. Bob managed to stop Talli before she touched her.

“Hold on,” the mage said softly. “I need to investigate before we do anything.”

“We have to get her out!” Talli said desperately. “Bob! I’m serious!”

He nodded. “Yes, I understand that. But we will use our brains first, before we use brawn.”

Talli fumed but then nodded sheepishly. “It’s… just… I’ve seen her! I mean, not like this. But her!”

Bob stroked his short beard. “You know, why don’t you go see if you can talk to her again, outside the warded room? Don’t mention what you found, but ask her if she knows anything about where her body is.”

Talli nodded. She hurried back out into the seventh room of the labyrinth and headed toward the door of the sixth. Just as she got there, Florentino stepped into the frame, literally picked her up and carried her back into the seventh room.

“Hey,” Talli protested. “Put me down. I have to talk to Lynne!”

Morlok darted through the door and slammed it shut, just as a lizard claw tried to keep it shut. Morlok’s sword slashed downward and there was a screech as three fingers, or whatever it was the lizard men had, fell to the ground, twitching. The door shut and Morlok put his back to it. Talli blinked in shock and then something hard hit the door.

Florentino sighed. “I believe we have maybe forty or so minutes.” A loud bang hammered on the door and Florentino frowned. “Possibly less.”

Morlok shrugged. He slid his sword back into his sheath, pulled his mug off a hook on his belt, and then looked down into it mournfully. He put it back on his belt holder and pushed off the door.

“Bob?” He asked.

Talli blinked. “Uh… the other room. With Lynne.”

Morlok didn’t even hesitate. He headed that direction.

“With Lynne?” Florentino asked curiously. “Your ghost?”

“She’s not a ghost,” Talli explained. “At least, not anymore. She’s alive and stuck in the door.”

The rock giant cocked his head to the side and looked interested. “Indeed?”

Talli nodded.

“If she is alive in the other room, can you not converse with her there?”

Talli frowned. “Bob said not to touch her and she sort of appears to be asleep.”

“I see,” Florentino replied. He headed that way and Talli followed. They passed Morlok, who was now happily drinking from his mug as Bob put down a wooden bucket filled with water. Florentino walked right up to the door, stared at Lynne for a moment, then nodded.

“She is quite beautiful,” he said. He looked at Bob. “May I touch her?”

The mage frowned. “I’m not sure. I mean, I haven’t found anything that will kill you, or her, if you do. But I don’t know what it will do.”

Florentino smiled. “Sometimes, the easiest way to find something out is to do it.” He lifted a hand and extended a single finger. Talli realized what was about to happen and grabbed Florentino’s hand.

“No!” She said angrily. “You can’t do that!” She chastised the giant. Florentino looked surprised.

“To what part of my actions do you object?” He asked, truly bewildered.

She gave him an incredulous glare. “You can’t just stick your finger in her pussy!”

“Why?” Florentino asked, truly confused. “I stick my finger in your vaginal orifice frequently.”

Talli’s mouth opened. “Well… yes,” she allowed. “But that’s because I’m ready for it.”

Florentino looked at Lynne. The girl’s eyes were closed, but her pussy was quite exposed and even gaping a little. The insides looked quite moist. “Her body position indicates her purpose is sexual, and her vaginal well appears sufficiently lubricated to accept the penetration. Why should I not touch her there?”

“Look,” she said, “Just touch her somewhere else. Her foot maybe?”

Florentino glanced over at Bob, who shrugged silently. Finally Florentino nodded, reached up, and ran his finger down Lynne’s foot, right over the arch. Lynne’s eyes snapped open and she cried out in alarm. Florentino jerked back in surprise and just as quickly as Lynne had come awake she closed her eyes again and went silent.

“Lynne?” Talli asked carefully.

Bob looked at Florentino. “How do you feel?” He asked.

Florentino smiled at the mage. “I am currently feeling the effects of my earlier injuries and am experiencing aches and even some pain from the puncture wounds Gwendolyn was unable to heal after our encounter with the Osseous Hounds. I am experiencing a small amount of thirst, which I have decided to alleviate after our immediate investigation. I also admit to needing to defecate, and was considering the use of your bucket after drinking the water inside.”

Bob stared at the giant wordlessly for a moment, then shook his head. “So, obviously no ill effects, other than being an obtuse moron.” He sneered at Florentino. “I meant from touching the girl.”

“Oh,” Florentino replied. “No. No ill effects. Do you wish me to touch her again?”

Talli stepped forward. “No. I’ll do it.” She reached out and put a hand on Lynne’s thigh. Once more the girl seemed to wake, eyes snapping open and she cried out, only to go silent as she stared up into Talli’s face.

“You… do I… know you?” Lynne asked, clearly confused.

Talli smiled. “Yes. We’ve spoken a lot over the last few hours.” She smiled. “Remember? I’m Talli.”

Lynne blinked. “I… can’t… I don’t…” she shook her head. “It’s too dark. Too blurry. You seem familiar,” she whispered. Then Lynne closed her eyes, tears brimming in them. “Can you help me?” She begged. “I can’t move!”

“Of course we can!” Talli declared. She looked back at Bob. “Right?” She said, making it a statement, not a question. Bob grit his teeth and gestured for Talli to step back. She turned toward Lynne. “Lynne? I have to talk to Bob for a moment, but I won’t leave you. Not for one second, okay?”

Lynne blinked and sort of nodded. Talli took her hand off Lynne’s leg and once more the girl’s eyes closed.

“That,” Florentino declared, “is quite different.”

Bob let out a frustrated breath. “I’ve never seen anything quite like it.”

Gwen pointed at the metal itself. “I’ve heard of some spells that allow you to make stone flow like water. But never metal, and she’s embedded in it.”

Bob stroked his beard. “Florentino, do you know what kind of metal it is?”

Florentino reached out, making Talli stiffen, but she relaxed when he touched the door itself, and not the naked girl embedded in it. “It is an alloy of copper and zinc, with a touch of aluminum. Humans call it brass.”

Bob ran his hand through his hair. “Well, I presume that there is another anti-entropic field in play. Probably the original one built by the dwarf sappers. It’s where Argenthor got the idea for his little after-life bondage sex dungeon. But how they got her in there, and how she opens the door, I’ve got no fucking clue.” He stroked his chin thoughtfully. “She’s a lock. Maybe the simplest thing is for you to fuck her. It might open the door.”

Florentino paused. “While I am enthusiastic about the idea in general, I find it unlikely that King Argenthor would make it possible for anyone to open the door, merely by having coital relations with this girl. Even if they did make it through the labyrinth.”

Bob looked up, suddenly realizing something. “Florentino, what do you call a key that opens any lock?”

Talli suddenly started bouncing, her hand lifted, her bare breasts bobbing up and down amazingly. “Ooo! Ooo! I know that one! A master key?” She asked, grinning.

Bob smiled, more at her bouncing boobies than her answer. “Exactly. And what do you call a lock that opens for any key?”

Talli blinked. “Oh. I don’t know that one.”

Gwendolyn eyed the mage. “I do. It’s broken,” she said sourly, glancing apologetically at Talli. “So what you’re saying is that the door won’t open until the girl embedded in it gets fucked, but she has to be fucked by a certain fuck who we just recently fucked.” The druid’s eyes narrowed. “So now we’re fucked.”

Talli’s eyes widened and she looked at the druid in shock. “Gwendolyn!”

Florentino cleared his throat. “The fucking expletives aside, I do believe that Gwendolyn has accurately stated the potential problem. King Argenthor is not in a condition to have sex with anyone.”

Bob took a deep breath then looked at Talli. “Wake her up again.”

Talli nodded and reached up, once more touching Lynne’s leg. The girl’s eyes opened and she started to cry out, but then she saw Talli. “You. Again. How long was it this time?”

Talli blinked. “Uh… two minutes?”

Lynne shook her head and closed her eyes, but not to go still. Tears once more started to run down her cheeks.

“Uh… hello Lynne,” Bob said, moving in front of the girl. “Do you remember how you got in the door?”

Lynne bit her lip. “There were dwarves, and some mages. After they brought me here through the labyrinth, they did things to me. Touching me. Writing things on my body. The door wasn’t on the wall then. It was on the floor. They made me lay on it and bent me so my feet were above my head.” She gulped. “Like this,” she whispered and her toes suddenly wiggled. “Then he was here, King Argenthor. He… he… whipped me. Then he…” she suddenly began to sob and Bob cringed.

“Hush,” Talli said with a croon, her free hand caressing Lynne’s face. “We’ll get you out of there.”

Bob held up his hand. “Lynne, I want to help you. I need to see the other side of the door though. The back. Do you know how to open the door?”

She shook her head. “It’s only opened when he is here, touching me, hurting me,” she bit her lip. “And…”

Bob held up his hand. “Yeah. I know.” He sighed. “It’s keyed to him.”

Bob gestured at Talli, who smiled at Lynne. “I’ll wake you up in a moment.” Lynne looked like she was about to protest, but then nodded. Talli let go and turned as the druid scratched her head.

“Would holding a piece of him give you the aura necessary to do the task?” Gwen asked.

Bob grimaced. “I doubt it. I mean, I don’t mind trying, but recreating or simulating an aura is damned hard. I’ve never done it with just a bone. Only live material.

Gwendolyn crossed her arms. “So, we are fucked.”

Florentino looked thoughtful. “Gwendolyn, I seem to recall a few years ago you protested my visitation of a human brothel. You said something about transference and how when I have sex with one person, I am actually having sex with all of that person’s partners and their partners’ partners and so on.”

The druid’s eyebrow went up. “Well, yes, but I was talking about sexually transmitted diseases. Not the magical embodiment of a lich king.”

Florentino nodded in agreement. “Yes, but… for the last eighty years, the Lich King was depositing his jism in the dead girl in the other room. Since we were clearly the first people to make our way through the labyrinth, it is fair to assume that any such fluids inside the girl’s sexual organ belong to King Argenthor. Bob’s power word - kill spell won’t have destroyed those cells.”

Gwendolyn gave Florentino a stern look. “Are you suggesting we go back to that zombie girl, douche her, then wipe the gunk we get on one of us, so that we can spoof the girl in the door into thinking she’s being fucked by Argenthor?”

Florentino nodded. “Also, if we are going to attempt this plan, we need to do it sooner, rather than later. The lizards are still in the process of cutting through the outer door. We won’t have much time.”

Bob let out a frustrated breath. “Well, under the circumstances, it’s the best we’ve got. Let’s go douche zombie girl,” he muttered. Together, they headed toward the door and walked back into the other room. Morlok was standing near the other door, sword in hand.

“They’re almost through,” the swordsman declared. Just then the door snapped open and a large lizard man surged through, holding an ax.

“Morlok!” Talli screamed.

Gwendolyn ran toward the zombie girl and the bier. “Talli! Help me!” The druid started trying to open the metal fasteners holding the dead girl down, but seemed impotent.

Florentino surged forward, sweeping up the ax as another two lizards came into the room. They clearly knew how to fight and despite Morlok’s prowess with a blade, and Florentino’s massive size and reach, the two were forced to give ground. More lizards came into the room. Then a fireball slammed into the far wall, shot by one of the mages through the partially opened door. It exploded with a roar.

“No time!” Bob yelled. He ran up, grabbed Talli and Gwendolyn and practically hurled them toward the other room. As he followed, he spotted the towel he’d dumped on the floor and snatched it up.

“Morlok! Florentino! Disengage!” Bob yelled. He darted through the rear door as the swordsman and giant backed up, fighting desperately. There was a desperate moment when it seemed that they wouldn’t make it, but Morlok once more saved the day, the mini-crossbow in his hand. He pulled the trigger and the bolt hissed by Florentino to embed itself right in the eyeball of one of the lizards.

“Sivess fucking tried to betray me!” Bob shouted, furious. “I swear to the gods, I’m going to start a fucking line of footwear if you damn reptiles don’t leave me the fuck alone!”  

Florentino grabbed Morlok and a second later, jumped through the doorway, just as Bob slammed it shut.


Chapter Thirteen: Packing It In

Morlok stepped up to the door and set a hand against it. Already there was pounding from the other side and the swordsman shook his head. “This will not hold that long.” He then turned and looked at Bob. “They are very angry with you.”

Bob growled and said something non-repeatable. He looked around. “I cannot freaking believe they’re making an issue of this!” He said in frustration. He looked down at his feet. “They’re just fucking boots!”

The giant, who was panting, looked over at Bob. “That you made out of their relative. And are walking around in. I believe the term is ‘adding insult to injury’.”

“Well,” Bob declared. “It’s not like I’m wearing them to muck out a stall. I’m getting tired of this shit.” He let out a frustrated huff and then turned back toward the door.

“We’re fucked,” Gwendolyn said hopelessly. “Without the girl, there’s nothing we can do.”

Talli nodded, a bleak expression on her face. Bob however, raised his hand and waved the towel.

“Presuming this hasn’t dried too much,” he said, “I think we at least have a shot.” He grimaced a little, then held the towel out to Florentino. “It doesn’t matter who does it,” he said. “Just make sure that this is touching her skin when you cum.”

Florentino looked surprised. “You want me to do it?”

Bob shrugged. “Figured it was your turn.”

The giant took the towel, and looked at the door. He walked over to it, standing in front of the silent Lynne. His groin was even with her breasts.

“Oh,” Bob said lamentably. “I hadn’t thought of that.”

Talli looked at Bob. “What’s wrong?”

Florentino straightened up. “I’m afraid that her position within the area of the door’s circumference is not suitable for an individual of my height.”

Gwendolyn laughed. “To high to suck and to low to fuck.”

Florentino held the towel back out to Bob.

“Gods… every time?” Bob asked, taking the towel. He grimaced. “Ewww, it’s still wet.” He wrinkled his nose. Then he looked at Talli. “Would you mind waking her up and maybe making sure she’s ready for this?” He blushed a bit. “I mean, like… you know… getting her aroused?”

Talli blinked. “Wait. You mean… you want me to pleasure her?”

Bob smiled. “I doubt Argenthor ever considered her comfort, much less her sexual needs. Don’t worry. While you’ve got your face in her sweet little slit, I’ll be right behind you. When she’s close to cumming, I’ll slide in and…” he gulped. “Try for a satisfying climax.”

Talli frowned. “So she gets to fuck you?” She gave the mage a little glare.

“I’d let you do it,” Bob replied, “but I’m pretty sure that this lock only opens when the key cums.” He looked a bit thoughtful. “I guess we could try to make you pop again.”

Florentino’s eyebrows went up. “That would be orgasm eleven.”

Talli bit her lip. “I’m not sure I can cum again. Not without some serious rest,” she said honestly. She sighed. “Okay. We do it Bob’s way.” Then she went right up to Lynne, pressed her hand against Lynne’s leg and woke her up.

“Aaggh!” Lynne gasped, her eyes coming open. Then she blinked. “Talli?”

“I’m here,” Talli said. “Lynne, we need to open the door.”

Lynne bit her lip, looking upset. “I don’t know how!” She exclaimed.

Talli smiled. “We do,” she insisted. “You’re a lock. We have the key. King Argenthor is dead.”

“Deambulated,” Florentino corrected.

Talli groaned. “Deambulated, so you don’t have to worry about him again. And we need to open the door to get you out.” Talli paused. “That means that my master has to impersonate King Argenthor. Everything is keyed to sex, right?”

Lynne suddenly looked scared. “Are you going to whip me?” She asked.

Talli blinked. “What? No? Why would we whip you?”

Lynne shuddered, her cute little feet twitching above her head. “That’s what he did. Every time! He would hold my foot and then take this horrible paddle and spank me right between the legs until I was screaming.”

Talli sighed, a mixed look on her face. “That actually doesn’t sound so bad,” she muttered. “Lynne, I promise. This is going to feel incredible,” she said, her mouth getting close to Lynne’s breast. “Right after I get you nice and wet.”

“Wh-what are you doing?” Lynne panted, her eyes flickering downward as Bob moved up behind Talli.

Talli grinned. “Lubricating the lock,” she replied. Then Talli’s tongue came out and moved in a wet circle around Lynne’s nipple. The girl gasped, eyes widening.

“Ahh… oh! That’s… I’ve… oh…”

Talli grinned and did another few circuits, only to suck the turgid tip back into her mouth. Talli’s other hand slipped down Lynne’s body, slowly tracing circles in the soft skin. Lynne let out another gasp, then a whimper. Talli moved her mouth to the other side and began lightly caressing Lynne’s exposed petals, teasing the thin folds and opening them up. Soon the dark pink of Lynne’s depths seemed to pulse hotly and Talli moved downward with her mouth, stabbing her tongue at the apex of Lynne’s pussy.

The girl in the door groaned and when Talli began lapping at the sensitive nub, Lynne shuddered. Her feet, sticking out of the door’s metal above her head, began to twist and her breasts began heaving. Talli didn’t stop there. She licked downward, through Lynne’s pussy, then teased the girl’s perineum. Bob’s eyebrows went up as Talli went even lower, her tongue circling around Lynne’s exposed anus. Lynne squealed and Talli, with a laugh, went back up, all the way to Lynne’s clit. And then Talli slid two fingers deep into Lynne’s pussy.

Bob had already gotten out his cock and was rubbing it. To his surprise, it stiffened almost immediately and he realized that in his head, the memory of fucking the dead zombie girl while at the same time having Talli rub herself all over him was so damn erotic, he couldn’t help himself. And now he had another amazing image as Talli practically quivered with sexual energy, her face and hand buried in the now dripping slit of Lynne. He realized he wanted to slide his cock into pussy and stepped forward, only to realize that the person he really wanted to fuck, wasn’t the girl in the door.

He shook his head and closed his eyes, wrestling with his desires. He wanted Talli so bad! But he also knew that if he exploded inside her, as was required, the risk of her becoming pregnant was too great. The collar’s magic would be rendered neutral and the incipient madness from the piercings in her earlobes, nipples, and clit, would drive her into uncontrollable behaviors, most of them sexual. She’d become feral, craving sex and little else.

He closed his eyes, trying to push away the image. He began rubbing himself again and the moment his cock was hard, he stepped up and patted Talli’s rump. She looked up, face smeared with girl goo, and gave Bob a disappointed look.

“She’s only cum once!” Talli protested.

Bob smiled. “I’m ready to cum once,” he said. “Do you want her out of the door?”

Talli’s eyes widened. “Yes,” she said immediately, but kept a hand on Lynne’s leg. She stepped aside and Bob moved into her place. Lynne looked at Bob just a little fearfully, but then she nodded.

“Yes,” Lynne whimpered. “Please?”

Bob smiled, holding his cock. “I’ll be gentle,” he said. He pressed the towel against Lynne’s breast while he placed the tip of his cock into the girl’s slit and he closed his eyes…

… so he could pretend it was Talli.

It didn’t take the mage long to cum, a chorus of memories flickering through his mind. Talli bathing naked in the stream, eyes closed as she sat on a rock, legs spread, pleasuring herself desperately. Talli dancing in the tavern common room, her body twisting with erotic sensuality, trying to grind her hips with enough force to activate the vibrating scrying stones in her pussy. Talli strung up by the hands, whimpering with a little bit of pain as the whip slashed at her breasts and bottom, only to lift her leg, begging Bob to tie her foot up as well and strike her pussy. Talli’s soft breasts in his mouth, her hand rubbing his cock, or kneeling, eagerly sucking him. And that first amazing time when he’d slid himself into her tight, hot, slippery cunt…

“Oh gods…” Bob breathed as the rippling satisfaction of orgasm slid through him. There was a clanging sound, a metallic grind, and then the door where Lynne was mounted opened. Bob pulled back as Gwen, Morlok, Florentino and Talli, all looked into the treasury.

And gasped.

Piles of gold coins lay in open chests, spilling out onto the floor. Huge silver and gold bowls were filled with gemstones of every color. Sculptures encrusted with diamonds and emeralds stood on pedestals. The place practically glittered.

Bob let go of Lynne and her eyes closed as she stilled with no one touching her. He tucked himself away and hurriedly joined his party, only to take a deep breath. The room wasn’t huge, but there was more than enough gold. Bob grinned at the sight of the treasure, thrilled.

“Damn,” he said roughly. “Okay. Standard process,” he said, removing his pack and setting it on the floor. He reached into it, then spread the bag wide. “Talli, you talk to Lynne and find out where that private stairway is. The one that gets us out of here. Gwendolyn, you help Florentino move as much treasure as possible into the bag. Morlok, you have guard duty. Warn us before the lizards make it through the door.”

Morlok nodded.

The mage smiled and continued. “I’ll find the sapphires, but after that I have to see what I can do about the girl in the door.”

Talli blinked, then smiled warmly at the mage. She went back out into the main room and a moment later Bob heard her talking to Lynne. Then came a muffled groan and the mage was pretty sure he heard Lynne beg with the words “Oh yes! Do that again!” Gwendolyn grabbed a huge gold bowl and started to dump other gold things in it. The second it was full, she lugged it over to Bob’s pack and dumped the entire thing into it.

Morlok left, his beer mug in hand, and Florentino started to collect as much of the treasure as he could. All of it went into Bob’s pack. The mage moved around the room, eyes searching. He opened containers, looking for gems, and there were plenty. Rubies and diamonds and opals and even the crystal blue of regular sapphires. Emeralds glittered with verdant brightness while purple amethysts seemed to sparkle. There was no sign of Garnian sapphires.

Bob looked around. “Well, what the hell?” He asked. “Where are they?”

Talli looked up. “The sapphires?”

Bob nodded. “I mean, I hardly think that Argenthor knew their value. Jackass wasn’t a mage, so it's not like he would have tinkered with them.” He let his frustration show on his face and Florentino looked up.

“Robert, not to distract you from finding the actual objective of our mission, but have you started to consider an escape plan?” The giant was hauling huge amounts of gold and silver over to Bob’s pack and dumping it in.

Bob blinked, then let out a grumble. “Well, yes… I just haven’t come up with anything good yet,” he admitted.

“While I realize that you work best under pressure, while being threatened,” Florentino said good-naturedly, “I would prefer not to have you doing it while I’m trying to keep lizard men from killing us.”

Bob frowned. “Complaining will get you nowhere.”

Gwendolyn, who was also hauling treasure, looked up. “I’d be happy to threaten you. If it would help.”

Bob glowered at the Druid and Talli piped up. “Don’t forget,” she said to the mage. “You’re also supposed to be figuring out how to get Lynne out of the door.” She smiled as she dumped another pot of gold into Bob’s pack.

Bob rolled his eyes, hands extended. “Why the hell am I the only one who is required to think about solutions?” He demanded dramatically. “Fuck it, I’m delegating.” He pointed at Gwendolyn. “Find my sapphires,” he said. “Only task.” Then he turned to Florentino. “Start thinking of a way to hold off a bunch of blood-thirsty lizard men while you haul.”

Florentino’s eyebrow went up with skepticism.

Bob started to scowl, but then stiffened. His eyes went unfocused for a moment. “Oh,” he said, as if just figuring something out. “Florentino,” the mage asked. “Does it seem odd to you that a large group of angry lizards showed up right when we got here?”

Florentino scratched his head. “I believe they are after your feet. Not your blood. But I have to agree with you. It is not outside the realm of probability,” he said, thinking about it, “but it is definitely interesting.”

Bob looked at the giant. “And they must have been shielded by those mages, otherwise Morlok would have sensed them. Which means…”

“They weren’t following you,” Florentino mused, following Bob’s train of logic. “They were waiting for us. They knew our destination. They didn’t attack at the beginning, because they aren’t just after your feet.”

Gwendolyn frowned. “They’re after Argenthor’s treasure?” she asked.

Bob let out a snarl and slammed his fist into the backside of the door. “Because I work best under pressure,” He muttered angrily. But as he pulled his hand back, he noticed that the impact had dislodge a very small access plate.

Bob slid his fingers along the backside of the door, along the metal. “What the hell?” he said. He pulled his dagger out and promptly snapped the sharp tip off. “Damn it!” He cursed. He jammed the now broken end of the knife into the seam and started prying. A moment later the cover popped free, almost striking him. It clattered to the floor and Bob blinked. In front of him was a strange gold and green… thing.

“What the hell?” Bob repeated in an awed whisper. He blinked, and held up his hand. Energy, magic energy pulsed inside and his eyes traced the gold lines. They were acting like conduits. Then he gasped, noticing the node where several of them led. The node was a gemstone, blue with milky white swirls. “You crafty son of a bitch,” he whispered. His eyes flickered and within seconds he identified the nodes, five of them in all. His finger pointed, but didn’t touch. “Wow,” he whispered. “So Barty wasn’t the first,” he snickered. “Talli!”

“What?” She yelled from the otherside of the room. “Lynne doesn’t seem to know anything!” She let out a laugh. “And she’s close to cumming again!”

“Come here!” Bob said excitedly.

Talli suddenly appeared next to him. “Did you need something?” She asked. There were streaks of wetness on her face and two fingers of her right hand appeared soaked.

Bob blinked. “Is Lynne awake?”

She gave Bob a slightly frustrated look. “Well not now. Someone has to be touching her. And I was. With my tongue and hand. Until you interrupted me.”

Bob pointed at the door panel. “I found the sapphires! They’re being used to power the door, the entropic fields, the machinery of the labyrinth, all of it! Right here!” He shook his head in admiration. “The dwarf sapper and mage who came up with this were fucking geniuses!”

Talli grinned. “That’s good. Right?”

Bob nodded with a grin. “Yes. But I need to trace the circuit path. Wake her up. Keep her talking. It will force an energy draw.” He paused. “Probably,” he said, shrugging. “I need to see where the draw comes from.” He paused again, grimacing. “Or more accurately, where the draw stops.” His eyes came up. “See, right now the entropic field is keeping her in stasis and there is a low level mana pull…” His voice drained away as he looked at Talli’s blank face, staring at him patiently.

“It’s not that I don’t care,” Talli said honestly. “And I appreciate that you know what you’re doing,” she added. “But I have no idea what you’re talking about.” She leaned over and gave him a peck on the cheek. “And you’re cute.” She skipped out of the room, around the large circular door, and disappeared from view.

“That,” observed Florentino to the mage, “is a gift that keeps giving.”

Bob glared at the giant. He turned back to the door and held up his hand. From the other room there was a cry of alarm, then soft murmuring as the two girls, one naked and mounted in the door, the other naked and ambulatory, started talking. Then there was a low throated moan of pleasure. Bob traced the power flows.

“Okay, so this one, I think, is powering the anti-entropic field of the treasury door. This one here is keeping the metal solid to hold her in place. And these three… I suspect… go to the labyrinth.” He ground his teeth, pointing at one of the sapphires. “Why is there so much power here though? Sure, the anti-entropic fields pull energy, but not that much. But the bridge over the acid? The room where Talli sucked my…” he coughed. “All that takes power! It should have…” Suddenly he closed his eyes. “Oh. Oh…” He started to laugh.

“What’s so funny?” Gwendolyn demanded.

Bob stepped back, his laughter becoming more and more impressive. His mouth curled into a somewhat maniacal grin and even Florentino looked up with a worried expression.

“Robert? Are you alright?”

Bob straightened, his eyes bright. “Talli!” He yelled.

“What?” She called out.

“Be ready to catch Lynne. I’m about to get her out of the door!”

“Yes Master!” Talli called out.

Bob's knife came up and without hesitation he jammed the broken edge into the gold line leading to one of the nodes. The knife let out a little spark, but then the sapphire popped out of the setting, flying through the air. Bob caught it mid flight with his hand, just as a cry of excitement came from the other room.

“Bob! Bob! She’s out!” Talli screamed in happiness.

Bob smiled and jammed the knife back into the circuit. Another sapphire popped free. Then a third. When he removed the fourth, the lights went out.

“Well,” Gwendolyn said ruefully. “That’s helpful.”

Bob frowned. “Sorry,” he muttered. He raised a hand and a huge ball of illumination rose from his finger to float near the ceiling. It cast weird shadows through the treasury, but it was more than enough to see by. Florentino blinked, just a little surprised at Bob’s use of magic, especially without Talli in the throes of orgasm, but he said nothing.

Talli appeared in the doorway. Next to her was Lynne. The blonde girl was clinging to Talli with both arms, but otherwise appeared healthy. Bob grinned. Lynne was a very attractive young lady, but Talli had her beat. He jerked his head at Talli. “Bring her in here.”

“Thanks for the light,” Talli said brightly. “We needed that.”

Suddenly Morlok appeared behind them. “Lizards,” he said, his sword drawn. Bob looked up and nodded, clearly excited. He lifted a hand, but the swordsman turned and walked away, leaving Bob a little perplexed.

“If you want to share,” Florentino said, “I’d be happy to listen.”

Bob snorted and finished prying the last gemstone out of the back of the treasury door. He cupped it with the others and then chucked his broken dagger into a corner. “Finish packing,” he said simply. Then he walked out of the room.

“That’s the plan?” Gwendolyn asked.”Finish packing?” She looked at Florentino suspiciously. “Does he look a little over-confidant to you?” She asked. Talli set Lynne down by Bob’s pack and went back to helping fill it with gold. The giant sighed and picked up another bowl of gold coins.

“Robert does not bluff,” the rock giant said simply. “I suspect that he has a plan, not only for getting us out, but dealing with the lizards.”

Gwendolyn snorted. “And that’s when things usually go to hell in a handbasket.” She looked over at Talli. “Girl, I know that you’ve already exploded eleven times today, but I highly suspect Bob is going to need all the energy he can get. You should probably get ready.”

Talli blinked, then she looked back at the door. “What’s he going to do?” She asked, looking suddenly fearful.

Gwen shrugged. “Who knows,” she said, “but it’s going to be dramatic. And he needs you, just as much as you need him.”

Talli gulped. “But… I’m not sure… I mean… I’ve had so many.” She started to say. Then her throat closed up and she closed her eyes. She took a deep breath and walked over to Bob’s pack. She reached in and started to rummage around, which surprised both Florentino and Gwendolyn.

“How are you doing that?” Florentino asked, honestly surprised. “Only Bob can switch between portals…”

“Don’t worry,” Talli said, sticking her head into the bag. “I know where he’s having us put the gold.” She let out a triumphant snort and came out of the pack holding something shaped like an overly long cucumber but colored red. “Okay,” she said. “Give me a second.” She rifled through the bag again. “Ah… there it is,” she said simply. She pulled out again and gestured. Florentino looked into the bag and saw heaps of gold.

The rock giant stared, then shrugged.

“What… what are you doing?” Asked Lynne, watching in confusion.

Talli turned, waving the item in her hand. “Getting naughty,” she declared.

“Naughty?” Lynne queried, even more confused.

Talli grinned. “I’ve learned that when danger threatens there is only one thing to do.” She stepped right up to Lynne, who was sitting down, looking up.

“What’s that?”

“Have sex,” she declared. Talli dropped down and without hesitation, pushed Lynne’s knees apart. Lynne gasped but didn’t stop Talli as the older girl pushed forward, planting her mouth right over Lynne’s clitoris. The blonde girl gasped, eyes widening as Talli began licking, fast and sudden, and the resultant moan was impressive.

Gwendolyn looked up. “Talli, Bob won’t have any means to siphon off Lynne’s orgasmic energy. Making her cum won’t help.”

Talli looked up, face already wet. “I know,” she said simply. “This is a process, Gwendolyn.”

“I hope it's a fast one,” the druid muttered.

“Me too,” Talli said, a flicker of worry in her eyes. She bent back down and within ten seconds Lynne was pumping her hips, moaning in pleasure.

Suddenly there was a massive explosion and a shock wave caused the room to vibrate, dust falling from the ceiling. Everyone looked around as the mage light flickered, but stayed bright. Then the sound echoed through the chamber. Florentino stood up worriedly and left the treasury, heading out to check on Morlok and Bob.

“What was that?” Lynne asked, blinking.

“Nothing to worry about,” Talli said brightly. “You want more, don’t you?” She asked. Lynne nodded desperately. Talli grinned. “Me too.” Suddenly Talli swung her leg around and stuck her own pussy in Lynne’s face. Lynne gasped as Talli, breasts pressed to Lynne’s tummy, wrapped her arms around Lynne’s flanks and began frantically licking at Lynne’s sex. Lynne’s tongue came out, darting gingerly, then exploring with more enthusiasm as pleasure surged up through her body.

Talli let out a moan, then lifted the dildo in her hand. She pushed it into Lynne, driving it deep, and the blonde girl cried out, groaning as the penetration added an entirely new depth to the sexual stimulation being inflicted upon her. She rocked her hips, twitching as Talli continued to lick her slit.

Another explosion, this one further away than the first, caused the room to rumble, but Talli paid it no attention. Her own body was responding to Lynne’s tongue, ripples of pleasure running through worn out paths, awaking them in new ways. Talli licked at Lynne’s sex, pumping the dildo, imagining both of them naked and tied up together, their bodies linked, forced to cum over and over with each other. The mental image excited her and she felt herself ripening, the pressure increasing.

“I’m cumming, Bob,” Talli whispered between licks of her tongue. “Soon. I swear. I’ll give you the power you need.” She closed her eyes and groaned. “I love you.” She lifted her head and pulled her own wet pussy off of Lynne’s mouth. Lynne whimpered, unhappy, until she saw Talli twisting around, lifting the other end of the foot long dildo. Talli scissored herself, squatting over Lynne’s pussy, their legs overlapping. Then Talli cried out as the other end of the dildo pushed into her and her clit and petals touched Lynne’s.

“My goodness,” Gwendolyn said in surprise. “That’s novel,” she admitted.

The grinding undulation of both girls as they rubbed their pussies against each other was intensely erotic and the soft moans coming from them both filled the room. Talli lifted one hand, the other helping to keep her balance, and pinched her nipples, twisting them as she closed her eyes. It was a frantic, physical form of sex. But for Talli, if she couldn’t get someone whipping her between the legs, she could settle for this. She groaned as Lynne started to grunt, a gush of fluids soaking both girls. The wetness helped Talli even more.

Bob walked back in with Morlok and Florentino, looking completely unconcerned and healthy. “Well, that went way better than I expected.” He looked around, saw Talli and Lynne gyrating wildly on the floor and his jaw dropped. “What the heck are you two doing?” He demanded.

Talli threw her head back and with a cry, exploded. Her pussy gushed wetly and Lynne quivered. She saw Bob, blinked, and grinned. “For you!” Then she slumped down, eyes unfocused, totally lost in the euphoric bliss of orgasmic release.

Gwen looked up. “You’re going to waste that gift?” She demanded. “She only seduced the door girl to get herself worked up enough to cum for you.”

Bob grimaced, looking a little shocked. “Uh… all the lizard guys are dead already.” He shrugged sheepishly. “Um… I don’t need the power.” He pointed upward and two more mage lights added more brightness to the room.

Gwendolyn’s mouth dropped. “What did you do?” She demanded.

Morlok lifted his beer stein up and took a drink. “He killed them,” the swordsman said a moment later.

Florentino nodded. “It was quite impressive. They had two mages as well. There was an arcane duel, both of which ended badly for the lizard men.” He looked at Bob with an expression that almost bordered on pride. “Robert was quite adept.”

Gwendolyn’s eyes narrowed suspiciously. “But… where did you get the power?” She demanded.

Bob held out his hand. Five garnian sapphires glittered in his palm. “I drained one. Still have four,” he said with a grin. “Obviously the one needs to be recharged, but I’ve got an idea on how to do that,” he said, glancing down at Talli. “Though it will take a little arcane crafting and some magical gymnastics. I'll figure it out.” He hooked a thumb back at the door. “The setup here makes Barty’s charger look like something out of the stone age.” He walked over to Talli and squatted down. “How do you feel?” He asked softly.

“Great,” she whispered. “But I’m exhausted.”

Bob laughed. “Twelve orgasms in eight and a half hours?” He nodded, then leaned down and kissed the top of her head. “That’s a new record.”

She smiled. “What are we going to do with Lynne?”

Bob looked at the pretty blonde girl lying entangled with Talli. “I’m sure we’ll figure out something,” he said, patting Talli’s shoulder. “Does she know she’s about a hundred and ten years old?”

Lynne’s head snapped up. “What?” She gasped. Bob smiled and walked off, leaving Talli to deal with that mess.

“Robert,” Florentino said politely as Bob moved over to start helping collect the rest of the treasure. “There is one thing we’re overlooking.”

The mage looked up. “No we’re not.”

“We are not?” the rock giant asked. “What about King Argenthor’s phylactery? Won’t he come back soon if it isn’t destroyed?”

Bob shook his head. “Found the phylactery too.”

Florentino blinked. “You did?”

Bob nodded. “Like I said, someone was very clever.” He held up his fist and showed Florentino the Garnian Sapphires. “And my old friend Bartholomew has some serious explaining to do.” 


Chapter Fourteen: At the Punishment Square

Bob looked over at Talli, admiring her beauty, her grace, and most of all, the way she was vigorously bouncing on the saddle of the horse. The flushed look in her face made it clear she was getting close to another orgasm and he couldn’t help watching as her hips churned, her body going up and down on the thick, long phallus mounted in the center of her seat. She shuddered happily, groaning as her fingers pinched her nipples and the resulting climax, her seventh of the day, resulted in her swaying dangerously, moaning with bliss.

“Feel better?” Bob asked with a smile. Streaks of moisture were seeping down the sides of the saddle, along her bare thighs, and she slumped over, panting heavily. Her eyes flickered up to Bob and she let out a soft groan.

“There are times,” she said breathlessly, “that I’m starting to long for the old days of orgasm denial.” She arched her back, stretching. “I can’t believe I had another!” She blinked and then looked at Bob curiously. “Are you still counting?” She asked. “How many is that today?”

Years of counting orgasms had made him acutely aware of each release, plus he could feel them through the power transfer on her collar. But he scratched his beard, frowning thoughtfully, just to tease her. “Well, there was one right after we woke up,” he started, holding up a finger, counting off.

Talli snorted. “I woke up, then woke you up,” she declared happily. “Wake up sex is awesome,” she declared.

Bob nodded in total agreement. “That’s certainly true,” he confirmed. “Then there was your orgasm while washing up in that stream after breakfast.”

Talli shifted in her saddle. “It was cool and refreshing and things just… happened.” She gave him a dark look. “It’s not my fault I’m a lush,” she said accusingly, holding up a hand to mirror him. “Let’s see, an Earring of Sensuality, not one but two Toe Rings of Sexual Promiscuity pushing me into lusty ripeness, an Earring of Masochism, three Piercings of Sensitivity going through my nipples and clit. And this…” she tapped the new golden hoop going through her left nostril.

Bob shook his head. “That one is not driving you into any sort of sexual activity.”

Her eyes flared. “I know that. It’s enabling me to have them!” Then she wiggled her eyes knowingly. “Are you going to be able to have another one soon?” Her eyes sparkled with desire, not to mention some obvious need. He blinked.

“You just exploded! We agreed! Twice a day,” he spluttered.

She shrugged. “What if I want it more?”

Bob sighed. “Talli, please… you’re half my age!” He ran a hand through his hair. “I’m not a young man anymore. It takes a little while to recharge.”

She crossed her arms and gave him a little glare. “Maybe you’re the one who should be wearing a toe ring of sexual promiscuity.”

Bob laughed, then glanced around. “Are you still dead set on not wearing anything?” He asked, just a little perturbed. “You aren’t a slave girl.”

Talli gulped and looked down. “I’m not… I’m not comfortable wearing real clothes anymore,” she said softly. “And I’d prefer to go in bound. You know that.”

Bob nodded and laid a soft, gentle hand on her arm. “Alright,” he replied. “Is this space okay to get you ready? We’re close to Tarantella’s gate.” His question was more important than it sounded, especially since Talli looked around intently, as if studying her surroundings. It took her a minute, but then she nodded.

“Two elementals. They’re ignoring us. There’s a soldier in armor praying off to the side of the clearing, but I think it's an imprint rather than a true ghost. At least, he’s not trying to talk my ear off,” she said simply. “He’s just praying. It's repetitive. And boring.”

Bob nodded. Talli’s new found ability had proven to be both curse and gift, a distinction they had discovered in the three weeks of traveling done after cleaning out Castle Haggard. In some places she had been overwhelmed by specters, all wishing to communicate with her, blasting her mind with images, words, and feelings. It had driven her close to madness and only Gwendolyn’s patient counseling and magic had helped Talli handle the chorus. Either that or having immediate, intense, and somewhat deviant sex to distract her. Other times it had been solitary ghosts, shocked that someone could see them, or hear them. What had been really weird were the few spirits that traveled along next to her, engaging in the bizarre, half-heard conversation that had frequently made Bob’s eyebrows go up. Twice those specters had also warned her of danger on the trail, her timely comment allowing Bob to prepare rather unpleasant surprises for the two small groups of bandits who had mistakenly identified the two solitary travelers as easy targets.

But mostly, it had helped keep Talli’s mind somewhat off sex, which had never been something Bob thought would be an issue. As requested, Gwendolyn had started the process to sterilize Talli that first night after killing King Argenthor. It had taken four procedures, none of which had been easy for the druid, but when she was done, Talli was ready. She’d stood up, grabbed Bob’s hand, a sleeping roll, and led him off into the bushes.

It had been intense.

Three weeks later, Bob admitted that he might have overestimated his ability to keep a gorgeous, twenty-six year old woman, in the prime of her life, who was addicted to sex and constantly bombarded by enchantments enhancing her arousal, satisfied. He’d fixed a single Garnian Sapphire to her collar as a stop-gap measure, bridging it to serve as a container for her generated mana. Every orgasm she experienced dumped additional power into the thing and after a week it was filled almost to the brim. Even better, he’d found a way to link the sapphire to the collar’s enchantment of energy transference. The tremendous resource of power had been both intoxicating and liberating. Spells that other mages found to be childsplay were suddenly available to him. He’d cast hundreds of small magics, each designed to make their lives easier as he and Talli traveled. And he’d loved it.

“Okay,” Bob said simply. He reigned in his horse and dismounted, then came around to help Talli down. She groaned, then smiled down at him as he pulled her from the saddle, exposing the massive phallus she’d been bouncing on. She licked her lips with excitement and looked up at him, eyes bright with mischief. And need.

“So,” she said expectantly. “Tarantella.”

Bob chuckled and pulled down his pack. He set it on the ground and started rifling through it. Talli, who wasn’t wearing much of anything except the black abyssal fetters around her ankles and wrists, as well as the collar, walked around him in a sort of slinky, sexualized circle. He couldn’t help shaking the feeling that she was hunting him.

“Tarantella has a punishment square,” she said, licking her lips as she stretched. It was very distracting.

“Really?” Bob said, pulling a bundle out of the pack and setting it on the ground beside him.

She nodded, stopping right in front of him, pointing a toe and twisting her knee and ankle back and forth seductively. The soft arch of her foot, the curve of her ankle, the slim and beautiful length of her leg drew Bob’s eyes. “You promised,” she teased.

Bob lifted a finger as his eyes flickered up to her exposed and wet slit, then to her impressive bosom, then finally to her face. It was a challenge. “No,” he said firmly. “I said maybe. I said I’d think about it.” He stood up and held out the bundle. She took it with a glare and unrolled it. Pink gauze fluttered in the breeze.

“Ohhh,” she whispered. “The princess outfit,” she stammered.

“Well, you insisted on it last time,” Bob said simply. “And you do look absolutely stunning in it.”

She glanced up at him. “You think so?” She asked. She reached out and touched the dyed gauze. “I do like this one,” taking the blouse. “What do you think Lynne is doing right now?” She asked, settling the see-through blouse over her shoulders. The neckline of the shirt came right up to her collar. It didn’t need to dip because her breasts could be seen perfectly well right through the material. It was cut to hang just below her nipples, leaving the bottoms of each curve fully visible.

“Honestly?” Bob asked.

Talli blinked. “Well, of course honestly.”

Bob sighed. “She’s probably doing that ‘fellatio’ thing with Florentino.”

Talli plucked the gauze pants from Bob’s fingers. “I have to admit, I was a little surprised when she agreed to accompany him.” She slid her foot into one pant leg. “And I’m not sure if I thanked you. It was very nice of you to give her those clothes and that money.”

Bob shrugged. “She’d been abused by Argenthor for long enough. She deserved at least a little of his treasure.” He laughed. “At least enough for her needs. She’ll probably buy an inn, or start up a store or something.”

“Well, at least with Florentino next to her, she won’t be captured by slavers.”

Bob paused. “True, but I saw the way she looked at you. I think, had she been offered the opportunity, she’d have accepted a collar.”

Talli finished pulling on the pants. The gold rings that formed the belt seemed to dance across her smooth, taut belly and the open slits exposing her thighs and sex seemed to flutter as she moved.

“Well obviously,” she said. “Who wouldn’t?”

Bob’s eyebrow went up. “That wasn’t quite the response I was expecting.”

Talli turned and looked at him, eyes flashing with mischief. “I am constantly cared for. I see new and exciting places. I go on adventures. I am constantly being given sexual attention and pleasure. Even before Castle Haggard I was having multiple orgasms. I’ve explored sensual pleasures I’d never even dreamed existed. And now I can cum whenever I want?” She snorted. “Who says no to that?”

“Oh,” Bob said. Then he frowned. “Talli, it’s not always like that. For some women.” He pulled out the wrist binder bar. “Your experience might be the outlier.”

“What does that mean?” She asked as he clipped the end of the steel bar to her left wrist, setting it across her shoulders.

Bob secured the center to the back of her collar. “Most slave girls are not treated well. Heck, both the Red Mountain Dwarves and the dark elves buy human slave girls and the things they do to them make the sexual torments you’ve experienced look mild by comparison.”

Talli’s eyes narrowed with curiosity. “Really?”

Bob chuckled. “Yes. Really. But don’t get your hopes up. I have absolutely no intention of selling you to the dark elves, or letting the dwarves kidnap your cute little ass and take you to their secret mountain lair.”

She laughed. “I know. You want me for yourself.”

He took a step back. “You look beautiful. I like it when you’re bound up like that,” he told her.

Talli winked. “Of course you do. If I’m bound, I can’t resist anything you want to do to me. At least not physically. And that’s good, especially when you haul me up to the Punishment Square.”

Bob reached back down into his pack. “You seem so sure you’re going,” he said good-naturedly.

Talli’s expression tightened. “You have to go see Bartholomew,” she replied seriously. Bob’s face darkened a bit and he looked sad.

“Yes,” he agreed. “Yes I do.”

She reached out a hand. “Bob,” she said seriously, her teasing demeanor suddenly set aside. “Please don’t hurt Maddie,” she told him.

“What?” Bob said as he pulled out a long metal bar out of his pack. “Of course not!” He shook his head. “I’m not planning on hurting anyone.” He held up the rod. There were three attachment points and clips dangling from the ends and middle. He lifted it up and she turned around. He clipped the center of the bar to the back of her collar. She helped by holding the ends and a moment later her wrists were secured as well.

“Are you going to put something in me?” She asked eagerly, spreading her legs. Her bare feet, the soles a touch grass stained, rose up until she was on the balls of her feet, showing off her arches. She thrust her loins forward, clearly offering herself to him. “I’m fine if you want to stick yourself in there. In fact, I’d prefer that.”

Bob laughed. “We have things to do. Now, let’s get your sandals on.”

Talli opened her eyes, looked at the shoes and nodded. “Yes,” she said simply, knowing that the second she put her foot into each sandal the abyssal portal would open and some unseen monstrosity would stick an appendage through the openings, beginning a soft, sensual, almost tickling caress of her sole. Bob knelt down and helped her and she shuddered as the wet, tongue like thing began licking the bottom of her foot. Waves of stimulation hit her and she looked up at Bob in surprise.

“I’m… seriously aroused!” She blurted out.

He laughed. “That’s a surprise?” He asked, clipping a leash to her collar

He hooked the lead of Talli's horse to the saddle of his own, then had her march beside him as he led the animals. Her hands, secured at shoulder height, ensured that she couldn’t cover or touch her breasts, and from the way she was walking, he knew she was suffering, not pain, but acute pleasure. The soft little moans and occasional whimpers were music to his ears and when he glanced down at her loins, her thighs glistened wetly. He led her back out onto the trail and a moment later they were following behind a caravan as it approached the main gate of Tarantella.

They had to stand for a bit, waiting as the gate guards cleared the wagon train, but then it was their turn and Bob led Talli forward until the gate captain spotted them.

“Well, hello there!” The man said brightly. “You again!” He grinned at the mage. “Hello Bob. Brought her back, I see. Any chance you might be taking her to the punishment square?”

Before Bob could respond, Talli swung right up to the captain, thrusting her breasts toward him provocatively. “I’d say there’s a good chance of that,” teased Talli, shaking her tits back and forth. “Why? Do you think I’ve been naughty?”

The guard captain laughed. “I think that’s your default setting,” he said good naturedly. He reached out and put his hand on her breast, giving it a quick feel.

Talli groaned. “Ohh… that feels so good!” She closed her eyes.

“Okay, okay,” Bob said politely. “Nothing to declare.”

The captain nodded, taking his hand away from Talli’s bosom. “Except those boots. Bob, in case you hadn’t heard, the Silvet Clan has put a price on your feet.”

Bob hesitated. “On my… my feet?” He asked. “Just my feet?”

The captain nodded. “Evidently they want the boots back, with your feet still in them.”

Bob scratched his chin. “Along with the rest of me?”

The captain shook his head. “No. Sorry.”

“Well, that’s disturbing,” Bob allowed. “Is there a bounty?”

The captain nodded. “Yeah, but only for lizards right now. Otherwise you might be in trouble. Not many lizardmen left in Tarantella right now though. Big group left just around the last time you were here.”

Bob nodded grimly. “So I heard,” he replied. “Thanks for the warning, Captain.”

The man smiled. “Anytime. And I would really appreciate it if you would take her to the Punishment Square some time. I’d love to take a flogger to that amazing piece of ass.”

Bob gave the man a mild wave as he pulled Talli along. She puckered her lips and gave the guard an air kiss as Bob led her into the city.

“So, are we going to get attacked by lizards again?” Talli asked cheerfully, looking around. Already she was attracting attention, her gauzy outfit drawing the eyes of practically every man who walked by. “Last time they looked like they wanted to fuck me as well as kill you. Do you think they’ll want to fuck me again?” She pursed her lips. “What do you think it will feel like?”

Bob rolled his eyes. “I’m just a little disturbed that you’re more interested in what it would feel like to have sex with a lizardman, and not on my personal welfare when one shows up.”

Talli laughed. “The question is whether I’ll have a chance to fuck them before you turn them into a new line of luggage.” Then her eyes narrowed. “Are you worried?” She asked.

Bob shrugged. “I’m not terribly concerned about an attack here,” he said, glancing around. “As you said, my circumstances have changed, have they not?”

She laughed. “Yeah. Morlok isn’t here.”

Bob reached out and smacked her bottom. She yelped and then laughed. Bob guided her and the horses off to the side. It only took him a few minutes to arrange for the stabling of their steeds and then he shouldered his pack, her leash in his free hand. He began leading her through the town. Just like before, she was a draw, with multiple men and even a few women eyeing her costume and clear arousal. Talli, this time without the clamps of humiliation, seemed to enjoy the attention, flirting with practically anyone who got close, even to the point of offering her breasts or bottom up to various passersby to give her a squeeze or a swat. Bob had to keep the tension on the leash just to keep her moving. Twice she had someone actually insert a finger into her soaked slit, working her deeper into the sexual froth of need. That, combined with swirling tongues (or tentacles, Bob didn’t know which,) that were licking the bottoms of her feet, she was clearly getting turned on. But without anything in her pussy, or touching her clit, there was no way for her to find release. And that was exactly how Bob wanted her. They continued on down the various streets until they approached the center of town.

“Wait, are you serious? You’re taking me to the punishment square?” She asked with excitement.

Bob gave her a smile. “Honestly, you have needs that go beyond my capability to adequately satisfy,” he sighed, and not in disappointment. ”Though I’m always pleased to try. The truth is that I’m not a young man any more, Talli.” His eyes flickered to her collar. The Garnian Sapphire was mounted on the side, barely visible and looked like a cheap piece of glass, or maybe a semi-precious opal. It would be safe there, at least for a while.

The sounds coming from the square made Talli gasp, a chorus of whimpers, wails, and the cracking sound of floggers and whips striking flesh made her quiver. Her eyes flickered around, taking in each new deviant and perverted sight as Bob threaded the two of them through the veritable forest of quivering, cumming, creaming, squealing girls.

One slave girl had been mounted on a post, a thick phallus embedded up between her legs, only to be bent in half, her neck and wrists locked in a solid set of wooden stocks. Clamps clung to her nipples, swinging with a pair of wickedly heavy weights, while behind her a young man was swinging a wooden paddle repeatedly at her bottom. Talli licked her lips enviously as another girl was set on a bench, only to have her legs pulled open into the splits. With her hands bound as well, she was unable to stop the small leather paddle from spanking her clitoris. Just as she screamed from the intensity of the strokes, the wielder switched to a thick dildo which he slid into her creaming slit, pumping vigorously.

Other girls were in similar straits, bound in various positions, each one suffering some denigrating, humiliating, and sexually creative torture.

“This…” she exclaimed. “This… is… amazing!”

Bob couldn’t help smiling. “Not all of it,” he warned her. “Some owners really do send their girls here for punishment.” He looked over at her. “And despite the healing enchantments preventing the floggers, whips, paddles, and canes from doing any actual damage, it still hurts.”

Talli licked her lips. “I need it to hurt. I like it when it hurts.” Then a worried expression crossed her face. “That doesn’t make me sick, does it? Or weird? That my orgasms are so much stronger when there’s some pain mixed in?”

Bob smiled, leaned over and kissed her on the mouth. “No, Talli,” he said softly, lovingly. “It makes you you.”

He pulled her up to the steward near the square’s center, whipping posts and frames standing off to the sides. The steward smiled and greeted Bob with unusual fervor, mostly after getting a look at Talli’s dark locks and lush, sweet body.

“What can I do for you, sir?”

“My slave girl requires some punishment,” Bob said easily. “Standard pricing. Flogger only.”

The man nodded. “Very well sir. Limits?”

Bob shrugged. “Only twenty strokes per target, but anyone who does all of them can go ahead and fuck her brains out afterward.” He paused. “To be clear, I want them to fuck her pussy. Anyone that tries to fuck her actual brains should be strongly discouraged.”

Talli rolled her eyes. The steward’s mouth dropped. “But sir! A free fuck after that few strokes will create a line all the way back to the south gate!”

“Really? That long?” Bob chuckled. “Well, I expect to leave her here for a few hours, so that should be long enough to accommodate… twenty? Twenty-five men?”

The steward frowned. “More like eight or nine, sir.” He glanced at Talli and swallowed. “Hell, even I want to fuck her. She’s freaking gorgeous.”

Bob shrugged. “Works for me.” He handed over the leash. The steward set down the slate he’d been writing on and Talli saw the pricing. A copper per stroke to flog her bottom, a silver for each swat to her tits, and a full gold piece to whip her sweet little slit. She gulped, feeling herself ripen even more. She turned and looked at Bob.

“Thank you,” she whispered as the Steward pulled her away, toward a metal frame. It was shaped to mimic the outstretched arms and legs of a girl spread wide, but was also mounted on a horizontal axle. Bob grinned and watched as two more men came up, freeing Talli’s hands and neck from the binder bar. They set that aside and manhandled her forward, turning her around so that her back was pressed to the metal bars. She gulped, eyes wide as they secured her wrists, then had her step up onto small brackets that would support her feet.

“Don’t forget her ankles,” Bob said with a grin.

“We won't, sir,” one of them said, clipping her ankle cuff to the metal frame. Talli looked down and tugged on her bonds. The steward pointed and one of the men brought out a leather belt and wrapped it around her waist, securing her torso to the frame.

Bob crossed his arms, watching as the frame was loosened from its locking mechanism. Talli let out a little cry as she tilted backward, looking skyward.

“That will work for her pussy,” the steward said. “Now flip her over.”

The two men spun Talli in a full circle and she squealed as she was turned head over heels, upside down. A moment later she was gasping, the blood rushing to her head.

“And that’s for her ass.”

“Perfect,” Bob said in satisfaction. “That’s good.”

The steward nodded. “Exactly, sir.” He gestured back at the men. “You can leave her like that. I guarantee that amazing ass is going to get flogged first, even if someone wants to do her entire body. ”

Talli mewled, her hips thrusting. She closed her eyes.

“Oh gods...” she whispered. “I need to cum!”

“Soon enough,” Bob said, his mouth by her ear. Then Bob stepped back and the steward handed him a flogger. Bob shook it out with a grin, and then with a sure swing, flicked it across Talli’s bottom. The flogger landed across both buttocks and she yelped. The sharp sting burned across her flank, but then as her buttocks tightened, the pain seemed to flow through her body straight to her nipples. The tips of both breasts seemed to tingle, not with pain, but with intensity, and then the sensation flashed down to her clitoris. Talli’s eyes widened and she wiggled, not even realizing she was begging for another stroke. Bob grinned and complied, leaving another burning swat on her bottom. By the time he’d landed twenty of them she was panting and crooning with desperation.

Then the entire apparatus was spun again and she ended up facing him. Her eyes focused on Bob. She quivered with anticipation, arching her back and thrusting her boobs forward. Their eyes met, a heated arousal moving between them. Then she nodded, biting her lip, desperate. Bob lifted the flogger and began flicking the flogger across her chest with steady strokes. She squealed, then crooned, straining her body as the hot sting across her bosom seemed to agitate her arousal even further. Girl goo began dripping from her pussy and she thrust her loins outward, begging for the next stroke to hit her between the legs. He didn’t grant that wish, not until her boobs were a delicate shade of pink, the nipples only distinguishable by the piercings at the tip and the circle of darker flesh. On the cusp of orgasm but unable to cross the line, Talli whimpered, eyes flashing with desperation, thrusting her hips upward.

“Now your pussy,” Bob said simply. She was tilted back, now looking skyward. She lay there, panting desperately, feet high in the air, her pussy brimming with need, wet and hungry, her exposed slit perfectly positioned for Bob’s flogger.

And he hit her.

Talli screamed, but not in agony. Moisture splattered as the strands opened her petals, the hot and slippery folds stinging as he slashed the leather cat-o-nine-tails down between her spread thighs. She felt herself dance along the edge, each blow pushing her closer and closer and in her head she counted, knowing that like the other times, Bob would stop at twenty and if she hadn’t achieved climax she’d be left hanging. She closed her eyes and struggled, not against her body, but with it, desperate and aching and burning and hurting, all of it coming together. She hit twenty and the blows didn’t stop. Then she caught fire, arching her back as her toes curled, her teeth clenched on the gag, power and energy flaring inside her and shooting through her slight frame.

“Oh gods!” She gasped, eyes going unfocused, pure pleasure streaming through her. The energy of her orgasm flared and then drained out of her, moving through her collar, to be stored in the new gemstone embedded in the leather. Bob felt the addition to his mana and grinned.

“That’s my girl,” Bob whispered. “Cum lots!”

He turned and handed the steward the flogger as she was once more spun into an upside down position, perfect for her amazing ass to be the next target. Bob watched as the first of many men stepped up into the spot that he had just vacated. Talli’s new tormentor handed over a mere twenty-two gold pieces, along with two silver pieces. The steward sighed, taking the money, and handed over the flogger as Bob walked away.

“Twenty strokes,” Talli heard from behind her as the man shook out the already soaked strands of the leather cat-o-nine tail. “Across your ass, tits, and pussy? And then I get to fuck you too?” He grinned. “I don’t know what you did to piss off your master, but you’re going to seriously regret it.”

Talli licked her lips as her eyes brimmed with renewed excitement. “I doubt it,” she whispered, just as the flogger slashed across her rear with heated fire.

Bob didn’t see the stroke, but he heard her cry out in ecstasy as he whistled to himself, walking down the street away from the punishment square. He felt another surge of power, just as he stopped in front of Bartholomew’s house and knocked on the door.

Maddie opened it. Just like the first time, she was wearing a sort of maid’s outfit, except it left all of her best parts exposed. Bob’s eyes flickered down to the young woman’s breasts, noting that there were actually a couple of light red welts and what looked like indentations from where a set of clamps had been clinging to her nipples. He resisted the urge to bring his hand up between her legs, just to check her wetness.

“You!” She said breathlessly, eyes bright and hopeful. She looked around. “Where’s Talli?”

“Well, hello to you too, Maddie,” Bob said in a chipper tone. “Talli was a naughty girl and is currently strung up in the punishment square, getting her ass, tits, and pussy flogged before she is throughly and repeatedly fucked.” 

Maddie’s face fell. “Oh. That’s too… that’s too bad.”

“I’m not sure Talli would agree with you,” Bob said honestly. “Is he in?”

Maddie nodded. “He’s always in, sir.” She stepped to the side, the tips of her breasts tightening as Bob came into the building. He headed straight up the stairs, his footsteps heavy.

Bartholomew of Tarantella was sitting in his easy chair when Bob got to the second floor. Barty’s eyes widened in surprise for a moment and he blinked, clearly shocked at Bob’s unexpected appearance. Then Barty stood up, an expression of pleased happiness spreading across his jowls. “Bob! It’s been weeks! I was worried the lizards got you!”

Bob smiled back woodenly, noticing the uneasiness in Bartholomew’s eyes. He crossed over to Barty’s little seating area but didn’t sit down. They stood on opposite sides of the coffee table and Bob set his pack down on the floor beside him.

“Worried sick, I’m sure,” Bob affirmed amiably. His eyes flickered around the room. A snack tray and bottle of wine were set on the side table and Maddie knelt down by Barty’s side, her knees on a pillow. “You know,” Bob said in a relaxed fashion, slowly sitting down on the small sofa and leaning back, trying to look non-threatening. “The problem with having everything you think you need at your fingertips is that you sometimes lose the ability to reach for anything else.”

Barty blinked, then laughed uncomfortably. He dropped back down into his easy chair, but he didn’t relax. Not even a bit. In fact, he looked even more tense. “But if you have everything you need at your fingertips, then why would you need to reach for something else?” He smiled and leaned forward just a bit. “Did you find the sapphires?”

Bob nodded. “Of course I did. Along with King Argenthor’s lich. The man was a veritable monster with some unusual appetites.” He reached into his pack and pulled out a small box, showing him the glyph etched in the top. He shook it and it rattled.

“You warded the sapphires?” Barty asked curiously. “That’s an awful lot of precaution just for a couple of mana sinks.”

“These aren’t just a couple of sapphires,” Bob said, also leaning forward, but he didn’t relinquish the box. “The amount of power even one of these sapphires holds is frightening. It isn’t just what a normal mage could power, Bartholomew. It’s ten times that.” Bob shook his head. “One is a gift. Two is one too many.”

For a second, neither of them said anything. Then Bartholomew’s eyes narrowed. “And three is not enough,” Bartholomew retorted sharply.

Bob tilted his head, his eyes softening, just a little. “Barty, what are you planning on doing with these?” It was a simple question. Polite even. Barty stared at Bob, glanced up and to the left, then he swallowed. Just as he was about to open his mouth, Bob held up his hand. “Spare me the lie,” he challenged. “Tell me honestly.”

Barty’s eyebrows came down. “You were always too clever for your own good,” Barty said icily. “And frankly, it’s none of your business. I’m disturbed that you’d even ask. So much for reputation,” he sneered.

Bob’s eyes narrowed and he leaned back in the chair again, only to lift his booted feet and rather disrespectfully, put them on Bartholomew’s coffee table. The green, black, and gold scales glimmered in the light and he shook the box, tossing it once into the air and catching it. Even Maddie could hear the contents rattling around. “I don’t think it’s my reputation at stake here,” Bob said simply. “To be honest, it didn’t take me very long to think of some applications. After all, you took my idea for a light and created a cottage industry that has made you exceedingly wealthy.” He pointed at the little crystal lights positioned around the room. “Every hedge wizard in the world can recharge those things with almost no effort.”

“Except you,” Barty said dangerously.

Bob laughed. “Yes. Except me.” He leaned back again, looking relaxed. “Of course, if you replace the darkstone with a Garnian Sapphire, or better yet, multiple sapphires, and you link them in series, and replace the emitter crystal with something that can handle the power, along with the right enchantment for the formation of the spell, and you now have a device that even a layman could use.” Bob spread his hands. “Portable super magic.” His eyes narrowed. “Very destructive. You could level buildings.”

Barty snorted. “Stop being so limited,” he said. “It could level cities.”

Bob frowned. “I see. And that would certainly be an interesting application. Powerful.”

“Give me the sapphires,” Barty said, holding out his hand.

Bob held up the box. “You know the other thing that I’ve been wondering about?”

Barty shook his head. “No. I don’t care. Give me the sapphires.”

“While I admit that the lizards had cause to pursue me, how did they manage to arrive at Castle Haggard before I did? And how did they know to bring two mages, not only to hide their party, but who could counter my magic? And the skills of my companions?”

Barty’s tension doubled. “I… I don’t know anything about that.”

Bob nodded. “Oh? Well that’s good to know,” he said in a relieved tone. I mean, it’s not like you have a reputation or anything.” Bob shook the box again.

Barty’s eyes narrowed. “Give me the sapphires,” he ordered. “I’m not going to ask again.”

The two mages stared at each for a moment and then Bob shrugged, almost as if he were giving up. He took his feet off the coffee table and set the box down. He gave it a push, sliding it across the table. “Unlike some, I am a man of my word,” he said simply. “I just hoped you would be honest with an old friend.” Bartholomew snatched up the box and lifted it. He slid the worked lid off and looked into it. His jaw dropped and he looked up in surprise.

“You gave them to me?” He blurted out. Then his eyes narrowed. “You are a fool.” He closed the box again and jammed it into his pocket. “Can I see your sapphire?” He asked, eyes narrowing.

Bob spread his hands and patted his pockets with a smile. “Silly me. I forgot to bring it.”

Barty’s eyes narrowed. “You didn’t bring the sapphire? Or your vessel?” He reached over and patted Maddie on the head. “Would you like to borrow mine? She might be close enough to an orgasm for it to be a fair fight.”

Bob stared at Barty with incredulity. “You really want to threaten me?” He shook his head as he stood up. “Bartholomew, there was a reason that you sent me to retrieve those stones. You said it yourself. I work best under pressure.” Bob’s eyes narrowed. “And while being threatened. Do you really want to test my capabilities? Here?” He pointed at the box. “I’ve given you what you asked for. Our contract is complete. Goodbye.”

Barty gave Bob a skeptical look. “That’s it? You’ll leave? Questions unanswered?”

Bob shrugged. “You don’t owe me anything. I have one of the sapphires. And Argenthor’s vault was stuffed full of gold. It solves most of my problems. But I’m pretty sure you’re doing something bad, Barty.” Bob gave him a dark look. “And I’m worried I might be the one who has to stop you. Eventually.”

“With me in possession of four Garnian Sapphires?” Barty sneered. “I’d like to see you try.” Bartholomew stood up angrily. “Get out.” Maddie actually backed away, crawling as the air in the room suddenly seemed to energize.

Bob stood his ground, a steady, appraising expression on his face. “And now I’m sure of it.” He shook his head. “This isn’t good Barty. You need to rethink this.”

Barty sneered. “Whatever. I won’t say it again. Get out.”

“You just did say it again!” Bob said insultingly. Bob didn’t turn his back on Barty, but backed around the chair and all the way to the head of the stairs. “Can Maddie show me out?”

“So you can fuck her and steal her energy?” Barty asked with a taunt. “Then come back and try to kill me?”

Bob laughed, spreading his hands. “You have four sapphires now, Barty. Even as beautiful as she is, her little orgasm wouldn’t give me enough energy to even come close to matching your power.”

“You have that right,” Barty replied angrily. He gestured at the girl. “Show him out, but don’t fuck him or you’ll spend a week at the punishment square.”

Maddie nodded fearfully. She stood up and hurried over to where Bob was already standing and together they headed downstairs.

“What did you give him?” Maddie asked in bewilderment. Bob took her elbow and she gasped as he propelled her quickly downward.

“What are you doing? He’ll kill me!” She blurted out.

Bob grabbed the door’s handle and flung it open, pushing her out into the street. The door behind him slammed shut and he stopped, looking up.

“Why did you make me leave?” She demanded. “He’ll be furious! He’ll send me to the punishment square and have them spank my bottom and breasts and cane the soles of my feet!” She glanced upward to the window. “He’ll beat me and then tie me to the bed before fuck…” she started to blurt, only to get knocked back into Bob’s arms as the explosion blew out all the upstairs windows.

Glass fell as the fireball blossomed out of Bartholomew’s lab. Bob’s reactions were quick enough to shield Maddie from the falling glass and he grabbed her, lifting her completely off the ground so that her bare little feet wouldn’t get cut. He set her down on the other side of the street, standing her in a sheltered doorway. A thunderous voice shouted incantations and the roar of an angry lich filed in behind the explosion.

“Idiot,” Bob muttered, shaking his head. “A fireball? What a fucking moron. You need a variety of defensive and offensive magics.” He shook his head and grabbed Maddie’s chin, her eyes filled with terror. ““I’ll be back for you,” he told the girl as a new sound came from Bartholomew’s laboratory. It was a very human scream, which was then cut off in a gurgle. Maddie gasped, realizing what it meant. Bob looked up at the now burning top story of Barty’s house and let out an exasperated sigh.

“When will people learn that power isn’t everything? You have to be good under pressure too.” He gave Maddie a smile. “Especially when you’re being threatened.” This time he didn’t resist the urge. He brought his hand up between Maddie’s legs, touching her exposed pussy. It was nicely wet. “Talli is looking forward to having you around, at least for a little bit. Now if you’ll excuse me, I have to go de-ambulate a lich. For the second time.” He pulled his finger out of Maddie’s sweet little slit and smiled as he walked back toward Barty’s house, the front door now half hanging off its hinges.

“And this time, I think I’ll destroy its damn phylactery,” he muttered. “Even if it is a Garnian Sapphire.”


The adventures continue…

Join Bob, Talli, Florentino, Gwendolyn, and Morlok in “The Eye of Assurance and the Dark Elves”

With assassins turning up every few days, trying to collect his head, or his feet, Bob the Mage, along with his vessel Talli, head to the elven kingdom of El-Ahna to confront Eiriond Diristani, the current ruler, about one of the bounties. To set things right with Diristani, Bob is convinced to retrieve a good luck charm from another old acquaintance - the Duchess of Alvas, a dark elf woman named Helenae. But getting into the elven duchy isn’t easy, even though Bob has done it before posing as a slaver catering to the elvish taste for beautiful, submissive, human slave girls with masochistic sexual urges. But he needs more than that. He needs a girl of exceptional beauty, stunning endurance, and a masochistic streak a mile wide in order to attract Duchess Helenae’s attention. The good thing is, he already has a girl like that. What follows is a heist for the ages!

The Eyes of Assurance and the Duchess of Alvas: A Bob the Mage Story is a funny, RPG adventure with medium elements of BDSM interwoven into a classic, dungeons and dragons style tale. Sit back, roll the dice, and come along on an epic campaign that’s more than a little perverted, definitely naughty, and full of laughs, gasps, and more than a few happy endings!




Chapter One: Skin to Skin

Bryant groaned as he came awake and the first thing he saw as his vision cleared were the huge brown eyes of a beautiful girl. She was staring intently at him, her finely sculpted jaw slightly distended from the cloth gag wadded into her mouth and tied around her head. She made a sound as Bryant blinked, trying to figure out what had happened. The next thing he realized was that she was laying on top of him, her body pressed tightly to his, her wrists bound behind his head. That was when he discovered that he too was tied up, his arms wrapped around the girl, just under her arms, and secured together.

His eyes flickered to an intricate tattoo on her right bicep, a thorny medallion of black ink with small white patches that looked like flowers. Her torso was pressed tightly against his chest, the warmth and softness of her skin immediately apparent. Which is when he realized that her incredibly well shaped body was naked. Completely and awesomely naked. He might have focused on the challenges inherent to that situation, until he realized that he was nude as well. 

She tried to say something as he pulled on the rope binding his wrists, which just caused her to grunt, mashing her breasts tighter up against him. He felt the hard touch of metal against his chest and glanced down, spotting the tips of her breasts. Both nipples sported gold hoops, decorated with tiny metal beads. He noticed that her ears and one nostril also sported piercings, a fact that only seemed to enhance her succulent beauty. He felt himself stiffening and her eyes widened first in surprise, then with wicked pleasure. She smiled, even behind the gag. She wriggled her hips and suddenly he felt himself between her thighs.

Bryant wasn’t sure if it was her that moved first, or himself, but he couldn’t help gasping as his manhood slid up into her body. The ease of it actually surprised him. She must have been already super aroused, because her flower was so wet that he could feel the moisture against his loins. His cock slid all the way in and she groaned, her hips already pumping against him.

“I’m sorry!” He whispered, just a little discombobulated. Especially because it felt so good!.

She shook her head, but she didn’t stop wriggling against him. In fact, she rolled her hips and began thrusting. Her breathing became deeper and she moved with clear and utter want. Despite having his hands tied, Bryant couldn’t help responding to her needs, moving in time with her coital inertia. To his surprise, her eyes rolled up and she let out a groan, clearly in the throes of orgasm. He wasn’t used to having a woman cum before he had. He felt the increased moisture between them and then, the feeling of her climax so intoxicating, he ejaculated, mixing his fluids with hers.

He moaned softly as he relaxed and when he opened his eyes again it was to see hers twinkling. She was also working her jaw, clearly trying to get the gag out. Bryant realized he could help and leaned his head forward, biting at a bit of the cloth. He pulled and a moment later she gasped.

“Oh gods,” she muttered. “Thank you.” Then she smiled even more wickedly. “And thank you.”

Bryan blinked. “For what?” He asked.

She rolled her eyes. “You know,” she said, adding a thrust of her hips. “Too bad you’re still soft or we could try again.”

Bryant felt a little uncomfortable. “Um… not that I’m not grateful,” he said. “But I generally don’t have sex with women I don’t know.”

She blinked, then let out a quiet laugh. “You don’t? Missed opportunities there. But I’m Talli. I saw the mage drag you in. Did you try to kill him too?”

Bryant stiffened, somewhat suspicious. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he declared, shifting. Her hips wouldn’t stop moving and she kept squirming against him. The sensation was… distracting. Was she trying to get him hard again?

She snorted at his apparent obfuscation. “Give me a break,” she said. “Obviously you want the bounty. How did he get the jump on you?”

Bryant’s eyes narrowed. “Bounty? What bounty?” He said, lying.

Talli hips hadn’t stopped. “Look, at this point, I’d be happy to split the money with you, provided we can get out of this mess. One foot each. Okay?”

“Foot?” Bryant asked. “What the hell do we need his feet for?”

Talli blinked, then gave him a suspicious look. “Wait, you aren’t here for the Sillis Clan Bounty?”

Bryant hesitated. “No,” he replied cautiously.

“What part of him do you need?” She asked, then closed her eyes and shook her head. “Wait. Do you need him alive?” She frowned and gave him a very straight look. “Because if you do, we're going to have a problem.” She paused, “or some tourniquets.”

“Tourniquets?” Bryant asked, feeling even more out of his depths. It didn’t help that he was starting to physically react to her movements again. “Uh, not alive,” he replied.

“Okay,” she said thoughtfully. “Do you have to have all of him? Or just a particular part?”

Bryant gave her a crazy look. “What are you talking about?”

Her eyes narrowed, but her hips were still grinding against him. “Look, I just need his feet. In the boots. That’s thirty thousand gold all by themselves. If you want the rest of him, I’m fine with that.”

Bryant blinked. “Wait. Thirty thousand?” He spluttered.

Talli’s eyes narrowed. “Um… did I say thirty thousand?” She shook her head. “I meant ten.”

Bryant quivered with excitement, and not just because his cock was stiffening, sliding back up between her thighs. “The bounty I was working for offered twenty,” he said dejectedly.

Talli looked thoughtful, even while her hips were pumping. Bryant was having trouble focusing, mostly because she’d managed to get him hard again. “And they don’t require his feet?”

Bryant shook his head. “No. Nothing was said about it.”

Talli grinned. “Well, how about this,” she said. “We’re kind of in a bind. If I help you, and you help me, we both get what we want.”

Bryant blinked. “You want me to give you his feet?”

“And his boots,” she insisted. “The boots are important.”

“Why?” Bryant asked curiously.

She laughed. “Because they’re lizardman boots of course! The bastard killed a lizard named Sivess and made boots out of him. Then he killed the first one’s cousin. Or maybe brother. You really can’t tell with lizardmen. Anyway, the Sillis Clan wants the boots, and his feet. They’re willing to pay for it. So I get his feet and you can have the rest of him.”

Bryant frowned. The fact that she was still thrusting against him was having deleterious effects on his thinking. But he could still count. “So you get thirty thousand and I get twenty?” He shook his head. “I don’t think so. We split it.”

“Excuse me?” Talli protested. “I don’t think so! You were only after his head. The feet are mine!”

Bryant grinned. “You're in a bit of a pickle. If we are helping each other, we both get twenty-five. We split both bounties, fifty-fifty.”

Talli ground her teeth and looked exceedingly frustrated. “Fine,” she spat. Then she closed her eyes. “Damn, that feels good. Are you hard again?”

Bryant chuckled. “Yes, but shouldn’t we be figuring out how to get loose? Not to mention we have to figure out where the mage is and how to kill him?”

Talli groaned, hips moving even more quickly. “Not yet,” she whispered. “And keep your voice down. I haven’t seen him, and the gods only know where he might be.” She maneuvered her hips and Bryant gasped as his cock once more slid into her.

“Damn, you’re voracious!” He groaned as she began bucking.

Talli laughed. “Oh, I could do this all day,” she assured him. “What’s your name?” She whispered.

“Bryant,” he told her. She hummed, closing her eyes and Bryant felt her tremble, pleasure streaming up through him. It only took her three or four more minutes before she climaxed again, sighing happily as he continued to pump away.

“Still unsatisfied, Bryant?” She asked with a chuckle, looking up at him. Bryant, breathing heavily, pumping hard, nodded.

“So who is paying twenty thousand gold for the mage’s head?” She breathed. Her pussy tightened around his cock and he groaned as her hips swirled in a soft but thorough grind.

“Elves…” Bryant moaned. “Diristani…”

Talli stopped pumping, though Bryant kept going. “Diristani? Eiriand Diristani?” She asked in surprise.

Bryant nodded.

Suddenly Talli’s wrists came free and she reached behind her head. Bryant, still thrusting into her, realized that his hands were still bound, but no longer behind her. He looked down in shock as she pulled away completely, leaving him lying there, naked, with his wet, hard shaft sticking out. He yanked on his hands, rolling a bit.

Bryant gaped as she stood up nonchalantly. Then she turned back at him, winked, and gave him a little wave. Seemingly comfortable with her nudity, except for the collar and a set of black leather cuffs wrapped around her ankles and wrists, she practically danced barefoot over to a nearby fire. Then the mage stepped out from around a tree.

“Behind you!” Bryant yelped, trying to warn her, but she only turned her head, saw the mage, and walked over to him. Slowly, sensually, she embraced him and they kissed. Bryant watched in disbelief as the mage looked at her expectantly.

“You were right, Bob,” Talli said cheerfully. “Eiriand Diristani.”

Bob looked somewhat aggrieved and then patted Talli on the bottom. She let out a tiny little giggle, shook her butt, then the mage disengaged himself from the girl and walked over. He stopped a few feet short and looked down at Bryant.

“Why the hell does Eiriand Diristani want me dead?” Bob asked, just a little offended.

Bryant looked wildly over at Talli. “Now!” He shouted. He kicked out at Bob, but the mage rolled his eyes and just stepped backward, clearly not worrying about the girl. Bryant stared at her in disbelief. “What are you doing?”

Talli went over to a leather pack sitting on the ground and reached in. She pulled out a folded blanket, then casually opened it up, set it on a grassy patch and sat down cross legged. “I’m watching,” she said simply, folding her fingers together with an expectant look.

Bob kicked Bryant in the shin and the man yelped. “Look, I know you aren’t very bright and this might be a little confusing, but if you know why Diristani wants me dead, it would be to your benefit.”

Bryant blinked. “Wait, she works for you?”

Talli snorted with a laugh. Bob grinned. “Works for me?” He shook his head. “Not exactly.”

“I’m his vessel,” she declared happily.”

“Vessel?” Bryant repeatedly dumbly.

Bob sighed and turned away. “He didn’t even do any research,” he complained, walking back over to Talli. “Fucking amateurs. He’s just some clodhopper kid who went into the bounty business without even knowing the least little thing about what he is doing.”

Talli nodded. “At least I got to fuck him,” she agreed. “Twice. Before you kill him.”

Bob looked frustrated and shook his head. “Yes, well there’s that,” he declared.

“Wait!” Bryant exclaimed, still bound on the dirt, naked. “Please! Please don’t kill me!”

Bob looked back at the young man. “Sorry kid, but I have to discourage this sort of thing. Can’t have random NPCs wandering up, trying to put an arrow in my ass.” He turned around and raised his hand. “At least you got to cum once with Talli. That’s a gift most men won’t ever receive.”

Talli raised her hand. “Not for lack of my willingness,” she amended.

Bob nodded in agreement. “True. She’d gladly do all of them. Any last words, Bryant?” He lifted his hand and a blob of blue fire appeared in his palm.

Bryant blubbered. “Diristani! The bounty! I can tell you about it!”

Bob rolled the fire through his fingers. “It better be more than I can find on a wanted poster, or you’re toast.”

Bryant, his mind still reeling at Talli’s betrayal, struggled to find something smart to say. In all honesty, all he knew was the bounty amount and where to take the body. He stammered, clearly unsure what to tell the very angry mage. He desperately tried to come up with a lie that would satisfy the mage. Bob waited for only a few seconds. Then his hand flashed with blue tinged power and Bryant didn’t have to think of a lie after that.
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