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



 



 
  



 



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
 Veronica woke in an elephant graveyard.



 
 Hollow-eyed skulls with heavy, curved tusks lay stacked like boulders in fields of ivory under a purple-black bowl of night sky. No sound but her breathing, no movement beyond the rhythm of her chest. Huge rib cages, like jail cells of bone, perched in clumps of long grass.



 
 The Hooded Figure stood motionless amid the Mastodon skulls. The form, indistinct, shimmered for a moment, as if standing behind a veil. Veronica felt hair along her arms and the back of her neck rise as the figure stepped forward, crystallizing.



 
 Robes the color of the veldt concealed an improbably tall silhouette while the deep pocket of hood revealed only darkness, vast as the midnight sky. The figure beneath the robe was supple and utterly masculine.



 
 “Spirits,” Veronica whispered.



 
 Since she began her journey through these dimensions, she’d held little idea of how strange things would become.



 
 “It is I, Bast,” the figure said. “I have drawn you here.”



 
 He reached up and lowered her hood, revealing the head of a cat, eyes large, inhumanly intelligent and feral.



 
 At first her heart leapt at seeing her ally and lover. This being had risked greatly to protect her. But everything felt different than it had before, wrong somehow. They were no longer in danger from a common enemy and his aura was disturbing.



 
 “What do you want?” she asked, feelings of apprehension growing.



 
 “I need you to fuck for the King in Yellow,” the demi-god answered.



 
 “I serve the Ogre Magi,” she protested. “I bear his mark, and of the little I’ve learned in my time here, it is they are enemies.”



 
 “Which is why the Yellow King wants you to serve him,” Bast replied. “It appeals to his sense of irony.”



 
 “If I fuck, I fuck for the Magi,” she replied. “Or in service of returning to him.”



 
 The creature dropped the cloak from its shoulders, revealing the naked, man-like form beneath the robe. With a powerful hand, it reached down and grabbed a rope full of cock. He grinned, showing curved, white fangs.



 
 “I disagree,” he told her.



 
 She inhaled sharply. They had lain together. She had felt that cock moving inside her while danger closed in, but those circumstances had been different, the stress one of living or dying, not of betraying her lord.



 
 “You said you were an agent of chaos,” she protested. “Not a servant.”



 
 Bast smiled, it was, perhaps, rueful. “Things change, Veronica Doe. In these worlds of grand power struggles and sadistic games…things…
 change.
 ”



 
 She turned and ran.



 
 Sprinting flat out, she dodged piles of bones, massive skulls, and the dangerous points of tusks. Her breasts, heavy and full, swung back and forth, bouncing painfully as she fled. Behind, her moving silent and easy, Bast followed in pursuit.



 
 Her breath came ragged in her chest and her step faltered. She tripped, went down, forced herself back up and tried running again. The sense of déjà vu to the last time she’d found herself in Bast’s company was strong, the sense of irony, bitter.



 
 A whooshing sound flew in from behind her and the bolos struck. Driven by the kinetic force of two weighted ends, the cord snapped around her in a flurry of circular motion, wrapping her up tight in a blurring, cyclone motion.



 
 Arms instantly pinned to her side, legs bound, Veronica went rigid, falling to the ground. She lay there, defeated and gasping as Bast casually approached. The feline creature stood over her. She craned her head and looked up.



 
 The creature’s heavy cock hung free and it was the first thing her eyes fell on. Despite her vast experience, she blushed and looked away, hating herself for her reaction to the sight of it. Instinctually, she wanted it. And, if she were honest with herself, she wanted it bad.



 
 Everything in this place was either sex or violence, she realized. Despite all the wondrous images and magical landscapes, at its essence, the lives of the powerful beings roaming these planes of existence boiled down to those two things: sex and violence.



 
 And the truth? Though Veronica Doe might have the soul of a warrior, her body was not built for battle.



 
 “I am a hunter,” the demi-god said. “I like it when my prey runs.”



 
 She cursed, defiant. Bast squatted down easily on muscular thighs, his dick hanging so low it almost brushed the ground. She found her eyes drawn to it again, despite her vow not to look.



 
 “I am the Magi’s,” she repeated.



 
 “You are tied up and at my feet, prey fairly caught, and far from your master’s realm,” he replied. “I’m going to play with you, then I’m going to mount you. You will be fucked hard, and you will be fucked well.” He paused long enough to push an errant strand of hair from her reddened face. “First you will need education.”



 
 At the word ‘education,’ she felt her pussy grow moist. She looked in another direction, pouting. “I won’t help you,” she vowed.



 
 “We’ll see,” he said, voice almost bored.



 
 A strong hand took hold of her arm in a firm, commanding grip, and she was easily hauled to her feet. Hunting bolos still wrapped tightly around her, she could do little but stand motionless and try not to fall.



 
 Looking around, Bast picked out a Mastodon skull of the correct size and stalked to it, casually throwing the human woman over one shoulder as he did so. She squawked at the indignity, trying to flail with her feet and jerk her body in protest.



 
 Lowering himself onto his seat, he rotated her off his shoulder and draped her in a flippant motion across one knee. Realizing what was about to happen, Veronica howled her protest.



 
 “No, no, no!”



 
 The hard paddle of the cat god’s hand came down on her tender buttock with an audible
 smack
 . “Ouch!” she shouted. Slowly, he lifted his hand and brought it down again.
 Smack
 . The tender skin of her ass cheeks turned bright red. He spanked her several more times as she wailed.



 
 “Ouch, ouch!”



 
 “You’ve been very naughty,” he explained, voice droll. “You’ve left me little choice.” He chuckled, voice turning barbaric. “Actually, it’s my first choice.”



 
 “Fuck you!”



 
 He spanked her, she cried out.



 
 The blows did not come fast. He paused leisurely between each slap of her ass, letting anticipation build. Hot tears welled up in her eyes and spilled down her cheeks. She felt his cock growing until the long shaft brushed her belly and despite her resolve, she continued growing damper in response.



 
 Not wanting him to notice her arousal, she squeezed her thighs together. The motion massaged her swollen clitoris and she gave an involuntary shudder of pleasure. The stinging slap caught her at just that moment and intensified the sensation to a degree beyond any she could have imagined.



 
 “I hate you!”



 
 “I’m going to haft to spank you until you learn to behave,” he warned.



 
 “Go to hell!”



 
 Swat,
 smack.
 Swat,
 smack.
 Swat,
 smack.



 
 “Ow, ow, ow!”



 
 He paused to admire the scarlet glow of her ass. Her butt cheeks radiated heat. His cock stuck up, rigid and rock hard, pressing rudely into her belly now. Unable to keep her thighs squeezed shut tight, the juices of her arousal leaked out on his leg.



 
 They sat still for a moment, both breathing hard, though for very different reasons. Or maybe not so different reasons. Gently, he laid the weight of his palm down against her abused flesh. She moaned involuntarily at the touch.



 
 “Are you ready to be good, yet?” he asked.



 
 “No,” she answered, voice petulant.



 
 He spanked her again, but easy, as a reminder, and she trembled.



 
 “Now?”



 
 Voice reluctant, she nodded. “Yes.”



 
 “Good, now kneel.”



 
 He picked her off his leg and placed her on her knees in the soft grass. She remained helpless, trussed up and immobile. He stood and looked down. He reached out and lifted her chin, forcing her to look at him.



 
 Her cheeks ran wet with tears, her face flushed almost as red as her ass. She tried looking away but he forced her face back up at him. His cock was a rigid pole between them.



 
 “You’re really very beautiful,” he told her. “Look at what you’ve done to my cock.”



 
 He removed his hand from her chin and stood with his hands on hips. The bastard being was completely in command of the moment, and of her. She allowed herself to look openly at his erect penis. It was very pink in contrast to the midnight black of his fur and curved upward in a familiar Rhino horn of flesh.



 
 Unconsciously, her tongue found the full swell of her lips. She put a pouty look on her face and looked away from the rigid truncheon of flesh. The nipples on her breasts, wrapped tight in loops of the bolo cord, stiffened.



 
 “Because you are so willful,” Bast told her, “I’m afraid you don’t deserve to feel my dick in your pussy. But you’ve caused me some labor here, some consternation and effort. And something must be done with this cock in its present state.” He sighed, then went on. “So I’ll use your other hole. You need to earn the pleasure of a good cunt fuck. For now, I’ll take you in the ass.”



 
 Veronica started to protest and Bast used his penis to slap her gently across the face in warning. “Hush, protest more, and I’ll spank you again until you’re ready. Save your energy for what is most important to you right at this moment.”



 
 “What is that?” she asked, sullen.



 
 “This big cock is going in that little asshole. If I were you, I’d make it sure I lubed it up as much as possible before it gets put in there.”



 
 Lower lip out, brow furrowed, she slowly turned her face back toward that great erection.



 
 “Untie me,” she demanded.



 
 He pushed his penis closer to her lips. “Suck it,” he told her.



 
 She gave a churlish look, but in the next instant seemed to relax, ready to capitulate for now. There was little choice, and if she were being honest, she wanted to do it. It was amazing what happened when the minute-to-minute needs of survival, for feed to blunt hunger, for shelter to relieve cold, fell away. Freed from those mundane constraints the body and mind adapted, changed, thought in different ways.



 
 Slowly, she opened her mouth. Arching her back to sit taller, she lifted herself higher on her knees, fighting to maintain balance. Her breath, hot and wet, blew across the glistening pink head of his penis.



 
 Holding it by the root, he pulled it away from her mouth at the last moment, leaving her lips grasping at empty air. She pulled her head back in surprise and he leaned in and slapped her face with the prick.



 
 “Try again.”



 
 Again she rose up on her knees, struggling to keep her balance. Straining her neck, she reached out with her face toward his hard-on. Again he pulled it away at the last second, and she made an angry, frustrated little noise.



 
 “Ask for it,” he instructed, voice quiet.



 
 She looked up and met his eyes, seeing the vast power there. She met his gaze, expression suddenly coy, voice higher pitched and soft.



 
 “Please,” she whispered.



 
 “Please, what?” he asked, voice mild, but with the hint of an edge.



 
 “Please may I suck your cock?” she asked, making her voice prim.



 
 “Why?”



 
 Her voice grew husky now, raw with the wanting of it. “So that I can lube it up very well before you fuck my ass, Lord Bast.”



 
 He nodded, satisfied. “You may suck this Lord’s cock.”



 
 Once more she lifted her body up, straining against her bonds to get at the pink monster, alive with thick, full veins. Her mouth opened and she looked almost ridiculously eager. He stood before her calmly, letting her mouth envelope his erection.



 
 In some secret, analytical part of her, Veronica wondered if her need, an almost insatiable appetite really, was some aspect of the Magi’s mark. She had no need of sleep or sustenance now, but each time she was taken by one strange beast or another, she felt her energy grow, her acuity and insight strengthen, her body become more resilient and agile.



 
 They both shuddered in pleasure as her warm, spit-filled orifice closed over the straining flesh of his penis. Bast let his head fall back, white fangs showing as he growled out his approval.



 
 Veronica bent forward at the neck, taking more of the long phallus into her mouth. She let her mouth fill with more warm spit as she bobbed up and down along its length, smearing the salvia across the shaft, leaving strings of it dripping off.



 
 Her tongue swirled around the sensitive glans, licking and lathing the organ with her soft, hot tongue. Bast snarled in approval, the sound feral and powerful. Big hands closed on either side of her head, the points of his obsidian-tipped claws pressed against the sensitive skin of her scalp.



 
 Cold adrenaline leaked through her body in euphoric waves. He held her life easily in those powerful claws. She was utterly vulnerable.



 
 Curling his fingers in her hair, he looped strands of it around his palms until they formed reins for him to control her head. Understanding from what felt like long experience on her knees, Veronica prepared herself for what she knew was coming.



 
 Grunting heavily, he pulled on her hair hard and began shoving his hips forward, eager to put more of his dick into her. She felt the squat, broad head pushing past her uvula and she coughed as it triggered her gag reflex. Sputum coughed up from her throat in thick ropes and spilled out her mouth.



 
 His hips hammered her face until her nose bounced off his pelvis. Rivers of drool flooded from her mouth and dripped down over his big, swinging balls. Cords of it, thick as fingers, linked the front of his thighs with her chin. Her neck and tits ran slick with it as more flowed in streams down the outside of her throat. She was sloppy with it.



 
 He didn’t pause or slow at her gagging, instead increased his stroke depth, shoving his cock down her throat, yanking her hair roughly. With one powerful thrust, he sheathed his shaft all the way down her throat until her mouth stretched wide open, and his nutsack pressed against her chin.



 
 He froze for a moment in that position, fully impaling her face. She tried pulling back, but he yanked her hair, forcing her face toward him. “Take it, take it,” he warned. “You fucking take it.”



 
 She coughed against the invasion and more spittle sprayed them both. Slowly, he released his hold on her hair, allowing her to ease back on his long cock and catch a breath. Cock dripping and slippery with her spit, he pulled the organ free of her mouth.



 
 “That should do it,” he smiled down into her tear streaked face.



 
 Without explanation or warning, he picked her up bodily and bent her over the massive Mastodon skull, face down, ass up. He was behind her in a flash, cockhead already at the opening of her ass, even before she caught her breath.



 
 He rubbed the length of himself along the crack of her ass and over the puckered surface of her anus, smearing the spit in. She willed herself to relax, to open herself before him. That cock was going in, better she tried to accept it. She wanted it, wanted it in her ass, wanted it rough and hard.



 
 Is this desire also the Mark of the Magi?
 a small voice in the back of her mind had time to wonder.



 
 She felt the tip push against her opening and squeezed her eyes shut. He shoved it in, plunging down, his bodyweight driving the prick in balls deep on the first stroke. Her mouth and eyes flew open in shock, back arching like a jumping fish as he slammed the big cock home all the way.



 
 “Ahhh!” she shrieked and her cry echoed past the bleached bones of long dead beasts.



 
 “Yes!” Bast snarled in triumph.



 
 Immediately, he began banging away, He didn’t ease her into the sex, instead he pulled out almost to the tip, then slammed it home to the root. He steadily increased the pace on each stroke, fucking her ass faster and harder with each push. She felt her own spit spreading up and down her rectum, greasing the groove, but it was just barely enough lubricant. She would have traded her weight in gold for some good old K-Y jelly.



 
 The friction rub of his cock in her ass built, sending spasms of both pain and pleasure, each complimenting the other, through her. She gasped for a breath every time he pounded his cock until she was moaning a drum beat rhythm of grunts.



 
 “Uh, uh, uh, uh.”



 
 Almost impossibly, she felt him growing even harder in the tight canal of her ass, the long penis lengthened, swelling, until she was utterly stuffed, and the shock wave of each thrust hammer up into her guts.



 
 “Ouch, ouch, oh god, ouch!” she squealed.



 
 Bast fucked her harder.



 
 With each heavy, gravid, thrust, the pain increased, but became transformational. Her head rocked under each penetration, mouth slack from the hypnotic sensation, so that even more drool trailed from her lips. Her eyes closed as she reveled in the experience. The pleasure was a molten current, accentuated by the pain-induced endorphins.



 
 Her orgasm hit her like a freight train rolling downhill. She sobbed, crying out wildly, head jerking back and forth. She made barking sounds, like a seal, as he pumped into her, spreading her wide. Her body convulsed in ripples of pleasure and wild passion, and somewhere in the middle of it Bast shot his load up her ass, spewing his cum up her pink channel with erratic, frenzied force.



 
 In the next moment the fever pitch of ecstasy was over and she sagged limp, melting into the top of the skull. Hot rivulets of cum rushed out of her ass as he pulled his dick free and ran over the back of her thighs.



 
 “God,” she whispered.



 
 She lay still, soaking up the afterglow of the orgasm. Her abused ass throbbed and pulsed, still hot and tender. She looked up and found Bast standing before her, dick dripping with their mingled juices. She knew what he wanted, and eagerly submissive, opened her mouth.



 
 He placed his dirty cock between her lips, allowing her to clean it, licking and sucking until the soft shaft glowed a tender pink. She felt him harden again, and she sucked harder, daring to bob her head a little. If he popped a second boner that meant a second fucking, and maybe now she’d earned one for her pussy.



 
 He pulled his dick from her mouth and looked down, smiling the inscrutable, enigmatic smile of one who knew and traded in occult secrets.



 
 “Very good,” he purred in that basso profundo. “Good girl.” He placed an indulgent hand on the top of her head. “Now we can talk.”



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
 “There is a great need,” Bast began. “There is danger. It happens now.”



 
 Veronica, untied, felt adrenaline splash her stomach in cold, greasy shots. If this deity needed help then the danger was terrible indeed.



 
 “It happens now, but you had time basically to rape me?”



 
 “Protocols must be followed. The universe works as the Old Ones deem fit.”



 
 “That seems convenient.”



 
 “Sometimes,” he acknowledged. “But the need is real and as much a threat to your Oni bastard of a Lord as to my own.”



 
 “How exactly can I help?”



 
 Without preamble he began speaking. His voice melodious, rich, almost lyrical, and his eyes glistened, hypnotic. But there was more than a small touch of the Cat there too; something predatory in his luminescent yellow eyes. She again noticed his teeth, ivory-white, curved like daggers.



 
 “Narlathotep, the Black Pharaoh, rises. Even now his servants, from the unclean creatures, to the spirits, to vile witch-men, are all on the march in his name. They attack at every hand to acquire his full emergence into this realm. There is no outrage they are not capable of and with each corrupt act, Narlathotep grows stronger.”



 
 “Why here?” she asked. “Why now?”



 
 “Veronica Doe, you fell wildly through the Well of Souls when you left the tower lord’s realm,” he told her.



 
 “What does that mean?”



 
 “It means that now, as before, time has not flowed for you as it would for another.”



 
 “And what does
 that
 mean?”



 
 “We are now, in a place on the torrent of time before you plunged through what humanity has named the ‘Devil’s Triangle’ and fell into the place where the Ogre Magi found you.”



 
 “Go on.”



 
 “You exist now in a time before your race lifted themselves from the caves and jungles of your planet. In this place, your Earth is much, much younger than the time you knew.”



 
 “Then how is this threat dangerous to you now?” she protested. Her head hurt trying to keep up with the myriad idiosyncrasies of what this strange being described.



 
 “The true realms, where cosmic power is decided for all realities exists outside of, and at all points of, your timeline.”



 
 “I give up,” she said. “Just go on before I get a migraine.”



 
 “On an ancient island newly risen in the seas to the East, drawn by dimensional thaumaturgy of immense power, there is a terrible, ancient city buried deep in the cold marsh of its interior.



 
 “It is a cursed place,” he went on. “Written of in antediluvian times by the Priests of Leng, the Scribes to the King in Yellow. It is the city R'lyeh, which dreams as long as the Great Old One, Cthulhu sleeps. There, in the heart of the ruin, lurks an ancient guardian, the Hunting Horror, crafted by inhuman hands to open the doorway hidden in the city. Stop that demon and you stop The Crawling Chaos from waking its master, Cthulhu.”



 
 Veronica nodded. “I am not a powerful warrior, Bast. Why send me?” She was afraid, and she felt she had good reason to be.



 
 “The proclivities of the Hunting Horror and its minions are well known. You must lay with a creature and lie to it. When we are finished here, I shall put the Sigil of the Succubus upon you. It will transform your body, your womanhood into a lethal, soul sucking weapon.”



 
 “I’m a female James Bond?” she asked, dubious. “Licensed to kill and with a clever, deadly…uh, gadget?”



 
 “If a male of any species succumbs to your charms to the point of ejaculating, you will take his soul with his seed.”



 
 “Oh.” She felt queasy. “But what about afterward? And doesn’t the King in Yellow have his own servants who can do this?”



 
 “We can alter the mark later, rendering it neutral. But, contrary to what that hell-bitch Octavia may have told you, few females in all the realms touched by the Well of Souls are capable of pleasing Skavis, the Ogre Magi, to the point of earning a mark as his Concubine.” Bast paused. “Also, as a servant of the nemesis of my Lord, your loss will not affect the Yellow King. You are, to him, disposable, and thus the perfect agent.”



 
 “Oh. Of course.”



 
 “The protective
 geas
 -wards on that foul island are strong, strong enough to halt my own powers. In my own land of Egypt, Narlathotep is worshiped as the Black Pharaoh and he knows my ways and weaknesses from the Book of the Dead.”



 
 “He is stronger than you?”



 
 “He can counter my magic,” Bast admitted. “But his weakness is arrogance. His wards keep me from the portal, Cthulhu’s place of crossing, but they will not stop you, a creature beneath his notice.”



 
 “If I do this you will send me back?”



 
 “I keep the King in Yellow’s word.”



 
 “Send me,” she said. She realized she had little choice anyway. Sooner started, sooner finished. “But if I succeed, promise to return me to my lord.”



 
 “So be it,” Bast agreed.



 
 She couldn’t tell if he was lying or not.



 
  



 
  



 



 
  



 
 Veronica woke gasping.



 
 Her lungs burned from near asphyxiation and she felt groggy, her thoughts coming slow and stupid. The air she gasped was putrid and stank of brine. She was near an ocean. Still blinking confusion away, she shivered violently and realized she was naked. Her skin was blue from exposure, flesh smeared with dark stripes of mud. With a shudder she yanked her foot clear of a black water bog.



 
 Her hair lay plastered to her skull, the dampness running down her back and limbs in icy threads. She huddled, tremors racking her body as she cast around.



 
 She gaped, amazed, as her vision cleared. But in the next breath fear seized her anew, crushing amazement with disorientating terror. Only the violent chattering of her teeth kept her from screaming. She sat on the edge of a cold, brackish fen, covered in slimy muck and frigid from standing pools of foul-smelling water.



 
 In front of her loomed an impossibility.



 
 The city was little more than a series of dim stone shapes in the gathering gloom, the crumpled walls and collapsed buildings constructed from great limestone boulders of uncut rock. The architecture exuded antediluvian age, of timelessness so far beyond the ken of man it was utterly alien.



 
 Stone towers, stone buildings, stone streets, enclosed by the crumbling visage of a stone wall. Everywhere shadows lay thick as green lichen crept over surfaces in a slick fur and standing puddles gaped in black stagnant stretches on the ground. Window frames stared blindly out, empty and dark.



 
 A low chill wind breathed and sighed through alleys and avenues of strange geometry, moaning slightly and carrying the stench of seawater. Above her, perched on an obelisk of worn and cracked stone, a crow cawed, sending echoes through stone canyons. Twilight deepened into night. No hint of sun showed behind a ceiling of clouds gray as iron.



 
 Veronica rose, heart still pounding. Behind her, deeper in the fen, she heard something heavy splash. A temperate savannah of tall marsh plants stretched out of the alkaline groundwater, running across an indistinct, unbroken horizon. Isolation seemed absolute.



 
 She turned and looked over her shoulder as a sharp, shrill scream split the twilight. She jumped in shock. It rang out like a woman being tortured but she recognized the shriek of a hunting panther.



 
 Still shivering, she stepped toward the stone jetty running from the ruined city out into the marsh. She had no wish to face a 160-pound predator naked and numb from exposure. Or at all. But before she took two steps on the worn stone pathway, she halted.



 
 Her fear of the fen and the things that hunted there was natural. She understood that threat, but her fear of the city was an irrational, reptilian-brained thing. It was the terror of the dark, the apprehension of a graveyard, the irrational angst over a rotting corpse.



 
 It didn't make sense; the place was nothing more than silent, crumbling stone, but it felt real, and strong.



 
 She swallowed, forcing herself forward. The small of her back, where Bast had placed her tramp-stamp style dweomer tattoo, burned. The mark of the Succubus remained, for her, unseen. She could only trust that it would work as promised.



 
 It was hard to fathom how such an ancient site had survived so long abandoned. It seemed impossible. As impossible as how she'd gotten there in the first place.



 
 Forcing herself to breathe through her nose, she lurched up the cobblestone entry. Movement warmed her and she hoped to stave off the somewhat numbing effects of hypothermia as long as possible.



 
 How otherworldly must this cold be,
 she wondered,
 that the mark does not protect me?
 Her mind worried at the question and she sensed the cold was an effect of aura rather than temperature. Evil lay in these stones.



 
 Her eyes darted as she neared the wall.



 
 The crow above her took wing at her approach, flying into the forest of pillars, columns, spires and towers.



 
 In the corner of the wall she saw the matted fur of a rat as it scurried through a hole in the stone. At first she was taken aback in fear by its size, but then quickly realized she had other issues at hand.



 
 As she came even with the cracked Barbarian some of the shadows lightened, revealing the hanging spikes of a rusted portcullis hovering like the fangs of an open mouth. A great chain of massive links ran tight as a bowstring to a heavy wooden winch.



 
 Uneasy, Veronica stepped forward. There was a claustrophobic sense about the entryway. She scanned the walls and curved ceiling as she shuffled ahead, noting the black pockets of various murder holes and arrow slits.



 
 Her gaze followed the line of decaying, mossy stone and stopped. She froze. She heard the tinny echo of water dripping into stagnant pools. She swallowed hard against the sudden lump in her throat.



 
 A gibbet hung from the ceiling, bars rusted and pitted, stained dark by the constant damp. Inside, the withered husk of a corpse crouched, crammed tightly.



 
 Tattered rags clung to the emaciated figure and tendrils of shriveled flesh rotted off grotesquely colored bones. Long, dully silver hair clung to a nearly fleshless skull. It was impossible to tell the sex of the prisoner, so far gone was the rot. The eyes were staring blank sockets. Holes were chewed through the ribcage and a handful of greasy looking rodents crawled curiously around the bottom of the cage.



 
 Queasy, Veronica turned away. She was not headed to any good place. It troubled her the body was fresh enough to be a complete skeleton and still molested by hungry scavengers.



 
 The first evidence of habitation she'd found was a corpse tortured to death by hunger and exposure. It didn't take the wisdom of Methuselah to draw frightening conclusions about the nature of these ruins.



 
 Suddenly, from out of the darkness of a crevice, a pair of eyes appeared. Veronica froze, mesmerized by the glowing yellow orbs. She felt the icy slush of fear adrenaline sluice through her belly as she realized how big the slit-pupils were; whatever crouched in that dark concave was much, much bigger than her.



 
 A soft, deep chuckle emerged from the darkness, mocking and mean. Shaking, she took a step backward. The voice came, inhumanly deep and, though it spoke in a whisper, obviously uttered from a mouth far larger than a human being’s.



 
 “Hello, pretty girl,” the creature rumbled softly. “What a tasty morsel you look.” Sensing her tensing in terror, the friendly façade disappeared instantly. “Run and I will catch you and kill you,” it warned.



 
 Veronica froze in place.



 
 Slowly the creature eased out of the inky shadow between the ruins of the bailey wall. It was massive and she gasped as it came into view. Once more her slacker ex-boyfriend and his incessant World of Warcraft habit provide her with an answer to a question she never thought she’d have to ask.



 
 The beast emerged further, revealing a monstrous, crimson furred lion. The mane was a wild, terrible wreath around a scarred muzzle filled with fangs like knife blades and longer than her hand. Those horrible yellow cat eyes pinned her, hypnotizing her.



 
 The lion aspect was the least wondrous thing about the beast. From its back great bat wings, leathery and demonic, sprouted, rising up and sweeping out like the hood of an angry cobra. The back end of the body was that of an eagle, brown-red feathered, with great yellow talons like a Roman short sword.



 
 But most terrifying of all, sitting perched between the bat wings like a cocked and ready fist, was an armored and segmented scorpion tail, poised, ready to strike. Viscous fluid, amber as honey, collected in marble-sized beads on a stinger long enough to pierce her body straight through.



 
 It’s a motherfucking manticore,
 she thought, incredulous.



 
 Why it should be more fantastic than any other creature she’d already met (or fucked) on this strange, wild journey, she did not know. But it was horrible and beautiful and capable of killing her in a single clean strike.



 
 “You’ve come a long way to die,” the beast noted. The stinger bobbed. “Though I do appreciate the opportunity for an easy meal.”



 
 She swallowed. Running was hopeless. Fighting laughable. The situation devoid of hope. The demonic beast was simply toying with her, the way all cats will with their prey. Then she saw the beast’s corkscrew cock, poking out from the soft, downy-fur of its belly.



 
 She realized what she had to do. She didn’t want to. She didn’t see another choice and hesitation was certain death.
 Be a survivor,
 she told herself.



 
 She wet her lips.



 
 “Great lord,” she began, bowing. “I know I am fit only to serve as a meal for you, but I do have one request.”



 
 A long pink tongue came out of the mouth and licked lazily at its whiskers. “This should be amusing,” it said.



 
 Turning, Veronica dropped to all fours among the rubble, and presented the creature with her sex. She arched her back and thrust her pussy at the monster in a wild desperate gamble.



 
 “Please lord,” she whimpered, playing the role to the hilt. “Before I die, let me know the magnificence of your cock. I beg you!”



 
 There was a long, grim silence.



 
 She waited, imagining those razor claws ripping into her flesh, the barbed stinger impaling her in a savage series of strikes too quick to follow, pumping its hideous poison into her.



 
 Abruptly, she felt a gust of hot, wet breath on her naked backside. She shivered, sensing the massive presence looming above her. A long, rough cat-tongue licked between the legs, from clitoris to the crack of her ass. She shuddered in pleasure.



 
 “Please,” she whispered. “More.”



 
 The tongue lathed her again, hot saliva dripping down the back of her thighs. Jesus, the rough texture played hell with her nerve endings. The feeling of the powerful tongue was like nothing she’d ever experienced.



 
 “Oh, god,” she moaned. The sound was part play acting, part honest amazement.



 
 The feeling grew insanely intense, the sensation devastating. She couldn’t resist, or fight. It simply set her dumb, animal nerve endings ablaze.



 
 It licked her a third time, slower, then two shorter, quicker swipes. It was enough; stunned, she shrieked in a fervor state, the experience almost euphoric. Her signature, powerful squirting orgasm geysered out her in a wild, aromatic spray.



 
 The manticore snarled, and she trembled all over again, thinking that getting a face full of pussy juice had enraged the monster. The creature's front legs appeared on either side of her head as the bull-sized creature straddled her. Its hot animal belly slid along her back as it began yowling.



 
 She realized the scent of her pussy, sprayed directly into the thing’s muzzle, had fully engaged its primal mating instinct. She was about to get a 900lbs fucking. The tip of the corkscrew penis reached the slit of her still dripping vagina.



 
 In the next instant, a foot of forearm-thick animal cock rammed her. She screamed at the strange mix of pain and pleasure at what such a massive invasion did to her. Fully relaxed and dilated from her orgasm, she felt confident she could take the meat-pole, and perhaps even enjoy the experience.



 
 Again, the small part of her mind, of her identity, that was still a flight attendant from Miami. Florida, gasped in shock and shame at her reaction. But right up in the front of her mind, where life and death decisions were made, where she learned to adapt to her new existence—her resolve did not slacken. Her fierce decision to not be merely a victim, but a player, in this strange, savage, sensual world she moved through hardened.



 
 She battled monsters, fought magicians, out maneuvered demons, fucked godling’s. She was so fat beyond the mundane woman she’d been she was a superhero by comparison. She steeled herself with a now indomitable will to endure this encounter. But the mythological monster wasn’t giving her time to entirely adapt, and her pussy, sloppy with her own cum-spray and lion spit, was forced open in a single, brutal thrust.



 
 She grunted hard on the next thrust and felt the strange twisting structure of the thing’s phallus rub across her G-spot like a violin bow across strings. It rammed her again, she screamed again, but in the center of the pain there was a familiar building pleasure. She couldn’t believe it, but she was going to orgasm again.



 
 It’s almost too bad this thing has to die,
 she thought. This time the small voice of her old self said nothing.



 
 On each back stroke it seemed as if her pussy were being pulled inside out, and on each downstroke the erection punched against the cervix as it rubbed along her G-spot. She was being rode hard and when it was done, she’d be put away wet…mostly likely in the thing’s belly.



 
 The manticore snarled wildly, the sound echoing through the weird, crumbling ruins of the city. She knew she had it. The strokes shortened, the rhythm tightening as it reached the brink.



 
 Suddenly, inexpertly, wonderfully, the power of the Succubus filled her. The muscles of her vagina locked on the penis, pain gone, full dilation in effect. Clotted semen gushed into her, filling her vagina to the point of overflowing in a single, wild squirting gush.



 
 The nature of the Manticore’s yowling changed and the thing suddenly fell over and lay very still. Shocked, she got off her bruised knees and looked at the once formidable enemy. It lay limp, eyes glass marbles, jaw slack, scorpion tail slack, wings droopy curtains.



 
 Soulless, dead.



 
 “That’s one badass pussy, girl,” she told herself.



 
 And for how she felt—it was a rush of power, of strength and euphoria, rushing through her like cocaine. Manticore sperm leaked out of her. She turned to leave the guardian on the ground. She had more creatures to fuck.



 
 And, if this was what taking monster souls felt like, then she was done for duty again. She felt like an evil angel, something much more than merely human. She had a feeling she was just getting started.



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
 Veronica walked through the Barbican and came out of the tunnel to stare in wonder.



 
 The crumbling architecture lay around her like overturned pieces on a chessboard: Towers fallen, houses caved in, walls collapsed and piles of rubble strewn in random heaps.



 
 She stood at the entrance to a square. In the center sat a cracked and ruined fountain holding vile-smelling greenish water so thick with filth that needles of falling rain made no ripples as they fell.



 
 The bones of a horse, long picked clean and now covered with moss, lay sprawled, the rib cage serving as a perch to another of the ubiquitous crows. Behind it, crowded like crooked teeth, the buildings and monoliths of the city bunched together in tight warrens.



 
 She hardly noticed.



 
 The fountain's statue drew her eyes away from the remains of the horse. Despite the peculiarity of her ongoing experience she understood in that moment that fear can always grow worse.



 
 The black marble figures, slick with malachite scum, stood hideously crafted. The male was a massive brute with the physique of a gladiator, the curled wings of a bat and a head like the body of a squid -- domed forehead, bulbous eyes in a sleek carapace and a fistful of twisting tentacles for a mouth.



 
 At its hips a second figure jutted -- a human female bent backward, her legs around the first statue's hips in sexual congress, her arms flung out and her head canted oddly, thrown back, held by the waist in the creature's grotesquely outsized hands.



 
 Her hair dangled in a permanent wave of ebony and her mouth was so far gaped in an eternal scream it nearly distorted the face beyond recognition as human.



 
 Veronica stared at the horrific tableau in shock. She realized with sickening certainty that from the woman's mouth the fountain water would have streamed -- an endless liquid scream.



 
 What manner of people would celebrate such depravity not only in a public place, but as the very monument standing as the entrance of their metropolis? Who could idolize such an act? She swallowed hard. She was no longer sure she was the least disappointed anymore that the city stood abandoned.



 
 A chill, wet breeze carried a subtle, distant smell, a stink almost masked by the odor of the nearby sea. Veronica cocked her head. She knew that smell. It was the stench of death.



 
 Slowly she knelt and picked up a chunk of masonry. The putrid stench of rotting flesh suggested a death much more recent than the scattered bones of the dead horse. It promised danger. In a crouch she slowly scanned the square. Not every danger could be conquered by her vagina.



 
 The square wasn't large, about the size of a paddock, with the blasphemous fountain at the epicenter and three major avenues running off between densely packed buildings. In a sudden flurry, the crow leaped into the air and flew, wings snapping hard.



 
 A flash of motion flickered in her periphery and she spun, but saw nothing but the mouth of a narrow alley. The lane lay thick with shadow and falling rain did little to improve visibility.



 
 It was growing darker. Somewhere above the low ceiling of rain clouds the sun sank. Twilight arrived. The realization made her nervous in ways she was unwilling to articulate to herself. She hadn't feared the dark since she was a child.



 
 The building next to the alley held an empty square window overlooking the fountain square. For the briefest moment she caught another flash of motion dart past the opening, but she blinked and it was gone, lost in rain and gloom.



 
 Her mouth went dry. She knew the feeling of being stalked. She knew the feeling of a predator's eyes upon her. She wasn't sure what was happening, but she was sure she didn't like it. She turned, looking for a pathway to run if she needed.



 
 She heard a
 thunk
 behind her and spun, eyes searching the battlements. A stream of gravel poured out next to a cracked and weathered crenellation. The dribble petered out, spilling onto the cobblestone below.



 
 They were on both sides of her, she realized. She didn't know who
 they
 were but she didn’t attribute altruism to their motivations. That abomination of a fountain statute belied any illusion of that. The last of the Manticore sperm leaking from her well thrashed vagina reminded her of just how powerful the opponents here could be.



 
 Hey, Bast,
 she thought.
 Why don’t you go fuck yourself. You and the King in Yellow both.



 
 She broke into a jog, still unsure of how to proceed but overcome by the need to move. Blind flight wouldn't help her, but neither would being surrounded in the open. This labyrinth of decayed ruins was the hunters’ territory -- but at least she would have some chance if on the move.



 
 She ran, breaking tight around the fountain. She dropped the stone. She didn't need the weight and replacements lay everywhere. She pushed her legs harder, cutting sharp toward the center of the three wide avenues running off the plaza.



 
 Once down a thoroughfare she'd pick a side street or alley to dart in.



 
 She breathed smoothly. She was in fine shape and she felt she could run a hard pace for miles if needed. High on mainlining a soul, and empowered by her Mark and the bloody gift Bast bestowed on her In The Place In between, she felt like an Android, machine-like.



 
 The avenue ran straight as a compass azimuth through endless ravines of leaning ruins and puddle-choked courtyards. The sense of history about the place was as appalling as it was ancient. The very eternal, timeless, mien of the structures frightened her. This place had stood for centuries, for millennia, and the lives of untold human beings had risen and fallen within its Cyclopean structures. It held no pity for something as brief and transitory as human life.



 
 High ground
 , she thought.



 
 It was vital. The lessons of jungle cats jumped foremost to mind and she wondered if it was influenced by Bast. Again she caught motion out the side of her vision and turned to see a ragged banner of shadow pass by the edge of a room above her path. The movement flashed too quickly to determine anything more than a vague impression of humanoid outline.



 
 She looked up, trying to grasp some sense of perspective amid the waste. She hurdled a broken pillar, landed and slid over the ridge of a toppled column at a dead sprint. She was warmer now but her feet were bruised and bleeding from the broken pavement.



 
 Ahead, beyond an ocean of low roofs framed by taller buildings, she saw the sinister outline of a palace. Dark spires stretched toward a gray sky in skeletal fingers. It seemed distant enough for it to take days to traverse the ruin. She needed something closer.



 
 Panting, she cast about. Operating blindly, on the verge of panic, she spun on the ball of her foot and plunged into the narrow run between wildly canted towers. Behind her a whistle rang out, shrill and sharp.



 
 It was answered.



 
 Reaching the end of the alleyway where it opened onto a secondary street, Veronica looked around. To her right the lane widened where a tower of polished obsidian commanded the approach. A line of single stone steps wound around the top of the citadel to a doorway set in massive basalt blocks.



 
 It was as good as any other place, she realized. Wild, maniacal laughter emerged from the shadows of a low doorway across from her.
 They
 were on three sides now.



 
 She squatted down, snatched up another stone and winged it across the street into the doorway, cutting the crazed cackling short. She snarled with grim satisfaction, almost not recognizing herself, then sprinted toward the citadel, her stride long and confident.



 
 Her foot struck a slimy puddle and plunged into an uneven hole. Her ankle bent like a hinge clasp and she went down hard, hissing at the pain. Her knees and the palms of her hands struck the slick stone, scrapping flesh and leaving blotches of bright blood.



 
 She pushed up immediately, operating on instinct, then almost went down again as her injured ankle buckled. She staggered and stumbled forward, pushing past the hurt, casting looks over her shoulder. Seeing nothing, she gritted her teeth and turned back toward the tower.



 
 The child stood in the avenue.



 
 Veronica stopped, panting hard, as a wall of terror rolled into her. The child was small, almost skeletal thin, skin fish-belly white, hair so black it sucked the light around it. Scraps of rags hung off the figure’s bony frame as it stood, staring at the ground. Steam rose in streaming vapors off Veronica and her breath clouded silver in front of her face. Her teeth started chattering hard, beyond her ability to control, as cold and adrenaline mixed in a powerful cocktail.



 
 The sweat on her skin began congealing in frigid rime on her body. Tears built up behind her eyes, threatening to spill out.



 
 Slowly the child lifted its head.



 
 She still couldn't tell if she was seeing a boy or a girl; the features were too delicate and sharp, the body too emaciated. Thick, black tendrils of hair framed the face like theater curtains. There was a sliver of nose, slash of mouth and eyes so big and dark Veronica felt she could tumble down into them.



 
 The darkness in the eyes was complete and total between the lids, too deep, too severe to be possible. Somewhere in the back of Veronica’s nearly frozen mind a voice was yelling the word
 demonic
 over and over again. She stood rooted to the spot like a bird before a coiled snake.



 
 The child opened its mouth revealing black teeth and purple gums. Wider and wider the orifice stretched until she was sure the jaw would unhinged. A shrieking wail blasted out in a rush and filled her head, filled the street, filled the city, filled the sky.



 
 The note pierced, machete sharp, utterly relentless. Veronica screamed in agony but the sound was lost in the vast echoing cacophony. Her skull felt near exploding and she grabbed her head hard with both hands, dropping to her knees.



 
 Twisting her head, she looked at the screaming child, eyes bulging in shock. The child's skin faded into translucence, revealing a blackened skeleton. The dark eyes became the black pits of a grinning skull. Then the bones twisted into blackened mist.



 
 Putting a hand on the ground, Veronica tried dragging her gaze away from the horror but her eyes remained pinned to the apparition. Suddenly exploding toward her in a gust of foul wind, the screaming skeletal face rushed in, filling her vision until it blocked everything else out.



 
 A bitterly frigid cyclone struck her and ran through her like a saber. She gagged as she slumped to the ground. Her heart lurched and she thought for a wild, crazy moment that it was going to rip free.



 
 The Sleeper sleeps and dreams of being Awake, the Crawling Chaos comes, save us



 
 The words formed themselves as thoughts in her head, even as she felt something tear inside her mind and tasted the slick, hot rush of blood down her throat.



 
 The message was diamond hard and impossible to ignore. She didn’t understand what it meant as it branded deep into her psyche. She must fight.



 
 Abruptly as it began it ceased. The stillness, the quiet, was overwhelming and the only sound she heard now was her own ragged breathing. She knew she should worry about whatever was following her, but the ghost had taken everything out of her.



 
 She pitched forward onto the wet cobblestone.



 
 Her face pressed hard against slimy ground, her head spinning. She turned and retched onto the stone. She wanted to live. Even after all this strangeness, this inexplicable terror and impossibility, her basic urge to survive was stronger by far than her disbelief.



 
 What was happening wasn't just inexplicable, it was impossible, but if she didn't accept it she knew for sure it would kill her. The idea of dying without solving the mystery was utterly unacceptable, even if curiosity in the face of such lethality was ridiculous.



 
 Gritting her teeth, Veronica pushed herself up, forcing the fear from her mind to fuel her body. It was an old trick and it rarely failed, but she was exhausted and confused and, despite her mad sprint, her body, under supernatural attack, suffered a temperature drop, eroding her heat, leeching her life.



 
 She made it to hands and knees, looking over her shoulder. She saw nothing but the endless ruins. She wanted nothing more than to huddle up and shut her mind down from the horror she'd just experienced, but she couldn't stay still, couldn't indulge fear. Something was chasing her; she needed high ground and a wall to her back.



 
 She rose, still panting. She needed shelter or warmth, and soon. Hypothermia was potentially her greatest enemy, and one she couldn't outrun or hide from. No matter where she went in this place it would find her. Again she wondered why the Mark of the Magi was so ineffectual here when it had served her well in the empty void of space.



 
 Resigned, she turned toward the citadel.



 
 As carefully as she could on her injured ankle, she moved. She didn't know if the ghost had frightened away her pursuers but she didn't sense them close now. Her eyes scanned rooftops and doorways, seeking motion.



 
 She was shivering hard by the time she reached the tower. Her teeth chattered uncontrollably, her skin splotched blue and it was difficult to even stagger. She put a foot on the stair and looked back.



 
 Red-eyed and snarling, the thing crept toward her. Adrenaline greased her stomach as she blanched. Horned and bat-winged, the green-skinned demon whipped its tail, stalking forward on all fours, belly close to the ground.



 
 "No." she whispered in horror.



 
 The demon grinned in response, revealing double rows of needle-like teeth in black gums. Its eyes were onyx marbles and its nostrils the slits of a serpent. Veronica climbed the steps backwards, hardly aware of her actions as she retreated up the cracked and crumbling staircase.



 
 The predator scuttled forward, grim claws clicking on the cobblestone and rubble. It watched the trembling human with a hypnotic gaze, eyes so deep and red that looking into them was like falling into hell.



 
 "Stay back!" she shouted.



 
 Instead, the thing coiled and exploded into motion, leaping forward like a hound on the chase. It covered ground amazingly fast. Veronica shrieked and spun, saw she'd made it halfway up the citadel. She ran flat out, legs driving hard as she bounded up the steps toward the door at the top.



 
 She didn't pause to think about what would happen if the door wouldn‘t open, she simply fled. She heard bestial snarling just below her, the scratch of talon on stone. She stumbled over loose bits of masonry and, without thinking, scooped one up in both hands.



 
 She spun, lifting the rough block over her head and hurtled it down at the demon. It screamed in outrage at the counterattack and dodged against the curved wall of the tower. The space was too narrow and a piece of the missile clipped its shoulder with a
 crunch
 like wood snapping.



 
 It screeched in pain, holding its arm tight against its body. The hit tore flesh open and blood ran in thick rivulets down the limb as it flexed leathery wings to balance. Veronica scrambled further up the staircase with it still close behind her.



 
 Reaching the top in a hand-over-hand scramble she jumped onto the small landing at the door. She took in the entrance at a glance, noting the heavy wooden structure reinforced with brass hinges and iron lock housing.



 
 Its wood rotting, the door hung from a single rusty hinge, fallen into disrepair eons ago. Veronica lowered a shoulder and drove into the barrier. Wood splintered and she fell forward. That part of her mind she now began to think of as the Old Me marveled at her decisive actions, her raw physicality.



 
 Behind her the demon lunged off the stairs, good arm swinging wide in a deadly pendulum. Filthy, ragged claws sharp as glass shards caught Veronica across the back of her calf and she hissed at the quick, hot pain. She plunged into a Stygian darkness.



 
 Behind her the Hunting Horror shrieked as it followed. Veronica struggled to her feet, throwing herself forward, just escaping the swiping claws of the beast's strike. Her feet tangled up and she tripped. As she went down, it was on her.



 
 It pinned her naked flesh to the ground. And laughed. As Narlathotep slowly rose he gave Veronica a direct order.



 
 "Get on your knees" he said.



 
 Veronica, rubbing tears from her eyes, quickly obeyed. Slowly crawling up to her knees, she noticed Narlathotep' thick cock at full attention.



 
 "Grab it." Narlathotep instructed.



 
 There is nothing else with these beings but the hunt for power and animal desire,
 she realized. It would be their undoing.



 
 Still, she could do nothing but comply, noticing instantly as she wrapped her fingers around his cock, the feeling of it throbbing hard.



 
 "Stroke it." Narlathotep commanded.



 
 Veronica, looking up at the Black Pharaoh, slowly started to stroke his cock, then looking at her actions realized her hand only took up half of Nyarlathotep cock. She began reaching up with her other hand to cover the whole shaft.



 
 Narlathotep seeing this, grabbed her other hand and said "No," pushing it away.



 
 Veronica, confused, was not ready when Narlathotep instructed her to open her mouth. seeing her disobey his order, he grabbed Veronica's hair, snarling "I said open your mouth."



 
 Veronica, startled back to the task at hand. Narlathotep's cock thrust in, forcing it to open. As she held half of him in her mouth, and the other half in her hand, she looked up.



 
 "Suck it and stroke it" he said, still holding on tight to her hair.



 
 She wrapped her lips around his cock, and slowly got into a rhythm of stroking while sucking hard on his outstretched demon dick.



 
 She glanced up at the abomination as she worked her task, noticing the slit-eyed look of ecstasy contorting the demonic face. Along with Narlathotep's look of pleasure, Veronica, still in shock, was brought back to her own body, realizing how wet she was, once again, to the point of running down her leg.



 
 My cunt is hungry for soul,
 she realized.
 I’m like a bad girl Wonder Woman with a golden, deadly, pussy, instead of lasso.



 
 Narlathotep, grunting, obviously getting to the point of no return, stopped Veronica with a slap to the top of her head, and pulled her roughly to her feet. He grabbed her ass, lifting her up to an ancient plinth.



 
 Fangs showing, Narlathotep ordered, "Spread your legs, and spread your pussy, human thing."



 
 Veronica spread her legs, and reaching down with her left hand, spread her pussy wide. Exposed and vulnerable, she looked up at Nyarlathotep and asked, voice slyly meek, "Like this?"



 
 Narlathotep looked down at her, rubbing his cock. He snarled, low in his throat and rustled his wings.



 
 In the next instant he stepped forward and pushed his cockhead into her opening, parting the labia like curtains. The demon looked Veronica in the eyes. “When I’m done fucking you,” it promised, “I’ll wear your skin for a belt.”



 
 Eyes still locked on hers, he thrust with his whole body deep inside her, pushing her ass across the top of the plinth. He didn't stop there; pulling completely out and leaving only the tip of his cock's head in, repeated the thrust, then again, over and over.



 
 Veronica, still in shock and unprepared for this sudden invasion, inhaled deeply, giving a small cry of pain at her sudden fullness. She grabbed the edge of the countertop and held on under the sudden brutal assault. Narlathotep continued thrusting, her pussy flooding to grow wetter and more accepting of Narlathotep' inhumanly large cock. Once again, as always, when she adapted, the feeling became more enjoyable.



 
 This was the work she was built for. It seemed an odd thing to realize about yourself, she knew. But there it was, just like that, an undeniable truth.



 
 Narlathotep, near his fill of her slit, noticed her response, and slowed. Her own pussy juice held the very thing he needed for his final act. He thrust in deep a final time, then slowly pulled his wet cock out and took a step back.



 
 Veronica startled at his sudden stop, one or two more thrusts away from his cock throwing her over the edge to an orgasm she hadn't realized she wanted. The beast growled. "Don't worry I'm not through with you yet, little lamb."



 
 He lifted her and put her belly down across the plinth until she half stood, half clung to the squat pedestal, sure her legs would not support all her weight. Her ankle hurt. Tits pressed against the cold stone, the demon wrapped her hair in his hand.



 
 He yanked hard, twisting her neck around, pulling her face up. She saw a small alcove to the room. Inside, like an altar in a shrine, she saw a tall, gold edged mirror.



 
 "Look into the mirror, human bitch. I want you to see your face, to see me while I fuck you."



 
 She couldn't help but smile in response, as the sound of his voice made her that much wetter with every word he spoke. It was a predator smile. Let him hammer away. She’d come, and then she’d steal his black soul.



 
 "Spread your ass." Narlathotep barked



 
 Reaching around with both hands, she grabbed her ass cheeks, pulling them apart, and arching her back to present the open gate of her very wet pussy as a sacrifice to the demon lord’s cock.



 
 In the mirror, breathing heavily, Narlathotep looked down at her. The great, horned head turned to a side and suddenly a wickedly tipped claw poked at her perfect little asshole, tight and still untouched, ripe for the taking. Taking his cock in hand, he rubbed it up and down her opening, making his cock slippery with her juices. He grunted and pushed his penis forward.



 
 He smiled into the mirror. Panic rushed through Veronica. She thought there was something erotically sensible about her Succubus vagina eating a soul through the male’s cum. She had no such insurance her ass could perform in the same manner.



 
 On the brink of victory, she plunged headlong into sudden, mortal peril.



 
 Narlathotep seeing the fear and confusion on Veronica's face in the reflection of the mirror, grinned, misunderstanding its source. Slowly, he started pressuring her asshole. Feeling this, she widened her eyes and made a peculiar "O" shape with her mouth. She squirmed as his fat cock slowly pressing in, her asshole refusing to give way and just accept him, no matter how much she wanted it to. The pressure mounted, and mounting, and with it the fear he would cum there and she would die in the next moment.



 
 Every damn creature in these realms beside Skavis is infatuated with sodomy,
 she had time to think.



 
 Just as she could no longer stand it, her asshole finally gave way, and she fully realized how truly thick the fiend’s shaft was. He didn't slow his pushing and Veronica lay, stuck with wide eyes and "O" face, as she felt each inch of the thing’s cock, slowly expand her asshole. This was a far, far different experience than when she’d lost her anal cherry on the plane over the Bermuda Triangle, or even Bast’s own, rough ass fucking.



 
 She gasped out loud, clenching her teeth against the rippling pressure. Finally, she felt Narlathotep against her and knew she had all of him in her, leaving her waiting for the new sensation of the pull out, but Narlathotep stopped, looking at her in the mirror.



 
 She became very aware of her own reflection, and closed her mouth and eyes in embarrassment, only to hear Narlathotep chuckle.



 
 "That was
 my
 face, only meant for
 me
 to see, and only meant for
 me
 to treasure." His chuckle was sadistic.



 
 Panting, she opened her eyes to look at his reflection. Finally, she could do nothing but nod in agreement. Still unable to talk with all of him inside her, she had no choice but to acknowledge that this was to be their very intimate connection from now on.



 
 For as long as either of us has left,
 she realized.
 In the end, it will be only you, or I.



 
 Narlathotep slowly started rotating his hips in a clockwise fashion, working to loosen her up for what was yet still to come. Veronica felt his cock start making big circles in her ass and didn't know what to make of it other than it hurt good, like his cock was dancing in her ass just for the two of them.



 
 After a few circles clockwise, he stopped, then began turning counter clockwise, sending a new shiver up Veronica's back. Slowing his rotation, he stopped, started to pull out, slightly faster than his push in. Veronica wasn't ready for this new sensation to end, and without thinking tried pushing Narlathotep back into her.



 
 Narlathotep roared, "stop!" –the command so savage he sprayed sizzling hot spittle across her back.



 
 He pulled out, then abruptly started thrusting again. With each brutal in and out he increased up the pace, toying with her. She felt little tears open inside her, knew despite the resiliency of her supernatural gifts, she was coming apart under the assault.



 
 The experience grew increasingly transcendental, until she saw and felt her body from outside of its physical restraints. She heard herself grunting like an animal on each thrust, air pushed from her lungs with each impact of demon cock. To her dismay, she could hear for herself, as if from someone else, the masochistic pleasure she took.



 
 Finally, feeling Narlathotep' balls slapping against her wet pussy, that familiar sensation started building inside of her. She was only a few thrusts away, and then she was going to cum. From the deep buildup it wasn't to be a normal orgasm. There was nothing she could do to stop it, and doubted even if Narlathotep stopped blasting into her ass, that it would halt its implacable progress.



 
 “Fuck!” it was her turn to snarl.



 
 Unable to endure any longer, she let loose as Narlathotep continued the brutal thrusting up her ass. The anal orgasm started in a small but screaming roar, quickly becoming an intense tremble that shook her to the core.



 
 Her pussy exploded as Narlathotep' balls slapped it like hammers on a gong. She squirted across the nutsack, big as a women's clutch purse, soaking it. Her defiled asshole grabbed hold of Narlathotep' cock as he thrust, forcing her orgasm to stretch on in powerful waves, shaking her violently.



 
 She lifted her head, saw her own orgasm contorted face, tears streaming, in the old mirror. Above her Narlathotep’s face twisted with its own pleasure, evil radiating from the demonic features like heat from a blast furnace.



 
 She screamed out her anger and pleasure in one long guttural shriek straight into her own reflection.



 
 Narlathotep, gave one final thrust, shoving his cock as far inside Veronica's tight ass as he could, howled, and then deposited his seed deep inside her. At each undulating wave of orgasm she felt his cock shoot another load of boiling cum deeper inside her.



 
 “No!” he screamed, suddenly terrified.



 
 The demon attempted to pull out, but to her surprise, her rectal sheath bore down hard, trapping it with an inhuman strength. In the mirror, Narlathotep looked shocked. She felt the return of the familiar euphoric rush and realized she’d deeply misunderstood a Succubus’s power.



 
 It was not cunt-centered. It was core centered, she realized, feeling herself swell with stolen power. Her pussy was not the Succubus,
 she
 was the Succubus.



 
 It was her turn to lock eyes with the demon and she saw the light fading from his infernal glowing eyes.



 
 “That all you got, bitch?” she laughed.



 
 Narlathotep suddenly dropped like a trip-hammered steer. His now flaccid penis plopped out of her ass and Veronica stood, filled with savage strength and wild, cosmic energy.



 
 A great hand reached up and grabbed her.



 
 Beneath them the floor gave way.



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
 She struck the floor and, with the sound of boards snapping, plunged through the rotted wood, the Hunting Horror falling with her. They plummeted into the dark as a miasma of mold and perpetual dank reached an overpowering stench.



 
 Veronica gripped the dying creature. The thing tried clawing free to break away and use its leathery wings. She slid her arms in tight under the Horror's shoulders and tucked her head beneath its dragon chin. The wet dog stink of the monster gagged her as she scissored her arms hard. The very power of its own soul filled her with the strength to fight.



 
 The Horror cavorted and bucked, trying to contort free. Veronica wrapped her legs around its limbs, anchoring herself, even as they plunged downward. Jerking quickly while pulling her arms tight, she spun the thing around half a heartbeat before they crashed into the next level.



 
 The impact came in a stunning shock.



 
 The hard, knotted form of the Horror reverberated with the concussion as Veronica spun clear. The vertigo felt sickening as she tumbled free, breath torn from her body. She rolled once to clear the Horror's reach. Head still spinning, she paused, fighting disorientation.



 
 The floor cracked like a gallows trap door falling open under the feet of a hanged man. Her stomach dropped so fast she wanted to vomit and she plunged downward again. Sensing the Hunting Horror adjacent to her, she struck, desperate to fend off any clawing attack.



 
 She missed a wild strike then felt the whip-like slap as the thing's leathery wings snapped out, trying to break the fall. Again, operating on instinct and the infusion of soul power, Veronica reached out and grabbed it.



 
 Remembering how quickly the manticore had succumbed, she had time to think,
 how is it still fighting?



 
 The Horror shrieked, twisting at the neck to bite free from the woman's clutch, but Veronica felt the shift and met it with a short, sharp head butt that snapped the thing’s face back like a cork shooting from a bottle.



 
 Amazed at her savage fighting acumen, she once more felt the hand of her master moving through her. Even now, in her darkest hour, the Magi was reaching out to assist her as best he could.



 
 Entangled, the unearthly predator she fought could no longer use its wings and the pair crashed into the next floor, still closely locked together. Veronica tried rolling with the inertia of the fall, but her attempt was clumsy and she bit back a cry as she re-injured her weak ankle.



 
 The Hunting Horror was on her and this time the thing's fingers closed around her neck in iron manacles. The animal stink of the thing and its ghoulish breath choked Veronica even as her throat squeezed tight. Half sitting up, she threw a series of hooking blows, smashing the thing first in the ribs, then the head.



 
 Who am I?
 she thought, very near hysteria.



 
 But, will to fight or not, it was like punching a stone post. She was good at fucking. Good at every aspect of sex. She’d never been in a fight in her life before now. A couple times jealous wives and girlfriends had come at her, but she’d always managed to get away.



 
 Snatching hold of the shoulder she'd wounded earlier with the rock, she tore at it, desperation lending her prodigious strength. The winged hunter arched in agony and Veronica locked her legs above the monster's narrow, human-like hips, giving herself leverage to resist the creature’s throttling choke.



 
 The boards underneath them groaned loudly. Again.



 
 Both combatants froze for a moment, then the floor gave way once more and they dropped into the darkness like stones down a well. Again, Veronica hugged into the sickening thing and rolled the bigger creature.



 
 Once again, the impact was stunning.



 
 It hurt with a numbing pain that jerked the will to fight from her even as the monster’s form softened the blow. Gasping for air from lungs emptied by the crash, Veronica tried rolling clear. Her vision swam until the inky blackness undulated in peculiar, disquieting ways.



 
 Under her body she felt unyielding stone.



 
 She winced and realized the creature wasn't moving, and she dimly realized that it lay slack as a corpse. Gasping for breath, she stopped, feeling the Hunter's blood congeal on her face, its semen still in her ass.



 
 Her chest hitched once and she sucked in stale, moldy air, fighting the dizziness caused by her exertion. She felt the thing sprawling out beneath her in the blackness, and she dared to hope. She slumped and fell to the floor.



 
 She couldn't assume herself safe, not in this carnival of horrors, but she was too tired, too brutalized to care. She needed rest. She struck the cold stone of the floor harder than she intended and felt her head bounce cruelly.



 
 Brilliant points of light burst across her vision as splitting agony blossomed in her temples. Her ears were deafened by the sound of ringing. Then, like the cover of a book snapping shut, everything was dark and silent.



 
 She lay still on the floor in the gloom, unmoving as blood leaking from the slain demon spread in a slow, sticky wave, washing into her, staining her skin crimson. She heaved and vomited into the puddle of blood.



 
 She lay very, very still and did not wake.



 
  



 
  



 
  



 



 
  



 



 
 Veronica opened her eyes.



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



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



 
 "Bast," she whispered.



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



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



 
 “I feel no pain, only victory.”



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



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



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



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



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



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



 
  



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



 



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
 Veronica Doe fell.



 
 Time flowed in strange currents of confused perception. Had she fallen for seconds, or was it eons? She could not tell. Under the protection of the Ogre Magi, she felt neither cold nor hunger or fatigue. so all of her biological metrics for experience were removed, leaving her in a strange cocoon of uncertainty.



 
 She did not land, she merely became aware. One moment there was a vast, endless void, next, the feeling of cold, damp ground under her back. There was no sensation of transition. One moment she was in free fall through all of Eternity and the next, she was simply Here.



 
 Sitting up, she looked around. Gray mist hung in a thick cloak around her, obscuring the terrain, clinging in damp clouds and leaving her with a strange, continuing feel of disorientation. She could see, but she could not see. Blinking slowly, she fought to regain her bearings.



 
 Under her feet she felt damp earth, covered in pine needles and a rich, loamy soil. Emerging from the mist, dark columns of old growth hardwoods stood in shadowy pillars. She felt something hard, sharp, and unyielding beneath her hand.



 
 Startled, she looked down, lifting her hand, she revealed what lay grasped so tightly inside her fist. To her surprise she saw a pendant. A goodly sized black diamond set in scintillating platinum. She recognized it the instant she laid eyes upon it. The last time she recalled seeing it was around the neck of Octavia, First Concubine of the Ogre Magi.



 
 Sudden images filled her mind; the rush as the sylvan dominatrix pushed her over the edge of the Well of Souls, the sensation of tumbling, a sensation that overwhelmed all other thoughts in that mad, terrifying moment. But now, startled into remembering, she understood where the pendent came from.



 
 She fought as she twisted, lashing out desperately to try and save herself. Her hand caught on the dangling medallion and ripped it free and, as she tumbled downward, it came with her. Screaming, she’d plunged through time/space uncertain of her ultimate fate.



 
 Now she was…here. But she was here with the pendent. She didn’t fully understand the significance, if indeed there was any, but it felt like, well, something. Curious, she inspected the clasp, found the platinum slightly bent but easily fixable. Using her thumbs, she prized it back into place and slipped it around her neck. It made her feel better, calmed her fears in some small way.
 You can do this
 , she assured herself.



 
 From out of the mist she heard sounds of howling.



 
 Cold feelings of dread knifed through her. There was danger here, far from the protective arm of her Magi. The howling drifted out of the dense mist, echoing weirdly through the black, shadow forest. She spun in place, turning one direction, then the other.



 
 Inside her chest her heart beat hard enough to hurt. She had to run, to flee. Whatever happened, she didn’t want whatever was howling to find her out here alone and vulnerable in the mists. She started running, immediately slipped and went down. Rising, she moved forward, there was no way to tell which direction led to safety, there was only flight.



 
 She was prey.



 
 She ran, bare feet pounding hard into the cold, soggy ground. Branches materialized out of the mist, slapping her naked skin and raising welts until, after only moments, her chill numbed flesh was marred by long, thin streaks of blood.



 
 Her foot came down on soggy leaves and she slipped, went to a knee and came up. Her heart jumped and thudded from the exertion, leaving her panting heavily. Behind her the howls broke off into a chorus of barking and she realized there was not just a single creature hunting her, but an entire pack.



 
 Cold wet grass, reaching to her knees, yellow and brown, appeared, and she ran into it. Frigid moisture clung to her in wet jewels as she pushed on. Up ahead, dimly through the mist bank, she caught sight of a yellow light burning high above the ground. Drawing closer, she made out the indistinct finger of a stone tower, black against the gloom.



 
 Now she heard the pounding of hooves and realized the snarling beasts hunting her led dark riders. She was a fox, a sable, in some perverse chase. Angry, inarticulate shouts broke through the muffling effects of the mist and she sobbed. The ground broke beneath her feet and she tumbled into the wet grass, shivering as she rose again. She forced herself up but then froze.



 
 The figure loomed up out of the mist, eyes glowing baleful red. She gasped in surprise, in abject terror. The figure was a man-wolf. The head of a big, grey leonine monster on the humanized form of a man. It opened its mouth, letting out a low, guttural growl, revealing razor sharp fangs.



 
 Black fur covered a form she recognized as mostly human, and male, though impossibly muscled and agile, the fingers of each hand ending in long, wicked claws. Slowly she lifted her face and looked up into the burning red eyes with horror, seeing the human intelligence gleaming through.



 
 Her hand went to her mouth and she began to scream.



 
 The feline creature pounced. Her cry cut short as it scooped her up and she went dumb in surprise. Instead of sharp fang and claw ripping into her, she was instead gathered up in limbs of liquid steel. Crushed into the hard warmth of the thing’s chest, she felt it take off at a dead run, carrying her weight with ease.



 
 After being jerked back and forth during several initial leaps, she instinctively turned into the embrace and clung to him. Her arms and legs wrapped tight around the racing creature and his smell, strong and clean and animal, filled her.



 
 “Be silent, girl,” he growled low, “if you would live, be still. The Wild Hunt has you in their scent and if we do not reach the safety of the tower we’re both doomed.”



 
 She buried her face in the hollow of its throat and clung like a baby in the arms of its father. At first he ran upright, on two legs, but once assured she was holding on, it bent so that the arm not engaged with supporting her reached the ground, and in that moment they began to fly.



 
 Ground flashed by beneath them, wind created by their swift passage swept over them and the frantic beating of her heart began to merge as one with the strong, sure beats of his.



 
 But if the sounds of pursuit were any indication, it would do no good. The hunt continued drawing close, the light of the tower seemingly just as far now as it had been in the beginning. Her savior seemed to sense the futility as well. Instead of plunging forward in an outright race, he now began taking evasive actions, darting this way, and then back, trying to confuse the scent.



 
 The ruins of an old stone and sod structure appeared out of the mist and in the next moment half a dozen arrows knifed out of the gloom behind them and pounded into the soft wood of the rotting logs.



 
 She felt the massive frame cradling her shudder as the lupine warrior yelped and one of those cruel, black iron arrowheads cut into him. He threw himself to the left, crossing behind the ruin. She dared to look when hot blood began splashing her upturned face, and she saw the last thing she wanted to see; the stone circle of a cistern.



 
 Without hesitating, the feline clambered over the lip and plunged down the shaft. Despite herself, she screamed. They plunged into blackness. There was a confusion of movement she realized was more akin to a child scrambling over a jungle gym than to falling down a well—a feeling she was uncomfortably familiar with as of late—and then they were in a hollowed den dug into the wall.



 
 Warm, dry earth formed a shelf and the creature crammed them in tight to the narrow space. She found herself facing outward, back to the belly of the beast, its strong arms around her as if cocooned her body. Its fur was soft, she realized.



 
 “Be still, girl,” it snarled softly. “On your life, do not move. They will think I chose to drown rather than succumb to the hunt. But utter not a sound for our scent will still be strong to the hounds of Crom.”



 
 She nodded, whispering, “I understand, I am grateful.”



 
 Suddenly, above them torch light filled the mouth of the well, sending flickering shadows dancing weirdly down the shaft. There came a deafening cacophony of savage snarls and booming barks cascading down into the amplifying echo. She heard rough voices which, thanks to the Mark of Skavis, the Ogre Magi, she understood.



 
 “Do you see the shifter-bastard?”



 
 “No, the well’s too deep.”



 
 “Find something to tell the Lord or it will be our asses fed to the hounds.”



 
 “How about the wench?”



 
 “No sign.”



 
 “Too bad, my cock is aching for a human cunny.”



 
 The more the rough talk carried on, the more grateful she became. She didn’t dare look, so she had no true idea, but she knew now, more than ever, that she wanted no part of being found by beings such as these. Even the Orc slavers had not filled her with such trepidation, rather they had fascinated her in a way she could have never fully explained.



 
 Frightened, she scooted back into the warm, animalistic shelter of her protector. And felt his cock.



 
 She froze. He was making no attempt to move, but she realized her naked heat, wrapped so close to him, in even such a dire situation as this, was having an effect. In fact, she could feel him shuddering, his breath hot on the side of her face, the feeling of his heart pounding through his lupine chest, a heavy drum against her back.



 
 The cock continued growing, slowly lengthening up between the soft press of her thighs. She moaned quietly as the hot flesh stubbornly pushed its way forward. The creature pulled her closer, hot lips next to her ear.



 
 “Not a sound, or we are dead. I can’t help it, on my honor, I swear I’m not doing this on purpose.”



 
 She nodded into the grip of his arms. Frightened, the fear sensations only served to heightened the experience. Her groin began quivering on its own, and she felt dampness growing up between her legs. So far, since being thrown into this strange dimension, she had learned one thing: mythological creatures fucked with all the power of legend. Somehow, she knew, this wolf man would be no different.



 
 Gently, she opened her thighs enough to allow the restrained erection to push forward. Instantly the long, lean penis pushed past the curve of her legs until the head nestled tight against the lips of her labia where her pussy juices were already building, lubricating her for penetration.



 
 There was a noise, a brutal
 whooshing
 sound as above them the hunters fired a volley of arrows from powerful bows down into the well. Wooden shafts, and those barbaric iron arrowheads, ricocheted wildly off the stone walls, or cut into the black water far below them. Startled, she scooted back away from the lip of the shelf they hid upon.



 
 The movement smoothly inserted the head of the feline’s cock into her vagina.



 
 “Forgive me,” he said, his voice was raw with his need. Whatever manner of being he might be, he was male. All male.



 
 “Don’t,” she whispered back, hushing him.



 
 She was terrified, and somehow this simple, familiar act calmed her. She understood
 this
 , was good at
 this
 . Her plunge through the Triangle had freed her to embrace the core of what made her, her. She was at her heart, a fuck beast, every bit as wild and wanton and weird as the magical creatures that ruled these realms she found herself in. This strange, magical creature wanted her, it was an exhilarating feeling of empowerment that, when mixed with her terror-adrenaline, provided a heady, intoxicating mixture.



 
 The cock between her legs was long, and firm in that sort of hard, but spongy giving way erections always had. The head nestled up inside her pussy filled her with an incredible feeling of fulfillment. The danger was an intoxicating spice and she pushed herself down on the shaft, biting her lip to keep from moaning out loud.



 
 The creature behind her uttered such a soft, deep growl, low in its throat, that she felt more as a vibration in its chest than so much heard. She arched her back, pushing her hips down. The fist of cock inside her slid in a further inch and the beasts’ breath came in hot gusts across her neck. It was not fucking her, she was fucking it.



 
 Aroused, she squirmed, impaled, and even more cock slid into her cunt. Encouraged by her movements, the beast responded, pushing more of his warm shaft up into her. She grabbed hold of a furred arm with both hands and squeezed as her lips parted, accepting the entire length into her body.



 
 Above them came more shouts, the hunting hounds baying wildly with frustration. A second volley of arrows cut through the shaft and lanced into the dark water below them. A torch, blazing bright, fell past them, in a falling ball of illumination. It struck the water and was extinguished in a wicked hiss.



 
 “No one, certainly not some human bitch, can hold their breath that long,” a rough voice growled. “They’re drowned and dead. Fuck ‘em”



 
 The feline pushed himself into her, inflaming her sensitive vaginal walls, pulled out, slid back in. His rhythm grew faster and stronger, and once again she felt the familiar building, burning sensation, the release that she constantly craved, starting to surge through her. She pressed her teeth into the swell of her bottom lip to stifle her cries as the beast fucked her. Each slap of those hips shook her body, each slap of the heavy ball sack, reverberated up into her gut.



 
 “How can we be sure?” another voice demanded.



 
 “You can crawl down there for a swim,” the first voice answered. This was met with gruff laughter.



 
 “Shut the dogs up!” another voice snarled. “The night is still young. There’s more prey to be run down. Mount up hunters, we ride!”



 
 There was a confusion of movement and sound from above as one of the beast’s hands fell down and encircled her breast. She moaned, barely able to suppress the sound as a clever thumb brushed her straining nipple.



 
 “Yes, yes,” she urged him on.



 
 The creature responded, slamming his hips against her ass, plunging all of his length between her thighs and inside her. She was fully taken up by the sex now, safe and warm and comfortable in the creature’s embrace. She wanted to thank the being for saving her, to return kindness with kindness and, more than that, its cock was magical, it had set her loins on fire and she wanted more of it inside her, wanted to feel the cum dump out of its shaft and splash into her.



 
 Panting, she pushed her ass back into his hips, fucking him back on every thrust. Her nails dug into the arm holding her, and she felt the already engorged penis shaft swelling larger inside her. The feline’s pants grew ragged, its motions more intense and finally, as its cock hammered in and out of her, she let herself go.



 
 She gasped out a groan, husky and violent, feeling the burning explode, then drop abruptly away as her orgasm flooded out of her in a splash of hot, sticky fluid that spilled between her thighs and out across the creature’s cock.



 
 It was all he needed, and his poundings sent further shock waves through her body, traveling up her spine until her head snapped back and forth on her neck with the force of each thrust. The creature’s testicles, a tight fist of a purse, bunched up against the back of her legs as his final push plunged him all the way up inside of her, threatening to split her apart.



 
 The cock head pushed into her cervix, and hot clumps of cum spilled out against it to spill back down her pussy and leak out around the thrusting cock, smearing her thighs. She shuddered as the sticky ooze mixed with her own juices and slickened them both. For a moment the two strange allies held utterly still, locked in rigid postures of ecstasy, clinging to each other.



 
 Then that feeling she had come to dread; the feeling of a now softening cock sliding free, leaving her empty and somehow hollow. She uttered a soft sigh of protest and let her head loll back to rest on the powerful shoulder of her guardian.



 
 “Lay still, beautiful girl,” the beast whispered. “I will see if they are gone.”



 
 In the next instant the powerful creature fled the crevice, scrambling easily up to the mouth of the cistern. She felt alone and vulnerable without his presence, and she was gripped by deep stirrings of gratitude. In the dark, she waited, ears straining to catch any sound, find any clue as to what was happening above her.



 
 She heard the beast sniffing loudly, obviously trying to catch any scent, then a soft scrambling as it left the well. She huddled, waiting, terrifying ideas running through her head.
 What if he doesn’t come back? What if he’s caught? How will I get out?



 
 Her thoughts turned to her dream lord, to the Magi and his own powerful erection. Sex could still be good, sex with powerful, magical beings so far beyond her human experience it was insane to try and compare them with human lovers--but no sex again would ever match the touch of the Oni and his great, indigo-skinned cock.



 
 Even now, pussy hot and slick with the seed of a wondrous partner in such a dire situation, she hungered still for the Magi’s touch. Hungered to please him with her mouth, to do whatever he wished.
 I will return, Lord, I will return
 , she promised in a silent prayer.



 
  



 
  



 
 Unexpectedly, there was a flurry of motion and the catamount figure appeared before her. He crouched, a vague, intimidating shadow in the darkness, eyes glowing red as lamps in the dim light. He reached out, drawing her into his embrace.



 
 “I think they have gone. We can make it to the tower and safety, at least from the Hunt.”



 
 “What are the Hunt?” she asked. “Who are they?”



 
 “They serve Crom, who in turn is an ally of the King in Yellow,” he replied. She remembered Octavia mentioning this figure as well, it was an enemy, or rival, of her own lord, the Magi.



 
 “He is evil?”



 
 “He is a powerful dimensional warlord. You have the scent of Skavis on you, the Hunt is always on the search for servants of the Magi.”



 
 “What will they do if they find me?” she asked. “Kill me?”



 
 “Maybe. They would kill me, because I am Bast, an agent of chaos, of freedom, in this struggle that carries across realms. But I am a warrior and you are obviously not. No, what they would want from you is what you gave me.”



 
 “Sex?”



 
 “Yes. They would want that first and most of all. Then, because they are in one of the wild, or neutral territories, what we call the Places In Between, they would gift you to the lord of the tower as tribute. He collects female slaves of all species and keeps them there to serve his pleasure. You would discover all manner of thralls there.”



 
 “But you said the tower was safe.”



 
 “And it is, if you are with me, then you are under my protection, and the lord there will honor that. But if you come as the fuck-chattel of the Hunt then there is no such promise. The lord in the tower there can be cruel at his whim, though he’s not so evil as one who labors under the Yellow Sign, the Mark of the King in Yellow.” He lifted a hand and tapped the tip of one sharp claw against her black diamond pendent. “And this key, this vessel for controlling the
 Bir El-Arwan
 , and controlling travel through the Well of Souls? You will find a doorway there, in the service of the Tower Lord, that can take you on into realms other than these.”



 
 “This is a key?” she asked, holding up the pendent.



 
 “Aye, master its use and you may travel the currents and pathways between the realms. As if you were a Lord yourself. How did you come by it?”



 
 “I was…” she thought for a moment how best to describe what had happened. “Betrayed,” she decided. And indeed, she lived to serve the Magi, and it was his wish and will that she be there for him, and for his great cock. Octavia also lived to serve the Oni and that same massive, godlike erection. The Sylph had betrayed her lord, and a betrayal of Skavis was a betrayal of
 her.
 She pushed on with her explanation. “In the struggle, I acquired this.”



 
 “That was a stroke of luck,” the feline said. “But do you understand the difficulty we face?”



 
 “I understand, I think.” She clung to him, no longer afraid of those baleful eyes or savage jaws. “I trust you. You were wounded because of me. I only wish to help you, and please, call me Veronica.”



 
 “Which reminds me,” the feline said. He paused, then smiled. “Here, Veronica.”



 
 His hand went to the sluggishly seeping wound at his shoulder. He moved his cupped palm to Veronica’s face. She smelled the sharp, coppery tang of the being’s blood and peered up at his face, trying to read his features in the dark.



 
 Her hand went to his powerful arm. ”You were hurt, I know this. By the arrow, I am sorry, and grateful for your courage.”



 
 “No,” he argued, pushing his hand toward her face. “You misunderstand. You must drink of my blood. It will strengthen you, make you stronger, faster, more able to flee and run. You are not my mate, but my seed is in your womb. You were a good, tight, lay, I must offer you some of my protection. It is the way of my kith, and kin, and kind. Accept this power. It cannot be taken by force, only given.”



 
 His free hand took her head in an uncompromising grip, locking it into place. With a quick, rude gesture, he pressed his clawed finger into her mouth. She opened her lips submissively before his great strength, and felt the salty taste of the blood on her tongue. She reached up with both hands, grasping the great, strong hand, her lips closed around the offered finger and she suckled at the bloody stain like a child.



 
 The great beast shuttered at her touch, clutching her close. It’s voice ran rough with lust when next it spoke. “I will get you to safety, and when I do I will put you on all fours and mate with you properly, until your legs are too weak to walk and you scream with pleasure.”



 
 “Please, please,” she moaned, letting his finger slide from her mouth. She thrilled to the memory of the long, solid cylinder of his cock between her legs. Dear god, if his blood was as powerful and full of gifts as he claimed, she wanted to drink his cum as well, to take the magic he offered into every orifice, and feel it splashing hot across her skin.



 
 She remembered a snatch of song lyric, of pop music advice repeated incessantly across the oldies stations from her old life. If she couldn’t be with the one she loved, then maybe she could love the one she was with.



 
 It felt oddly, right. Her loyalty wasn’t in question, but her life could be.



 
 The creature growled and she felt a blast of heat, like through the open door of a furnace, suddenly pulsate from the junction of its legs. He was horny again, hunger for her.



 
 “Soon,” Bast said. “Let us be away.”



 
 Reaching up, she encircled his neck in a strong grip. “Take me where we can be together, please, hurry.”



 
 It snarled, eager, and she felt the head of its cock, erect once against, pressing up like a sword at the warm sheath of her cunt. She wasn’t sure she could stand waiting to feel it deep inside her again until the dubious safety of the tower. She wanted it now.



 
 The creature, agile as an ape, scrambled up the cracked rock wall of the cistern and scrambled up over the lip. It landed lightly on the ground and she looked around. There was the light burning in the tower. There the ruins of the old building. All around her hung the now familiar gray cloak of the mist.



 
 “What should I call you?” she asked.



 
 The creature suddenly went rigid in her grip and she felt the insistent press of its erection fall away. Alarmed, she looked around. Arrows lanced out of the dark, from seemingly out of nowhere, and the feline howled in rage and agony as they slammed into him, one long shaft cutting into his thigh, another burying itself in his shoulder.



 
 Wounded, it sagged and she screamed for him. Before them, arrayed in a loose semi-circle, stood the Hunt. Great snarling hellhounds with dripping jaws and vile, yellow eyes, strained on chain leashes held in the hand of a silent giant with the head of an elk and a massive spread of antlers. In one hand it held a wicked, single-edged axe.



 
 Around the master of hounds stood five males of the scarlet-skinned race she instantly recognized as the Dark Sylvan from her contact with the First Concubine, Octavia, all dressed in black, studded leather armor. They held powerful looking short bows, long arrows with those wickedly barbed black iron heads, notched at the ready.



 
 “Flee!” she screamed at the feline. Throwing herself from his grip she stood and spread her arms wide to shield it. “Flee!” she shouted again. “They won’t kill me, find me at the tower!”



 
 An arrow burned past her head and the feline yelped in agony. “Go!” she screamed again and in a rush of motion she knew he fled. He had tried to give so much to her, to save her when she was vulnerable and confused. Now it was her turn to ensure they lived.



 
 IF there was anything her short time among the dimensions had taught her, it was that she could take it, she could be strong, and she could give as good as she got.



 
 Steadily, she looked at the Sylvan hunters. Felt their hungry eyes roving across her naked body. She was tall and curvy, she breathed in, causing her heavy breasts to rise. She watched their eyes drawn to her tits like metal to a magnet. She knew what they wanted, and if it saved the feline warrior, she was willing to pay the price.



 
 “Come,” she called, desperate to draw their attention from hunting the chaos beast, Bast. “Come to me. Let’s see what the cocks of Sylvan warriors taste like.”



 
 The Dark Sylvan looked at her.



 
 The five hunters did not smile. Unlike how the Orcs had been, back during her first encounter traveling through dimensions, the Sylph pack did not laugh or call out. Silently, silver eyes stared at her with strange, alien intensity. She swallowed, feeling apprehension and a strange unnamable feeling that moved in her stomach, causing her thighs to quiver.



 
 One of them turned to the antler headed master of hounds. “Track the cat-thing,” he snarled. “We’ll finish this one quick enough.” The antlered creature whistled once, sharply and in the next instant the snarling hell hounds were gone, into the mist.



 
 Run, lover, run,
 she thought. Then she licked her lips and regarded the hunters.



 
 The sylvan males were ethereal. Tall, and long limbed, they stood at ease, displaying tightly muscled, but not overly bulky, bodies as they began stripping. Long hair, so blond it was white, trailed down over sharply defined backs and flat stomachs covered by skin the color of Alizarin Crimson. She swallowed. She was afraid, but these men were truly otherworldly. There was no denying they were breathtakingly beautiful.



 
 Naked now, they fanned out in a loose circle around her. The tallest one, heavier through the shoulders than his brethren, was marked with a snake tattoo illustrated across the rigid lines of his abdominal wall. Snapping his fingers sharply, irritation and impatience blatant on his handsome features, he gestured to her.



 
 She reacted instantly. Stripping off what little silk slips of decorative clothing she had left on from her time in the harem, she revealed herself fully to the hunters. Heart pounding, she breathed fast, causing her breasts to dance. The sylvan warrior’s hands went to their cocks. To a man, they stroked their long, perfectly shaped penises as they stalked slowly forward.



 
 The flesh wands curved up in rhino horns as they grew and stiffened. Unconsciously, she fell back a step. The sylvan cocks were not the heavy, blunt cudgels that were Orc erections. Not so broad, these were long swords, the purple heads reaching above the belly buttons on their dusty red skin. The biggest, belonging to the one she called Snake in honor of his tattoo, deployed a dick easily as long as his forearm.



 
 She felt dampness well up between her legs. Her tongue came to her lips, eyes growing wide as they slowly moved in around her. She could feel the heat of their bodies as they closed in. Hands found her breasts and squeezed them. She moaned at the sensation, still fearful of what was going to happen next, but also curious. How would these dark Sylvan be? Rough as orcs? Just as demanding and selfish?



 
 She bit her lip to stop another moan bubbling up in her throat. A hand found her sex and cupped her between her thighs. More hands found her ass, squeezing and rubbing. The sensation was so subjugating it felt bewildering and her knees trembled. She leaned back and felt the smooth, hard marble of a warrior’s torso lean in to support her.



 
 The urge to surrender became too much to battle. Her life was in their hands, her ability to give them pleasure the only leverage she had to manipulate. She felt the hot, rigid shaft of a cock at the crease of her ass cheeks. The hand rubbing at the front of her cunt found her clitoris with a finger and this time she did cry out at the pleasure.



 
 Her body was betraying her, making her wanton. These beautiful, angelic devils wanted her, were hungry for her. Those erections bursting tight against their skin were for her, her body craved them, wanted them. They were hers, they were going to fill her up. Already she felt them, insistent, pressing against the flesh of her legs, poking into her as the Sylvan crowded closer.



 
 She was picked up, easily, and draped over a boulder one of them had thrown a heavy hunting cloak across. She lay, belly up, exposed and vulnerable, bent over backward, spine arched. Snake was at her head, hand under her chin. She looked into the alien, silver eyes as he looked down at her, aloof and haughty. She was a thing to be used by him and his men, disposable pleasure. A thrill of fear cut through her and then he had her by the cheeks, pulling her toward him, and there was no more time to second guess her decision.



 
 She knew what he wanted and opened her mouth obediently. His cock went in easily and she began working at, sucking as he slid it further in with each stroke he took. Impatient hands grabbed hers and put them to hard cocks. She started jerking them off in smooth strokes as one of the Sylvan pushed himself between her splayed legs.



 
 She looked down. It was the youngest one and the light in his eyes blazed almost frenzied as he grabbed his dick, pointing it toward her sex. He rubbed the head around her opening, gathering up her sticky moisture to help lube his penetration. More hands found her breasts again, squeezing and pulling at her nipples. A masculine grip enclosed her own around an erection and pressed her fingers tighter, helping her jack him harder.



 
 The young one snarled like an Orc and shoved himself into her until the narrow plane of his hips came up against her damp labia. He was so long she seemed to feel it in her belly, up high where the Orcs had never reached. Only the Ogre Magi had ever been that deep. She winced as the cockhead bumped her cervix. The feeling like someone punching her gut, only from the inside.



 
 She tried to scoot back from the ramming, but he grabbed her underhanded by the thighs and kept at her. She couldn’t concentrate under the assault and her blow job on the leader began faltering. She winced, missing some of her strokes on the cocks filling her hands.



 
 Snake barked an angry order at the youth and he stopped. “You’d think a bitch of the Oni could take a long cock,” he said and laughed.



 
 But when he started fucking her again, he didn’t push quite as deep. The ache subsided and she felt the tingling waves as he built his rhythm again. Impatient, the leader took her upside-down face in both his hands and began pushing into her mouth, using her inverted position to facilitate her deep throating him.



 
 She coughed, gagged, ropes of spit flying out of her mouth, splashing her own face. His ball sack, heavy and covered in soft white-blond hair, pushed up against her nose. The cocks in her hands were like two firm rods covered by a soft, loose overcoat of flesh, letting her slide up and down the shaft as the erections continued growing hotter and hotter under her touch.



 
 “Arak,” Snake ordered. “Get on the bottom, let’s see how well she was trained in the slave harems.”



 
 The biggest one, thicker than the rest, and almost looking as if he somehow had a bit of Orc blood in his family tree somehow, smiled. He pushed the young one out from between Veronica’s legs. “My turn, little brother.”



 
 The young one scowled but obediently pulled his dick free. Unsure of what was happening next, Veronica felt herself easily lifted in the big hunter’s strong hands. She clung to him, conscious of the weighty, open leers of the others as he turned slowly around and settled himself into her place. The big hunter’s voice was surprisingly deep and the utter maleness of the sound resonated deeply within her.



 
 Held easily in his hands, she flung one arm around his neck, marveling at the smooth lines of muscle making up his frame, complementing the otherworldly beauty of his white-blond hair. While the hunters watched her, she sucked the three fingers of her left hand, letting them see her pink tongue as she lubricated them with her own spit.



 
 Carefully, she moved her hand down and slid them inside of herself. Her eyes narrowed in pleasure and there was a wet sound as she moved them in, back and forth. When she felt good and slick, she rolled over, eyes inches from the big hunter’s, and reached down to put his cock in her pussy. They groaned together, breath mingling, as it slid in, stretching her.



 
 Slowly, she pushed herself down his length, taking it in fat inch by fat inch, until he was fully up inside her. Two of his brothers stepped up by his head, long cocks out and pointing at her face. She opened her mouth and both pair of swollen glans rubbed against her lips. She turned her head one way, sucked on a shaft, leaving it coated in her spit, then turned her head and bobbed her face up and down the length of the second.



 
 Beneath her the burly hunter found his rhythm and began see-sawing his penis in and out of her. Flexing her hips, she found her center of balance and squatted over the Sylvan’s drilling equipment, riding him expertly as he pumped in and out of her.



 
 Balanced now, she reached out with her hands and took both cocks in her grip. All around her the smell of male bodies filled her nostrils, the smell of crotches and athletic sweat. The salty tang of a dozen flavors filled her mouth and coated her tongue. She jacked each shaft, licking the head of each cock in turn.



 
 As the big hunter continued fucking her with piston-like efficiency, she playful drew the cockheads together in front of her face. Leaning in, she wrapped her lips around both of them, using her tongue to coat them with dripping strands of salvia. She watched them press against each other as they eagerly crowded forward to get into her mouth and she felt a thrill of control.



 
 Finding her stride, she leaned her head back and spit on the fatter cock, splashing the dark Sylvan’s abdomen with her warm saliva. He snarled and took her head in both hands, but eager, she leaned forward, and he slid his cock across her tongue and down her throat in a single motion. She began gagging as she took the rough facefucking.



 
 All around her the males were moaning, the sound a cacophony of desire. They grunted and cursed as she worked their dicks, obviously just as at ease sharing a woman as they were in the hunt. She couldn’t tell where one male’s groan began and the other ended, it was impossible to discern whose hands roamed her tits or asscheeks at any one moment. She was in a hurricane of sensation, the center of a maelstrom of rough, sensual pleasure.



 
 A figure moved behind her, sliding up close, and the big hunter beneath her slowed his thrusting. She looked over her shoulder and saw the one she’d named Snake, stepping up between the legs of the one already fucking her. She swallowed as she saw him pointing his erection at her.



 
 Slowly, nervously, she slid her pussy all the way down the big hunter’s shaft, until his root was flush with her vaginal opening. Snake grabbed her asscheeks and pulled them apart, exposing the rosebud of her anus.



 
 Around her the hunt let out collective, low, and evil chuckles.



 
 The hunt leader coughed once, roughly, and spat. She jumped, startled, as his hot spit landed on the puckering muscle of her asshole. It pooled along the little ridges there and then a finger pushed through the spittle and into her ass, lubricating the opening. She moaned under the touch, felt herself oozing secretions even more than before, leaking the juices of her arousal out around the thick cock impaling her. She gasped as Snake pulled his finger free.



 
 “Oh, oh,” she whined as the hot cockhead pressed against her.



 
 Nothing was to be left out, no experience or orifice left unexplored. She was going to take it all, everywhere, at once. She swallowed and the flush of adrenaline racing through her body as Snake’s cock slid into her ass was euphoric.



 
 She gasped, there was pain as she was stretched, but then there was also the feel of those two big erections working inside her, giving her pleasure from both directions at once. She gasped as Snake slid it in further, drawing in her breath, trying to moan.



 
 But the cocks at her face grew insistent, running out of patience, growing urgent in their own selfish need. One thrust in her mouth and strong hands forcibly bobbed her head up and down along its rigid length, the veins so swollen with the intensity of the orgasm, she felt each ridge and curve with her tongue .



 
 At her rear both cocks began moving in tandem, one sliding out, the other pushing in. Her rectum felt stressed and stretched to the limit. Snake’s was only the second cock she’d taken up her ass, and it was much bigger than the first one had been. That penis belonged to a celebrity from her own world. And, even though she’d enjoyed the ass fucking Kevin Connor had given her, it paled in comparison with what happened now.



 
 The cock of Snake, the hunt leader, pushed its way up inside her backside, withdrawing just as the burly hunter plunged into her wet cunt. The rubbing friction made her scream in pleasure, but she gagged as more cock filled her throat. She worked hard on the shaft in front of her, still jacking the other two dicks as best she could.



 
 She had to give the feline time to escape, but she wasn’t sure how much longer she could hold out. She had to make them cum, to get them off, and dampen the frenzied storm of multiple penetration she was now swept up in. The entire episode felt like surfing. The power of the Ocean had always frightened her, but the feeling of cutting across a massive wave, board under her control, responding to her touch, was intoxicating.



 
 This situation felt very similar. Yes, she was frightened, yes there was danger and uncertainty, but she was mastering it, taking what she wanted from the experience as well as being taken. She was swept up in a primal tide of tribal male and female roles.



 
 The Sylvan were shouting now, voices loud and passion filled. Her jaw started aching as she bounced her mouth from one cock to another, her throat finally relaxing enough to allow the long erections down deep without pain. For their part, the hunters fucked her mouth like any other hole on her body, all of them moving with the same selfish, greedy hunger she had ignited in them.



 
 Snake’s thrusts sped up and the increased motion sent her over the edge. His semen squirted up along the length of her rectum as her orgasm forced her vaginal muscles to squeeze convulsively up and down the length of her tight channel. It was too much, and the bulky hunter beneath her pushed up, heavy balls drawing tight, before exploding out into her.



 
 She tried to scream again, but now one of the Sylvan took hold of her long, black hair in both his scarlet skinned hands, and began pumping his cum into her mouth. She felt clumps of it in her throat and she swallowed, but there was still enough spilling over to smear the length of his shaft so that the taste was thick and salty and warm along her tongue.



 
 The cumming hunters made no effort to restrain themselves, grunting loudly in their passion. They also didn’t waste time swapping out positions. Once the leader was finished he pulled out and backed away. The burly one stood, her still in his arms, and lifted her clear.



 
 One of them took the cloak covering the rock and spread it on the ground. Unceremoniously, the one holding her placed her on the cloak and she went to all fours. She felt like a marathon runner getting a second wind. The final two members of the hunt fell on her eagerly, moving in to take the other’s place, hard cocks slipping into her sperm-drenched pussy and mouth.



 
 Someone else grabbed her by the wrist, wrapped her hand around yet another throbbing dick. She tried to turn her head to look, but the hunter now fucking her face didn’t let her; holding her head with both his hands, ramming his cock down her throat. Veronica's hand continued pumping on the cock she held, almost automatically now, by muscle memory, jerking off the hunter she could see.



 
 A rude finger pushed its way into her asshole, then was joined by a second, two fingers stretching her open, moving deeper, thrusting to the knuckles. The hunter behind her continued sliding his hard cock in and out of her pussy doggy-style, and the feeling of having both holes filled inundated her with pleasure. She could feel the thrusting fingers and the cock both, moving hard, filling her up.



 
 "Ohhh," she moaned. “Oh, god.”



 
 The Sylvan fucking her face pulled out. He jerked his cock quickly, his hand a blur on his own flesh rod. Seconds later he grunted, and his cock sprayed cum across her face. The second hunter to take her pussy collapsed forward, forearms coming down on either side of her, bracing against the ground.



 
 He grunted, and she felt his dick jumping inside of her core, flooding her pussy with heat.



 
 "Turn her over," someone said, and then numerous hands took hold of her, spinning her onto her back, laying her across the stone again, one hunter supporting her shoulders and the other slipping in between her legs.



 
 She realized with a start, that the Sylvan who’d already orgasmed were falling on her again, cocks erect and ready to go again.
 How long can this go on?
 She wondered. Surely Bast had made his escape by now?



 
 She looked up at the man who held her legs as he moved into position, shoving his cock toward the opening of her pussy. His scarlet-skinned face, weathered by hours under alien suns, was framed by white-blond hair flowing down over his shoulders. Under his assault, her thoughts fled as another wave of blissful sensation washed over her when he slipped his cock into her freely dripping cunt.



 
 She’d already taken two loads between her legs, the thick cream spilling out over her thighs. Her pussy was a sloppy mess, but the hunter didn’t seem concerned. He pounded into her, his dick making a graphic
 schluck-schluck
 sound as he plunged into her cum-flooded cunt.



 
 The man holding her shoulders pushed against her. Looking back, Veronica saw his long, curving cock waving over her face. Sticking out her tongue, she tickled the shaft down near the bottom, where it met his heavy balls, and tasted the salt of his sweat.



 
 It filled her with intense craving, and she dropped her head back, lips and tongue working over his leathery sack. A vivid, masculine flavor filled her mouth, and she sucked at his testicles greedily. Eventually her neck tired, and she let her head hang back, her throat stretching long.



 
 The hunter guided his erection into her open mouth, sinking it back toward her throat. Something about this position made it a little easier for her and she didn’t have to fight against gagging quite so much, even as he plunged in so deep that his balls smacked up against her nose.



 
 More hands grabbed her tits, caressing her soft belly and sides. She brought both her hands up, and a pair of cocks filled them, throbbing and hot in her palms. She stroked them as best she could, though the sensations storming through her made it hard to concentrate.



 
 Somewhere along the long, rough ride, she felt her sense of self slipping from her body. She hovered above her body, watching herself perform and endure with intense fascination. She wasn’t a victim, she was a warrior.



 
 The hunter holding her shoulders gasped, his breath hitching, and his knees started quivering. For a moment his body went rigid, and then he pulled back just a little, spilling his seed into her mouth. Consciousness flooding back into her body, she gulped it down as quick as she could, but it was such a copious load that it dribbled out between her lips and over her flushed cheeks.



 
 There was a lull in the frenzied action and she slowly let her hips settle into a comfortable position. She was breathing heavy from exertion and satisfaction. The sperm drying on her skin cooled fast and now that she was no longer caught in a press of bodies, she felt the chill again.



 
 “Enough,” the one she called Snake said. “With the Mark of the Magi on her she holds the power to take us all, as much as we would want. But we need to leave her in shape to serve as tribute to the Tower Lord.” He began buckling his armor on and gestured for the others to do the same. “Clean her, call the Hound Master back. We must move.”



 
 Veronica Doe was left, sticky with cum, in the afterglow of her orgasm, to wonder what was next instore for her. She prayed Bast had made his escape.



 
  



 
  



 
 Thrown like property over the shoulder of the antler-headed hound master, the trip went on in a harrowing, uncomfortable journey. The thing ran in great, loping strides, each foot fall a jerking jostle transmitted up through its big shoulder and absorbed by her body.



 
 Blinded by the hood over her head and helpless, she was left to savor the taste of Sylvan cock in her mouth, the feel of it in the bruised cavity of her vagina, and up inside her ass. She was sticky everywhere with their cum and under different circumstances it wouldn’t have been an entirely unpleasant experience, she realized.



 
 The one positive thing she held onto, was that her pendent had seemed beneath their notice. So focused were they on getting their balls off in her, the valuable necklace had completely escaped their notice. So in the win column, she had what Bast called a “key,” and she was on her way toward a place housing the very thing she needed to return to her Lord.



 
 You’re not in Kansas anymore,
 she thought.
 I’m going to fuck my way all the way home.



 
 As long as every being of influence she came across in these magical realms continued to do all of their thinking with their penises, she felt she could affect any plan she could devise.



 
 Abruptly, the running slowed and she heard her captors shouting out to be answered from other voices coming from somewhere above them. There was a confusion of motion, a bustling starting and stopping. She heard more shouted orders, then the sound of metal gears, as if part of a winch, turning and chains winding on a pulley.



 
 There was a heavy, metallic groaning she recognized as a door opening, and she was carried bodily inside. From across the room a hearty, mocking voice called out.



 
 “Aye, and what has the hunt brought my lord, this time? A pretty piece of ass?”



 
 “True enough,” the Sylvan leader answered.



 
 She was dumped unceremoniously to the floor. Strange hands hauled her to her feet. She felt masculine grips roaming across her ass and tits, the way trainers inspected a horse. She cried out sharply as she was spanked several times on her butt cheeks, and then slapped across the heavy globes of her breasts. She cried out in protest only to be laughed at.



 
 “Well, his majesty is feeling in a randy mood of late. He’s taken to fucking the stable hands, he’s so tired of his present harem.”



 
 “He’ll find this one tight enough,” A sylvan voiced assured him. “She was with that cat beast, but I think we took her before he spilled any of that chaos seed in her split-tail.”



 
 “Aye, and so,” a third Sylvan spoke up. She thought it was the young one with the long, long cock. “The mouth on her was made for sucking a man and she does it well. She’s a good tribute. Once cleaned up, she’s more than worth the price of our passing through your lands.”



 
 “Fair enough,” the new voice agreed. “Go with the blessing of the Tower, for now.”



 
 She waited, dread building in the pit of her stomach. She felt a rough male hand running across her ass while another squeezed her tit hard enough to make her wince. “You’ve got quite an experience coming up,” the voice promised. In the next moment the man stepped away from her. “You two, thralls. You know the drill. Clean her, then tie her down to wait the Lord’s pleasure.”



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
 Veronica found herself in a world of sensation.



 
 The velvet crush of her blindfold left her sightless. She tried uttering a protest and immediately felt the secure pressure of the ball-gag in her mouth, secured tightly behind her head. Her protests came out as inarticulate cries, and rivulets of drool ran out across her lips and chin in a rope from her mouth.



 
 Her arms stretched above her head, lashed firmly at the wrists with thick, soft ropes and attached to a device she couldn't identify. At her ankles leather bracelets bound her legs, connected by a metal chain, keeping her feet secured to what felt like a solid metal ring in the floor.



 
 She hung stretched out to her limit, toes barely in contact with the hard, stone floor. Naked, she felt heat emanating from a source behind her, bathing the back of her body with warmth. There was only one word to describe her situation; vulnerable. She was at the mercy of her captors.



 
 She remembered the inhuman gazes of the hunters and held no illusion that mercy was a concept well understood by her latest captors. She twisted in her bonds, trying to grasp some concept of her place, but her senses were too isolated to gather an impression.



 
 She heard a foot fall behind her.



 
 Startled, she made a moaning sound and twisted in that direction. Her wrists crossed and her feet came up against the limit of her chain, stopping her movement short. It hardly mattered, she could see nothing anyway. There was little use in trying. Her new masters would reveal themselves, and their intentions, in their own time.



 
 She let herself relax, straining to hear any more of the motion coming from behind her. She heard a slow, deliberate step, then another. She felt a large presence beside her. Trembling, she once again became acutely conscious of how exposed she was.



 
 She heard heavy, slow breathing and realized she was being studied in detail. Every curve of her body under observation, measured, judged. The form leaned in closer and warm breath gently played along her soft flesh. She shuddered at the sensation, but not entirely from fear.



 
 For a long moment, nothing happened. There was only the sound of that deep, calm breathing. She tried to say something, to plead or reason, to verbalize anything at all into the void of her unknowing. The sounds came out instead as inarticulate cries from behind the gag.



 
 She felt something cool lay itself across her lips, thin and pliable, smelling of leather. Instantly, she recognized it for what it was. She owned one herself, though she had not used it since her summers at the horse stable. It was a riding crop.



 
 She froze at the touch.



 
 Slowly, the instrument slid down off her full, bruised lips, and onto her chest. Touching her only lightly, it slipped down the deep valley of her heavy breasts, moving slow and smearing some of her own warm salvia across her skin. The riding crop touched one of her nipples and she jumped in her bonds with a startle reflex.



 
 She sobbed, then forced herself to relax. She was not a victim, she was learning what she needed to know to be a Mistress of the realms, to be the ultimate concubine for her lord, the Ogre Magi. Settling back into her chains, she kept this concept at the forefront of her mind as the crop began its slow, languid journey again. It circled her nipple, the flat spatula of leather flap at the end, slightly rough. Her nipple responded, swelling larger, growing tighter.



 
 Her response was less sob and more moan.



 
 Ever so slowly, the riding crop trailed down the curve of her under breast and played across her belly. She felt it sliding closer to her waist, knowing with utter certainty that its ultimate finish line was the junction of her legs. She began to tremble harder as it crept past her belly button and entered the thatch of hair trimmed neatly over her sex.



 
 Behind the gag, she gasped as it reached the hood of her clitoris. It paused for a moment, building up anticipation and uncertainty in her. Then softly it tapped the sensitive appendage. Her body betrayed her and it began swelling with arousal. Nerve endings knew no morals or consent. They merely responded.



 
 She didn’t want to like it, but the feeling was powerful, undeniable. Her sense of self had become lost in her crazy journey. Here, between her legs, was a center, a place she understood. She found herself reacting inexplicably toward this fantastic situation. No situation in her previous life was analogous. Here monsters and angels roamed surrealistic landscapes, ruled by the urges of their loins the way civilized man followed the dictates of rational thought.



 
 Only she found she understood it. So often in life she had fought her most fulfilling, most satisfying urges. To sleep with whom she wanted, feel what she desired, submit when the opportunity presented itself. Here she was reinventing herself into something new, something courageous enough to accept pleasure when she found it.



 
 The stiff leather wand slipped between the folds of her labia, dragging gently over the more sensitive inner skin there. She went up on her toes in response, calves contracting hard as she arched away from the touch. The riding crop merely followed her motion and, as she tried to speak out in protest around the gag, it began carefully sliding back and forth.



 
 She felt it smearing her dampness across her taint and onto the puckered sphincter of her ass. The experience was electrifying. The mere touch at her most vulnerable physical aspect filled her with a fascinatingly dreadful, fearful-hopeful, apprehension she couldn't articulate to herself.



 
 The feeling of the cool, soft leather rubbing through her pussy lips and across her anus was exhilarating. She moaned low in her throat and more drool dripped from her gag. The loop trailed to her belly and clung in a broken circle from the top of her thighs. Beneath her blindfold, she squeezed her eyes tightly shut, trying to reclaim a sense of herself.



 
 She folded her thighs inward, closing her legs in around the sensation, slowing the gentle violin bow motion of the crop. The crop stopped moving, stilled. Abruptly it yanked free of the crease at the junction of her hips.



 
 She had a moment’s confusion, and then the side of her leg felt the kiss of the leather. The blow was light, just stinging enough to get her attention, but coming from nowhere, and so hard on the heels of the sensual touch she just experienced, it caused her to shout in protest and jump.



 
 Already up on her toes, her jolting flinch unbalanced her and she stumbled into the restraints, momentarily taking her full weight on her arms, feeling the stretch in her shoulder sockets. Another light, but stinging swat caught her on the opposite of her legs, right along the sensitive length of her hamstring.



 
 She squealed again and hopped, lost her balance, pulled against the chains at her wrist and found the balls of her feet. She tried bracing herself for another impact, but couldn't do it in time. The third strike caught her just under the curve of her buttock, where the cheek joined the back of her leg.



 
 This was a more serious blow. It stung, and she barked from behind the gag, rising up high on her toes again. Hot tears blurred her eyes beneath the soft folds of the blindfold. The heat spreading from the impact area was intense, her heart hammered from the sudden adrenaline burst.



 
 Endorphins began coursing through her system, tying themselves to the hormonal current of her flight or fight response, and suffusing her body. She shook her head back and forth, attempting to form words and be understood. She didn’t want another kiss from the crop, she would be good. She spread her knees, offering up her sex again without resistance.



 
 Instantly a big, strong hand, leathery and tough, with callouses marring the palm and finger edges, grasped her. A finger made a rude insertion and she gasped in shock. It was long, thick, and fearfully strong. Finding her G-spot with unerring accuracy, it began finger fucking her with rough efficiency.



 
 Her body responded, immediately and without regard to her will. Those familiar streams of pleasure spiked up through her groin and into her belly, traveling along her spine in a freight train and slamming into the pleasure centers of her brain. She moaned, a high pitched wail that came out from around the gag in a misting spray of her drool.



 
 A second finger inserted itself into her. The hand was of a type she was coming to know well, the grip of a warrior, strong, and used to wielding heavy weapons in violent conflict. It was powerful, thick with muscle. It abused her in quick, rough, anonymous strokes.



 
 The feeling was painful, but every time a fingertip found the spot on the roof of her cervix, currents of pleasure thrilled through her again and again, until she was moist, sopping wet and dripping. She felt herself reaching orgasm, marveled at how fast the crude manipulation had brought her there. Somehow, not being able to see who was servicing her intensified the sensations.



 
 She gave up and began grinding into the grip, pressing herself down into the fingers, humping the handing back, speeding herself toward her release. She heard a
 swish
 and felt the sting of the crop across her ass again. She jumped at the pain, pushing the fingers deeper into her and the rough branch of a strong thumb assaulted her clitoris.



 
 She ground into the touch, mauling her cunt. It pushed back up into her, the sounds wet, organic, intimate. She began smelling herself. Hot air breathed across her tits, reinforcing how close the figure was. The crop fell again. She screamed, but the mix of pain and pleasure was a crazy cyclone ripping through her. She started grunting, low deep sounds breaking from her in sobs.



 
 She started cumming.



 
 Fluids gushed out of her, splashing her legs. The crop landed again and she bucked hard in the middle of the orgasm as the fingers continued sliding in and out of her. Tears poured down her face at the intensity of the sensation. She gave up any pretense at saving face, of being in control, and continued bucking wantonly on the fingers plunged inside her.



 
 She shuddered and sagged, spent, as her orgasm rolled out of her in a long flush. Her feet were covered in her cum juices, and she knew, without seeing, that she had made puddles on the floor. She panted, trying to catch her breath.



 
 Suddenly the hand between her legs pulled away, abruptly leaving her empty. The hand, smelling strongly of her vagina, grasped her face, found the back of her head and with two quick jerks, freed her from the gag. She gasped, lips numb from the binding.



 
 She heard a slight squeak of metal, and above her the chains rattled. Abruptly the tension keeping her on toes fell away and she dropped to her knees. Once kneeling, the tension reasserted itself on her bonds, locking her arms back into place above her head.



 
 She let her face droop forward as she rested on her knees. A strong hand grasped her roughly by the hair, pulling her head back, pointing her face toward the ceiling. She was no virgin to sexual experience in the magic realms, she knew what was coming next.



 
 Someone, for all she knew,
 something
 , had made her cum. Now it was their turn.



 
 A heavy bat of flesh slapped her face, draping across her nose and pouting lips. She opened her mouth, blindly turning toward it. The fingers in her hair closed into a tight fist, pulling her scalp tight, immobilizing her neck. The dick slapped her face again, heavy as a blackjack. She heard the soft
 smack
 as it struck her. She tried to turn, to take it in her mouth. Again the hand in her hair held her immobile.



 
 She whined in protest, mouth still open. Abruptly, she felt the head of a cock lay itself on her tongue. She smelled male, even just a slight trace of urine, and the salty tang of pre-cum leaking from the meatus. She opened her mouth wider and it shoved in, hard.



 
 She gagged and it pushed farther in, forcing itself down her throat. Now both hands wound in her hair, pulling roughly. As the cock began slamming in and out of her mouth, making her sputter and cough and gag, she felt the now oddly familiar sense of comfort at having a big cock fucking her mouth.



 
 She tried moving her head on her neck in time with the thrusting, but the hands held her firmly in place. She wasn’t sucking this strange cock off, it was fucking her, taking what it wanted. Her tits swung heavily back and forth under the assault, and she began rubbing her thighs together, her vagina desperate for some stimulation.



 
 There was an animal musk odor coming from the crotch each time her nose pushed roughly into her captor’s public hair. It was a scent she most associated with the Orc slavers who’d double-teamed her upon her arrival from her own mundane realm of existence. She’d learned quickly to love the taste and feel of those green cocks.



 
 It wasn’t the same as pleasing the Magi had been, nothing could ever rival that—but she could still appreciate being split by savage Orc meat. She pressed her thighs tighter, trying desperately to provide more stimulation for her swollen clit.



 
 The throat invasion came too fast, too rough for her to relax, and she continued to gag up long ropes of spit. She suspected her captor was getting off on her choking, enjoying the sadistic power game. The feeling was, she had to admit, utterly singular.



 
 Gradually she willed herself to relax, to let the meat find its own path. The taste filled her mouth, the scent her nose. She coughed up still more salvia onto the cock, continuing to gag. The pounding phallus didn’t slow. The hands in her hair now jerked her face forward as the motions became convulsive, more spasmodic.



 
 He’s close now,
 she thought.



 
 In the next second her captor slammed her face into his belly, pushing his cock to the hilt in her mouth and down her throat. She heard him growl, moaning in low, animalistic-release. His cum exploded out with enough force that she hardly needed to swallow, instead it seemingly jetted down her throat and into her stomach on its own.



 
 Her captor pulled his dick free. Bending her face back again, she felt several thick slugs of cum dribble out onto her cheeks and bridge of her nose. She realized he stood over her, looking down and milking the last dregs of cum from his balls onto her face.



 
 She opened her mouth, eager to catch it all, and the heavy dick, slowly relaxing into a limp club, began rubbing across her face, smearing the cum around, dipping into her mouth for her to suck clean, then returning to her cheeks to mop up more sperm.



 
 This continued for several seconds until she licked him clean, then the grip in her hair slowly eased, allowing her to relax. There was a muted sound of shuffling she could hardly discern the meaning to, and then she heard the sound of a heavy metal door slam shut.



 
 Still on her knees, face sticky with her strange captor’s cum, the taste of him fresh in her mouth, she waited.



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
 A little while later the door opened again and Veronica heard several people enter. A rough, deep but feminine voice spoke to her, tone calm.



 
 “Easy, slave-girl,” it said. “We serve and we’ve been sent to clean you.”



 
 “Please,” Veronica asked. “Where am I?”



 
 “You are in the barbican of the coven lord. He is called the Tower Lord, or, also, He Who Rules the Place In Between.”



 
 Names, much?
 Veronica thought.



 
 “I belong to the Ogre Magi,” she told them. “I bear his mark! Look for yourself.”



 
 Two pairs of female hands gently took hold of her and she heard water slop in a bucket. Soft sponges made contact with her body as they began washing her down, cleaning the cum from her. They were efficient, and not shy, cleaning her tender breasts and aching pussy with economical motions. One began gently scrubbing at the sperm dried on her face.



 
 “You’re a beauty,” a second, younger, female voice said. “You’ll fetch a high price at the market should the Coven turn you down.”



 
 “The coven?”



 
 “Hush,” the first voice chastised. “Don’t go filling her head full of false hope.” A pair of hands began brushing out her hair. “You just relax, you’ll have a better idea of your fate in a little while. There’s nothing we can do for you now.”



 
 “Please, I am concubine to Skavis, I am the Magi’s! He is powerful and rich, he will reward your master for my return, I know it.” She didn’t know it, but she hoped it was true.



 
 “Skavis holds little influence here, slave-girl,” the younger voice warned. “He’s a powerful lord, aye and aye, but his realm is far from here and other lords rule in this place.”



 
 “Who? Who rules here? Who holds me?” she wailed. “This ‘Tower Lord’?”



 
 “And that’s enough,” the older voice said. “We’ll speak no more on these matters until the Patriarch wills it.”



 
 “Please?” Veronica begged.



 
 The younger one made as if to answer and she heard the harsh sound of a hand on flesh, the slap sharp and clear in the room. The younger voice cried out once and Veronica knew she’d been struck hard.



 
 “If the master wants her to know whose cock she’s sucking, he’ll tell her when he’s ready and not before.”



 
 “Yes, ma’am.”



 
 Veronica started to talk again, to ask questions in a rush, plead, make promises, but the ball gag was quickly reinserted into her mouth and cinched tight. Despite her muffled pleas, the two women left the room.



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
 Alone, she had little left to do but sit and contemplate the journey that had brought her here.



 
 She remembered vividly the feeling and thrill of thinking it was one of the most exciting days of her life when she’d gotten the Miami to Bermuda charter, serving as flight attendant on a private flight for celebrity Kevin Connor. How excited she’d been to tell her girlfriends about the star taking her anal virginity.



 
 All of that seemed like another life.



 
 The plane had been drawn, or fallen (she still wasn’t sure which), into a strange pocket dimension filled with the wrecks of aircraft and sea vessels that had disappeared over the years into the enigmatic depths of the Devil’s Triangle.



 
 Strange as that had been, stranger still was waking up to find her co-worker, Aubrey, being gang-fucked in a rough orgy by three creatures she’d known (from her deadbeat ex-boyfriend’s incessant World of Warcraft playing) as orcs. Then two of the green-skinned beast men had introduced her to the brutal pleasures of inter-species sex.



 
 The romance, and it had hardly been that, was short lived. No sooner had she taken both heavy loads of orc cum, one in her mouth and one in her pussy, than something even more incredible happened. Reality split like a crack in the Earth before her eyes and a gigantic figure emerged, even more strange and massive than the slavers, and snatched her from them in a frenzy of violence.



 
 Swept away by the demonic Oni known as Lord Skavis, the Ogre Magi, she was taken to the inner sanctum of his harem where his First Concubine, a dark Sylvan named Octavia, prepared her for her duties as a concubine. She hated the red-skinned bitch from the first, but what happened next was transformative.



 
 Serving the Oni, giving him pleasure, and being pleasured in return, transformed her. It was a baptism by sex. In those wild, kinky, orgasmic moments, she shed her past like an old dress and issued forth a new being; Concubine of the Magi.



 
 Her new identity seared into her soul so that she emerged, bruised, well fucked, and sticky with the cum of a dimensional godling. Similar to the proverbial phoenix, she left her past in ashes, and prepared to spread new wings, embracing her new existence.



 
 Only to be betrayed.



 
 Jealous to the point of fury, Octavia took her to the Oni’s greatest source of power, the
 Bir El-Arwan
 , the Well of Souls, on the pretext of introducing her to the Magi’s greatest secrets. But in a single, treacherous moment, the Sylvan dominatrix shoved her down the well and cast her adrift in time and space.



 
 I owe that bitch,
 she thought.
 This isn’t over yet, by a long shot.



 
 The door to the chamber opened and Veronica heard someone enter, jerking her from her reverie.



 
 Forcing herself to remain calm, she fought to keep her composure. But there was little point in playing the indifferent captive, as soon as the person entered the room, the rapid footfalls hurried to her side.



 
 “We must hurry,” the voice said. Immediately, she recognized it as the softer spoken servant from earlier.



 
 Her blindfold was removed, followed quickly by her gag. To her amazement a young woman, perhaps barely out of her teens, helped her, working frantically to untie her wrists. The girl was lovely, but her honey colored hair and clear complexion on a willowy frame were not what stood out. What stood out was the silver metal attachments that formed half the limbs of her body.



 
 Miraculously, the girl appeared to be a cyborg.



 
 The fusion of flesh and metal ran in a seamless blend so that half of her face formed a sort of C-shaped mask, with left jaw and forehead constructed from the wondrous metallic materials. A rigid column ran down her neck and fused with her left shoulder and arm. Another did the same on her spine and left hip and leg.



 
 When she was freed, Veronica rose, still naked. At some point, she realized, she was simply going to have to find some clothes.



 
 “Thank you,” she told the girl. She put a hand on her shoulder to emphasize her gratitude and felt the cool plasti-steel of the cybernetic carapace covering the arm. “What is your name?”



 
 She smiled. “I am, Zoe,” the girl answered. “a diplomatic courier for the Ogre Magi. Bast sent me. I saw his mark upon you. You are a concubine, yes?”



 
 “Yes,” Veronica answered with some pride. She suddenly realized what the girl had told her. “Bast!” she exclaimed. “Is Bast okay?”



 
 Zoe nodded. “He told me to tell you he is waiting in the well and will join you, I don’t know how. I only know Bast is powerful enough to do as he says, you can trust him.”



 
 “And I want nothing more than to leave this world.”



 
 “This is not a world,” Zoe corrected her. “This is one of the in between places. A realm that serves as a way station for the doorways through the
 Bir El-Arwan.
 ”



 
 “Can we return to Lord Skavis?”



 
 “With your pendent we can, it is the eye of Skelos, and used properly, it allows one to navigate the Well more efficiently. Octavia must be sore pressed at having lost it.”



 
 “You know?”



 
 “Yes, it is all the topic of gossip,” she answered. “You must remember, the Well is not just a river through the dimensions, through the realms, but also a torrent through time. It travels like a rushing river, but there are eddies and pools as well. When you travel it, you will meet with people for whom the linear chronology of your experience is not matched.” She smiled at Veronica. “You are the human woman who lay with the Ogre Magi in such a manner that the First Concubine grew enraged with jealousy. You are a legend in my time.”



 
 Veronica felt herself flush with pride. “I will return to him.”



 
 “We both shall,” Sabrina nodded. “But first we must make our journey to the chronos-gate kept by the Lord of the Tower.”



 
 “Won’t it be guarded?”



 
 “Yes, and well. But I am a courier of Skavis. You bear the Mark of the Magi, and have been gifted the Blood of the Feline.”



 
 “You know?”



 
 “I told you, time is not flowing the same in the Places In Between, Veronica Doe,”” the cyborg reminded her. “The rumors of what had happened were already old by the time I heard them. This effect happens even more frequently when you have cause to palaver with demons or spirits while travelling the waters of the Well.”



 
 “So…what? You think we can defeat the guards by ourselves? Warriors?”



 
 “Mundane warriors,” she corrected. “I, like you, was taken by the Wild Hunt and only then handed over to the Tower Lord.”



 
 The mysterious lord of the tower whose cock I’ve sucked and cum I’ve swallowed, but whose face I’ve never seen,
 she thought. She asked, “why have you not defeated these mundane guards before now, if you could?”



 
 “Because my cybernetic abilities are blunted by one of the Tower Lord’s slave-governors. Everyone here either wears his collar, or is part of his retinue, and so they could not, or would not help me.”



 
 “Am I able?”



 
 “It’s not hard as long as you are willing,” she replied.



 
 “Show me.”



 
 The beautiful mantronic hybrid turned her shapely back to Veronica. Her form was a wondrous miracle, an artful blending of feminine grace and mechanized beauty. She was a living sculpture. Except for a flat, ugly black box set crudely over the gilded lines of her spinal column. Set among the soft curves and clean angles, the box was an abomination.



 
 Roughly the size of a deck of playing cards, it featured a tiny blinking light, now burning red, as well as a toggle switch set recessed into a protective enclave to prevent the servant wearing it from accessing it.



 
 Still uncertain it could be this simple, Veronica stepped closer.



 
 “Be smooth,” Zoe warned. “My power cell sits in the center of my torso. It is sturdy, but the wrong action could set it off.”



 
 “Fuck me, that’s just great,” she muttered.



 
 Closing her eyes, she reached out and pushed the toggle over.



 
 The light clicked off. There was a sound of a small fan whirring down and then a barely audible
 chirp
 as the device powered off. It detached from the cyborg and fell into Veronica’s hand.



 
 Veronica threw it in the corner. “Let’s get out of here,” she said. “Where is this gateway to the Well of Souls?”



 
 “We’re in the citadel of the Tower Lord,” Zoe laughed. “It’s at the top of the tower.”



 
 “A fair plan, for such as it is,” a voice said.



 
 “The Tower Lord!” Zoe cried. The terror was naked and obvious in her voice. Veronica spun, heart hammering, stomach clenching.



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
 A great hand thrust out from a shadowed doorway. The thick fingers tipped by claws like dagger blades. More of the arm pushed through. The limb was covered by a mottled gray-green hide, and Veronica realized the Tower Lord was entering the chamber from, from someplace…
 else.



 
 The demon emerged, awful, bestial, and exuding a raw, barbaric evil strength the way a bonfire radiates heat. The door to the chamber swung open, and Veronica threw her back against it to slow the reinforcement entering.



 
 In that heartbeat of time she realized two things. One she was, indeed, faster and stronger than she had a right to be, and two,
 I sucked that thing’s cock!
 She paused.
 And I sucked it good.



 
 She couldn’t tear her gaze from the demon as it began laughing, the sound deep and low in a grotesquely large chest. It stepped further into the light and she saw it was covered in protrusions of spike-like bone spurs and horns rose in a double row from a lizard head. Its tongue, long and blueish, lashed between fleshless lips. A thick tail swung and curled between tree trunk legs.



 
 And there, between those massive legs, was the Tower Lords cock, the taste of it still thick on Veronica’s tongue. To her, it was the least objectionable thing on the demon’s body.



 
 It threw back its head and roared in glee. “I have come back, sweet girl,” it settled blazing eyes on the cowering cyborg.



 
 But the governor controlling her actions was dismantled and the woman answered with defiance. “Never.”



 
 She rose off her knees. A small orb of light appeared in her silver-metal hand. Embedded LED circuitry blazed to life along the metallic length of her body. Zoe thrust her hand out and it erupted in a blinding flash. The demon’s laughter turned to shrieks of surprised agony as it flew backward before the brilliance.



 
 With a sound like a rock from a siege engine bursting against a castle wall, the door exploded inward and a man dressed in heavy, full metal plate burst into the room.



 
 She turned and a steel gauntlet slammed Veronica to the floor. The demon rose up before the light wielded by the cyborg. “Kill her,” he ordered. “Kill the cyborg!”



 
 Veronica rose and groped for a weapon. The walls were lined with instruments of torture, but also of battle. She found a squat, utilitarian looking blade with a single edge. She pulled it free of wall brackets, eyes never leaving the bizarre triangle of cyborg, demon, and faceless knight. She hefted her weapon even as the knight moved to confront Zoe.



 
 The knight’s sword rose and fell, and the
 crunch-snik
 it made as it severed the cyborg’s hand from her metallic arm was sickening. The delicate feminine sculpture of an appendage tumbled away. A last burst of weaponized light exploded out, taking the knight in the faceplate before winking out in rooster tails of electrical sparks.



 
 The knight staggered, lurched, almost dropped his blade, then steadied himself. Zoe screamed as a shower of sparks and streams of blood spurted from her severed wrist. The demon snarled in triumph. Leaping forward, it scooped up the beautiful cyborg in massive claws. The knight stumbled backward, part of his armor melted, clearly blinded.



 
 “Kill the other one,” the demon ordered. “This silver metal toy has earned a slow death.”



 
 The knight, still unsteady, turned toward Veronica, lifting his weapon. Blood, and a sort of viscous fluid that reminded Veronica of clean engine oil, dripped down the edge of the blade, spilled over the cross guard and onto his fist.



 
 She realized she could never hope to defeat the dark champion’s strength, even with the feline’s gift. In that moment a hard truth made itself an epiphany in her mind. Both women were dead. And the demon had promised to make her suffer before she died. Hope was gone, all they could have was quick deaths.



 
 Be strong, concubine,
 the voice of the Magi whispered in her ear.



 
 She lifted her sword in both hands, feeling like a puppet dancing on strings. The knight stepped forward, leading with the tip of his blade. As the tall, fully armored man loomed over her, Veronica pivoted in a sudden flash, going to one knee. Snapping her arms down, she sent the sword hurtling in a spinning arc.



 
 The blade carved a path partway through the demon’s arm and struck Zoe deep in the center of her chest where the governor had connected to her power cell. The cyborg gasped, blood pouring from her mouth in a fountain.



 
 A blazing sun went nova in her torso and she exploded.



 
 Veronica screamed in anguish.



 
 The shockwave sent the demon spinning off to one side before hammering fully into the back of the dark champion’s full metal plate armor. The knight punched forward, head snapping back, and struck Veronica, blasting her out the door and onto the stairwell.



 
 Stunned at being alive, but fully taken by her adrenaline, Veronica rose, shoving the knight’s body aside. The champion’s head lolled on a broken neck where he’d absorbed most of the blast. It hadn’t been her plan.



 
 But she knew with utter certainty now, her lord wanted her to return safely to him. He had reached across time and space to guide her in her moment of need. She was important to him.



 
 She snatched up the guard’s sword, lifted the blade and wildly cast her gaze around. She felt more than saw the missile coming toward her and ducked as Zoe’s mutilated corpse sailed past her. The cyborg’s limp body slammed up against the wall with an audible crack.



 
 Stunned, Veronica looked from her broken body as the demon, still very much alive, screamed in berserk rage. Insane with anger, it turned burning dragon eyes to the woman. Ropes of saliva hung from the corners of its snarling mouth.



 
 Veronica ran.



 
 Spinning on one heel, she sprinted up the stairs. The broken pieces of the heavy chamber door cluttered the steps and she negotiated them with the agility of a cat. She wasn’t quite quick enough, and the demon caught her with a claw, leaving a searing wound down the back of one leg.



 
 Steps fell away behind her, her breath coming in ragged, machine gun bursts, as she sprinted. She passed several doors and bypassed them all, making for the top of the tower. A guard, confused by the noise stepped from one of the doors and she cut him down without thinking twice.



 
 At the top of the stairs she flung open a door and entered a vast chamber. Suddenly, she knew without thinking, the demon was on her. Her lungs worked like bellows and she caught a strange smell of burning ozone as she saw what had to be the chronos-gate.



 
 It stood, incongruous, in the sparse room. It was a literal gate, like those used to close livestock pens. Made of old, weathered wood, it’s crossbar was adorned with strange runes and glyphs that sparkled with azure fire.



 
 Behind her, the demon swung a long arm and raked a blow across her naked back. The force of the slashing blow sent her tumbling. She spilled forward, and an invisible hand guided her, somehow turning the fall into a dive, the dive into a shoulder roll, the roll carrying her back up to her feet.



 
 Back slick with her own blood, she was almost to the gateposts and the strangely carved symbols, when the demon struck her again. A hard blow caught her ankle and she tripped, losing the sword. Landing hard, she pulled herself forward and latched onto the gatepost. The pendent around her neck glowed warm against her skin.



 
 Agony engulfed her as the demon got a grip on her ankle. She rolled onto her back and hammered the hell spawn’s mask of a face with the heel of her free foot. The demon coiled its limbs, preparing to pounce. Releasing her, it pushed off the ground with both hands to leap.



 
 She drove her heel into its face again, the impact travelling back up the bones of her leg until the limb vibrated like a tuning fork. Using the energy to push away from the attack, she flipped around and rolled through the gate.



 
 And fell.



 
 Above her the frenzied demon snarled and sprang. It hit the air between the ancient gate posts and a verdant flash like a sheet of heat lightning dazzled her eyes. Then she was falling faster and the light of the gateway fell away to a pinprick.



 
 It disappeared altogether.



 
 And Veronica fell, having no idea where she would next find herself.
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 Catapulted from her world, Veronica Doe found herself trapped in a strange dimension beyond space and time. There, she shed her past and learned to embrace her new sexual adventures across realms of fantasy. Betrayed, and cast adrift in the currents of dimensional time, she searches constantly, seeking to return to her master. In her heart she remains…
 THE CONCUBINE.



 



 
  



 



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
 Veronica woke in an elephant graveyard.



 
 Hollow-eyed skulls with heavy, curved tusks lay stacked like boulders in fields of ivory under a purple-black bowl of night sky. No sound but her breathing, no movement beyond the rhythm of her chest. Huge rib cages, like jail cells of bone, perched in clumps of long grass.



 
 The Hooded Figure stood motionless amid the Mastodon skulls. The form, indistinct, shimmered for a moment, as if standing behind a veil. Veronica felt hair along her arms and the back of her neck rise as the figure stepped forward, crystallizing.



 
 Robes the color of the veldt concealed an improbably tall silhouette while the deep pocket of hood revealed only darkness, vast as the midnight sky. The figure beneath the robe was supple and utterly masculine.



 
 “Spirits,” Veronica whispered.



 
 Since she began her journey through these dimensions, she’d held little idea of how strange things would become.



 
 “It is I, Bast,” the figure said. “I have drawn you here.”



 
 He reached up and lowered her hood, revealing the head of a cat, eyes large, inhumanly intelligent and feral.



 
 At first her heart leapt at seeing her ally and lover. This being had risked greatly to protect her. But everything felt different than it had before, wrong somehow. They were no longer in danger from a common enemy and his aura was disturbing.



 
 “What do you want?” she asked, feelings of apprehension growing.



 
 “I need you to fuck for the King in Yellow,” the demi-god answered.



 
 “I serve the Ogre Magi,” she protested. “I bear his mark, and of the little I’ve learned in my time here, it is they are enemies.”



 
 “Which is why the Yellow King wants you to serve him,” Bast replied. “It appeals to his sense of irony.”



 
 “If I fuck, I fuck for the Magi,” she replied. “Or in service of returning to him.”



 
 The creature dropped the cloak from its shoulders, revealing the naked, man-like form beneath the robe. With a powerful hand, it reached down and grabbed a rope full of cock. He grinned, showing curved, white fangs.



 
 “I disagree,” he told her.



 
 She inhaled sharply. They had lain together. She had felt that cock moving inside her while danger closed in, but those circumstances had been different, the stress one of living or dying, not of betraying her lord.



 
 “You said you were an agent of chaos,” she protested. “Not a servant.”



 
 Bast smiled, it was, perhaps, rueful. “Things change, Veronica Doe. In these worlds of grand power struggles and sadistic games…things…
 change.
 ”



 
 She turned and ran.



 
 Sprinting flat out, she dodged piles of bones, massive skulls, and the dangerous points of tusks. Her breasts, heavy and full, swung back and forth, bouncing painfully as she fled. Behind, her moving silent and easy, Bast followed in pursuit.



 
 Her breath came ragged in her chest and her step faltered. She tripped, went down, forced herself back up and tried running again. The sense of déjà vu to the last time she’d found herself in Bast’s company was strong, the sense of irony, bitter.



 
 A whooshing sound flew in from behind her and the bolos struck. Driven by the kinetic force of two weighted ends, the cord snapped around her in a flurry of circular motion, wrapping her up tight in a blurring, cyclone motion.



 
 Arms instantly pinned to her side, legs bound, Veronica went rigid, falling to the ground. She lay there, defeated and gasping as Bast casually approached. The feline creature stood over her. She craned her head and looked up.



 
 The creature’s heavy cock hung free and it was the first thing her eyes fell on. Despite her vast experience, she blushed and looked away, hating herself for her reaction to the sight of it. Instinctually, she wanted it. And, if she were honest with herself, she wanted it bad.



 
 Everything in this place was either sex or violence, she realized. Despite all the wondrous images and magical landscapes, at its essence, the lives of the powerful beings roaming these planes of existence boiled down to those two things: sex and violence.



 
 And the truth? Though Veronica Doe might have the soul of a warrior, her body was not built for battle.



 
 “I am a hunter,” the demi-god said. “I like it when my prey runs.”



 
 She cursed, defiant. Bast squatted down easily on muscular thighs, his dick hanging so low it almost brushed the ground. She found her eyes drawn to it again, despite her vow not to look.



 
 “I am the Magi’s,” she repeated.



 
 “You are tied up and at my feet, prey fairly caught, and far from your master’s realm,” he replied. “I’m going to play with you, then I’m going to mount you. You will be fucked hard, and you will be fucked well.” He paused long enough to push an errant strand of hair from her reddened face. “First you will need education.”



 
 At the word ‘education,’ she felt her pussy grow moist. She looked in another direction, pouting. “I won’t help you,” she vowed.



 
 “We’ll see,” he said, voice almost bored.



 
 A strong hand took hold of her arm in a firm, commanding grip, and she was easily hauled to her feet. Hunting bolos still wrapped tightly around her, she could do little but stand motionless and try not to fall.



 
 Looking around, Bast picked out a Mastodon skull of the correct size and stalked to it, casually throwing the human woman over one shoulder as he did so. She squawked at the indignity, trying to flail with her feet and jerk her body in protest.



 
 Lowering himself onto his seat, he rotated her off his shoulder and draped her in a flippant motion across one knee. Realizing what was about to happen, Veronica howled her protest.



 
 “No, no, no!”



 
 The hard paddle of the cat god’s hand came down on her tender buttock with an audible
 smack
 . “Ouch!” she shouted. Slowly, he lifted his hand and brought it down again.
 Smack
 . The tender skin of her ass cheeks turned bright red. He spanked her several more times as she wailed.



 
 “Ouch, ouch!”



 
 “You’ve been very naughty,” he explained, voice droll. “You’ve left me little choice.” He chuckled, voice turning barbaric. “Actually, it’s my first choice.”



 
 “Fuck you!”



 
 He spanked her, she cried out.



 
 The blows did not come fast. He paused leisurely between each slap of her ass, letting anticipation build. Hot tears welled up in her eyes and spilled down her cheeks. She felt his cock growing until the long shaft brushed her belly and despite her resolve, she continued growing damper in response.



 
 Not wanting him to notice her arousal, she squeezed her thighs together. The motion massaged her swollen clitoris and she gave an involuntary shudder of pleasure. The stinging slap caught her at just that moment and intensified the sensation to a degree beyond any she could have imagined.



 
 “I hate you!”



 
 “I’m going to haft to spank you until you learn to behave,” he warned.



 
 “Go to hell!”



 
 Swat,
 smack.
 Swat,
 smack.
 Swat,
 smack.



 
 “Ow, ow, ow!”



 
 He paused to admire the scarlet glow of her ass. Her butt cheeks radiated heat. His cock stuck up, rigid and rock hard, pressing rudely into her belly now. Unable to keep her thighs squeezed shut tight, the juices of her arousal leaked out on his leg.



 
 They sat still for a moment, both breathing hard, though for very different reasons. Or maybe not so different reasons. Gently, he laid the weight of his palm down against her abused flesh. She moaned involuntarily at the touch.



 
 “Are you ready to be good, yet?” he asked.



 
 “No,” she answered, voice petulant.



 
 He spanked her again, but easy, as a reminder, and she trembled.



 
 “Now?”



 
 Voice reluctant, she nodded. “Yes.”



 
 “Good, now kneel.”



 
 He picked her off his leg and placed her on her knees in the soft grass. She remained helpless, trussed up and immobile. He stood and looked down. He reached out and lifted her chin, forcing her to look at him.



 
 Her cheeks ran wet with tears, her face flushed almost as red as her ass. She tried looking away but he forced her face back up at him. His cock was a rigid pole between them.



 
 “You’re really very beautiful,” he told her. “Look at what you’ve done to my cock.”



 
 He removed his hand from her chin and stood with his hands on hips. The bastard being was completely in command of the moment, and of her. She allowed herself to look openly at his erect penis. It was very pink in contrast to the midnight black of his fur and curved upward in a familiar Rhino horn of flesh.



 
 Unconsciously, her tongue found the full swell of her lips. She put a pouty look on her face and looked away from the rigid truncheon of flesh. The nipples on her breasts, wrapped tight in loops of the bolo cord, stiffened.



 
 “Because you are so willful,” Bast told her, “I’m afraid you don’t deserve to feel my dick in your pussy. But you’ve caused me some labor here, some consternation and effort. And something must be done with this cock in its present state.” He sighed, then went on. “So I’ll use your other hole. You need to earn the pleasure of a good cunt fuck. For now, I’ll take you in the ass.”



 
 Veronica started to protest and Bast used his penis to slap her gently across the face in warning. “Hush, protest more, and I’ll spank you again until you’re ready. Save your energy for what is most important to you right at this moment.”



 
 “What is that?” she asked, sullen.



 
 “This big cock is going in that little asshole. If I were you, I’d make it sure I lubed it up as much as possible before it gets put in there.”



 
 Lower lip out, brow furrowed, she slowly turned her face back toward that great erection.



 
 “Untie me,” she demanded.



 
 He pushed his penis closer to her lips. “Suck it,” he told her.



 
 She gave a churlish look, but in the next instant seemed to relax, ready to capitulate for now. There was little choice, and if she were being honest, she wanted to do it. It was amazing what happened when the minute-to-minute needs of survival, for feed to blunt hunger, for shelter to relieve cold, fell away. Freed from those mundane constraints the body and mind adapted, changed, thought in different ways.



 
 Slowly, she opened her mouth. Arching her back to sit taller, she lifted herself higher on her knees, fighting to maintain balance. Her breath, hot and wet, blew across the glistening pink head of his penis.



 
 Holding it by the root, he pulled it away from her mouth at the last moment, leaving her lips grasping at empty air. She pulled her head back in surprise and he leaned in and slapped her face with the prick.



 
 “Try again.”



 
 Again she rose up on her knees, struggling to keep her balance. Straining her neck, she reached out with her face toward his hard-on. Again he pulled it away at the last second, and she made an angry, frustrated little noise.



 
 “Ask for it,” he instructed, voice quiet.



 
 She looked up and met his eyes, seeing the vast power there. She met his gaze, expression suddenly coy, voice higher pitched and soft.



 
 “Please,” she whispered.



 
 “Please, what?” he asked, voice mild, but with the hint of an edge.



 
 “Please may I suck your cock?” she asked, making her voice prim.



 
 “Why?”



 
 Her voice grew husky now, raw with the wanting of it. “So that I can lube it up very well before you fuck my ass, Lord Bast.”



 
 He nodded, satisfied. “You may suck this Lord’s cock.”



 
 Once more she lifted her body up, straining against her bonds to get at the pink monster, alive with thick, full veins. Her mouth opened and she looked almost ridiculously eager. He stood before her calmly, letting her mouth envelope his erection.



 
 In some secret, analytical part of her, Veronica wondered if her need, an almost insatiable appetite really, was some aspect of the Magi’s mark. She had no need of sleep or sustenance now, but each time she was taken by one strange beast or another, she felt her energy grow, her acuity and insight strengthen, her body become more resilient and agile.



 
 They both shuddered in pleasure as her warm, spit-filled orifice closed over the straining flesh of his penis. Bast let his head fall back, white fangs showing as he growled out his approval.



 
 Veronica bent forward at the neck, taking more of the long phallus into her mouth. She let her mouth fill with more warm spit as she bobbed up and down along its length, smearing the salvia across the shaft, leaving strings of it dripping off.



 
 Her tongue swirled around the sensitive glans, licking and lathing the organ with her soft, hot tongue. Bast snarled in approval, the sound feral and powerful. Big hands closed on either side of her head, the points of his obsidian-tipped claws pressed against the sensitive skin of her scalp.



 
 Cold adrenaline leaked through her body in euphoric waves. He held her life easily in those powerful claws. She was utterly vulnerable.



 
 Curling his fingers in her hair, he looped strands of it around his palms until they formed reins for him to control her head. Understanding from what felt like long experience on her knees, Veronica prepared herself for what she knew was coming.



 
 Grunting heavily, he pulled on her hair hard and began shoving his hips forward, eager to put more of his dick into her. She felt the squat, broad head pushing past her uvula and she coughed as it triggered her gag reflex. Sputum coughed up from her throat in thick ropes and spilled out her mouth.



 
 His hips hammered her face until her nose bounced off his pelvis. Rivers of drool flooded from her mouth and dripped down over his big, swinging balls. Cords of it, thick as fingers, linked the front of his thighs with her chin. Her neck and tits ran slick with it as more flowed in streams down the outside of her throat. She was sloppy with it.



 
 He didn’t pause or slow at her gagging, instead increased his stroke depth, shoving his cock down her throat, yanking her hair roughly. With one powerful thrust, he sheathed his shaft all the way down her throat until her mouth stretched wide open, and his nutsack pressed against her chin.



 
 He froze for a moment in that position, fully impaling her face. She tried pulling back, but he yanked her hair, forcing her face toward him. “Take it, take it,” he warned. “You fucking take it.”



 
 She coughed against the invasion and more spittle sprayed them both. Slowly, he released his hold on her hair, allowing her to ease back on his long cock and catch a breath. Cock dripping and slippery with her spit, he pulled the organ free of her mouth.



 
 “That should do it,” he smiled down into her tear streaked face.



 
 Without explanation or warning, he picked her up bodily and bent her over the massive Mastodon skull, face down, ass up. He was behind her in a flash, cockhead already at the opening of her ass, even before she caught her breath.



 
 He rubbed the length of himself along the crack of her ass and over the puckered surface of her anus, smearing the spit in. She willed herself to relax, to open herself before him. That cock was going in, better she tried to accept it. She wanted it, wanted it in her ass, wanted it rough and hard.



 
 Is this desire also the Mark of the Magi?
 a small voice in the back of her mind had time to wonder.



 
 She felt the tip push against her opening and squeezed her eyes shut. He shoved it in, plunging down, his bodyweight driving the prick in balls deep on the first stroke. Her mouth and eyes flew open in shock, back arching like a jumping fish as he slammed the big cock home all the way.



 
 “Ahhh!” she shrieked and her cry echoed past the bleached bones of long dead beasts.



 
 “Yes!” Bast snarled in triumph.



 
 Immediately, he began banging away, He didn’t ease her into the sex, instead he pulled out almost to the tip, then slammed it home to the root. He steadily increased the pace on each stroke, fucking her ass faster and harder with each push. She felt her own spit spreading up and down her rectum, greasing the groove, but it was just barely enough lubricant. She would have traded her weight in gold for some good old K-Y jelly.



 
 The friction rub of his cock in her ass built, sending spasms of both pain and pleasure, each complimenting the other, through her. She gasped for a breath every time he pounded his cock until she was moaning a drum beat rhythm of grunts.



 
 “Uh, uh, uh, uh.”



 
 Almost impossibly, she felt him growing even harder in the tight canal of her ass, the long penis lengthened, swelling, until she was utterly stuffed, and the shock wave of each thrust hammer up into her guts.



 
 “Ouch, ouch, oh god, ouch!” she squealed.



 
 Bast fucked her harder.



 
 With each heavy, gravid, thrust, the pain increased, but became transformational. Her head rocked under each penetration, mouth slack from the hypnotic sensation, so that even more drool trailed from her lips. Her eyes closed as she reveled in the experience. The pleasure was a molten current, accentuated by the pain-induced endorphins.



 
 Her orgasm hit her like a freight train rolling downhill. She sobbed, crying out wildly, head jerking back and forth. She made barking sounds, like a seal, as he pumped into her, spreading her wide. Her body convulsed in ripples of pleasure and wild passion, and somewhere in the middle of it Bast shot his load up her ass, spewing his cum up her pink channel with erratic, frenzied force.



 
 In the next moment the fever pitch of ecstasy was over and she sagged limp, melting into the top of the skull. Hot rivulets of cum rushed out of her ass as he pulled his dick free and ran over the back of her thighs.



 
 “God,” she whispered.



 
 She lay still, soaking up the afterglow of the orgasm. Her abused ass throbbed and pulsed, still hot and tender. She looked up and found Bast standing before her, dick dripping with their mingled juices. She knew what he wanted, and eagerly submissive, opened her mouth.



 
 He placed his dirty cock between her lips, allowing her to clean it, licking and sucking until the soft shaft glowed a tender pink. She felt him harden again, and she sucked harder, daring to bob her head a little. If he popped a second boner that meant a second fucking, and maybe now she’d earned one for her pussy.



 
 He pulled his dick from her mouth and looked down, smiling the inscrutable, enigmatic smile of one who knew and traded in occult secrets.



 
 “Very good,” he purred in that basso profundo. “Good girl.” He placed an indulgent hand on the top of her head. “Now we can talk.”



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
 “There is a great need,” Bast began. “There is danger. It happens now.”



 
 Veronica, untied, felt adrenaline splash her stomach in cold, greasy shots. If this deity needed help then the danger was terrible indeed.



 
 “It happens now, but you had time basically to rape me?”



 
 “Protocols must be followed. The universe works as the Old Ones deem fit.”



 
 “That seems convenient.”



 
 “Sometimes,” he acknowledged. “But the need is real and as much a threat to your Oni bastard of a Lord as to my own.”



 
 “How exactly can I help?”



 
 Without preamble he began speaking. His voice melodious, rich, almost lyrical, and his eyes glistened, hypnotic. But there was more than a small touch of the Cat there too; something predatory in his luminescent yellow eyes. She again noticed his teeth, ivory-white, curved like daggers.



 
 “Narlathotep, the Black Pharaoh, rises. Even now his servants, from the unclean creatures, to the spirits, to vile witch-men, are all on the march in his name. They attack at every hand to acquire his full emergence into this realm. There is no outrage they are not capable of and with each corrupt act, Narlathotep grows stronger.”



 
 “Why here?” she asked. “Why now?”



 
 “Veronica Doe, you fell wildly through the Well of Souls when you left the tower lord’s realm,” he told her.



 
 “What does that mean?”



 
 “It means that now, as before, time has not flowed for you as it would for another.”



 
 “And what does
 that
 mean?”



 
 “We are now, in a place on the torrent of time before you plunged through what humanity has named the ‘Devil’s Triangle’ and fell into the place where the Ogre Magi found you.”



 
 “Go on.”



 
 “You exist now in a time before your race lifted themselves from the caves and jungles of your planet. In this place, your Earth is much, much younger than the time you knew.”



 
 “Then how is this threat dangerous to you now?” she protested. Her head hurt trying to keep up with the myriad idiosyncrasies of what this strange being described.



 
 “The true realms, where cosmic power is decided for all realities exists outside of, and at all points of, your timeline.”



 
 “I give up,” she said. “Just go on before I get a migraine.”



 
 “On an ancient island newly risen in the seas to the East, drawn by dimensional thaumaturgy of immense power, there is a terrible, ancient city buried deep in the cold marsh of its interior.



 
 “It is a cursed place,” he went on. “Written of in antediluvian times by the Priests of Leng, the Scribes to the King in Yellow. It is the city R'lyeh, which dreams as long as the Great Old One, Cthulhu sleeps. There, in the heart of the ruin, lurks an ancient guardian, the Hunting Horror, crafted by inhuman hands to open the doorway hidden in the city. Stop that demon and you stop The Crawling Chaos from waking its master, Cthulhu.”



 
 Veronica nodded. “I am not a powerful warrior, Bast. Why send me?” She was afraid, and she felt she had good reason to be.



 
 “The proclivities of the Hunting Horror and its minions are well known. You must lay with a creature and lie to it. When we are finished here, I shall put the Sigil of the Succubus upon you. It will transform your body, your womanhood into a lethal, soul sucking weapon.”



 
 “I’m a female James Bond?” she asked, dubious. “Licensed to kill and with a clever, deadly…uh, gadget?”



 
 “If a male of any species succumbs to your charms to the point of ejaculating, you will take his soul with his seed.”



 
 “Oh.” She felt queasy. “But what about afterward? And doesn’t the King in Yellow have his own servants who can do this?”



 
 “We can alter the mark later, rendering it neutral. But, contrary to what that hell-bitch Octavia may have told you, few females in all the realms touched by the Well of Souls are capable of pleasing Skavis, the Ogre Magi, to the point of earning a mark as his Concubine.” Bast paused. “Also, as a servant of the nemesis of my Lord, your loss will not affect the Yellow King. You are, to him, disposable, and thus the perfect agent.”



 
 “Oh. Of course.”



 
 “The protective
 geas
 -wards on that foul island are strong, strong enough to halt my own powers. In my own land of Egypt, Narlathotep is worshiped as the Black Pharaoh and he knows my ways and weaknesses from the Book of the Dead.”



 
 “He is stronger than you?”



 
 “He can counter my magic,” Bast admitted. “But his weakness is arrogance. His wards keep me from the portal, Cthulhu’s place of crossing, but they will not stop you, a creature beneath his notice.”



 
 “If I do this you will send me back?”



 
 “I keep the King in Yellow’s word.”



 
 “Send me,” she said. She realized she had little choice anyway. Sooner started, sooner finished. “But if I succeed, promise to return me to my lord.”



 
 “So be it,” Bast agreed.



 
 She couldn’t tell if he was lying or not.



 
  



 
  



 



 
  



 
 Veronica woke gasping.



 
 Her lungs burned from near asphyxiation and she felt groggy, her thoughts coming slow and stupid. The air she gasped was putrid and stank of brine. She was near an ocean. Still blinking confusion away, she shivered violently and realized she was naked. Her skin was blue from exposure, flesh smeared with dark stripes of mud. With a shudder she yanked her foot clear of a black water bog.



 
 Her hair lay plastered to her skull, the dampness running down her back and limbs in icy threads. She huddled, tremors racking her body as she cast around.



 
 She gaped, amazed, as her vision cleared. But in the next breath fear seized her anew, crushing amazement with disorientating terror. Only the violent chattering of her teeth kept her from screaming. She sat on the edge of a cold, brackish fen, covered in slimy muck and frigid from standing pools of foul-smelling water.



 
 In front of her loomed an impossibility.



 
 The city was little more than a series of dim stone shapes in the gathering gloom, the crumpled walls and collapsed buildings constructed from great limestone boulders of uncut rock. The architecture exuded antediluvian age, of timelessness so far beyond the ken of man it was utterly alien.



 
 Stone towers, stone buildings, stone streets, enclosed by the crumbling visage of a stone wall. Everywhere shadows lay thick as green lichen crept over surfaces in a slick fur and standing puddles gaped in black stagnant stretches on the ground. Window frames stared blindly out, empty and dark.



 
 A low chill wind breathed and sighed through alleys and avenues of strange geometry, moaning slightly and carrying the stench of seawater. Above her, perched on an obelisk of worn and cracked stone, a crow cawed, sending echoes through stone canyons. Twilight deepened into night. No hint of sun showed behind a ceiling of clouds gray as iron.



 
 Veronica rose, heart still pounding. Behind her, deeper in the fen, she heard something heavy splash. A temperate savannah of tall marsh plants stretched out of the alkaline groundwater, running across an indistinct, unbroken horizon. Isolation seemed absolute.



 
 She turned and looked over her shoulder as a sharp, shrill scream split the twilight. She jumped in shock. It rang out like a woman being tortured but she recognized the shriek of a hunting panther.



 
 Still shivering, she stepped toward the stone jetty running from the ruined city out into the marsh. She had no wish to face a 160-pound predator naked and numb from exposure. Or at all. But before she took two steps on the worn stone pathway, she halted.



 
 Her fear of the fen and the things that hunted there was natural. She understood that threat, but her fear of the city was an irrational, reptilian-brained thing. It was the terror of the dark, the apprehension of a graveyard, the irrational angst over a rotting corpse.



 
 It didn't make sense; the place was nothing more than silent, crumbling stone, but it felt real, and strong.



 
 She swallowed, forcing herself forward. The small of her back, where Bast had placed her tramp-stamp style dweomer tattoo, burned. The mark of the Succubus remained, for her, unseen. She could only trust that it would work as promised.



 
 It was hard to fathom how such an ancient site had survived so long abandoned. It seemed impossible. As impossible as how she'd gotten there in the first place.



 
 Forcing herself to breathe through her nose, she lurched up the cobblestone entry. Movement warmed her and she hoped to stave off the somewhat numbing effects of hypothermia as long as possible.



 
 How otherworldly must this cold be,
 she wondered,
 that the mark does not protect me?
 Her mind worried at the question and she sensed the cold was an effect of aura rather than temperature. Evil lay in these stones.



 
 Her eyes darted as she neared the wall.



 
 The crow above her took wing at her approach, flying into the forest of pillars, columns, spires and towers.



 
 In the corner of the wall she saw the matted fur of a rat as it scurried through a hole in the stone. At first she was taken aback in fear by its size, but then quickly realized she had other issues at hand.



 
 As she came even with the cracked Barbarian some of the shadows lightened, revealing the hanging spikes of a rusted portcullis hovering like the fangs of an open mouth. A great chain of massive links ran tight as a bowstring to a heavy wooden winch.



 
 Uneasy, Veronica stepped forward. There was a claustrophobic sense about the entryway. She scanned the walls and curved ceiling as she shuffled ahead, noting the black pockets of various murder holes and arrow slits.



 
 Her gaze followed the line of decaying, mossy stone and stopped. She froze. She heard the tinny echo of water dripping into stagnant pools. She swallowed hard against the sudden lump in her throat.



 
 A gibbet hung from the ceiling, bars rusted and pitted, stained dark by the constant damp. Inside, the withered husk of a corpse crouched, crammed tightly.



 
 Tattered rags clung to the emaciated figure and tendrils of shriveled flesh rotted off grotesquely colored bones. Long, dully silver hair clung to a nearly fleshless skull. It was impossible to tell the sex of the prisoner, so far gone was the rot. The eyes were staring blank sockets. Holes were chewed through the ribcage and a handful of greasy looking rodents crawled curiously around the bottom of the cage.



 
 Queasy, Veronica turned away. She was not headed to any place good. It troubled her the body was fresh enough to be a complete skeleton and still molested by hungry scavengers.



 
 The first evidence of habitation she'd found was a corpse tortured to death by hunger and exposure. It didn't take the wisdom of Methuselah to draw frightening conclusions about the nature of these ruins.



 
 Suddenly, from out of the darkness of a crevice, a pair of eyes appeared. Veronica froze, mesmerized by the glowing yellow orbs. She felt the icy slush of fear adrenaline sluice through her belly as she realized how big the slit-pupils were; whatever crouched in that dark concave was much, much bigger than her.



 
 A soft, deep chuckle emerged from the darkness, mocking and mean. Shaking, she took a step backward. The voice came, inhumanly deep and, though it spoke in a whisper, obviously uttered from a mouth far larger than a human being’s.



 
 “Hello, pretty girl,” the creature rumbled softly. “What a tasty morsel you look.” Sensing her tensing in terror, the friendly façade disappeared instantly. “Run and I will catch you and kill you,” it warned.



 
 Veronica froze in place.



 
 Slowly the creature eased out of the inky shadow between the ruins of the bailey wall. It was massive and she gasped as it came into view. Once more her slacker ex-boyfriend and his incessant World of Warcraft habit provide her with an answer to a question she never thought she’d have to ask.



 
 The beast emerged further, revealing a monstrous, crimson furred lion. The mane was a wild, terrible wreath around a scarred muzzle filled with fangs like knife blades and longer than her hand. Those horrible yellow cat eyes pinned her, hypnotizing her.



 
 The lion aspect was the least wondrous thing about the beast. From its back great bat wings, leathery and demonic, sprouted, rising up and sweeping out like the hood of an angry cobra. The back end of the body was that of an eagle, brown-red feathered, with great yellow talons like a Roman short sword.



 
 But most terrifying of all, sitting perched between the bat wings like a cocked and ready fist, was an armored and segmented scorpion tail, poised, ready to strike. Viscous fluid, amber as honey, collected in marble-sized beads on a stinger long enough to pierce her body straight through.



 
 It’s a motherfucking manticore,
 she thought, incredulous.



 
 Why it should be more fantastic than any other creature she’d already met (or fucked) on this strange, wild journey, she did not know. But it was horrible and beautiful and capable of killing her in a single clean strike.



 
 “You’ve come a long way to die,” the beast noted. The stinger bobbed. “Though I do appreciate the opportunity for an easy meal.”



 
 She swallowed. Running was hopeless. Fighting, laughable. The situation devoid of hope. The demonic beast was simply toying with her, the way all cats will with their prey. Then she saw the beast’s corkscrew cock, poking out from the soft, downy-fur of its belly.



 
 She realized what she had to do. She didn’t want to. She didn’t see another choice and hesitation was certain death.
 Be a survivor,
 she told herself.



 
 She wet her lips.



 
 “Great lord,” she began, bowing. “I know I am fit only to serve as a meal for you, but I do have one request.”



 
 A long pink tongue came out of the mouth and licked lazily at its whiskers. “This should be amusing,” it said.



 
 Turning, Veronica dropped to all fours among the rubble, and presented the creature with her sex. She arched her back and thrust her pussy at the monster in a wild desperate gamble.



 
 “Please lord,” she whimpered, playing the role to the hilt. “Before I die, let me know the magnificence of your cock. I beg you!”



 
 There was a long, grim silence.



 
 She waited, imagining those razor claws ripping into her flesh, the barbed stinger impaling her in a savage series of strikes too quick to follow, pumping its hideous poison into her.



 
 Abruptly, she felt a gust of hot, wet breath on her naked backside. She shivered, sensing the massive presence looming above her. A long, rough cat-tongue licked between the legs, from clitoris to the crack of her ass. She shuddered in pleasure.



 
 “Please,” she whispered. “More.”



 
 The tongue lathed her again, hot saliva dripping down the back of her thighs. Jesus, the rough texture played hell with her nerve endings. The feeling of the powerful tongue was like nothing she’d ever experienced.



 
 “Oh, god,” she moaned. The sound was part play acting, part honest amazement.



 
 The feeling grew insanely intense, the sensation devastating. She couldn’t resist, or fight. It simply set her dumb, animal nerve endings ablaze.



 
 It licked her a third time, slower, then two shorter, quicker swipes. It was enough; stunned, she shrieked in a fervor state, the experience almost euphoric. Her signature, powerful squirting orgasm geysered out her in a wild, aromatic spray.



 
 The manticore snarled, and she trembled all over again, thinking that getting a face full of pussy juice had enraged the monster. The creature's front legs appeared on either side of her head as the bull-sized creature straddled her. Its hot animal belly slid along her back as it began yowling.



 
 She realized the scent of her pussy, sprayed directly into the thing’s muzzle, had fully engaged its primal mating instinct. She was about to get a 900lbs fucking. The tip of the corkscrew penis reached the slit of her still dripping vagina.



 
 In the next instant, a foot of forearm-thick animal cock rammed her. She screamed at the strange mix of pain and pleasure at what such a massive invasion did to her. Fully relaxed and dilated from her orgasm, she felt confident she could take the meat-pole, and perhaps even enjoy the experience.



 
 Again, the small part of her mind, of her identity, that was still a flight attendant from Miami. Florida, gasped in shock and shame at her reaction. But right up in the front of her mind, where life and death decisions were made, where she learned to adapt to her new existence—her resolve did not slacken. Her fierce decision to not be merely a victim, but a player, in this strange, savage, sensual world she moved through hardened.



 
 She battled monsters, fought magicians, out maneuvered demons, fucked godling’s. She was so fat beyond the mundane woman she’d been she was a superhero by comparison. She steeled herself with a now indomitable will to endure this encounter. But the mythological monster wasn’t giving her time to entirely adapt, and her pussy, sloppy with her own cum-spray and lion spit, was forced open in a single, brutal thrust.



 
 She grunted hard on the next thrust and felt the strange twisting structure of the thing’s phallus rub across her G-spot like a violin bow across strings. It rammed her again, she screamed again, but in the center of the pain there was a familiar building pleasure. She couldn’t believe it, but she was going to orgasm again.



 
 It’s almost too bad this thing has to die,
 she thought. This time the small voice of her old self said nothing.



 
 On each back stroke it seemed as if her pussy were being pulled inside out, and on each downstroke the erection punched against the cervix as it rubbed along her G-spot. She was being rode hard and when it was done, she’d be put away wet…mostly likely in the thing’s belly.



 
 The manticore snarled wildly, the sound echoing through the weird, crumbling ruins of the city. She knew she had it. The strokes shortened, the rhythm tightening as it reached the brink.



 
 Suddenly, inexpertly, wonderfully, the power of the Succubus filled her. The muscles of her vagina locked on the penis, pain gone, full dilation in effect. Clotted semen gushed into her, filling her vagina to the point of overflowing in a single, wild squirting gush.



 
 The nature of the Manticore’s yowling changed and the thing suddenly fell over and lay very still. Shocked, she got off her bruised knees and looked at the once formidable enemy. It lay limp, eyes glass marbles, jaw slack, scorpion tail slack, wings droopy curtains.



 
 Soulless, dead.



 
 “That’s one badass pussy, girl,” she told herself.



 
 And for how she felt—it was a rush of power, of strength and euphoria, rushing through her like cocaine. Manticore sperm leaked out of her. She turned to leave the guardian on the ground. She had more creatures to fuck.



 
 And, if this was what taking monster souls felt like, then she was done for duty again. She felt like an evil angel, something much more than merely human. She had a feeling she was just getting started.



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
 Veronica walked through the Barbican and came out of the tunnel to stare in wonder.



 
 The crumbling architecture lay around her like overturned pieces on a chessboard: Towers fallen, houses caved in, walls collapsed and piles of rubble strewn in random heaps.



 
 She stood at the entrance to a square. In the center sat a cracked and ruined fountain holding vile-smelling greenish water so thick with filth that needles of falling rain made no ripples as they fell.



 
 The bones of a horse, long picked clean and now covered with moss, lay sprawled, the rib cage serving as a perch to another of the ubiquitous crows. Behind it, crowded like crooked teeth, the buildings and monoliths of the city bunched together in tight warrens.



 
 She hardly noticed.



 
 The fountain's statue drew her eyes away from the remains of the horse. Despite the peculiarity of her ongoing experience she understood in that moment that fear can always grow worse.



 
 The black marble figures, slick with malachite scum, stood hideously crafted. The male was a massive brute with the physique of a gladiator, the curled wings of a bat and a head like the body of a squid -- domed forehead, bulbous eyes in a sleek carapace and a fistful of twisting tentacles for a mouth.



 
 At its hips a second figure jutted -- a human female bent backward, her legs around the first statue's hips in sexual congress, her arms flung out and her head canted oddly, thrown back, held by the waist in the creature's grotesquely outsized hands.



 
 Her hair dangled in a permanent wave of ebony and her mouth was so far gaped in an eternal scream it nearly distorted the face beyond recognition as human.



 
 Veronica stared at the horrific tableau in shock. She realized with sickening certainty that from the woman's mouth the fountain water would have streamed -- an endless liquid scream.



 
 What manner of people would celebrate such depravity not only in a public place, but as the very monument standing as the entrance of their metropolis? Who could idolize such an act? She swallowed hard. She was no longer sure she was the least disappointed anymore that the city stood abandoned.



 
 A chill, wet breeze carried a subtle, distant smell, a stink almost masked by the odor of the nearby sea. Veronica cocked her head. She knew that smell. It was the stench of death.



 
 Slowly she knelt and picked up a chunk of masonry. The putrid stench of rotting flesh suggested a death much more recent than the scattered bones of the dead horse. It promised danger. In a crouch she slowly scanned the square. Not every danger could be conquered by her vagina.



 
 The square wasn't large, about the size of a paddock, with the blasphemous fountain at the epicenter and three major avenues running off between densely packed buildings. In a sudden flurry, the crow leaped into the air and flew, wings snapping hard.



 
 A flash of motion flickered in her periphery and she spun, but saw nothing but the mouth of a narrow alley. The lane lay thick with shadow and falling rain did little to improve visibility.



 
 It was growing darker. Somewhere above the low ceiling of rain clouds the sun sank. Twilight arrived. The realization made her nervous in ways she was unwilling to articulate to herself. She hadn't feared the dark since she was a child.



 
 The building next to the alley held an empty square window overlooking the fountain square. For the briefest moment she caught another flash of motion dart past the opening, but she blinked and it was gone, lost in rain and gloom.



 
 Her mouth went dry. She knew the feeling of being stalked. She knew the feeling of a predator's eyes upon her. She wasn't sure what was happening, but she was sure she didn't like it. She turned, looking for a pathway to run if she needed.



 
 She heard a
 thunk
 behind her and spun, eyes searching the battlements. A stream of gravel poured out next to a cracked and weathered crenellation. The dribble petered out, spilling onto the cobblestone below.



 
 They were on both sides of her, she realized. She didn't know who
 they
 were but she didn’t attribute altruism to their motivations. That abomination of a fountain statute belied any illusion of that. The last of the Manticore sperm leaking from her well thrashed vagina reminded her of just how powerful the opponents here could be.



 
 Hey, Bast,
 she thought.
 Why don’t you go fuck yourself. You and the King in Yellow both.



 
 She broke into a jog, still unsure of how to proceed but overcome by the need to move. Blind flight wouldn't help her, but neither would being surrounded in the open. This labyrinth of decayed ruins was the hunters’ territory -- but at least she would have some chance if on the move.



 
 She ran, breaking tight around the fountain. She dropped the stone. She didn't need the weight and replacements lay everywhere. She pushed her legs harder, cutting sharp toward the center of the three wide avenues running off the plaza.



 
 Once down a thoroughfare she'd pick a side street or alley to dart in.



 
 She breathed smoothly. She was in fine shape and she felt she could run a hard pace for miles if needed. High on mainlining a soul, and empowered by her Mark and the bloody gift Bast bestowed on her In The Place In between, she felt like an Android, machine-like.



 
 The avenue ran straight as a compass azimuth through endless ravines of leaning ruins and puddle-choked courtyards. The sense of history about the place was as appalling as it was ancient. The very eternal, timeless, mien of the structures frightened her. This place had stood for centuries, for millennia, and the lives of untold human beings had risen and fallen within its Cyclopean structures. It held no pity for something as brief and transitory as human life.



 
 High ground
 , she thought.



 
 It was vital. The lessons of jungle cats jumped foremost to mind and she wondered if it was influenced by Bast. Again she caught motion out the side of her vision and turned to see a ragged banner of shadow pass by the edge of a room above her path. The movement flashed too quickly to determine anything more than a vague impression of humanoid outline.



 
 She looked up, trying to grasp some sense of perspective amid the waste. She hurdled a broken pillar, landed and slid over the ridge of a toppled column at a dead sprint. She was warmer now but her feet were bruised and bleeding from the broken pavement.



 
 Ahead, beyond an ocean of low roofs framed by taller buildings, she saw the sinister outline of a palace. Dark spires stretched toward a gray sky in skeletal fingers. It seemed distant enough for it to take days to traverse the ruin. She needed something closer.



 
 Panting, she cast about. Operating blindly, on the verge of panic, she spun on the ball of her foot and plunged into the narrow run between wildly canted towers. Behind her a whistle rang out, shrill and sharp.



 
 It was answered.



 
 Reaching the end of the alleyway where it opened onto a secondary street, Veronica looked around. To her right the lane widened where a tower of polished obsidian commanded the approach. A line of single stone steps wound around the top of the citadel to a doorway set in massive basalt blocks.



 
 It was as good as any other place, she realized. Wild, maniacal laughter emerged from the shadows of a low doorway across from her.
 They
 were on three sides now.



 
 She squatted down, snatched up another stone and winged it across the street into the doorway, cutting the crazed cackling short. She snarled with grim satisfaction, almost not recognizing herself, then sprinted toward the citadel, her stride long and confident.



 
 Her foot struck a slimy puddle and plunged into an uneven hole. Her ankle bent like a hinge clasp and she went down hard, hissing at the pain. Her knees and the palms of her hands struck the slick stone, scrapping flesh and leaving blotches of bright blood.



 
 She pushed up immediately, operating on instinct, then almost went down again as her injured ankle buckled. She staggered and stumbled forward, pushing past the hurt, casting looks over her shoulder. Seeing nothing, she gritted her teeth and turned back toward the tower.



 
 The child stood in the avenue.



 
 Veronica stopped, panting hard, as a wall of terror rolled into her. The child was small, almost skeletal thin, skin fish-belly white, hair so black it sucked the light around it. Scraps of rags hung off the figure’s bony frame as it stood, staring at the ground. Steam rose in streaming vapors off Veronica and her breath clouded silver in front of her face. Her teeth started chattering hard, beyond her ability to control, as cold and adrenaline mixed in a powerful cocktail.



 
 The sweat on her skin began congealing in frigid rime on her body. Tears built up behind her eyes, threatening to spill out.



 
 Slowly the child lifted its head.



 
 She still couldn't tell if she was seeing a boy or a girl; the features were too delicate and sharp, the body too emaciated. Thick, black tendrils of hair framed the face like theater curtains. There was a sliver of nose, slash of mouth and eyes so big and dark Veronica felt she could tumble down into them.



 
 The darkness in the eyes was complete and total between the lids, too deep, too severe to be possible. Somewhere in the back of Veronica’s nearly frozen mind a voice was yelling the word
 demonic
 over and over again. She stood rooted to the spot like a bird before a coiled snake.



 
 The child opened its mouth revealing black teeth and purple gums. Wider and wider the orifice stretched until she was sure the jaw would unhinged. A shrieking wail blasted out in a rush and filled her head, filled the street, filled the city, filled the sky.



 
 The note pierced, machete sharp, utterly relentless. Veronica screamed in agony but the sound was lost in the vast echoing cacophony. Her skull felt near exploding and she grabbed her head hard with both hands, dropping to her knees.



 
 Twisting her head, she looked at the screaming child, eyes bulging in shock. The child's skin faded into translucence, revealing a blackened skeleton. The dark eyes became the black pits of a grinning skull. Then the bones twisted into blackened mist.



 
 Putting a hand on the ground, Veronica tried dragging her gaze away from the horror but her eyes remained pinned to the apparition. Suddenly exploding toward her in a gust of foul wind, the screaming skeletal face rushed in, filling her vision until it blocked everything else out.



 
 A bitterly frigid cyclone struck her and ran through her like a saber. She gagged as she slumped to the ground. Her heart lurched and she thought for a wild, crazy moment that it was going to rip free.



 
 The Sleeper sleeps and dreams of being Awake, the Crawling Chaos comes, save us



 
 The words formed themselves as thoughts in her head, even as she felt something tear inside her mind and tasted the slick, hot rush of blood down her throat.



 
 The message was diamond hard and impossible to ignore. She didn’t understand what it meant as it branded deep into her psyche. She must fight.



 
 Abruptly as it began it ceased. The stillness, the quiet, was overwhelming and the only sound she heard now was her own ragged breathing. She knew she should worry about whatever was following her, but the ghost had taken everything out of her.



 
 She pitched forward onto the wet cobblestone.



 
 Her face pressed hard against slimy ground, her head spinning. She turned and retched onto the stone. She wanted to live. Even after all this strangeness, this inexplicable terror and impossibility, her basic urge to survive was stronger by far than her disbelief.



 
 What was happening wasn't just inexplicable, it was impossible, but if she didn't accept it she knew for sure it would kill her. The idea of dying without solving the mystery was utterly unacceptable, even if curiosity in the face of such lethality was ridiculous.



 
 Gritting her teeth, Veronica pushed herself up, forcing the fear from her mind to fuel her body. It was an old trick and it rarely failed, but she was exhausted and confused and, despite her mad sprint, her body, under supernatural attack, suffered a temperature drop, eroding her heat, leeching her life.



 
 She made it to hands and knees, looking over her shoulder. She saw nothing but the endless ruins. She wanted nothing more than to huddle up and shut her mind down from the horror she'd just experienced, but she couldn't stay still, couldn't indulge fear. Something was chasing her; she needed high ground and a wall to her back.



 
 She rose, still panting. She needed shelter or warmth, and soon. Hypothermia was potentially her greatest enemy, and one she couldn't outrun or hide from. No matter where she went in this place it would find her. Again she wondered why the Mark of the Magi was so ineffectual here when it had served her well in the empty void of space.



 
 Resigned, she turned toward the citadel.



 
 As carefully as she could on her injured ankle, she moved. She didn't know if the ghost had frightened away her pursuers but she didn't sense them close now. Her eyes scanned rooftops and doorways, seeking motion.



 
 She was shivering hard by the time she reached the tower. Her teeth chattered uncontrollably, her skin splotched blue and it was difficult to even stagger. She put a foot on the stair and looked back.



 
 Red-eyed and snarling, the thing crept toward her. Adrenaline greased her stomach as she blanched. Horned and bat-winged, the green-skinned demon whipped its tail, stalking forward on all fours, belly close to the ground.



 
 "No." she whispered in horror.



 
 The demon grinned in response, revealing double rows of needle-like teeth in black gums. Its eyes were onyx marbles and its nostrils the slits of a serpent. Veronica climbed the steps backwards, hardly aware of her actions as she retreated up the cracked and crumbling staircase.



 
 The predator scuttled forward, grim claws clicking on the cobblestone and rubble. It watched the trembling human with a hypnotic gaze, eyes so deep and red that looking into them was like falling into hell.



 
 "Stay back!" she shouted.



 
 Instead, the thing coiled and exploded into motion, leaping forward like a hound on the chase. It covered ground amazingly fast. Veronica shrieked and spun, saw she'd made it halfway up the citadel. She ran flat out, legs driving hard as she bounded up the steps toward the door at the top.



 
 She didn't pause to think about what would happen if the door wouldn‘t open, she simply fled. She heard bestial snarling just below her, the scratch of talon on stone. She stumbled over loose bits of masonry and, without thinking, scooped one up in both hands.



 
 She spun, lifting the rough block over her head and hurtled it down at the demon. It screamed in outrage at the counterattack and dodged against the curved wall of the tower. The space was too narrow and a piece of the missile clipped its shoulder with a
 crunch
 like wood snapping.



 
 It screeched in pain, holding its arm tight against its body. The hit tore flesh open and blood ran in thick rivulets down the limb as it flexed leathery wings to balance. Veronica scrambled further up the staircase with it still close behind her.



 
 Reaching the top in a hand-over-hand scramble she jumped onto the small landing at the door. She took in the entrance at a glance, noting the heavy wooden structure reinforced with brass hinges and iron lock housing.



 
 Its wood rotting, the door hung from a single rusty hinge, fallen into disrepair eons ago. Veronica lowered a shoulder and drove into the barrier. Wood splintered and she fell forward. That part of her mind she now began to think of as the Old Me marveled at her decisive actions, her raw physicality.



 
 Behind her the demon lunged off the stairs, good arm swinging wide in a deadly pendulum. Filthy, ragged claws sharp as glass shards caught Veronica across the back of her calf and she hissed at the quick, hot pain. She plunged into a Stygian darkness.



 
 Behind her the Hunting Horror shrieked as it followed. Veronica struggled to her feet, throwing herself forward, just escaping the swiping claws of the beast's strike. Her feet tangled up and she tripped. As she went down, it was on her.



 
 It pinned her naked flesh to the ground. And laughed. As Narlathotep slowly rose he gave Veronica a direct order.



 
 "Get on your knees" he said.



 
 Veronica, rubbing tears from her eyes, quickly obeyed. Slowly crawling up to her knees, she noticed Narlathotep' thick cock at full attention.



 
 "Grab it." Narlathotep instructed.



 
 There is nothing else with these beings but the hunt for power and animal desire,
 she realized. It would be their undoing.



 
 Still, she could do nothing but comply, noticing instantly as she wrapped her fingers around his cock, the feeling of it throbbing hard.



 
 "Stroke it." Narlathotep commanded.



 
 Veronica, looking up at the Black Pharaoh, slowly started to stroke his cock, then looking at her actions realized her hand only took up half of Nyarlathotep cock. She began reaching up with her other hand to cover the whole shaft.



 
 Narlathotep seeing this, grabbed her other hand and said "No," pushing it away.



 
 Veronica, confused, was not ready when Narlathotep instructed her to open her mouth. seeing her disobey his order, he grabbed Veronica's hair, snarling "I said open your mouth."



 
 Veronica, startled back to her task at hand, complied. Narlathotep's cock thrust in, forcing it to open. As she held half of him in her mouth, and the other half in her hand, she looked up.



 
 "Suck it and stroke it" he said, still holding on tight to her hair.



 
 She wrapped her lips around his cock, and slowly got into a rhythm of stroking while sucking hard on his outstretched demon dick.



 
 She glanced up at the abomination as she worked her task, noticing the slit-eyed look of ecstasy contorting the demonic face. Along with Narlathotep's look of pleasure, Veronica, still in shock, was brought back to her own body, realizing how wet she was, once again, to the point of running down her leg.



 
 My cunt is hungry for soul,
 she realized.
 I’m like a bad girl Wonder Woman with a golden, deadly, pussy, instead of lasso.



 
 Narlathotep, grunting, obviously getting to the point of no return, stopped Veronica with a slap to the top of her head, and pulled her roughly to her feet. He grabbed her ass, lifting her up to an ancient plinth.



 
 Fangs showing, Narlathotep ordered, "Spread your legs, and spread your pussy, human thing."



 
 Veronica spread her legs, and reaching down with her left hand, spread her pussy wide. Exposed and vulnerable, she looked up at Nyarlathotep and asked, voice slyly meek, "Like this?"



 
 Narlathotep looked down at her, rubbing his cock. He snarled, low in his throat and rustled his wings.



 
 In the next instant he stepped forward and pushed his cockhead into her opening, parting the labia like curtains. The demon looked Veronica in the eyes. “When I’m done fucking you,” it promised, “I’ll wear your skin for a belt.”



 
 Eyes still locked on hers, he thrust with his whole body deep inside her, pushing her ass across the top of the plinth. He didn't stop there; pulling completely out and leaving only the tip of his cock's head in, repeated the thrust, then again, over and over.



 
 Veronica, still in shock and unprepared for this sudden invasion, inhaled deeply, giving a small cry of pain at her sudden fullness. She grabbed the edge of the countertop and held on under the sudden brutal assault. Narlathotep continued thrusting, her pussy flooding to grow wetter and more accepting of Narlathotep' inhumanly large cock. Once again, as always, when she adapted, the feeling became more enjoyable.



 
 This was the work she was built for. It seemed an odd thing to realize about yourself, she knew. But there it was, just like that, an undeniable truth.



 
 Narlathotep, near his fill of her slit, noticed her response, and slowed. Her own pussy juice held the very thing he needed for his final act. He thrust in deep a final time, then slowly pulled his wet cock out and took a step back.



 
 Veronica startled at his sudden stop, one or two more thrusts away from his cock throwing her over the edge to an orgasm she hadn't realized she wanted. The beast growled. "Don't worry I'm not through with you yet, little lamb."



 
 He lifted her and put her belly down across the plinth until she half stood, half clung to the squat pedestal, sure her legs would not support all her weight. Her ankle hurt. Tits pressed against the cold stone, the demon wrapped her hair in his hand.



 
 He yanked hard, twisting her neck around, pulling her face up. She saw a small alcove to the room. Inside, like an altar in a shrine, she saw a tall, gold edged mirror.



 
 "Look into the mirror, human bitch. I want you to see your face, to see me while I fuck you."



 
 She couldn't help but smile in response, as the sound of his voice made her that much wetter with every word he spoke. It was a predator smile. Let him hammer away. She’d come, and then she’d steal his black soul.



 
 "Spread your ass." Narlathotep barked



 
 Reaching around with both hands, she grabbed her ass cheeks, pulling them apart, and arching her back to present the open gate of her very wet pussy as a sacrifice to the demon lord’s cock.



 
 In the mirror, breathing heavily, Narlathotep looked down at her. The great, horned head turned to a side and suddenly a wickedly tipped claw poked at her perfect little asshole, tight and still untouched, ripe for the taking. Taking his cock in hand, he rubbed it up and down her opening, making his cock slippery with her juices. He grunted and pushed his penis forward.



 
 He smiled into the mirror. Panic rushed through Veronica. She thought there was something erotically sensible about her Succubus vagina eating a soul through the male’s cum. She had no such insurance her ass could perform in the same manner.



 
 On the brink of victory, she plunged headlong into sudden, mortal peril.



 
 Narlathotep seeing the fear and confusion on Veronica's face in the reflection of the mirror, grinned, misunderstanding its source. Slowly, he started pressuring her asshole. Feeling this, she widened her eyes and made a peculiar "O" shape with her mouth. She squirmed as his fat cock slowly pressing in, her asshole refusing to give way and just accept him, no matter how much she wanted it to. The pressure mounted, and mounting, and with it the fear he would cum there and she would die in the next moment.



 
 Every damn creature in these realms beside Skavis is infatuated with sodomy,
 she had time to think.



 
 Just as she could no longer stand it, her asshole finally gave way, and she fully realized how truly thick the fiend’s shaft was. He didn't slow his pushing and Veronica lay, stuck with wide eyes and "O" face, as she felt each inch of the thing’s cock, slowly expand her asshole. This was a far, far different experience than when she’d lost her anal cherry on the plane over the Bermuda Triangle, or even Bast’s own, rough ass fucking.



 
 She gasped out loud, clenching her teeth against the rippling pressure. Finally, she felt Narlathotep against her and knew she had all of him in her, leaving her waiting for the new sensation of the pull out, but Narlathotep stopped, looking at her in the mirror.



 
 She became very aware of her own reflection, and closed her mouth and eyes in embarrassment, only to hear Narlathotep chuckle.



 
 "That was
 my
 face, only meant for
 me
 to see, and only meant for
 me
 to treasure." His chuckle was sadistic.



 
 Panting, she opened her eyes to look at his reflection. Finally, she could do nothing but nod in agreement. Still unable to talk with all of him inside her, she had no choice but to acknowledge that this was to be their very intimate connection from now on.



 
 For as long as either of us has left,
 she realized.
 In the end, it will be only you, or I.



 
 Narlathotep slowly started rotating his hips in a clockwise fashion, working to loosen her up for what was yet still to come. Veronica felt his cock start making big circles in her ass and didn't know what to make of it other than it hurt good, like his cock was dancing in her ass just for the two of them.



 
 After a few circles clockwise, he stopped, then began turning counter clockwise, sending a new shiver up Veronica's back. Slowing his rotation, he stopped, started to pull out, slightly faster than his push in. Veronica wasn't ready for this new sensation to end, and without thinking tried pushing Narlathotep back into her.



 
 Narlathotep roared, "stop!" –the command so savage he sprayed sizzling hot spittle across her back.



 
 He pulled out, then abruptly started thrusting again. With each brutal in and out he increased up the pace, toying with her. She felt little tears open inside her, knew despite the resiliency of her supernatural gifts, she was coming apart under the assault.



 
 The experience grew increasingly transcendental, until she saw and felt her body from outside of its physical restraints. She heard herself grunting like an animal on each thrust, air pushed from her lungs with each impact of demon cock. To her dismay, she could hear for herself, as if from someone else, the masochistic pleasure she took.



 
 Finally, feeling Narlathotep' balls slapping against her wet pussy, that familiar sensation started building inside of her. She was only a few thrusts away, and then she was going to cum. From the deep buildup it wasn't to be a normal orgasm. There was nothing she could do to stop it, and doubted even if Narlathotep stopped blasting into her ass, that it would halt its implacable progress.



 
 “Fuck!” it was her turn to snarl.



 
 Unable to endure any longer, she let loose as Narlathotep continued the brutal thrusting up her ass. The anal orgasm started in a small but screaming roar, quickly becoming an intense tremble that shook her to the core.



 
 Her pussy exploded as Narlathotep' balls slapped it like hammers on a gong. She squirted across the nutsack, big as a women's clutch purse, soaking it. Her defiled asshole grabbed hold of Narlathotep' cock as he thrust, forcing her orgasm to stretch on in powerful waves, shaking her violently.



 
 She lifted her head, saw her own orgasm contorted face, tears streaming, in the old mirror. Above her Narlathotep’s face twisted with its own pleasure, evil radiating from the demonic features like heat from a blast furnace.



 
 She screamed out her anger and pleasure in one long guttural shriek straight into her own reflection.



 
 Narlathotep, gave one final thrust, shoving his cock as far inside Veronica's tight ass as he could, howled, and then deposited his seed deep inside her. At each undulating wave of orgasm she felt his cock shoot another load of boiling cum deeper inside her.



 
 “No!” he screamed, suddenly terrified.



 
 The demon attempted to pull out, but to her surprise, her rectal sheath bore down hard, trapping it with an inhuman strength. In the mirror, Narlathotep looked shocked. She felt the return of the familiar euphoric rush and realized she’d deeply misunderstood a Succubus’s power.



 
 It was not cunt-centered. It was core centered, she realized, feeling herself swell with stolen power. Her pussy was not the Succubus,
 she
 was the Succubus.



 
 It was her turn to lock eyes with the demon and she saw the light fading from his infernal glowing eyes.



 
 “That all you got, bitch?” she laughed.



 
 Narlathotep suddenly dropped like a trip-hammered steer. His now flaccid penis plopped out of her ass and Veronica stood, filled with savage strength and wild, cosmic energy.



 
 A great hand reached up and grabbed her.



 
 Beneath them the floor gave way.



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
 She struck the floor and, with the sound of boards snapping, plunged through the rotted wood, the Hunting Horror falling with her. They plummeted into the dark as a miasma of mold and perpetual dank reached an overpowering stench.



 
 Veronica gripped the dying creature. The thing tried clawing free to break away and use its leathery wings. She slid her arms in tight under the Horror's shoulders and tucked her head beneath its dragon chin. The wet dog stink of the monster gagged her as she scissored her arms hard. The very power of its own soul filled her with the strength to fight.



 
 The Horror cavorted and bucked, trying to contort free. Veronica wrapped her legs around its limbs, anchoring herself, even as they plunged downward. Jerking quickly while pulling her arms tight, she spun the thing around half a heartbeat before they crashed into the next level.



 
 The impact came in a stunning shock.



 
 The hard, knotted form of the Horror reverberated with the concussion as Veronica spun clear. The vertigo felt sickening as she tumbled free, breath torn from her body. She rolled once to clear the Horror's reach. Head still spinning, she paused, fighting disorientation.



 
 The floor cracked like a gallows trap door falling open under the feet of a hanged man. Her stomach dropped so fast she wanted to vomit and she plunged downward again. Sensing the Hunting Horror adjacent to her, she struck, desperate to fend off any clawing attack.



 
 She missed a wild strike then felt the whip-like slap as the thing's leathery wings snapped out, trying to break the fall. Again, operating on instinct and the infusion of soul power, Veronica reached out and grabbed it.



 
 Remembering how quickly the manticore had succumbed, she had time to think,
 how is it still fighting?



 
 The Horror shrieked, twisting at the neck to bite free from the woman's clutch, but Veronica felt the shift and met it with a short, sharp head butt that snapped the thing’s face back like a cork shooting from a bottle.



 
 Amazed at her savage fighting acumen, she once more felt the hand of her master moving through her. Even now, in her darkest hour, the Magi was reaching out to assist her as best he could.



 
 Entangled, the unearthly predator she fought could no longer use its wings and the pair crashed into the next floor, still closely locked together. Veronica tried rolling with the inertia of the fall, but her attempt was clumsy and she bit back a cry as she re-injured her weak ankle.



 
 The Hunting Horror was on her and this time the thing's fingers closed around her neck in iron manacles. The animal stink of the thing and its ghoulish breath choked Veronica even as her throat squeezed tight. Half sitting up, she threw a series of hooking blows, smashing the thing first in the ribs, then the head.



 
 Who am I?
 she thought, very near hysteria.



 
 But, will to fight or not, it was like punching a stone post. She was good at fucking. Good at every aspect of sex. She’d never been in a fight in her life before now. A couple times jealous wives and girlfriends had come at her, but she’d always managed to get away.



 
 Snatching hold of the shoulder she'd wounded earlier with the rock, she tore at it, desperation lending her prodigious strength. The winged hunter arched in agony and Veronica locked her legs above the monster's narrow, human-like hips, giving herself leverage to resist the creature’s throttling choke.



 
 The boards underneath them groaned loudly. Again.



 
 Both combatants froze for a moment, then the floor gave way once more and they dropped into the darkness like stones down a well. Again, Veronica hugged into the sickening thing and rolled the bigger creature.



 
 Once again, the impact was stunning.



 
 It hurt with a numbing pain that jerked the will to fight from her even as the monster’s form softened the blow. Gasping for air from lungs emptied by the crash, Veronica tried rolling clear. Her vision swam until the inky blackness undulated in peculiar, disquieting ways.



 
 Under her body she felt unyielding stone.



 
 She winced and realized the creature wasn't moving, and she dimly realized that it lay slack as a corpse. Gasping for breath, she stopped, feeling the Hunter's blood congeal on her face, its semen still in her ass.



 
 Her chest hitched once and she sucked in stale, moldy air, fighting the dizziness caused by her exertion. She felt the thing sprawling out beneath her in the blackness, and she dared to hope. She slumped and fell to the floor.



 
 She couldn't assume herself safe, not in this carnival of horrors, but she was too tired, too brutalized to care. She needed rest. She struck the cold stone of the floor harder than she intended and felt her head bounce cruelly.



 
 Brilliant points of light burst across her vision as splitting agony blossomed in her temples. Her ears were deafened by the sound of ringing. Then, like the cover of a book snapping shut, everything was dark and silent.



 
 She lay still on the floor in the gloom, unmoving as blood leaking from the slain demon spread in a slow, sticky wave, washing into her, staining her skin crimson. She heaved and vomited into the puddle of blood.



 
 She lay very, very still and did not wake.



 
  



 
  



 
  



 



 
  



 



 
 Veronica opened her eyes.



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



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



 
 "Bast," she whispered.



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



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



 
 “I feel no pain, only victory.”



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



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



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



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



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



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



 
  



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



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



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



 
 “I feel no pain, only victory.”



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



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



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



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



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



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



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
 Veronica screamed.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



 
 “Master!” she shrieked.



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



 
 Skavis roared.



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



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



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



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



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



 
 “Master!” she screamed again.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



 
 “As you wish,” Bast said.



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



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



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



 
 “Shit,” Veronica whispered. Skavis chuckled.



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



 
 It had been a good cock.



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



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



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



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



 
 “I missed you, little one,” he said.



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



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



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



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



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
 They gathered in the harem of the Ogre Magi.



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



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



 
 “You can lift it?” she asked eagerly.



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



 
 “Then let us do it!” she cried.



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



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



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



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



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



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



 
 “Master may I?” she asked.



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



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



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



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



 
 “Get over here,” the First Concubine hissed.



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



 
 “No!” Veronica snapped.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



 
 “Go to it, cat.”



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



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



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



 
 “I said tongue, Bast, not hands.”



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



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



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



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



 
 Skavis chuckled with approval.



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



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



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



 
 “Good,” Skavis murmured. “Good.”



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



 
 Skavis grunted.



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



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



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



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



 
 Skavis snorted like a horse with pleasure.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



 
 She was rewarded.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



 
 Then it was happening.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



 
 “Use your mouth,” Skavis growled.



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



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



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



 
 Skavis pushed in another two inches.



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



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



 
 “Uh, uh, uh,” she whimpered.



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



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



 
 Skavis pushed in another inch.



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



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



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



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



 
 “Ah, ah, ah,” she panted.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



 
 She realized she was crying.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



 
 “Tail,” he muttered darkly.



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



 
 “Open the gates, Olivia,” he commanded.



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



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



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



 
 He leaned forward and pushed his cock in.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
  







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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



 
 Came an assassin, to be his executioner.



 
  



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



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



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



 
  



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



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



 
  



 
  



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



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



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



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



 
 Monsters stalked this place, and now she was one.



 
  



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



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



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



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



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



 
 Veronica pushed on, returning to the tower.



 
  



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



 
 Slowly her eyes penetrated the gloom.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



 
 Sleep came in a warm, smothering blanket.



 
  



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



 
 More apparition than substance, Veronica mounted the stair.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



 
 “Lord,” Veronica acknowledged.



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



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



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



 
 It was a very old glamour indeed.



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



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



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



 
 “How so?” he murmured.



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



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



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



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



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



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



 
 She met his gaze.



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



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



 
 The gesture of feminine submission was too much.



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



 
  



 
  



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



 
 Nothing happened.



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



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



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



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



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



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



 
 “Uhhh,” she murmured.



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



 
 “Ohhh,” she whispered.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



 
 “Uhhh! Uhhh!” she cried out.



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



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



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



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



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



 
 Veronica froze, throat tightening.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



 
 He laughed, she froze.



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



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



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



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



 
 Abruptly, the pleasing fingers disappeared.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



 
 “You sonofabitch!” she cried.



 
 The belt bit into her and she screamed.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



 
 “What?”



 
 “Yes,” she repeated.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



 
  



 
  



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



 
 As the lord went, so went his realm.



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



 
 First the vulture then the Mandrill were struck down.



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



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



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



 
 “Lord!” she screamed out to Skavis.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



 
 The Ogre’s roar.



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



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



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



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



 



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



 



 



 



 



In the moments before everything fell apart, Veronica Doe, First Concubine of the Ogre Magi, was loving her new life. It was a life far removed from her old one as a flight attendant for a private jet charter company. Now she served only one person; her lord, Skavis. Even now his heir grew in her belly, making her body burn to contain the child’s emerging power.



The sight of her, swollen with child, seemed to inflame Skavis all the more and he’d made a daily habit of fucking her hard.



Servants helped Veronica lower herself down onto the specially made cushions designed to support her belly. Face down, she raised her ass into the air, and gentle hands rubbed scented oils across her buttocks and the inflamed lips of her labia. The nipples of her heavy breasts, slick with sweat in the hot air of the Magi’s inner chamber, grew painfully taut and she placed an eager hand on her stiffening clitoris.



Giving a small gasp when she found the delicate button, she began rubbing small circles. Before her, as she had commanded, Bast, who had come to be called the Slave God after his/her defeat at the hands of the First Concubine and the Ogre Magi, got down on its hands and knees. Beneath him was a thick rug made from the fur of some beast called a Bugbear.



Still playing with herself, Veronica gave Bast her commands. “I want you to be a beautiful man for me Bast. Do so, now.”



Bast, long broken to the collar now, did as instructed. In a shimmering display of powerful magic the divine being’s appearance shifted before the Concubine’s eyes and took on the form of a beautiful youth. The young man now kneeling before her was lean and clean limbed with an elegant, swimmer’s build, and huge blue eyes in a face so pretty it was almost feminine. Blue black hair hung in loose curls across his well defined shoulders and formed a neat patch between his long thighs.



A pink cock hung from the patch, long and loose in the hot air of the Ogre Magi’s chambers. The big blue eyes over a narrow nose and full, sensual lips, blinked at her.



“Does Mistress approve?” he asked in a clear, soft tenor.



“She does,” Veronica allowed. “You make a gorgeous little twink, Bast.”



“Twink?” he asked.



“Twink,” she agreed. “It means you’re pretty enough to be singing in a boy band.”



She turned to one of the bodyguard troops standing in the doorway. She didn’t know what manner of being the sentry was, his body was covered in a layer of magical, red lacquered armor including gauntlets, and its face was hidden beneath the wide flaring brim of his helmet by a frightening mask carved in the image of his master, the Magi.



“Soldier,” she said. “Have them send in the bulls.”



The bodyguard, long dai-katana at his side, nodded once. He stepped forward and pulled down on a long rope of braided silk. Somewhere deep within the labyrinth halls of the Palace at the End of Time, a bell rang sending long, melodious notes down the passage ways.



Veronica turned and looked back over her shoulder. A White Sylph pleasure stud stood naked by the wall. His skin was like alabaster, his eyes entirely black without pupil or iris. White-blond hair was braided into a ponytail that hung over one shoulder. Like a statue of living marble, each line separating his muscular torso was etched deep.



His hand began working his erect cock, slowly pumping it up and down in leisurely strokes. His snowy colored foreskin slid back and forth across the very pink head of his cock. He stared Veronica in the eyes, ready to obey.



“You may prepare me for my master,” she said.



The White Sylph sprang forward eagerly. Falling on his hands and knees he crawled up between her legs from behind. In a second she felt warm breath blowing across her inflamed pussy. She closed her eyes and shuddered a little bit as he began licking.



His tongue was soft, damp velvet, as he slid between her lips and licked at her hidden places. His nose pressed into the rosebud of her asshole and she moaned as waves of pleasure began dribbling through her.



In the next moment the two bulls she had summoned appeared in the doorway. Bull was an honorific, but in the case of one of the males, it was almost literally accurate. The Minotaur stood 7-feet tall and walked on cloven hooves. Tree trunk legs framed a massive, swinging cock that almost rivalled that of the Skavis in size. Eight bulky rows of muscles stacked upwards, forming his abdomen, ending beneath bulging pectorals and impossibly wide shoulders. Above the shoulders brown eyes glinting with human intelligence set in a bull head with silver nose ring and dark, curving horns.



Next to him an orc warrior, skin green over heavy muscles, impressive in their own way despite being overshadowed by the much larger Minotaur. Cruel tusks jutted up from a blunt, square jaw. Again, his semi-hard cock paled next to that of the Minotaur’s, but Veronica knew she could have barely fit the fat purple head of it in her mouth, and she could easily use two hands, one stacked over the other, to jerk him off.



The White Sylph ran his tongue across her asshole and she gripped the satin cushions of her pillow in surprised delite. As the sinewy tongue worked her ass, one of the Sylph’s fingers gently pressed between the sticky folds of her pussy and began running along the ridged crests on the roof of her vagina, Goosebumps rippled across her skin and she gasped.



“Do it,” she panted, eager to see the show.



Without a word the two bulls approached the kneeling Bast. The orc warrior grinned, pulling on his big dick, stretching it out so that it grew harder in his rough, clawed hand. The Minotaur was silent except for the hammer blows of his hooves as he walked across the marble tiled floor. On the Bugbear rug Bast lifted himself so he was sitting on his knees, a little smirk playing across his beautiful face.



The White continued his dedicated analingus as he stroked her G-spot more quickly. His finger made little moist sounds as it slid in and out of her pussy. She wiggled her buttocks backward in delight, pressing the crack of her curvy ass more firmly against his face.



“Eat me,” she told him, voice husky. “Eat your mistress’s ass, servant.



The two creatures came to a stop on either side of Bast, his face even with their erections. Smooth, slim hands reached up and began stroking their cocks. The orc warrior growled low and deep in his broad chest and the Minotaur’s long tail began swishing back and forth.



“Suck,” she commanded. And Bast sucked.



His sensual mouth opened and he took the head of the orc’s cock in his mouth. Carefully, he ran his tongue around it like cleaning bits of melted ice cream from the side of a cone. His hand started jerking the Minotaur’s massive erection, fingers unable to fully encircle it.



Veronica watched, enraptured as the Minotaur, obviously eager, rudely thrust his cudgel of a penis forward. Bast took both in his hands and pressed them together, running his tongue over both of them while slowly jerking the shafts. He stopped every so often to take one of the great cocks in his mouth and bob his head up and down, leaving his drool smeared across their width.



The Minotaur’s eyes narrowed to slits like a cat with it’s ears being scratched while the Orc’s upper lip twisted into a sneer of pleasure, revealing his dagger-like tusks more fully.



“Suck, Slave God,” the Minotaur roared. “Please Nabor as the First Concubine commands!”



“No,” Veronica said, her voice sly. “I owe the Slave God for many things. As I recall from when I was his captive, he prefers his head done rough, a good facefucking is what he gave me. I’d like to see how well he takes it.” Bast looked at her, expression uncertain and a little frightened. “And, Nabor?” Veronica smiled at the Slave God.



“Yes mistress?”



“He ass fucked me without mercy when I was his captive.” Bast now looked terrified. “I want to see how well he takes it.”



The two bulls wasted no time spit roasting the hapless Bast. The orc warrior shoved him back down onto all fours on the Bugbear rug. Immediately Nabor the Minotaur was behind him, easing his great bulk down onto the floor so that he knelt directly behind Bast’s upturned ass.



The White Sylph burrowed his tongue into her clitoris, then sucking it like a tiny cock. Veronica closed her eyes as her orgasm rolled through her on currents of pleasure, curling her toes and causing her pussy to gush so that the juices splashed the insides of her thighs as his finger worked back and forth furiously along her pulsating G-spot.



“Aahhh,” she sighed in release.



“Are you ready for me,” Lord Skavis asked.



When he spoke, his voice was mild for him, but it still rang throughout the chamber in astonishingly deep basso profundo notes. Coming from his private study, he beheld the scene on display before him.



The Ogre Magi stood around eight feet tall and weighed near 600lbs, all of it thick muscle on a heavy frame. His skin was cobalt blue and his hair onyx black. Great horns sprang from his forehead and tusks like the fangs of a saber tooth tiger curved up to just beneath eyes that held spinning galaxies within them.



Between his legs swung the mighty scepter of both time and space’ the great cock of the Ogre Magi. It stood out like the ramming prow of Man ‘O War frigate from the Age of Sail.



“I am ready, Lord,” Veronica said.



The White Sylph quickly moved out of the way as the aroused Ogre Magi approached his concubine. He settled in behind her, the heat of his body warming her skin, his musky, animal scent inflaming her. She began quivering as the fat cockhead pressed against her orgasm-slicked pussy.



Looking back she met his mysterious eyes. She knew him well now, this father of her yet unborn child, and she could see his pleasure and approval written in every line of his broad, blunt featured face.



I’m a good girl,
 she told herself. It made her heart hammer to know this. His hands, huge and impossibly strong, gripped her thighs and she knew she was about to take him deep inside of her.



He grunted, she gasped, and the head was in. “Oh, Lord,” she moaned. Slowly, carefully, that mighty prick slid inside her, filling her as only the Ogre Magi could.



Turning her head back around, she beheld the Slave God’s punishment…



The bulls fucked his twink form without mercy. The hands of the Minotaur, nails black as obsidian, grasped Bast by the curve of his hips, and roughly shoved him back and forth along the length of his cock. Veronica watched in fascination as it rammed home, balls deep, in the much smaller Bast’s ass.



The Slave God moaned as he was fucked, but soon the moans were nothing more than gagging sounds as the Orc warrior grew more turned on. The orc cock slipped in and out of Bast’s pouty lips, plunging into his throat as the beast man fucked his face. Spittle flew from the Slave God’s mouth and hung in loops from his lips. The twink’s cock was rigid between his legs with arousal and as Veronica watched, Bast reached back and began stroking his own hard on, even as the testicles of the bulls slapped into his willing flesh; the orc’s bouncing off his chin, the minotaur’s off the back of his thighs.



The Twink God had no sooner touched his own prick when it began squirting cum. Pearly white semen flew in spurts, landing on the Bugbear carpet where they formed sticky little clumps. The wide nostrils of the orc quivered as he smelled the spunk and the warrior grunted like a man lifting weights.



The already gagging Bast made a choking sound and thick white orc cum bubbled up past his lips and hung off his chin. The orgasming orc grabbed Bast by those beautiful black curls and thrust deep, Veronica seeing the tight muscles of its bare, green ass clench as he pumped his load into the Slave God.



The Minotaur bawled like an oxen bull in the field, and abruptly jerked his huge dick from Bast’s tight little asshole. He stroked it and the thing went off like a volcano in his hand, spewing thick globs of cum all along Bast’s back.



Skavis’s cock reversed direction and pulled slowly out, paused, then pushed back in. Her hands knotted with pleasure in the soft fabric of the pillows.



“Oh, god, yes!” she screamed.



She waited to feel the heavy weight of his ballsack slapping into the back of her thighs.



Nothing happened. The Magi was utterly still, still impaling her. Confused she looked around and realized everyone in the chamber was equally as still. Cum, dribbling from Bast’s mouth, hung suspended in mid-air.



“Lord?” she asked. Skavis did not answer. “Something’s wrong…” she trailed off.



Slowly, she pushed herself forward, and when Skavis’s erection slid free she had the momentary feeling of emptiness that she always felt, but this time she knew the situation was far, far more serious than the yearning his cock put into her.



“This must have something to do with the
 Bir el-Arwah
 , the Well of Souls.”



The Well of Souls was a magical conduit to anywhere within the Mortal Coil and space/time. When she’d first arrived to serve and service the Ogre Magi the Sylph Olivia, the original First Concubine, had thrown her down the Well in an attempt to be rid of her. Only after numerous strange and dangerous adventures had she been able to find her way back.



But Skavis had told her the Well contained a myriad of weird properties, things even he didn’t understand.



Suddenly, from outside the chamber, she heard the sounds of bestial snarling as numerous somethings approached.



“That can’t be good,” she muttered.



In the next second she realized what this meant; the security battalions, her bodyguards, the Ogre Magi himself--all frozen, all helpless.



“Wake up!” she screamed!



She went to shake Skavis and she was blinded by a flash of light as scalding pain shot through her and she was thrown to the floor. From the flagstone she gasped.



“Don’t do that again, Veronica,” she told herself.



Outside the chamber door the horrific snarling increased and suddenly the ornate, wooden structure boomed as something heavy fell against it. The booming came again, several times in close repetition and Veronica saw the hinges on the wall began to loosen and buckle.



“Uh, oh,” she said. Then, in a horrified whisper; “my baby!”



Desperate, she cast about. She no longer wielded the power of the Succubus, but she remained imbued with the Magi’s gifts. She needed neither food, water, or air. She healed quickly from injury and was impervious to disease or infection. Though not immortal, she aged more in line with a Sylph (Red or White) than a human. But all of this did not mean she understood all the riddles of the cosmos, all the properties of magic, or all the powers of the Ogre Magi’s enemies.



Suddenly the door to the chamber burst inward, coming off as the hinges ripped from the wall. Dark forms on leathery wings swept into the room, shrieking like children at a playground. She got an impression of bats as large as pit bulls as she threw herself to one side and came up against the stone wall.



The bats swept the room and, nearly hysterical, she had a sudden vivid memory of watching the opening credits on the classic Scooby Doo cartoon as a child. Feeling slow and ponderous with the weight of her pregnancy, she stumbled around the immobilized body of a White Sylph servant and came up against the chamber wall.



Reaching up, she snatched a jian sword from its brackets on the wall next to a hanging cloth tapestry. She whirled, taking it in both hands and slashed at one of the monsters. Her arm recoiled at the impact as the blade struck home and hot, viscous blood splashed her naked legs. The thing screeched and struck the marble tiles.



But the savage flying beasts had honed in on her, and they swooped, like some grotesque school of fish, as one and began streaking her away. Screaming, Veronica began frantically swinging her blade.



“Don’t touch me!” she shouted. “Don’t hurt my baby!”



Suddenly, a large figure burst through the door. Veronica got an impression of size and power, of blue-green skin and a whirling glaive of the sort Skavis wielded in battle. Her attention was taken up with two attacking bat-things and when she had killed them the figure had moved directly into her line of sight.



A warrior-woman cut her way through the bats. She was much taller than Veronica, perhaps six and half feet tall, and muscled like an Olympic weightlifter. She swung the heavy pole arm in her hands with ease despite the weight of the heavy breasts peeking out from between her armor plates. Her hair was jet black, skin, a blue tinged green. For a moment Veronica thought she was perhaps some variant of Orc she’d never seen before but then caught a glimpse of her eyes.



Her eyes…



Veronica almost dropped the bloody jian in shock. The woman’s eyes were those of Skavis, depthless black filled with spinning galaxies. Was this another Ogre Magi? She hadn’t known there was more than one.



A bat-thing lunged for her and Veronica plunged her sword into the rushing monster’s chest and it fell, jerking her blade from her hand. She reached for it, desperate to defend herself and suddenly two halves of a bat-thing fell directly at her feet, showering her in black blood.



She looked up. The room was silent. All of the things were dead and the mysterious Ogre Magi stood before her, weapon dripping gore, chest heaving from her exertion. She looked magnificent.



“Are you well?” she asked.



“Who-who are you?” Veronica managed to stammer out. “What happened? Did you do this? What are you? Are you orc-kind? Are you some sort of Ogre? Are you a Magi?”



The female held her strong hand up. It was painted with black blood. “Easy, Veronica Doe, I am first and foremost, a friend. I mean you no harm.”



“Do you know what happened here?” Veronica, still wary, yanked her sword free of the dead thing. “What are these things?”



“These are called Time-phages. They work like antibodies and attack anything that threatens the time stream. They don’t discern between you and the being who caused this. To them you are simply an anomaly like a cancerous cell.”



“Time is, what? Broken?” Veronica asked. “Why was I not frozen?”



“I have certain, unique, temporal powers. You were in close proximity to me and so protected by them.”



“How?” Veronica demanded. “How was I any closer to you than the guard at the door you came through? Or my Lord Skavis?” She indicated the Ogre Magi. His cock still stuck out like a battering ram. “As you can see, we were very intimate when this happened.”



“I was closer to you even than Skavis.”



“But how?”



Veronica’s words trailed off as she made the connection. Her hands flew to her swollen belly where her unborn child rested. Shocked, she looked up and met the female’s eyes.



“You?”



The half-Ogre woman nodded, a small smile on her face. “I am Freya, your daughter. Hello, mother.”



 



 



 



 



Veronica stepped back, coming up against the wall. She looked down at the tight drum of her belly, reflexively ran a hand across it. She looked back up at the fearsome, beautiful creature standing before her.



“Freya?” She’d picked the name as soon as she learned she was pregnant and Skavis readily approved. “You’re my daughter?”



“Mother, I am, I assure you.”



“How?” Veronica asked. But she already knew the answer. “The Well of Time,” she whispered.



“The Well of Time,” Freya agreed.



“This is confusing, and I have to keep my ba--you, safe. What is happening?”



“Veronica,” Freya said. “You are the First Concubine of the Ogre Magi, and an experienced plane shifter. You’ve been down the Well, and if half the stories I’ve heard of your adventures are true, you know how to adapt to this situation, I don’t have time to spoon feed you.”



“You can tell your mother what’s going on so she knows what to expect!” Veronica snapped.



Freya smiled. “Of course, but come, I’ll tell you on the way.”



“Will more phages come, is your father in danger?”



Freya started walking. Veronica fell in just behind her, still grasping the sword. “Yes,” Freya said. “He is in danger, but not from the phages. They do not perceive him as being an anomaly. What he has to fear is what we have to fear, the Chronic Dragon.”



“Chronic Dragon?”



“Yes,” Freya answered.



They moved through the door Skavis had used to enter the room.
 She certainly seems to know where she’s going,
 Veronica thought. And she was also right, Veronica had seen so many strange things that nothing surprised her about the weird properties of these magical, dimensional beings, these walkers of the planes.



“She was worshiped in ancient Babylon as Tiamat, the Mother of Chaos. What she truly is is a being from the pantheon of the Great Old Ones, such as Cthulhu and Yig. But, unlike them, she did not enter the timeless slumber. Rather she moved outside of time and began feeding on anomalies, consuming chrono-particles the way demons feed on souls.”



“How do we stop her?”



“In her gullet is a crystal, in this crystal is all she has consumed. If we can destroy that crystal all will be returned as it was.”



“And if not?”



“Whatever sorcery Skavis was working on before he took time out to…” she trailed off.



“Attended to me,” Veronica said.



And it was true. Skavis did attend to her, never more so than now, when she carried his child, Freya. And even now, in danger with all of time and her life on the line, she still felt the hollow, empty sensation that struck her after he’d pulled his cock from her. Skavis had taken her from an old, mundane life, and granted her access to realms beyond belief, to powers beyond belief. Yes, there had been danger and suffering, but never had she held more importance.



“Yes, attend to you,” Freya smirked, but not unkindly.



They entered the chamber holding the Well of Time.



“So we’re going to fight Tiamat?” Veronica asked. She indicated herself. “I’m not exactly in shape for battle, nor am I dressed for it.”



“No,” Freya said. “We’re going to my Citadel, outside of Time and Space. From there we launch our attack on Tiamat. But we must hurry before more temporal-phages come.”



“I have no control over where I end up when I enter the well,” Veronica said. “Last time I ended up in some very...uncomfortable locations.”



“Relax, Veronica,” Freya laughed.



The half-ogre female scooped up the pregnant Veronica as if she were no more than a child. Her arms were as rock hard as any orc warriors Veronica had ever felt.



“I have complete and utter control inside the Well.” Freya continued.



“But that means,” Veronica began.



“Yes, Veronica,” Freya finished for her. “It means that in a millennia I will become the Ogre Magi.”



Safe in the arms of her daughter, the Ogre Magi, Veronica once again entered the Well of Time.



 



 



 



 



They floated downward into the swirling, spiraling, kaleidoscope of the Mortal Coil. Strange, spinning images flashed by, snapshots of different times and myriad places. No matter how many times Veronica experienced the transition, she couldn’t help but be overwhelmed. This was a true mystery of Creation, a true enigma of Life and Reality. Her Master controlled it, and so, it appeared, did her daughter.



Suddenly they were falling through clouds of steam, silver gray mist billowing around them, then they plunged from the mist and hung in furnace hot air above a desolate landscape of fire and lava. The smoke colored waters of flaming lakes lapped at shores black as cinder and crawling with lava streams. As they swept downward Veronica saw demons dancing in the endless conflagration.



Immune to what she was sure had to be searing heat, the pair floated over the scene. Veronica saw Red Sylph’s cavorting with the horned and barbed demons, females and males alike taking on two or three or five of the pink cocked devils. On volcano islands hellish orgies were underway.



She saw a heavy breasted female Red Sylph who reminded her of Olivia grinding her pussy down the dog-cock of a spindly devil. As she did so a second demon fucked her ass in short, frantic strokes. Two more stood to either side of her and she jacked them both while trading her mouth from one arrow sharp cockhead to the other.



Then they cut through a column of roiling black smoke and when they emerged on the other side Veronica beheld a tower bastion on a finger of plateau like a knife blade. The citadel was obsidian and pearl, reflecting the shimmering flames beneath them in a deeply reflective blackness. As they approached the structure two figures leapt from the roof on great Eagle wings.



“Danger?” Veronica asked.



Freya shook her head. “No, they are my servants.”



“Are they…” Veronica, shocked at their appearance, struggled to say the word.



“Angels?” Freya suggested. “Yes. Seraphim to be exact, and utterly loyal.”



“Hail, Mistress,” they cried as they drew even.



“Well met,” Freya said. “How go things with the Sergeants of my Harem?”



“All is well,” they both said at once.



Veronica stared at them in wonder. Roughly as tall as Freya, they were beings of gold. Golden skin, golden Avian eyes, golden hair, even the feathers on their wings were golden. The heads of their freely dangling cocks were champagne colored and reached to their knees as they hovered.



“Good, then alert Regent Thule that I am prepared to receive him.” 



The one on the left answered. “As you command.” They both thumped fists to their chests in salute, and then swooped away.



“Very impressive,” Veronica said.



“As impressive as that may be,” Freya said, bringing them to a gentle landing atop the tower, “it is still not the power of the Succubus, and that, I fear, maybe what is required to win this battle.”



Veronica felt a cold fist form in her stomach. “I no longer possess that power. My Lord, your father, freed me from the curse so that I might bear him an heir, that I might give him...you.”



“That isn’t quite true.”



“If it weren’t Skavis would be dead by now,” Veronica replied, voice wry. “I can assure you of that.”



Freya gave a small smile. “Yes, his appetites are legendary, as is his devotion to you, something the more powerful denizens of our multiple realms always found puzzling.”



“The heart wants what the heart wants,” Veronica said. “He completes me, and I him, and neither of us needs to know why, only that it is.”



A smile split Freya’s face, “well spoken, truly, and as your daughter, an answer that warms my soul.” She placed a strong hand on Veronica’s shoulder. Her expression sobered. “But that doesn’t change a certain truth. Skavis was able to contain the power, to lock it away so that it was as good gone--but it is still in you, still
 of
 you. And, using the proper ritual, I can unleash its power once again.”



“I don’t want it unleashed,” Veronica said. “Why don’t you take it?”



“Because that particular curse is irrevocably connected to the being that gave it to you. A being now locked in the same stasis as everyone else in the plane of the Mortal Coil from which we just left. I am truly sorry, Veronica, but it must be you.”



“What do I have to do?” Veronica asked. “There is nothing I would not do for Skavis. Nothing. Must I let Tiamat mount me?”



“No,” Freya said.



“What then?”



“Tiamat, and most specifically, the heart stone crystal in which the Time she consumes is entrapped, is immortal and neigh on invincible. As one of the Great Old Ones she doesn’t even possess a soul in the way we understand it. No, it must take a weapon of singular power to bring him low.”



“An A-bomb?”



“No, the blade which dispatched the Bandersnatch.”



“I don’t follow.”



“The Vorpal Sword.”



“So where is this vorpal sword?”



“I do not know, and that is why I need you as the Succubus. The entity who knows the location of the sword is my enemy. And he is no friend of Lord Skavis, he would never do anything to save the Ogre Magi, just the opposite in fact. I intend to betray him, loose you upon them, and then tell him of his danger when he is helpless between your thighs. He’ll be terrified and will tell us what he knows. Pain will not move him. Threats not scare him, currency not bribe him. Only the fear of losing his soul will get him to reveal what we seek.”



“Great,” Veronica said. “But how do we convince him to lay with me?”



Freya smiled. It was cruel and Veronica saw her father in her. “Leave that to me,” she told her mother. “Leave that to me. But first, we must unleash your power.”



Stepping off the tower balcony they entered a chamber of opulent luxury. Marble tiles of lapis lazuli stretched under their feet. A fountain bubbled and gurbled in the middle of the room. A nice feat of magic, Veronica realized, having cold water in Hel. Rich tapestries hung from the wall and on the far side of the fountain an ornate throne rose on a pedestal.



When Freya hissed in outrage Veronica realized the figure sitting on the throne wasn’t supposed to be their. Sensing danger, she studied him closely. The figure was tall, she figured close to or even over seven feet. His skin was such a deep obsidian it seemed tinged with purple.



His face was all sharp angles and hard planes. Like many demonic kind his eyes showed neither pupil nor iris, only a deep red like the coals of a hot fire. When he smiled at Freya’s outrage his full, sensual lips pulled back to reveal teeth of startling whiteness. The canines, both upper and lower, were panther fangs, and his tongue was unseemingly large when he spoke.



Of the rest of him she saw nothing because his body was covered in a robe the same shade of red as his eyes. Only his feet, covered in Turkish slippers, Veronica thought would have run to Size 16 in a Foot Locker, and his hands were visible. His hands were large as the Ogre Magic’s and looked strong as a blacksmith’s. Heavy baroque rings of gold and platinum and precious gems adorned every finger. Each of those fingers ended in hard black nails like dagger points.



“Thule!” Freya seethed.



When the demonic figure mocked her with a smile, Freya surged forward, enraged. Both hands going to her belly, Veronica moved off to one side. As she did she came around the fountain at the same time as Freya and they both saw the Seraphim sprawled on the tile.



They’re throats were cut and golden hued blood formed a lake between them, their hawkeye's fixed and staring. They’re weapons lay next to them, useless. Gasping in shock, Veronica looked for an exit or a weapon close at hand. Across the chamber two heavy doors stood. She twisted in that direction and Thule lifted a single, ring adorned, finger. The doors slammed shut.



Across the room Freya strode around the fountain and toward her throne. In the next instant she locked up as if electrocuted and shrieked in agony. Fingers of green lightning arced down from the ceiling and danced along her body until every muscle stood out in vivid relief.



Suddenly cold iron bands slipped around Veronica and she felt the chill kiss of a razor sharp blade caress her throat. A reptilian sibilance murmured in her ear.



“Stay still, whore,” the voice ordered. “Or I’ll cut you a second mouth in your throat.”



She went very still, terror over the fate of her baby paralyzed her. She knew Freya was here, right before her, which meant that she must have survived, but Veronica knew from her own experiences in the Well of Time that such assurances were hollow. There were separate realities and for all she knew Freya came from a one different than the baby now in her belly existed in. The baby could die.



“Don’t hurt the baby,” she whispered.



“Don’t struggle,” the voice answered.



Across the room a glowing circle flashed in brilliant white-yellow fire. The intricate patterns scrawled across it’s border in ever tightening spirals toward a center sigil were easily recognized as words in the Enochian Alphabet. Thule had waged great sorcery to defeat Freya’s wards and trap her within her own Throne Room. That he had entered under guise as an alley added insult to injury.



“You are a snake, Thule,” Freya said through gritted teeth. “You have defiled the law of guests, it will not go unnoticed.”



“Yes, but I really wanted to do this, so there you go.”



Thule smiled. He spread his hands and shrugged as if to say “what are going to do?”



Veronica began searching the chamber for some weapon or item she could turn to her advantage. She had battled before, but she wasn’t a warrior. She’d endured hardships and faced dangers that would have been impossible for her to imagine in her former life. But she wasn’t out duelling with blades a trained killer.



Freya sagged as the pain abated and she went to her knees, breathing heavily. Thule watched her, a grim smile playing across his beatific face.



“In the end, Ogre Magi,” he said. “Might makes right. You have no allies so powerful I need fear them. You fell for my trick and that is all that matters.”



Veronica looked to Freya, saw her daughter seething, but silent.



“What is your price, Thule?” Veronica spoke out.



The demon looked at her. “Not many dare speak when a Shadow Devil holds a Satanic blade at their throat,” he said. “I’m impressed, but your reputation has always preceded you down through the ages.”



“Tell us!” Freya snarled.



“Be silent, Magi,” Thule said.



He turned to Veronica. He studied her, eyes hungry as they took in her pregnant state. Finally, he made a gesture and Veronica was released. She didn’t bother looking at her physical captor. Whatever a Shadow Devil was, it was no more than hired muscle. Thule held the real power here, she realized.



If Freya was anything like her father, she further understood, then her sanctum would have been warded by very powerful sorcery. Somehow Thule had both outwitted and out magicked Freya, the Ogre Magi of her time.



“What do you need of us?” Veronica asked.



“It is what I need of
 you
 , Concubine,” he said. “If I required spellcraft I could have just leveraged it from your daughter, or bargained. But what I need requires a resident of Earth from the time period you hale from. And also...the power of the Succubus.”



Veronica frowned.



“I do not have it.” She said.



Thule inclined his head. “Perhaps not at this exact point and
 time
 ,” he allowed. “But
 you
 do have the power.”



“Explain yourself, Thule,” Freya shouted.



“Yes,” Veronica said. “Explain.”



“All times and all places exist at once within the
 Bir al-Arwah
 ,” he said. “You once fell through the
 Bir al-Arwah,
 which means that even now you fall through the Well of Time.”



“Go on,” Veronica said.



“It is neither easy, nor simple,” Thule ran his large pink tongue across his thin, bloodless lips. “The only way to ensure it works is for Freya, as Magi, to assist.”



“You want to put her present consciousness into her past body,” Freya said.



“Just so.” he said.



“If that worked wouldn’t I remember it happening?” Veronica asked.



“No your past mind would come into your present body.” Thule said. “I will bespell your present self asleep. For the past you, who is falling, there will only be a sensation of blinking.”



Veronica was stunned. She turned to Freya. “Will it work?”



Freya nodded. “It would.”



“I have to have your help,” Thule said. “So I had to take precautions so you couldn’t say no. But I also offer a carrot with my stick.”



“If you make a cock joke right now,” Freya growled, “I swear I’ll find a way to kill you.”



Thule threw back his head and laughed. “My cock didn’t used to displease you,” he pointed out.



Freya’s eyes glittered. “Times change.”



She said it with enough chill in her voice to take the smile from the demon’s face.



“Be that as it may,” Thule said, “I am in a position to offer you that which you seek anyway.”



Freya frowned. “The Vorpal blade?”



“The same,” he agreed.



“Why?” Veronica asked. She still felt the unseen presence of the Shadow Devil behind her.



“For agreement neither of you will seek vengeance for what I’ve done.” he answered.



“Bullshit,” Freya snapped.



The word jolted Veronica. It was such a human term, such a
 her
 term. Most likely Freya had learned the curse from hearing her mother use it. It made a lump form in her throat. Her hands went to her belly where she felt Freya growing inside her.



“You’ll just kill us when this is over,” Freya went on. “No deal.”



Thule shook his head. “No. Tiamat has to be defeated. If the Ogre Magi,” he turned and pointed at Veronica; “you’re Ogre Magi, isn’t restored then certain events in our, my, timeline won’t happen. I also can’t take the chance that the Magi has some thaumaturgical failsafe that will free him.”



“Because then he would come looking for answers,” Veronica said. “And you don’t want that.”



Thule grinned. “No. I. Do. Not.”



“We can’t trust you,” Freya said.



“I’ll do it,” Veronica said.



“Mother!” Freya protested.



“Quiet, daughter,” Veronica said. “We need a way. This is the way.”



“Then let’s do it,” Thule said. He rubbed his hands together like a comic book villain.



“I want to see the sword first,” she said.



“You already have,” Thule replied. “My Shadow Devil held it to your throat just now.”



Veronica turned to look at the Shadow Devil. Her breath caught in her throat. She did not like what she saw. THe thought of the thing touching her flesh made her skin crawl and she instinctively jerked back. It chuckled in response.



Like living night it stood before her. Its hide was polished marble, a shade of indigo so deep it seemed to suck the light from the air. Its outline was Saurian, that of a humanoid lizard. Ochre yellow eyes gleamed in its thick, snouted skull beneath oxen horns. A tail of black smoke lashed behind it.



Veronica’s knowledge of ancient weaponry had grown considerably over the course of her adventures. She recognized the blade in the devil’s taloned hand as an Iron Age broadsword. A bloodstone the size of an egg formed the pommel.



The edge of the weapon gleamed with preternatural sharpness.



“Is that true, Freya?” she asked. “Is that the Vorpal sword we need?”



“It’s one of them,” Freya acknowledged.



“Fine,” Veronica said. “What do I have to do?”



Thule smiled. “Why, just what all the legends say you do best, Concubine. Fuck monsters and steal their souls.”



“Mother, no!” Freya all but barked the words out.



Veronica silenced her with a hand. “There is nothing I would not do to serve and save your father,” she said. She smiled, her eyes wet. “And now that I’ve seen how strong and great you become, there is nothing I would not do for you.”



When she looked at Thule her eyes were no longer damp.



“I ask again,” she said. “What must I do?”



“Return my daughter to me.”



“Someone has taken her?” Veronica asked.



Freya burst out laughing. “That little cock lover has run off again, hasn’t she?”



Thule glared for a moment then let his face become impassive. Finally he nodded.



“She has fallen in with a bad crowd, but, unfortunately, that crowd used her knowledge of me toward me from entering their domain. Because of certain celestial treaties that are unimportant at the moment, I can not simply invade since she went to them willingly.”



“So somehow I can go where you can’t?”



“Yes.” Thule said. “I will put you in your body before you bore the Mark of the Succubus. You will enter the palace of pleasure where my daughter is, and you will bring her home to me.”



“I’m no Magi,” Veronica said. “I never consciously controlled my passage through the Well of Souls.”



“You will bear my sigil in your mind. When you manifest in your body trace it on your belly in spit and we will be linked. I will go to the border of the Palace and draw you to me. I will explain the rest when we are there.”



“Sooner begun, sooner done,” Veronica said.



Thule smiled. “Just so.”



 



Veronica Doe fell.



Time flowed in strange currents of perception. Had she fallen for seconds or was it eons? She could not tell. Under the protection of the Ogre Magi she felt neither cold nor hunger nor fatigue. All of her biological metrics for experience were removed, leaving her in a strange cocoon of uncertainty.



She did not land, instead she merely became aware. One moment there was a vast, endless void. The next there was the feeling of damp cold ground at her back. There was no sensation of transition. One moment she was in free fall through all of Eternity, the next she was simply Here.



Her feet touched sand and she quickly got her bearings. She was on a strip of powder black sand next to a horizon filling ocean of emerald and azure. A strange red sun hung in the sky, casting ruby-tinged light across an alien landscape.



A jungle of bizarre fauna stood before her. Just beyond the lush green and blue vegetation stood a low stone wall. Ironically, according to Thule, her time frame was tight, and she had to move fast. In order to look the part of a pleasure slave she stripped down.



After months of being pregnant it felt odd to have her body back.



She felt her nipples tighten under the caress of the offshore breeze. The string of the thong rode up between the golden globes of her ass cheeks as she bent.



Finding a little dirt path she knew was there thanks to Thule’s instructions, she cut through some trees, climbed a small knoll with a vantage point, and looked at the golden chateau below her. She ran the glasses around the palatial two story mansion, six foot stucco walls, boathouse, and stables. The place could have been featured on
 Getaways of the Rich & Famous
 , she thought. If Orc slavers had a show like that.



It seemed daddy’s little girl had a taste for big green dick. When she’d first started her strange adventures through time, space, and dimensions, Veronica had been impressed with the alpha savagery of Orc warriors. She supposed they were impressive, but once you go Ogre you become exceedingly hard to impress.



She heard the pulsating tempo of tribal drums blasting from the house, as predicted, the orgy was in full swing. The leader of the Orc warband had taken the house from Sylvan slavers and now it was time to party, Thule had informed her. The leader was a berserker-shaman named Nagukt and his pirate militia had been on a tear lately.



She caught a flash of motion and turned in that direction. There were two figures by the boathouse. She moved closer. Orcs liked human females. A blonde model type in a Agua Bendita designer two piece, was talking to one of Nagukt’s bandits. The Orc was big, bigger even than Freya, his skin burnished olive drab.



He had a H&K MP7 submachine gun hanging from a 3-point tactical harness. She knew the weapon from playing Call of Duty with her stoner ex. Nagukt had decided to augment his spells and broadswords with high tech firearms.



The blonde was chatting away, a little unsteady on her feet, and swinging a half empty martini glass around in one hand. She said something and the Orc’s teeth flashed as he laughed. Casually, the blonde reached over and put her hand on the sizeable bulge in the guard’s loin cloth.



“Oh my,” Veronica said softly. “Well, they are a demented Orc cult, so…” she let the words trail away as she watched the woman push the guard’s loin cloth aside one handed. When she was done she pulled a semi-hard, firehose of a cock.



“Jesus wept!” she said. The Orc wasn’t Skavis, but he wasn’t hurting either.



The blonde tossed back the rest of her drink and casually flung the martini glass onto the emerald green lawn behind her. Still jerking the big green cock (the guard wasn’t laughing now) she sank to her knees. Veronica moved in closer.



The blonde was Eurotrash hot, all sharp cheekbones and full lips. She stroked the cock with first one hand, and then two, as it grew fully erect. Leaning in, she opened her mouth; wide. The lighter colored flesh of the guard’s cock head slid between her lips. Still beating him off in a hand-over-hand grip, the blonde began bobbing her mouth up and down the hard on.



The guard put one huge hand down on her head and Veronica could almost hear his groan of pleasure from a football field away. As she watched, he took control of the blonde, palming her head like a basketball, and began moving his hips in a smooth, piston-like motion.



“Shit, you’re good, sister,” Veronica said, impressed despite herself.



The blonde was taking that cock, throating it like a sword swallower at a carnival. Veronica saw the drool building up in the corners of the blonde’s lips. The guard’s shaft glistened with her spit and Veronica heard the moist slurping in her mind.



Unconsciously, her hand trailed down to the little triangle of fabric covering her pussy. Her finger found the swollen little bean of her clit and she gently rubbed it, making small, concise circles. The blonde’s head bobbed wildly, hands placed on the guard’s thighs as she sucked him off. The Orc’s cock seemed like an overfilled balloon, so swollen it looked ready to burst at any moment.



She sighed a little as she felt her orgasm building. She liked to watch, it turned her on to see people in throes of passion, unhibbited and just giving into every bit of carnal desire rocking through their bodies. She liked to watch women’s nails rake a man’s back as he fucked her hard and fast.



“Fuck it,” Veronica told herself. “It’s time to get back in the saddle again.”



A liquid, burning sensation surged up between her thighs and she rubbed harder.



“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she moaned. Her teeth found her bottom lip and she bit gently.



Her hand flew between her legs, rubbing through the thin fabric of the suit. Her pussy was wet and she smelled her own arousal as she began soaking the suit bottom. The blonde leaned back, took the Orc fire hose in one hand and aimed it at her tits, jerking quickly.



Veronica gasped as her orgasm struck, and her knees buckled a little. Thick, white cum spurted out the end of the big green hose and landed on the blonde’s chest. Sagging a little, Veronica shuddered through the sensual, molten pleasure burning below her belly. The guard came up on his toes as the last of his spunk dripped onto the blonde’s cleavage. Almost delicately, like a cat lapping up milk from a bowl, the blonde began cleaning the guard’s cock.



Almost falling jolted Veronica back into the moment and she remembered her mission. There was a girl in there, the daughter of a rich man, who needed rescuing; whether she wanted it or not.



“Damn it,” she chastised herself. It would have been a perfect moment to scale the fence while the guard was so thoroughly distracted. She hoped the moment wasn’t over.



Then, as usual, she got lucky. Two more Orc guards, just as tall, just as muscular, and just as green, appeared from inside the grounds. Their eyes were locked on the kneeling blonde and their hands weren’t holding their submachine guns, but were instead wrapped around their hard cocks.



“Thanks, blondie,” Veronica grinned. A good, hardcore menage was just the thing to keep the sentry’s eyes turned inward.



She knew from discussions with Skavis that modern Earth firearms had infiltrated the creatures on various levels of the Mortal Coil at different time points. It was still somewhat disconcerting to see firearms in the hands of what, until a relatively short time ago, were to her, fantasy creatures. However if being the Concubine had taught her anything it was to be adaptable.



Cutting down the trail, she hurried along the outside of the stucco wall. The music grew louder, but as she got closer the sound of voices grew as well. The party was a rager, and if the side show performance on the lawn by the docks was any indication, she could only guess at the orgy going on inside.



She crept up next to the inland side of the boat house, across from the bodyguards. The first guard stood watching the other two pulling the blonde’s almost non existent bikini off. Her nipples stood out in dagger points, and Veronica was close enough now to hear everything.



“Okay” one of the guards growled.



He had a gold tusk and it flashed, reflecting light now spilling out of the upper windows of the house. His dick was thick as a beer can, and it had a head like a clenched fist. He held the blonde’s bikini top in his hands.



“You ready for a real good fucking now?”



Veronica loved the way the dirty words came out of his mouth with the thick, Orcish accent. If anything, hearing that kind of raunchy talk made
 her
 ready for a real good fucking.



She thought about Thule. Their plan was simple, the way the best plans were. The demon was to circle back slowly around, well away from the magical wards set against him, infiltrate the boat house and secure the Pavati speedboat for their escape.



He was also going to be bringing his own weapons in case things got messy. Fight firepower with firepower. She really hoped he didn’t need to use it.



All she had to do was find his daughter, convince her to stop loving the orgy, and sneak out the back.



“I’m ready,” the blonde said. “Good and ready.”



It was immediately apparent from her accent that the Nordic princess was actually Swedish, or German, or Austrian. Truth be told, Veronica couldn’t always tell one from the other at first blush. That wasn’t terribly sophisticated off her, but there you go. She was really more of a margarita girl than a cosmo drinker.



She inched forward and risked another glance. The group hadn’t wasted any time putting the bang into gangbang. The third guard stood with his back to Veronica, weapons harness dropped around his ankles and muscular butt cheeks clenching furiously as he rammed into the blonde. He had her bent over at the waist, but he was so tall she was up on her toes as he fucked her. Each thrust shivered through her as he went balls deep on every stroke. Her head bounced around and each time the flat plane of his hips slammed her ass cheeks, it made a wet slapping sound. The blonde was like a ragdoll in his grip.



Gold tusk took her by the back of her head to steady his aim, his fingers entangling themselves in the honey-gold curls of her hair. He guided his fat cock to her lips and she eagerly began slobbering over it, her jaw stretched tight to accommodate its girth.



“Uh, uh, uh,” the blonde managed to get out.



I take it back,
 Veronica thought.
 You’re not just good, you’re goddamn
 fantastic!



Reaching out with both hands, the blonde clung to Gold tusk’s hips. The woman was soaking wet now, and each new stroke of cock into her pussy made a moist, squishing noise. It was the sound of a good fuck to Veronica’s ears.



She looked quickly at the first guard but she didn’t need to worry. He watched the show in front of him like a teenager looking at Pornhub on his laptop. He jacked off slowly, building up an erection for a second round.



Quickly, Veronica slipped around the corner, putting the wall between her and mini-orgy. She was in. Her toe nudged something and she looked down, seeing the blonde’s cast off martini glass. She picked it up as a prop and sauntered around a thick Kohuhu hedge into a pool area. There were Orcs fucking people in the shallow end of the kidney shaped pool. There were Orcs fucking people in the hottub. There were people getting fucked by Orcs on the Adirondack patio furniture.



Veronica stopped, impressed despite herself.



The heavy pungent scent of hashish hung in the air and she immediately got a contact high. On one of the cushioned lounge chairs, a beautiful Sylph female with a derriere like Kim Kardashian, lay on her belly, gripping the chair legs tightly as she took it in the ass from an Orc warrior with a sword scar bisecting his face. As he finished, one of the four other Orcs lined up behind him took his place without missing a beat.



Over in the hottub two brunettes took turns sucking off a Satyr looking male and fingering each other viciously. In the pool, another Orc had a beautiful redhead up against the side and was between her legs, pumping away, as a broad shouldered Orc stood directly behind him, pushing his own cock into the warrior’s ass with perfect synchronicity.



Moans, groaning, and gasps filled the air and Veronica realized she was smelling something else other than just hash. There was some sort of jasmine and lavender incense in the air and, now that she noticed it, its scent was actually stronger than the narcotic.



Feeling light-headed, and disturbed by a growing sexual urge she wasn’t sure she was entirely in control of, she forced herself to focus, to scan the writhing bodies and make sure Thule’s daughter wasn’t among them. She saw a lot of hard cocks sliding into willing bodies, and her natural appetite for voyeurism pushed her to keep staring, to keep watching the looks of satisfaction on the faces of beautiful women, mostly human and Sylph pleasure slaves, as they took those cocks in every part of their bodies.



A dark skinned man of perhaps Indian nationality, sat himself down on the lounge chair in front of the black woman who was getting ass fucked by the third man since Veronica had come upon the scene. His erection curved up like a banana, and the woman eagerly put it in her mouth. She made soft, suckling sounds and her fingers slipped under his testicles to massage his balls. Veronica reached for her own pussy.



What’s wrong with me?
 She thought.



Stubbornly, she shook her head, forcing her mind back on the task at hand. None of the orgy party goers out by the pool were Thule’s daughter. She blew out a pent up breath. Time to enter the house.



Coughing against the cloying incense, Veronica entered the mansion. It was dimmer in the building, and it took a moment for her eyes to adjust. The smoke was thicker in here, the effluvious fog of hash smoke soaked into her, but again it was the jasmine and lavender incense that overpowered everything else, and made her head spin.



The dizzier she grew, the hornier she became. By the time she’d taken three steps into the room her vagina felt like it had a pulse, and her nipples were hard enough to cut glass.



Her hand came up and brushed one. Instantly lightening bolts pleasure arced from her breast to between her legs. Moaning,  she rubbed her thighs together. All around her people coupled. Off to her left in a sunken living room area, an intertwined train of males and women formed a circle, each participant performing oral on each other, seemingly without regard to gender.



“It makes you hot, doesn’t it?” A masculine voice purred in her ear.



Veronica nodded without thinking. “Yes,” she said, her voice hoarse. All around her was that overpowering miasma of jasmine and lavender. There was something about that incense…



She turned, leaning into the male next to her, desperate to feel the touch of someone else’s skin next to her own. He was a Red Sylvan mercenary. Tall, past six feet four inches, he was very lean, like a swimmer, tousled, eyes glazed and over-bright, but still sexy as hell. He was also completely naked and his hard cock stuck out like a tree branch.



She turned further and leaned harder into him, parting her legs so she could shove her pulsating clitoris against the long muscle of his thigh. Her arm encircled his narrow waist, and she pressed against him, smelling his clean, male smell.



Hugging him closer, her tongue began circling his nipple. Her hand crept down and wrapped around his hard on. He shuddered a little in her grasp and she felt powerful. She pressed herself harder against his leg, working toward getting herself off.



Fight it!
 She imagined Freya’s voice telling her.
 It’s the goddamn incense!



She blinked in surprise, realizing she was jerking a complete stranger off as she tried rubbing herself to climax against his leg. She was alarmed, but she also didn’t want to stop.
 If I do,
 she thought,
 I’d look pretty damn weird as the only person not joining in, and that could actually be dangerous.



She tightened her grip around the dick in her hand, felt the warm, spongy flesh give a little over the unyielding inner shaft. The tall Sylvan hissed and she picked up the pace. She kept grinding against him, feeling her own secretions soaking his leg, making it easier to slide against the rigid column of muscle.



She had to find Thule’s daughter, quickly. Much more exposure to this smoke and incense and there was no telling where she’d end up. Her top fell away, and her already barely restrained breasts swung free. The Sylph curled his arm around her and his hand moved from caressing her back to squeezing her tit. He began pulling her nipple and she gasped out loud.



She was practically panting like a dog.



Unable to fight it any longer, she at least summoned enough presence of mind to let her eyes roam the room, looking for Cassiopeia McCabe. Two beautiful women, on all fours, faced eaching other, made out as two men fucked them doggy style.



Next to them, two other women sat on their knees, fingering themselves, a standing Minotaur positioned in between them. One of the women, with deep, beautiful, olive skin, had her face buried in the creature’s ass cheeks, tongue fucking him in an enthusiastic rimjob as her opposite, a redhead with absolutely gigantic breasts, deepthroated his dick.



Something riveted Veronica’s attention. She saw a woman sitting on the lap of an Orc man, riding his hard dick with short, hard strokes, crushing her breasts against his broad chest. Another Orc stood next to the first and the woman was giving him a blowjob over the first Orc’s shoulder. As Veronica watched, a third Orc, chiseled as any professional bodybuilder came up between the splayed legs of the Orc the woman was riding.



Veronica felt her third (her fourth?) orgasm building and she began pumping the hot flesh throbbing in her hand all the harder. The tall Sylph hissed in pleasure through gritted teeth and began pulling her nipple more forcefully on her erect nipple. Biting back a scream of pleasure, she couldn’t take her eyes off the scene unfolding on the divan.



As she watched, the third Orc put a warning hand on the small of the woman’s back and she went still. Slowly, he pushed forward and Veronica heard the woman gasp as the head of his cock pressed against her anal opening.



The Orc bent his head forward, letting a long loop of saliva trail out of his mouth. The spit landed on his cock and, with the extra lube in place, he pushed the rest of his shaft into her willing ass. He grunted as both Orcs began slowly moving, and Veronica remembered what it felt like to have two cocks rubbing back and forth inside you like that…



“Oh, god, oh, god!” she shouted as her orgasm ripped through her.



She felt a faucet somewhere in her belly open up and waves of pleasure raced down her legs. She clung weakly to the Sylph as the spasms washed through her, she longed, ached, to feel a cock moving inside her.



In her hand the hard dick jumped a little and began spurting. She watched his cum jettison out and land at the floor. She milked the hard on, getting every last ounce of pleasure out of it she could. The Sylph gave his own strangled cry and shot again as she finished him off.



Her eyes came up, endorphins surging through her, and in a small moment of clarity she saw the open doorway leading to the stairs. Nagukt wasn’t down here, his rooms had to be upstairs. Without looking back at the Red Sylvan, she stumbled around the oral copulation circle, and towards the steps.



Moving through a cloud of smoke, she saw the altar of the Fiery Brand Tabernacle set up like the narthex of a chapel against one wall. The strange symbol dominated the wall, and several copper brazzers, large as cooking pots, burned, pumping out the jasmine and lavender incense that filled the room.



Unable to do anything but breathe the mind altering substance, Veronica pushed on through sheer force of will. Thoughts of hard cocks sliding in and out of her, all of her, was a cacophony in her mind. She wanted to taste a cock, to grind down on one as it ploughed into her. God help her, she couldn’t get the image out of her head of the woman on the divan taking on three rock hard cocks at once.



I’m high as fuck,
 she thought. Then,
 Freya, I’m sorry, but if I don’t find Thule’s daughter soon and get the hell out of here, there’s no telling what, or who, or how many, I might do.



Walking up the stairs, she passed a couple making out. They were Cherubim angels, innocent enough looking to be on the cover of Teen Cosmo magazine. Sitting just below them, one of the Orcs had set his weapon aside and was servicing both of them.



His skin was the color of emeralds, and the angel’s prick looked very white sliding in and out of the muscular Orc’s mouth. His fingers, big and blunt as cigars, slid in and out of the girl’s pussy, rubbing the G-spot along the roof of her vagina. The two deep kissed as the male Cherub’s hand roamed across the girl’s pert, pink-nippled breasts.



Veronica resisted the urge to take the beautiful boy’s head in her hands and push his face into her sopping pussy. She imagined what a warm, strong tongue could do to her right now, and she let out a little shuddering sigh of resignation.



Eyes on the prize,
 she told herself,
 eyes on the prize.



But, dammit, in the Court of the Magi watching had become her
 thing,
 her favorite kink. She could have sat in the middle of all this activity for days, observing, masturbating, cumming again and again and…



She shook herself out of the image. Her sheer bottoms were soaked. Distracted, she quickly pulled them off as she came to the top of the stair. A long, hardwood hallway stretched out before her, running the length of the house. On either side stood open doors. Against the wall on the landing was a small altar, featuring the Eye of Horus sigil and a burning incense brazier.



At the far end of the hall in front of a picture window was a larger sigil and two braziers. Cautiously, she started down the hall, her bare feet noiseless beneath the pounding bass rumbling up from below.



Coming to a door, she heard wet sounds and a soft moaning. Without thinking she looked in and froze, transfixed.



The Asian woman was beautiful, heavy breasted and long legged. She sat on a doctor’s examination table, feet up in the stirrups. To either side of her two young, Golden Sylph beauties sucked her erect nipples. The Sylvan girl on her right stroked the Asian beauty’s swollen clitoris as she made soft little cooing noises of delight.



Between her propped up legs stood one of the Orc guards. He was the biggest one she’d seen yet, with a brutal face, and massive lumps of muscle hanging off his body. Naked, his basil skin glistened with sweat.



As Veronica watched he slowly pushed his fist into the Asian woman. When he met resistance at his scarred knuckles, he paused. Picking up a tube of lubricant, he squirted more down over his hand and her pussy. Her pubic hair was trimmed in a narrow landing strip just above her slit. As the fist worked, Veronica could see the inside of her pussy, the skin was very pink.



“Do it,” the woman whispered. “Please, I want to feel it all inside me.”



The bodyguard grunted and pushed. With a slurping sound, his big fist disappeared into her folds, sinking up to the thick wrist of his arm. The Asian moaned a low, guttural groan. It was an animal sound of pleasure.



“Yes, yes,” she urged. “Do it, fuck me! Harder!”



The Golden Sylph rubbing her clit sped up her motions and the Asian woman began tossing her head back and forth in ecstacy. The man punched into her pussy with the steady, mechanical rhythm of an engine piston.



The bodyguard’s cock stood out, hard as a piece of lumber, crawling with swollen veins. Eyes locked on what was happening, Veronica moved forward, once again entranced. Drawing close, she heard the Orc bull snorting through his nose with each thrust of his muscular arm.



“God yes! God yes!” The woman shrieked.



As Veronica grabbed hold of the green cock, the man began twisting his fist as he pushed in and out. The Asian screamed, hiccuping the cries in a voice gone hoarse. Veronica felt the fat prick in her hand quiver and she squeezed tight, jerking it up and down. She kissed the bodyguard’s shoulder and tasted his sweat. She was dripping down her own leg as she ran her other hand across the haunch of muscle forming his ass.



The Asian grew so orgasmic her pussy sloshed as the Orc fisted her. The Sylph, eyes red from narcotics and incense, slid her hand back and forth across the Asian's clit, rubbing like someone playing the cello. She looked up and Veronica met her eyes.



On the bodyguard's body Veronica’s searching fingers found the puckered opening of his asshole, and she pushed in searching gently for the prostate. He let out a long, slow sigh, groaning deep in a basso profundo voice. Inside him now, Veronica started finger fucking his ass as she jerked him off.



“I’m cumming! Cu-cu-cum-cumming!” the beautiful Asian woman announced.



The bodyguard pumped once, then abruptly pulled his hand free. The Asian squirted a stream of fluid from her pussy in a jet like a fountain.



The ejaculate splashed Veronica’s and the bodyguard’s legs, running hot and honey-like down their skin. Veronica smelled the musty arousal on the woman like a bitch in heat. Her finger pushed in and out of the bodyguard’s ass as she pumped down hard on his cock.



“Uh, uh, goddamn girl...uh!” he cried.



Under her guiding hand, she directed the shooting cum at the Asian, splurging the warm sperm across the woman’s belly and the Sylph’s hand. The big Orc bull went up on his toes as she pumped the last drop of goo from his cock.



Like someone waking from a dream, Veronica came to her senses. She stumbled backwards, shaking her head to try and clear it, and then left the room even as they called out to her, begging her not to leave.



Burning with lust, she staggered into the hall. She had to get control of herself! But the look in the Asian's eyes as the bodyguard fisted her, feeling the quivering power of the big cock’s orgasm thrum in her hand. It left her wanting more, drunk with need.



Almost falling over, she put out a hand and caught herself on the wall. For long moments she stood there panting, fighting the need for cock. She wanted sex. No, wanted to be
 fucked
 . She felt crazed, herself a bitch in heat now.



Moving down the hall, she opened a large pair of ornate double doors. They flew open and she entered, breasts swinging. The room was red, and filled with a ring of four Incubi devils in strange, ceremonial robes. Around them cushioned tables and divans of various sizes stood ready for use. There was a table filled with BDSM toys next to a pommel horse. The incubi’s robes hung open and each one’s cock pointed out like a sword.



Bent over the pommel horse, perfectly matching his description, was Thule’s daughter, Cassiopeia.



Veronica blinked in recognition.
 At last,
 she thought,
 but how in the hell am I going to get the little brat out of here?



Cassiopeia’s legs were tied to the supports at the ankle with soft silk rope, the same with her tiny wrists on the other side of the structure. She was blindfolded and her lips, beautiful and full, were sticky with spilled cum.



Four brazzers fumed, pushing out the incense. Forced to breath it in or actually suffocate, Veronica took a lungful and felt it rush through her body.



Naguk, the Orc warlord, threw back his own hood and smiled like the devil. Bald, he wore a sinister looking goatee and large gold hoops in either ear and through his nipples. His cock stood 10” long if it was an centimeter.



When he spoke his voice was melodious, but filled with command presence. “Stay, watch, serve.”



When Veronica answered her voice was hoarse with longing, her mind utterly clouded. “That’s not going to be a problem.”



Like a king starting a feast, Naguk stepped up behind the bent over, tied-up, and blindfolded girl. As soon as the fat, plum-colored head of his cock touched Cassiopeia’s pussy she gave a little, soft, gasp that turned to a low, long moan as he slid the hard on in, inch by inch.



“This’ll teach father to try and out maneuver me with the High Council,” he snarled.



Transfixed, Veronica walked forward. She didn’t know what this High Council was. Thule hadn’t said. She didn’t care. Nagukt took a few, long, slow strokes, smearing the girl’s lubrication across his grotesquely large shaft. He began picking up speed until, in four or five strokes, he was slamming her balls deep with every stab. Cassiopeia rocked back forth under the assault, squealing. Drool dribbled from her mouth in clear ropes.



“Whose pussy is this?” Naguk demanded.



“This pussy’s yours, master!” she shouted back. “Fuck your pussy, master! Fuck your pussy hard!”



Reaching her, Veronica looked up. The other robed cult members stood in a line behind their chief priest, obviously waiting their turn banging Thule’s daughter.



“Kiss her,” Naguk commanded.



Without hesitation, Veronica went to her knees.



Reaching out, she took the blindfolded girl’s head in her hands. Leaning in, she pushed her mouth into Cassiopeia’s soft, giving lips. Instantly, the girl responded, thrusting her tongue forward wildly. Each slam of the warlord’s cock pushed them together. Veronica tasted the salty residue of cum on Cassiopeia’s lips and tongue.



How many cocks did she suck, anyway?
 She wondered.
 Probably all of them. I would, right now.



“I give you the seed of a god!” Nagukt suddenly shouted.



Veronica pulled a way for a moment and watched him sliding that ugly, great, long member from Cassiopeia’s pussy. Cum dripped thick as glue from it. Naguk seemed to have cum about a quart of sperm. With a laconic motion he stepped to one side and the first Incrubi in line stepped forward and began fucking the girl. His cock slid in easily, slick with both Cassiopeia’s pussy juice and Nagukt’s copious amounts of cum.



Veronica used her tongue to remove the tiny capsule tucked in her cheek near her molars. Biting down on the thin plastic lining, she felt the ultra-condensed antitoxin, given to her by Thule, slide down her throat.



Almost instantly, her head cleared. But she only had that dose for herself, and it wouldn’t last long in this environment. Reaching out, she wrapped her hand in Cassiopeia’s hair and twisted until the girl’s face pointed up at her.



“Open your mouth, whore!” she ordered. “Take my spit, slut!”



Cassiopeia, simpering with passion, did as commanded.



Squeezing shut the girl’s nose, Veronica bit the second capsule and, leaning down, squirted the alchemic pill into the girl’s mouth under the guise of deep kissing. Leaning forward, she mashed down on the girl’s lips, forcing more of the medication into her.



After a moment she leaned forward and whispered in the girl’s ear. “Are you clear?”



Cassiopeia nodded.



“Good, I’m here to help, play along and then do exactly what I say, got it?”



Again the girl nodded. Behind her the man doing her doggy style grabbed her hips with his hands and began stutter-pumping as he shot his load inside her.



“What are you two slaves whispering about,” Naguk demanded.



Veronica rose, fully herself again. She wasn’t an expert hand-to-hand fighter, and, while fit, was not abnormally strong. Skavis had taught her five or six, general moves, which they practiced not quite as often as they fucked. He’d also given her one guiding fight rule--cheat.



Turning to the table filled with BDSM implements, she snatched up a pair of metal handcuffs as Nagukt came toward her. She turned, found her center, then whipped her right shin into the side of the man’s leg in a brutal sidekick. Surprised, Naguk stumbled and she followed up instantly.



Using the handcuffs like brass knuckles, she threw a left-cross as she pulled her leg back. The energy of her twisting body, adding power to the strike. The hard metal slammed into his temple and he went down, eyes rolling up in the back of his head.



This hadn’t been her plan. She wasn’t a warrior. It was only after she’d executed the move she realized that while free of the incense’s influence, she was still high as a kite.



Oh shit,
 she thought.



“What--!” the three Incubi began yelling in confusion.



Though bigger and stronger, they were more drugged than her, and taken by complete surprise. Veronica exploited this without mercy.



Dropping the handcuffs, she snatched up a Cricket-bat-style S&M paddle with several tidy rows of holes drilled into it.



“Get it on, bang a gong! Get it on!” Veronica belted out, not sure why, just feeling justified rage and
 loving
 it.



Nagukt’s hash is definitely sativa strain
 , she thought. She was so stoned she felt like she was outside her body watching herself do stupid, suicidal things.



She swung the paddle in a two-handed over-her-head grip like chopping wood. The edge of it struck the Incubi who’d just shot his load of cum into Cassiopeia square on the top of his head. It made a brutal
 crack
 sound, and he fell.



“Hey, bitch!” another Incubi yelled.



She stepped forward and drove her knee into his free swinging ball sack. Taking the long paddle in both hands like a baseball player holding a bat ready to bunt, she shoved it forward and drove the edge into his throat.



Already crumpling in agony from the ball strike, he went over backwards, gagging with the same sound the woman sucking off the bodyguard by the boathouse had made.



“I’m a bitch! I’m a woman!...something, something,” Veronica sang.



“What’s going on!” Cassiopeia demanded. Her blindfolded face turned this way and that in confusion. “I can’t see! Why are you
 singing!”



Only two left standing.



Too stoned, or too stupid, or too arrogant, to call for help, they charged her from around opposite sides of Cassiopeia. Jumping back, Veronica picked up a handy bullwhip and popped it sidearm.



She was no stranger to handling a whip; she’d used it enough times on Bast the Slave God.



Who the hell could take getting whipped by this thing?
 She wondered, amazed.
 Funny that never occured to me when I was letting Bast have it.



She snapped the leather whip into the first Incubi’s balls and he crumpled just like the rest of them.



Then the second one was on her, and there was no time to dodge him. As he tried grasping her in a bear hug, she executed another of Skavis’s simple, direct moves. It was one of her favorites.



Dropping the whip, she grabbed the Incubi’s arm high up on the triceps by the shoulder, and down around his wrist. Twisting her body in a tight pivot, she heaved the startled attacker over her shoulder.



“Fuck!” he shouted as he went tumbling.



He struck the table holding the toys, and smashed through it with a crash.
 That’s sure to alert someone,
 Veronica thought.



“What was that!” Cassiopeia hollered. “What’s happening! I’m getting
 really
 horny again!” She paused. “Is there any free cock around?”



Jumping forward, Veronica reclaimed her handcuffs. With two quick
 clicks,
 she snapped the bracelets around the out flung wrist of the man she’d just tossed, and then to the incoherent Nagukt’s ankle.



Turning, she pulled the blindfold off Cassiopeia.



“Hold on,” she said. “We’re getting out of here.”



“Thank the Sleeping Gods you came!” Cassiopeia said.



Literally,
 Veronica thought.
 Several times, in fact.



“This started out as a fun party, plenty of Black Lotus to go around, and tons of Orc bulls. Then I just got confused and super horny, and couldn't find my way out.”



“We’re taking a boat out of here,” Veronica said.



She finished untying the girl. Cum leaked from Cassiopeia and ran down her shapely legs. The ever present incense was beginning to affect her again because, for a moment, Veronica was lost in thought, imagining a willing, eager Cassiopeia taking one cock after another.



“No! Goddamnit!” she shook her head to clear the fugue.



Grabbing Cassiopeia by the hand, she drug her to the door, stopping only long enough to reclaim the long S&M paddle. They stumbled out into the hall just as an Orc guard rounded the corner, one of those deadly, incongruous submachine guns in hand.



“What be going on here?” he shouted. “What’s getting broke?”



“The window,” Veronica said.



Spinning, she threw the paddle through the big window at the end of the hall, shattering it.



“Trust me,” she told Cassiopeia, giving the girl a shove. “Jump and swim! You’ll be alright!”



Cassiopeia went with the push and dove through the window. The bodyguard unlimbered his submachine gun.



That’s not in the plan!
 Veronica thought.



She went for the window as the guard opened up. The chattering bangs of automatic gunfire echoed down the hall. 9mm rounds flew like swarms of steel hornets, striking the window sill beneath her as she dove to safety. Bullets tore into the brazzers and cracked the arcane sigil, which crashed to the floor.



Veronica flew through the broken window. Tumbling, she hit the blood warm water with a clumsy splash. Down the short stretch of beach, Thule rounded the bend in the beach, an alien-craft looking speedboat held wide open as he raced toward her. To Veronica’s surprise Freya was with him, quite literally riding shotgun.



The guard appeared in the window.



“Dive!” Veronica shouted.



Putting her hand on Cassiopeia’s head, she shoved Thule’s daughter underwater and dove after her, kicking strong. The sound of the approaching craft rumbled like thunder below the surface. They swamp deep as bullets knifed into the ocean.



The vessel passed above them and slalomed around to a stop, powerful engines churning the water. Veronica, guiding Cassiopeia, kicked for the surface. They came up on the far side of the boat, and Veronica pulled herself up and over the gunwale. Freya began unleashing round after round at the upstairs window with a SPAS 12 shotgun.



It seemed readily apparent that Nakgut’s wards didn’t stop bullets.



The guard ducked for cover as Veronica scrambled into a seat.



“Pull the girl in!” she yelled.



Freya reached over the side of the boat and hauled the naked Cassiopeia in. As soon as she touched the deck, Thule slammed the throttle forward, and the high performance watercraft shot away.



Turning the prow toward open waters, he pushed the alien engines to the limit. Cassiopeia seemed to be enjoying herself in Freya’s arms, maybe a little too much. Freya didn’t seem to be hating it.



“How are we getting to the Well?” she said.



“I’ve opened a portal just ahead.” Thule shouted over the engine.



Veronica peered at the sea. She saw nothing. Then,
 there
 , a shimmering rectangle the size of the Chrysler Building appeared. Open space yawned. Thule gunned the craft straight for the rift.



As they flew into it Veronica saw ocean water spilling in a waterfall by the millions of gallons.



Suddenly Olivia was standing beside her. The former First Concubine was resplendent in black plate armor that shone like obsidian. Her hands were covered in ebony gauntlets that hummed with the spellcraft of her dweomer.



“What the hell!” Veronica shouted in shock.



Freya rose, trying to unseat Cassiopeia from her lap. Their limbs got tangled up in each other and the female Magi was slow. Olivia moved in fluid grace, smashing one of the gauntlets into Freya and knocking her unconscious to the floor of the craft.



Veronica fought her way to her feet. She felt the weightless grip of the Well begin taking her. Thule spun from the controls and lunged at the Red Sylph witch. She back handed him with her other gauntlet covered hand and he too fell. Cassiopeia screamed.



Veronica went for her but Olivia merely smirked.



The Red Sylph taunted her. “
 Suffer
 you cunt!”



As Veronica came at her Olivia shoved her back with both hands, launching her over the edge of the craft.



Veronica plunged into the abyss of Time and Space and Perspective. She saw the craft holding her daughter and the being who held the key to returning to her current, pregnant, body, spin away toward some unknown dimension.



Veronica Doe fell...



 



 



 



 



...she came awake with a start and sat up.



Pain shot through her lower back and she grabbed her stomach.Veronica gasped. Her belly was round, swollen with the Ogre Magi’s child. A daughter who would one day claim her father’s throne and save her mother’s life.



Skavis slept beside her. His warmth, and the big animal smell of his musky hide inflamed her senses, calmed her. She snuggled into his muscular mass, content. She had at least another thousand years to be with her lover, to rule. A thousand years or more. A woman from earth could ask for no more.



She was enough of a veteran of the slipstream of time that she understood what was happening, Freya had fixed the problem and put her mother’s time back to right. That meant that whatever plan Veronica came up with to help her daughter had worked.



Her sense of serenity brought a peaceful smile to her face. She had time. Her lover, the father of her wonderful child, was a master of time. Master of the Well of Souls. His thaumaturgical library was the greatest in existence. Any answers she might need would be found there.



She relaxed into her pillow, hand resting on her belly. She felt Freya squirm and she laughed, eyes tearing with the joy of it.



She would teach her daughter well. Skavis would do the same. The story would play out as it had, for Veronica dare not change it. But at the moment Olivia struck Freya would now have a new, powerful, dweomer filled rune to thwart the Red Sylph. Millennium from now, Olivia would rue the day she challenged the...CONCUBINE!



 



END
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