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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.

TALES OF 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 to 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 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 a 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 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 old faded emerald, 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 Muay Thai 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 added 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 is 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 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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